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IN ULLUATER, CHARACTERS. 

POSTMAN. J on CoT«.rt£A 

BUTCHER* \'̂05<S 

LADY PUBLICAN. X^O Vi»kJoAa 

P.C.MCTAGGART. ^ ^tVhX \<EUK^ 

•roOFISHERI'lAN. ^ "S^HIO HucgM**.^*^ 

\ 
% 
I 
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SERGEANT NEIL HOMIE. V^OO^i^/^^ 

IN SUr-yiERISLE. 

HALF A DOZEN FISHERilEN IN THE HARBOUR. 

OLD FISHERIWl. 

HAl'xBOUR MASTER. 4 ̂TOHNJ ttC<tM<^C ̂? Y^yf^ Coc*. IAĴ 5". 

r MRS. MAY MORRISON. \ÂTie G-P>»Cf>E/ofc< [MY/M R)<lSY^ 

ilYRTLE MORRISON, X€u«»iftA nHfLT"^ f 
ROWAi>] MORRISON. 

MRS. GRIMIIOND. HtL.SA3 »̂oftY-\AO 

HOLLY GRIMIIOND. TAI^«E \•^oft.T« ̂ ̂

MEN IN THE BAR OF Thii GREEN MAN. ̂ |®X 

ALDER MACGREGGOR. ^ VlluCit "Soss 

WILLOW MACGREGOR. ^'^^ iTT (/^*^-)^ 

MAID IN RESTAURANT. ̂ 'S'u^^^ (--(i^Zf^^, 

ALISTAIR THE GIANT. ^ 

DUGGjyLD, A SimLL MAN.:^ "TdStPH G<jfeG<i-

ONLOOKER IN BAR. ^ M^ft.Tl C«CHa4A>£ 

TEENAGE COUPLES ON THE GREEN. ^ 

LORD SUMMERISLE.^ Cff^ ̂VTOtlfl'̂tiL 

i -
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CHARACTERS, 

ASH BUCHANNAN. ^trtcK  ̂ '̂ 

18 SCIIOOLPOYS ON GREEN ROUND i-lAYPOLE. '^  ̂  ̂ ''̂   ̂

SCHOOLMASTER. VvJ^VuT  ̂ t f }«f t .   ̂ (c 

18 SCHOOLGIRLS IN CLASSROOM AND AT THE STONES. \%\ {, |o S 

MISS ROSE.  ̂ , — -

DAISY. T t O - d V C«\ 06«s/ AeScf c/ ^e- Cf cl UE 

OLD GARDENER/GRAVEDIGGER. "T^H/o Y o a A J O ? '  ̂

YOUI'IG WOMAN WEANING HER BABY, ' 

T.H.LENNOX,  ̂  ̂

DOCTOR ET7AN. 

HALF A DOZEN SINGING VILLAGE C H I L D R E N / _  ̂

LIBRARIAN. ifcJ^^»i> ' f ^f^T"^- ^^i ^,   ̂  ̂  ̂
OLD I4At̂  IN LIBRARY. "rVsH*) r-to(VTdK> \

GILLIE, (j 

BROOME. f\«.TH^ft "^o^^cA^ 

HALF A DOZEN SWORD DANCERS, «  ̂

SIX ANTLER DANCERS, "̂ 4 

FOUR TAR MEN, 2.  ̂

THREE JACKS-IN-THE-GREEN, •  i S 

MUSICIANS (HORNPIPES. THREE HOLED WHISTLES. if-'S 
BAGPIPES. DRUMS. FIDDLES. TAMBOURINES) 

TWO OLD WOMEN AND TT\TELVE YEAR OLD CHILD WITH HARE MASK. U 

MIDDLEAGED MAi'I IN A HOUSE, 6 

THREE GIRLS AGED 10- 13 IN WINDOW OP HOUSE. \ 

MOTHER OF GIRLS IN WINDOW, \ 

A DOZEN ASSORTED HOUSEHOLDERS WITH THEIR MASKED CHIL- \ 
DREN, 



HALF A DOZEN WOMEN IN THE HAIRDRESSING SALON. 
IN FRONT OF BASINS, 

TWO WOMEN IN HAIRDRESSING SHOP UNDER DRIERS. \ 

HAIRDRESSER. *̂ 0̂̂ \̂  Vl.. U flTC H11 . kKctfi ?KAc<MTfcA. 

A BAKER. (OWE OF THE SWORD DANCERS) WftMuOAi 

A FISHMONGER. (ONE OF THE ANTLER DANCERS)-^^^^^'J^ft'^/ "V̂ 

A BUTCHER. \ 

A VERY OLD W0MA1«J. C}̂  ̂^ o ^ O \̂ aft.T̂ K> \

A YOUNG I4AN BLOWING A RAM'S HORN. ^^''^Ct W H C T E 

FOUR MALE FLAMBEAUX CARRIERS. 

A CROVro OF ABOUT A HUNDRED MALE ISLAl^DERS. >'S" "̂ "i ® 

A CROWD OF ABOUT A HUNDKPID FEMALE ISLANDERS,  ̂

FIGURES IN PHOTOGRAPHS. 

TWENTY 13 YEAR OLD GIRLS FOR HARVEST FESTIVAL 
PHOTOGRAPHS. 

A DOZEN ISLANDERS LOOKING AT THE BONE OF AN ANIMAL. 

HALF A DOZEN ISLANDERS THROWING IVHITE STONES INTO 
A FIRE. 

MAN IN BULL HIDE AND FOUR OTHER I-IEN. 

ELDERLY WOt>lAN ON GROUND WRAPPED IN A BLANKET AND 
A DOZEN ONLOOKERS. 
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The c r e d i t s are shovm over a nest of serpents 

vrhich a t the s t a r t are dormant. Gradually, as the 

c r e d i t s proceed they wake up and s t a r t to writhe 

together. T h e i r excitement mounts, u n t i l they are 

i n a considerable frenzy. By the time the c r e d i t s 

are completed, the snakes have generated a great 

quantity of y e l l o w i s h f r o t h which l i e s a l l over 

t h e i r bodies, entangling them. 
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DISSOLVE TO: 

1-5 EXT: HARBOUR OF SCOTTISH SEASIDE PORT OF ULLWATER -
NIGHT 

The squirming snakes have d i s s o l v e d i n t o the scum and 
e f f l u e n t t h at f l o a t s on the disturbed surface of water 
i n the harbour. The town l i g h t s are r e f l e c t e d , 
r e f r a c t e d and gently squirming among the discarded beer 
cans. Camera t i l t s up slowly to see the town f r o n t i n g 
onto the f i s h i n g quay. The c e n t r a l b u i l d i n g i s a pub 
and the dominant sound i s t h a t of a piano which has 
had the f e l t s removed from the hammers and pennies put 
i n t h e i r p l a c e . We can hear no s i n g i n g but the tune 
i s , "Four and twenty v i r g i n s came down from I n v e r n e s s , " 
(of which there must be a hundred barrack room v e r s i o n s 
the v/orld over) . 

1-4 INT: PUB PUBLIC BAR - NIGHT 

We are r i g h t next to the piano p l a y e r . Beyond him we 
can see the people a t the bar. They are a l l men 
dressed i n working clo t h e s , many i n c l o t h caps. Nearly 
a l l have p i n t s of beer or Guinness i n t h e i r hands. 
The piano pla y e r i s an old man, r a t h e r t u b e r c u l a r 
looking, with wispy, c a r r o t y h a i r . He i s hammering at 
the piano as i f h i s l i f e depended on i t . The 
a t t e n t i o n of the men i n the background i s suddenly 
taken by some-one who has come through the door and 
they go s i l e n t , s t a r t d r a i n i n g t h e i r g l a s s e s and 
preparing to l e a v e . 

The piano player doesn't n o t i c e them or the person, 
who, as yet unseen by us, has c l e a r l y entered the pub. 
He changes the tune and suddenly takes a huge gulp a t 
one of the many p i n t s of beer s i t t i n g on the piano top, 
d r a i n s i t with a prodigious e f f o r t i n one long gulp, 
as Sergeant Howie of the West Highland P o l i c e comes 
i n t o viex-; at the bar. He i s a w e l l - b u i l t , . s h o r t i s h 
Scot, neat and deceptively j o l l y . I t i s the f i x e d 
j o l l i t y t h a t often hides grim determination and 
uncompromising dogmatism. He wears uniform. The men 
at the bar are redoubling t h e i r e f f o r t s to drink up, 
s e t t l e up and l e a v e . The piano pl a y e r , smacking h i s 
s t i l l f r o t h i n g l i p s , s t a r t s to play again at once but 
t h i s time i n an amazingly cracked, beery v o i c e , 
reminiscent of the l a t e Houston s e n i o r , he s i n g s : 

PIANO PLAYER 
"The hole i n the elephant's 
bottom ... " 

He gets no f u r t h e r than the l i n e s — " i n with i t , out 
with i t ... " when Howie i n two long steps i s upon him 
and has c l o s e d the piano, narrov;ly missing h i s f i n g e r s . 
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1-3 COMTD 

sergeant a t the door. From somewhere i n the moving 
crowd of men comes an i r o n i c a l , r a t h e r b i t t e r v o i c e , 
h a l f singing a verse ... 

MAN'S VOICE IN CROWD 
" ... for every drop of drink accursed 
makes C h r i s t w i t h i n you d ie of t h i r s t . 
And every d i r t y word you say 
i s one more stone upon His way ... " 

I t sounds l i k e the piemo p l a y e r . Howie laughs good-
naturedly as he c l o s e s the door behind him on the 
nou empty pub, 

1-2 EXT? PUB AND STREET SCENE - NIGHT 

A constable i s waiting for him. And together they 
walk along the road. I n an a l l e y they and we come 
across an old whore, her back to the v / a l l , her s k i r t 
up round her w a i s t , c l e a r l y s e r v i c i n g an o l d i s h 
fisherman who, f u l l y clothed, i s bumping away breathing 
h e a v i l y enough for us to fear he may s c a r c e l y s u r v i v e 
the experience. Howie simply p o i n t s , turns away, and 
the constable goes and a r r e s t s them. They emerge 
i n t o the l i g h t i n a comical scene where we r e a l i s e 
t h a t the fisherman i s very drunk and the whore even 
older than e i t h e r we or he had thought. Sergeant 
Howie looks as i f he feeels p h y s i c a l l y s i c k , and without 
looking back a t the scene, walks on down the s t r e e t . 
His r a t h e r f i x e d smile has for the f i r s t time l e f t 
h i s f a c e . 

1-1 INT: "CHURCH OF SCOTLAND" CHURCH - DAY 

V7e are i n the middle of the congregation, a l l standing 
and s i n g i n g i n unison: 

CONGREGATION 
"Mine eyes hath seen the Glory of the coming 

of the Lord, 
He i s stamping out the vineyards where the 

grapes of wrath ara s t o r e d . 
He has loosed the f e a r f u l l i g h t n i n g of h i s 

t e r r i b l e s w i f t sv/ord, 
K i s t r u t h goes marching on." 

We c l o s e on Howie and a p r e t t y , shy young woman i n a 
flowered hat by h i s s i d e . She i s obviously WITH him. 
Howie, h i s voice booming out, looks c o n f i d e n t l y 
s t r a i g h t ahead. He i s happy. He i s i n h i s element. 
The e t e r n a l v e r i t i e s t h a t r u l e h i s l i f e are a l l around 
him. She looks up at him and c l e a r l y loves him. The 
l i t t l e hand t h a t holds her hymn book bears an 
engagement r i n g . 



EXT: MAIN SEASIDE STREET OF ULLWATER - DAY 

We follow the progress of a postman as he walks down 
the main s t r e e t d i s t r i b u t i n g h i s l e t t e r s to people 
who wa i t for him outside t h e i r houses. I n two or 
three cases we notice i n c l o s e up th a t one of the 
l e t t e r s i n a bundle are o f f i c i a l p o l i c e l e t t e r s , 

a) A householder opens a parking f i n e , 

b) A Butcher opens a summons for 
keeping meat i n an i n s a n i t a r y manner. 

c) A lady publican opens a summons f o r 
l a t e c l o s i n g . 

A l l are signed N e i l Howie, Sergeant West Highland 
P o l i c e , 

Camera cranes up as the postman walks on down the 
s t r e e t and turns i n to the p o l i c e s t a t i o n . This 
angle allows us to see the lead grey rooves and 
white w a l l s of the town, crowding down to the har-
bour. 

INT: OUTER OFFICE POLICE STATION - DAY 

P,C, McTaggart stands behind the desk as the Post-
man comes i n prominently holding an u n o f f i c i a l , 
handwritten envelope. 

POSTf^AN 
Morning Hugh, 

MCTAGGART 
Morning P o s t i e i What have you 
got there? 

POSTMAN 
I t ' s for h i s n i b s . I t ' s only 
f a i r I suppose, seeing I've been 
d i s t r i b u t i n g h i s b i l l e t d o o s a l l 
the morning. 

The camera moves i n t o a c l o s e up of the l e t t e r 
which we note i s addressed to Sergeant Howie West 
Highland P o l i c e Ullvrater. The stamp i s franked 
with an elaborate Apple over the words Summerlsle 
Apples, 

POSTRAN 
I t ' s postmarked Summer I s l e , Got 
a piece of s k i r t over there, I 
shouldn't wonder. 
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The Postman glances i n the d i r e c t i o n of a door marked 
Sergeant Howie, P r i v a t e . 

MCTAGGART 
VThat him? The only woman i n h i s 
l i f e i s the V i r g i n Mary. 

POSTr/lAl>I 
I thought he was going steady with 
Mary Bannock. 

MCTAGGART 
Steady's r i g h t . I n two years 
he hasn't so much as t i c k l e d her 
fancy. 

(affected voice) 
He's keeping himself pure for 
the wedding. 

POSTMAN 
Poor old Mary. I don't know what 
she's doing going around with him. 
When they're married s h e ' l l be on 
her knees i n church more often 
than on her back i n bed ... 

Conversation t r a i l s away. Sergeant Howie stands i n 
the doorway of h i s o f f i c e looking c o l d l y a t the two 
men. He i s a v;ell b u i l t , s h o r t i s h Scot, neat and dour. 
The Postman takes h i s sheepish l e a v e . 

POSTMAN 
Morning a l l . 

The door to the s t r e e t c l o s e s behind him. McTaggart 
holds out the l e t t e r . 

..ICTAGGART 
There's a l e t t e r for you, Sergeant. 

Howie moves slowly to the desk and takes the l e t t e r 
from McTaggart. I n s i l e n c e he return s to h i s own room 
c l o s i n g the door. 

INT: HOWIE'S OFFICE - DAY 

Howie cuts open h i s l e t t e r , and s i t t i n g down, reads i t 
through slov/ly. He thinks for a moment, looks a t i t 
again, then r i s e s and opens h i s door, 

HOWIE 
Hugh, come i n here p l e a s e. 



INT: OUTER OFFICE - D7;Y 

McTaggart puts down h i s papers and comes round the desk 
walking tov;ards Sergeant Hov;ie's room. 

INT: HOWIE'S OFFICE - DAY 

McTaggart comes i n and closes the door, Howie hands 
him the l e t t e r . 

HOWIE 
What do you make of that? 

McTaggart reads the l e t t e r aloud i n a s o f t voice, edged 
w i t h d i f f i c u l t y . 

MCTAGGART 
(reading) 

Dear Sergeant Howie, 
Wone of us have seen 

May Morrison's daughter Rowan, 
since l a s t year. She's only 
tv;elve and has been missing from 
her home f o r many months. She 
couldn't have l e f t the Islan d by 
h e r s e l f , she's too young, and 
her mother won't say nothing 
about i t — j u s t t o mind my own 
business. Well I reckon i t ' s 
a l l our business when a k i d 
disappears, t h a t ' s why I'm 
w r i t i n g you t h i s l e t t e r . 

h Child Lov'ir. 
Summer I s l e . 

P.S. I enclose a p i c t u r e of 
Rowan Morrison. 

McTaggart looks a t the p i c t u r e . We cut i n t o a close 
up of the photograph to see t h a t twelve year o l d Rowan 
i s standing under some blossoming apple t r e e s . 

HOWIE 
Well, what do you think ? 

MCTAGGART 
Funny i t ' s anonymous. 

KOWIE 
Just p a r t of the good neighbour 
p o l i c y . Inform d i s c r e e t l y . 

MCTAGGART 
W i l l you go? 
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HOWIE 
Ce r t a i n l y . I've been w a i t i n g 
f o r an opportunity to get over 
to Summer I s l e . Have you ever 
been there? 

MCTAGGART 
No sarge. Don't know anyone 
who has e i t h e r — though I've 
eaten the famous apples of 
course. I t ' s a b i t odd i s n ' t 
i t ? ... I mean a l l t h a t f r u i t . 

HOWIE 
I t ' s odd a l r i g h t . No cars. No 
telephones. Wo t e l e v i s i o n . No 
law. I t r i e d to land there once, 
but I v;as refused permission 
because I hadn't got a warrant, 
and had received no o f f i c i a l 
complaint. 

MCTAGGART 
But surely ... 

HOWIE 
I t ' s p r i v a t e property. The 
whole Island belongs t o Lord 
Summer I s l e . 

MCTAGGART 
I see. 

(pause) 
But now, of course, a c t i n g on 
information received ,. . 

HOWIE 
Exactly. 

( b i t t e r l y ) 
I bet they're running a three 
ringed c i r c u s over there no 
l i c e n s i n g lav/s, dancing and 
boozing on Sundays ... 

McTaggart gr i n s despite himself. Howie n o t i c e s . 

HOWIE 
(good humouredly) 

Oh I daresay i t would s u i t a 
heathen brute l i k e you McTaggart. 
But t h i s i s s t i l l a lav; abiding , 

(MORE) 



CONTD (2) 

H0--7IE (Contd) 
C h r i s t a n c o u n t r y , hov;ever un-
f a s h i o n a b l e those words may be 
today, and they apply t o Summer 
I s l e whether i t i s p r i v a t e l y owned 
or n o t . 

Howie c o n s u l t s a boat schedule, so named, pinned on t h e 
w a l l . 

ii'm. There's no b o a t f o r a 
couple o f weeks. I ' l l t a k e t h e 
seaplane. 

He opens h i s door and walks t h r o u g h t o t h e o u t e r o f f i c e . 

INT^ OUTER OFFICE - DAY 

HOWIE 
I ' l l be back tomorrow n i g h t . 
And you'd b e t t e r c i r c u l a t e t h e 
k i d ' s d e s c r i p t i o n . You never 
knov;, someone might have b r o u g h t 
her over here. 

MCTAGGART 
She's drowned, or f a l l e n o f f a 
c l i f f , most l i k e . 

•lost l i k e . But we've g o t t o know, 

.MCTAGGART 
I suppose so. 

HOWIE 
( b i t t e r l y ) 

H i s s i n g s i n c e l a s t y e a r , and 
someone "reckons i t t h e i r 
b usiness I " 

He s n o r t s and bangs o u t , t a k i n g h i s c o a t . 

EXT: HARBOUR OF ULLWATER - DAY 

Two fishermen l e a n on the harbour w a l l w a t c h i n g Howie 
b e i n g row^id o u t t o a moored seaplane. He c l i m b s o u t 
on t o the f l o a t and unmoors i t . The rov/boat p u l l s 
ax^ay towards us, t h e rower waving. Howie g i v e s a 
s h o r t wave and e n t e r s the c o c k p i t . 
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1st FISHERMAN 
Do you think he might be going 
for good? 

2nd FISHERM?\
I t always does to look on the 
b r i g h t s i d e . 

The engines of the plane swings to l i f e and the s e a -
plane t a x i s away from us towards the mouth of the 
harbour. 

8 EXT; OUTSIDE HARBOUR ULLWATER - DAY 

The seanlane gains speed and l i f t s o f f towards the 
West. 

9 EXT: !7ESTERN ISLES - DAY 
MONTAGE - POV HELICOPTER 

A long montage journey over the b a l d , barren humps of 
the Western I s l a n d s i n t e r s p e r s e d v/ith g l i t t e r i n g bars 
of water f i r e d by the sun. We see i t a l l from Howie's 
point of view — about 3000 f e e t . On one i s l a n d a few 
sheep run before the plane, on others an o c c a s i o n a l 
c r o f t e r looks up s h i e l d i n g h i s eyes. I t i s s i l e n t 
except for the muted noise of the plane and the sea 
b i r d s . The whole archipelago i s t r e e l e s s and except 
for heather and gorse, v e g e t a t i o n l e s s . The occupa-
t i o n s are sheep r a i s i n g and f i s h i n g , and some of the 
i s l a n d s have a fev/ landing stages to accomodate the 
l a t t e r occupation, and the o c c a s i o n a l packet boat. 
We pass a dozen such i s l a n d s heading f u r t h e r and 
f u r t h e r West i n t o the sun. E v e n t u a l l y we pass over 
a broader s t r e t c h of sea than we have p r e v i o u s ly seen, 
and f i n d , out of s i g h t of otiier i s l a n d s . Summer I s l e . 

10 INT: THE SEAPLAbJE - DAY 

Howie c o n s u l t s h i s map and noses the plane downwards 
towards Sunimer l a l e , three tliousand below through 
t r a i l i n g cloud v;hich serves to mask our transferenc e 
to a model shot. 

11 MODEL SHOT - SUIITIER ISLE - DAY 

The approach to the i s l a n d i s apparently through t h i n 
cloud from tiiree thousand f e e t . They d i s p e r s e to 
r e v e a l an a s t o n i s h i n g sun l i t scene. Around the 
coasts of Summer I s l e the approaches are i f anything 
more unv/elcome than anything v;e have seen on the 
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journey. The c l i f f s are high and fjerce, and the sea 
birds particularly savage in their chorus. As we pass 
over them the noise is deafening and deadly. But the 
centre of the island is one huge valley, and i t is 
this which is astonishing. No terrain since Arcadia 
was ever so fecund. The meadows are dense with spring 
fi e l d flowers, and everyi^here, standing in long 
orderly ranks are f r u i t trees heavy with blossom —  
apple and pear, plum and cherry, apricot and peach. 
'iJaterfalls and streams g l i t t e r amongst them, and lend 
to the whole an air of rich fantasy such as that 
suggested by the early Si l l y Symphonies. 

INT: THE SEA PLANE - DAY 

Sergeant Hov;is looking at the scene cannot believe his 
eyes, '.lis jav; l i t e r a l l y drops open and he shakes his 
head in bev/ilderment, as he tries to assure himself 
that he has not flown straight from the Western Islands 
off the edge of the world into some mythical fecund 
time and place. He puts his plane into a steep cir-
cular dive towards the harbour. 

EXT: THE HARBOUR - SUICffiR ISLE - DAY 

The seaplane comes dovrn and lands in the harbour. I t 
taxis alongside a buoy. The engines are cut and the 
agile Sergeant Hov/ie jumps out onto a float and starts 
to make her fast to i t . 

EXT: THE FLOAT OF THE SEAPLANE - DAY 

A close up of Howie as he finishes tying up the sea 
plane. He looks tovrards the island. 

E.XT: HARBOUR - SUMIIER ISLE - DAY 

We see the harbour from Howie's POV. A number of 
fishermen stand on the jetty mostly immobile. 

EXT: THE FLOAT OF TME SEAPLANE - DAY 

Howie turns and takes a loud hailer out of the sea 
plane and addresses the people on the j e t t y . 

HOT'/IE 
(loud hailer) 

I v;ant a dinghy please. 

EXT: HARBOUR - SUMi'lER ISLE - DAY 

No one moves on the j e t t y . Tie v/iden to include Howie in 
shot. 
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HOWIE 
(l o u d e r h a i l e r ) 

Did you hear me? I want a 
din g h y . 

The harbour master emerges from h i s shed and comes 
r u n n i n g a l o n g t h e j e t t y f a s t e n i n g up h i s u n i f o r m as 
he r u n s . 

HARBOUR TOASTER 
( s h o u t i n g t h r o u g h 
cupped hands) 

H u l l o s i r . L o s t your b e a r i n g s ? 

HOWIE 
( l o u d h a i l e r ) 

I d o n ' t t h i n k so. T h i s i s Summer 
I s l e , i s n ' t i t ? 

HARBOUR MASTER 
(s h o u t i n g ) 

Yes s i r . 

HOWIE 
( l o u d h a i l s r ) 

W e l l I'm r i g h t t h e n . Send o u t 
a dinghy p l e a s e . 

HARBOUR MASTER 
(s h o u t i n g ) 

I'm a f r a i d i t can't be done, s i r . 
T h i s i s p r i v a t e p r o p e r t y . You 
can't l a n d here w i t h o u t w r i t t e n 
p e r m i s s i o n . 

HOWIE 
( l o u d h a i l e r ) 

I am a p o l i c e o f f i c e r . A 
c o m p l a i n t has been r e c e i v e d 
from a r e s i d e n t o f t h i s i s l a n d 
w hich needs t o be i n v e s t i g a t e d , 

HARBOUR liASTER 
( s h o u t i n g ) 

A c o m p l a i n t you say? 

H0I7IE 
( l o u d h a i l e r ) 

About a m i s s i n g c h i l d . That makes 
i t a p o l i c e m a t t e r on o r o f f 
p r i v a t e p r o p e r t y . Send a boat 
p l e a s e . 
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There i s a b r i e f c o l l o q u y on t h e j e t t y , t h e n a s i n g l e 
f i g u r e d e t a c h e s i t s e l f from the group and d e s c e n d s t h e 
s t e p s t o a b o a t moored to the v ; a l l . He c a s t s o f f and 
heads towards t h e s e a p l a n e . Howie g r i n s m i r t h l e s s l y 
and t u r n s t o r e p l a c e the lo u d h a i l e r i n t h e s e a p l a n e . 
There i s a mix through t o t h e n e x t s c e n e . 

18 EXT: HARBOUR JETTY - SUM-MER I S L E - DAY 

Howie disembarks from the row b o a t and a s c e n d s t h e s t e p s 
towards t h e top of t he j e t t y . A group o f f i s h e r m e n w a i t 
f o r him. 

HARBOUR r4ASTER 
Good day s i r . I'm the Harbour 
M a s t e r . 

HO^'JIE 
S e r g e a n t Howie. Vlest H i g h l a n d 
P o l i c e . 

HARBOUR MASTER 
A m i s s i n g c h i l d i s alv/ays t r o u b l e , 

H0V7IE 
Y e s . F o r everybody. 

They i n s p e c t e a c h o t h e r l e v e l l y . 

HARBOUR MASTER 
Perhaps you'd be so good as t o 
e x p l a i n m a t t e r s t o h i s L o r d s h i p . 
He's most p a r t i c u l a r v;ho l a n d s 
h e r e . 

HOWIE 
A l l i n good time. We too have 
our own p a r t i c u l a r i t i e s . 

Howie produces t h e photograph o f Rov;an M o r r i s o n , 

HOWIE 
Do you knov/ h e r ? Her name 
i s Rov/an M o r r i s o n . 

The Harbour Master t a k e s the photograph and s t u d i e s i t , 

HARBOUR MJ\STER 
Mo. I ' v e never saen h e r b e f o r e . 
You George? 

He p a s s e s i t t o an o l d f i s h e r m a n . 
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FISHERI'IAI>J 
No. I can't say I have. 

The photograph i s passed from hand t o hand. Heads are 
shaken, we hear a chorus of "No's". 

HOT-JIE 
What are you t e l l i n g me — 
t h a t t h i s g i r l i s not from 
t h i s island? 

H o s t i l e or incurious stares greet h i s penetrating gaze. 

HARBOUR IIASTER 
That's r i g h t . She's not from 
here. 

OLD FISHERjlAN 
You get Morrisons on Lewis and 
a fer; on M u l l . I'd t r y over 
t l i e r e . 

Howie produces the l e t t e r and keeping h i s thumb over 
the absent signature, reads. 

HOWIE 
(reading) 

None of us have seen May Morrison's 
daughter Rowan since l a s t year. 
She's only twelve and has been 
missing from honie f o r many montl"is. 

(normal voice) 
The mother's name i s Hay Morrison! 

HARBOUR MASTER 
(laughing) 

Oh May! ... She q u i t e slipped my 
mind. Yes, v/e've got May here 
a l r i g h t — keeps the sweet shop 
j u s t up the s t r e e t there opposite 
the pub. 

HOWID 
(cold) 

.lay I'lorrison? You're q u i t e sure? 

HAR"iOUR IIi>.STER 
( j o v i a l ) 

Of course . 

H01-7IE 
I see. Thank you. 
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He abruptly takes back h i s photograph which has been 
held by one of the fishermen, and puts i t and the l e t t e r 
back i n h i s pocket. Then turning h i s back on the group 
on the j e t t y , he s t a r t s up the s t e e p l y graded high 
s t r e e t . They watch him go perhaps ten yards. Then the 
Harbour Master shouts a f t e r him. 

HARBOUR imSTER 
But t h a t ' s not her daughter. 

Howie turns slov;ly, looking down on the group of men, 
puzzled. 

OLD FISHERMAN 
No. That's not May's, 

HOWIE 
Who i s i t then? 

S i l e n c e . Hov/ie turns away from them and continues up 
the steep high s t r e e t which leads avray from the j e t t y 
i n t o the town. His face i s troubled, 

EXT: HIGH STREET - Smi^lER ISLE TOi'?N - DAY 

A high shot of Howie v/alking up the high s t r e e t . We 
note that the houses are whitev;ashed and t h a t a l l 
paint^vrork i s new and b r i g h t . Everyr/here there are 
window boxes of spr i ng flowers. A fev; prosperous 
looking i s l a n d e r s are i n evidence, some of them on 
b i c y c l e s . A l l s t a r e c u r i o u s l y a t Hovrie as he makes 
h i s way up to Hay Morrison's shop. He comes up with 
the pub, and then looks across the s t r e e t to f i n d the 
sweet shop. He s t r o l l s across towards i t . 

EXT: r^Y MORRISON'S SWEET SHOP - DAY 

Howie stands looking i n t o the old fashioned bow window 
of the shop. I t i s f u l l of magnificent chocolate 
hares and strange distended sugar babies. He looks 
up at the board over the windov;. I t reads .May's Tuck 
Shop. Opening the door, he enter s the shop to the 
t i n k l e of a b e l l . 

INT: mY MORRISON'S SWEET SHOP - DAY 

I n response to the b e l l on the door, Mrs. Morrison 
comes through from her back room parlour and stands 
behind the counter. She i s a buxom l i t t l e person i n 
a flowered o v e r a l l . Laughing eyes move i n a rosy f a c e . 
On the counter betv/een her and the Sergeant stsmds a 
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di s p l a y of more chocolate hares and sugar babies. 
Howie's a t t e n t i o n i s again caught by them. 

HOWIE 
I l i k e the r a b b i t s . 

MRS. MORRISON 
Those are hares, not s i l l y o l d 
r a b b i t s . Lovely March har e s. 
Can I help you? 

HOWIE 
I t ' s Mrs. Morrison i s n ' t i t ? 
Mrs. May Morrison? 

She nods. 

HOWIE 
I'm a p o l i c e o f f i c e r . 

MRS . MORRISON 
Oh Lor! Did you cone over i n 
the aeroplane I 3av; f l y i n g round? 

HOWIE 
That's r i g h t . 

MRS, MORRISON 
What? J u s t to see me? 

HOWIE 
Well to check up on your daughter 
a c t u a l l y . We understand she's 
missing. 

MRS. MORRISON 
Missing? My daughter? 

HOWIE 
You do have a daughter don't you? 
This i s her? 

Howie pushes the photograph across the counter towards 
Mrs. Morrison. She picks i t up and looks a t i t . 

MRS. MORRISON 
N3verI 

Howie looks hard a t her, Under h i s s c r u t i n y she laughs 
suddenly, b o i s t e r o u s l y . 
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?4RS. MORRISON 
I t e l l you no. 

Ther e i s s i l e n c e . From the n e x t room we h e a r a v o i c e . 

MYRTLE (VOICE OVER) 
Mummy! 

Howie s t a r t s towards t h e door l e a d i n g t o t h e p a r l o u r , 
lArs. M o r r i s o n , s t i l l l a u g h i n g , p u t s h e r b u l k i n f r o n t 
o f him. 

MRS. MORRISON 
I t h i n k you'd b e t t e r come w i t h me. 

She opens t h e door and l e a d s the way i n t o t h e p a r l o u r . 

INT: PARLOUR OF SWEET SHOP - DAY 

Mrs. M o r r i s o n e n t e r s follov;ed by S e r g e a n t Howie. 
S i t t i n g a t t h e t a b l e i s a s m a l l g i r l o f about s i x 
y e a r s o l d . She has a pad of drawing paper i n f r o n t 
o f h e r and a dozen p o t s o f p o s t e r p a i n t . 

MRS. MORRISON 
T h a t ' s our M y r t l e . She v/as s i x 
l a s t b i r t h d a y . Not a b i t l i k e t h e 
g i r l i n your photograph. She must 
be a t l e a s t t w e l v e o r t h i r t e e n 
s u r e l y . 

HOT'TIE 
Y e s , b u t ... I s she your o n l y 
c h i l d , Mrs. M o r r i s o n ? 

MRS. MORRISON 
Y e s . Our o n l y c h i l d I'm a f r a i d . 
T h a t ' s s a d f o r h e r , and s a d f o r " 
u s , i s n ' t i t ? 

She g i v e s Mowie a sad-sv/eet s m i l e . He t u r n s away 
i m p a t i e n t l y . 

MRS. MORRISON 
Say h u l l o , M y r t l e . T h i s i s 
S e r g e a n t — 

K0T7IE 
Hov/ie. H u l l o , M y r t l e . 

MYRTLE 
( g r a v e l y ) 

How do you do. 
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She holds out her hand and they shake, 

From next door we hear the t i n k l e of the shop b e l l . 
Howie holds che door c l o s e d , keeping her i n the par l o u r . 

HOT'JIE 
Mrs. Morrison, from information 
t h a t has come into my possession, 
I have reason to b e l i e v e you have 
another daughter. 

MRS. MORRISON 
Do you now? Well I should know 
best about th a t , shouldn't I ? 

HOWIE 
And t h a t she i s missing. 

MRS. MORRISON 
Do I look l i k e a mother with a 
misrdng daugliter? Come novi, 
you're the policeman. 

HOMIE 
T"Tell no, but . . . 

MRS. MORRISON 
But what .. . ? 

HOWIE 
I have to i n v e s t i g a t e . 

MRS. MORRISON 
Having come so f a r you mean? 

HO\;iE 
Please Mrs. Morrison ... I t ' s 
only tha t we have to follow up 
on information r e c e i v e d . 

MRS. MORRISON 
From who? 

HÔ 'IIE 
I'm a f r a i d I can't t e l l you that. 
I t ' s probably som.e crank. A f t e r 
a l l i f you t e l l me Myrtle i s an 
only c h i l d .., 

MRS. MORRISON 
Of course she i s . 
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HOWIE 
Well there you are ... Would you 
ht-ve any o b j e c t i o n i f I ta l k e d 
t o her f o r a moment? 

MRS. MORRISON 
T'Jhy should I? You're not going 
to eat her are you? 

Howie smiles t h i n l y and opens the door f o r her t o pass 
through i n t o the shop. Mrs. Morrison smiles encourag-
i n g l y a t bar daughter and goes through the door. Howie 
closes i t behind her and crosses to s i t opposite Myrtle 
a t the t a b l e . 

We now see t h a t the c h i l d i s doing a drawing o f a 
hare w i t h huge ears and '.;hiskers v/hich she i s copying 
from a copper mould t h a t has p l a i n l y been used to make 
the chocolate hares. She looks up and hands Howie a 
d r i p p i n g p a i n t brush. 

MYRTLE 
Here you are. You can f i l l i n 
the ears i n grey. 

<-

Neat, clean Sergeant Hov;ie i s h o r r i f i e d to f i n d h i s 
hand suddenly s t i c k y w i t h p a i n t , and q u i c k l y takes the 
pa i n t rag to clean himself. C a r e f u l l y he selects a 
clean brush and s t a r t s on the ears. 

H0'-7IE 

My r t l e , do you know Rowan? 

;:YRTLE 

Of course. 

Hov/ie i s s t a r t l e d by the answer. 
miiiE 

You do? 
MYRTLE 

Course I do, s i l l y . 
H0:7IE 

Where i s she now? 

MYRTLE 
In the f i e l d s . She runs and plays 
a l l day. 
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H0̂ -7IE 
W i l l she be back for tea? 

* MYRTLE 
(laughing uproariously) 

Tea? She doesn't have t e a . 

HOT-JIE 
I'Tliy not? Doesn't she l i k e i t ? 

She stops laughing abruptly and s t a r e s a t him contemp-
tuously. 

MYRTLE 

Hares don't have tea, s i l l y . 

HOWIE 
Hares! 

MYRTLE 
She's a hare. Rowan's a hare. 
She has a l o v e l y time. 

Hov;ie s i t s thunderstruck. The door to the shop opens 
and !irs . Morrison re-appears . 

riRS. MORRISON 
Did I hear someone mention tea? 
You w i l l s t a y won't you? 

HOWIE 
(slowly) 

Thank you. That's very kind. 

MRS, MORRISON 
Not a t a l l . I t must be t h i r s t y 
v.'ork, asking a l l those questions. 

HOI'JIE 
Mrs. Morrison, perhaps i f you 
v;ouldn't mind — I mean j u s t so 
I can complete my report — may 
I take a look round the house. 

MRS . liORRISON 
Of course you can. Only I don't 
suppose i t ' s very t i d y . My husband, 
l i k e most of you men. leaves every-
thing to be cl e a r e d j [ 1 f f t e r him. 

He goes through the door and ascends some steep s t a i r s 
which lea d to the bedrooms. Mrs. Morrison watches him 
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with thoughtful amuseTient for a moment, then moves to 
the stove to put the k e t t l e on. 

INT: LAI>IDING ABOVE SWEET SHOP - DAY 

Ho'.;ie reaches the top of the s t a i r s and i s confronted 
with tv;o doors one on each s i d e of the landing. He 
opens the one on h i s l e f t hand side f i r s t and e n t e r s . 

INT: MR. AND MRS. MORRISON'S BEDROOM - DAY 

Ho'.'/ie i n s p e c t s the room v/hich contains a wardrobe, a 
double bed and a chest of drawers. He glances b r i e f l y 
round i t , noting the c l u t t e r of personal adult 
possessions which are strevm about but which t e l l 
him nothing. He leaves the room. 

INT: LANDING - DAY 

Howie c l o s e s the bedroom door and cr o s s e s the landing. 
C a r e f u l l y he opens the door of Myrtle's bedroom. 

INT: MYRTLE'S BEDROO!! - DAY 

Hov/ie enter s the room. I t i s very t i d y and neat, and 
quite obviously the room of a l i t t l e g i r l . Myrtle's 
own paintings adorn the w a l l s , and some toys l i e 
stacked i n a corner. There i s one bed i n the centre 
of the room, and i n the f a r corner a double-doored 
c l o t h e s cupboard. He crosses to i t and opens one of 
the doors. Clothes for a s i x year o l d g i r l hang on 
the rack, and s i m i l a r l y shoes on the f l o o r . He h a l f 
turns away, c l o s i n g the door, when something catches 
h i s eye. I t i s a shoe belonging to a g i r l of t h i r t e e n 
poking out of the door on the other side of the cup-
board. HE w r e s t l e s i t open '.;i.th sudden galva n ic 
energy and we see i t belongs to a pa i r of"such shoes 
l y i n g on the f l o o r of the cupboard next to h a l f a 
dozen s i m i l a r l y s i z e d boots and shoes. The camera 
pans up v i o l e n t l y to see a rack of t h i r t e e n year o l d 
g i r l ' s c l o t h es . 

INT: PARLOUR OF SV7EET SHOP - DAY 

The tea things have been l a i d out and Hrs, Morrison 
i s already pouring v.nien the door i s throvm open and 
V7e see Hov.'ie standing i n the doorv/ay holding out one 
of the t h i r t e e n year old dresses accusingly i n f r o n t 
of him. He walks over to '-yrtle and measures i t 
a g a i n s t her. I t i s obviously much too l a r g e for her. 
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KOWIE 
(grimly) 

You haven't been straight with me, 
Ilrs . Morrison. 

Mrs. Ilorrison turns at the tone of his voice and sees 
the dress. 

MRS. MORRISON 
Why, you've found one of Holly's 
dresses, and you thought i t was ... 

She dissolves in giggles. 

MRS. MORRISON 
•̂Jhy it's just like a detective 
story. 

HOT'JIE 
Holly? 

MRS. MORRISON 
Yes. Mrs. Grimniond's daughter. 
She came to stay ';ith us last 
wesk when her mum v;as i l l . She's 
a v.'idow you see and can't really 
cope, poor old soul. Here's your 
tea. Nov; drink i t up while it's 
hot. 

Howie takes tlie cup and automatically starts drinking. 

HÔ IIE 
But V7hy should she leave her 
clothes here? 

MRS. MORRISON 
Oh you know how girls are — 
scatterbrained. Holly's always 
forgetting things. 

Howie regards Mrs. Morrison's plump figure calmly 
buttering scones,- with i r r i t a t i o n . 

H0̂ 7IE 
You mean she forgot a l l her 
clothes? ... Where does she 
live? 

MRS. MORRISON 
Holly? Oh I'm. afraid it's quite 
a long way. Tiind you I could 

V'lOPJu) 
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r i R S . MORRISON (Contd) 
lend you my b i c y c l e i f you l i k e . 
You go up the h i l l past the old 
church, then turn l e f t by Serpent's 
Egg H i l l ... 

Mix through to the next scene. 

EXT: HILL ROAD ON SUMriER ISLE - LATE AFTERNOON 

A panning shot of Howie t o i l i n g up a h i l l on an anci e nt 
l a d i e s b i c y c l e with a basket. His t h i c k grey woollen 
socks do the s e r v i c e of b i c y c l e c l i p s . The road i t s e l f 
i s l i n e d with apple orchards i n bloom. 

Mix through to the next scene. 

EXT: A FLAT ROAD ON SUIHER ISLE - LATE AFTERNOON 

Hov;ie i s seen c y c l i n g through a higher landscape with 
orchards e x h i b i t i n g blossoms of a colour d i f f e r e n t 
to the previoud scene — perhaps pear or a p r i c o t or 
plum — f a l l i n g avray frora him on e i t h e r s i d e . As he 
passes by, the camera panr^ o f f him to discover the 
m.alevolent features of the Druid God Cernunnos s t a r i n g 
out a t us from a Bas R e l i e f h a l f buried i n the spr i n g 
flowers of the roadside bank. 

Il i x through to the next scene. 

EXT: COUÎ TTRY COTTAGE - EVENING 

A v;hite washed cottage stands amongst blooming f r u i t 
t r e e s , tie track i n towards i t down a long patli. As 
we near i t the fr o n t door opens and I l r s . Grimmond 
emerges with Sergeant Howie and a young g i r l of about 
13, Holly, who a t f i r s t glance v;e know to-be t o t a l l y 
d i f f e r e n t to the Rowan Morrison of the photograph. 

MRS. GRII-UIOND 
... So i t ' s as I say. Sergeant 
Hov;ie, I can't t e l l you who would 
v/rite a wicked l e t t e r l i k e t h a t . 
A l l I know i s that ilay Morrison's 
got j u s t the one daughter — Myrtle. 

Howie stands i n the s u n l i g h t looking b a f f l e d . Slowly 
he turns to Hol l y . 

HOWIE 
Thank you, Mrs. Grimmond. 

(MORE) 
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HOWIE (Contd) 
(to Holly) 

But one thing I s t i l l don't 
understand i s why you l e f t yovu: 
clothes behind when you'd 
f i n i s h e d your stay v^ith Mrs. 
Morrison. 

Holly smiles, looks s l y l y a t her mother, smiles again 
and gives a shrug. 

HOLLY 
I j u s t forgot 'em th a t ' s a l l . 
I ' l l pick 'em up when I'm by 
next. 

HOWIE 
But s u r e l y ... to forget so many 
cl o t h e s ... 

HOLLY 
I know. I t was s i l l y of me 
v;asn't i t ? Downright c a r e l e s s , 
mum s a i d . Didn't you, mum? 

MRS. GRIIMMOND 
(laughing) 

And so i t was. She's a pr e t t y 
g i r l , my Holly, but she doesn't 
always use her brains . 

Mrs. Grimmond nuts her arm round Holly and squeezes 
her a f f e c t i o n a t e l y . Looking a t the smil i ng faces of 
mother and daughter, Howie l o s e s heart and abandons 
h i s remonstrances. 

HOWIE 
I see, Wr^ll thank you again, 
and good evening to you. 

Abruptly Howie turns away, face taut, aware of the 
sujDtle mockery of the two females. Clumsily he mounts 
h i s b i c y c l e and pedals away down the path followed by 
t h e i r f a i n t laughter. The camera t r a c k s with him dovm 
the path and turns the corner onto the main road. 

EXT: ROAD ON SUWffiR'ISLE - EVENING 

Howie swings out onto the road on h i s b i c y c l e and i s 
confronted with g i g a n t i c shadow of a str a n g e l y mal-
formed water b i r d (or boobrie i n Druid myth), with 
webbed f e e t , tremendous claws and monstrous beak. 
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l y i n g across h i s p a t h i n t h e r o a d . He brakes s h a r p l y 
and l o o k s f e a r f u l l y up. Above h i s head he sees t h a t 
t h e huge b i r d has been c u t i n t o p i a r y and i s f r e e — * 
s t a n d i n g amonyst t l i s a pple t r e e s . P u l l i n g h i m s e l f 
t o g e t h e r , he pedals on u n c e r t a i n l y i n t o t he g l o a m i n g. 

32 E : { T : mY nORRISON'S SWEET SHOP - NIGHT 

Howie i s c a r e f u l l y p l a c i n g Mrs. I l o r r i s o n ' s b i c y c l e i n 
a s m a l l shed i n t h e garden o f her house. Q u i e t l y he 
leaves t h e garden and stands l o o k i n g across t h e s t r e e t 
a t t l i e Green Man I n n . Ke s t a r t s t o walk towards i t . 

33 EXT; THE GREEil INN - NIGHT 

The camera moves w i t h Howie across the main s t r e e t 
towards The Green Man I n n . I t i s a whitewashed seven-
t e e n t h c e n t u r y b u i l d i n g , r a t h e r l a r g e r than those 
n o r m a l l y found i n t l i a Western I s l a n d s . The bar i s 
u n c u r t a i n e d and l i g h t streams from i t i n t o t h e s t r e e t 
as w e l l as a g r e a t d e a l o f l a u g h t e r , s i n g i n g and 
g e n e r a l rumpus. Hovrie pauses b e f o r e i t , and lo o k s 
up u n c e r t a i n l y a t th e l a r g e I n n s i g n . A c l o s e up o f 
i t shov.'s t h e face o f an e a r t h y man from whose ears 
nose and mouth grow sprays o f greenery which entwine 
about him t o form a screen from v;hich he peeps o u t a t 
us. The r e f r a c t i o n o f t h e l i g h t from t h e bar caused 
by the s h i f t i n g f i g u r e s w i t h i n cause t h e eyes t o seem 
t o move, r^owie f r o w n s , d e l i b e r a t e s a moment l o n g e r , 
then e n t e r s the I n n . 

34 INT'. THE BAR OF THE GREEN MAN INN - NIGHT 

The scene i s l i v e l y w i t h the company, e x c l u s i v e l y male, 
s i t t i n g about d r i n k i n g and s i n g i n g . We note en passant 
a group gathered round a Nine Men's M o r r i s Table o f 
extreme age. Howie e n t e r s t h e bar and pushes h i s v;ay 
towards t h e c o u n t e r . The room goes q u i e t , - a n d he i s 
observed w i t h keen b u t n o t u n k i n d l y c u r i o s i t y . Behind 
t h e bar a man o f s i m i l a r b u i l d , b u t much o l d e r — about 
f i f t y , comes t o meet him. 

HOWIE 
Are you the L a n d l o r d here? 

ALDER MACGREGOR 
Aye. I'm A l d e r MacGregor. And 
y o u ' l l be t h e policeman from t h e 
m a i n l a n d . 

HOWIE 
That's r i g h t . Hovrie's t h e name. 

(MORE) 
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HOWIE (Contd) 
S e r g e a n t Howie o f t h e West 
H i r h l a n d P o l i c e . I t ' s too l a t e 
f o r me t o g e t back t o n i g h t , s o 
I ' d l i k e a room and some d i n n e r . 
Can you manage i t ? 

ALDER MACGREGOR 
Of c o u r s e . My daughter w i l l show 
you up. . 

( s h o u t i n g ) 
Willow I 

A m a g n i f i c e n t l y b u i l t g i r l i n h e r e a r l y t w e n t i e s , w i t h 
c l a s s i c C e l t i c f e a t u r e s , h a i r and c o l o u r i n g , who has 
been s t a n d i n g f u r t h e r dovm the b a r , t u r n s and w a l k s 
towards u s . 

WILLOM 
F a t h e r ? 

ALDER HACGREGOR 
T h i s i s S e r g e a n t Hox^ie, a p o l i c e -
man from the mainland who x i / i l l 
be s t a y i n g V7ith us t o n i g h t . 

( t o Howie) 
T h i s i s my dau g h t e r W i l l o w . 

HOWIE 
Good e v e n i n g . 

She s m i l e s a t him a p p r e c i a t i v e l y , 

ALDER I4ACGREG0R 
S h e ' l l show you your room. 

T h e r e i s a g r e a t r o a r from t h e company a t t h i s i n n o c e n t 
remark. Willow opens t h e f l a p o f the b a r and s t a r t s t o 
l e a d Hov7ie through the bar room to some s t a i r s a t t h e 
ba c k . A l l around them the company s t a r t s s i n g i n g , 

CHORUS 
A l a n d l o r d had one daughter 
Z^d a n i c e young g i r l too she was 
Above h e r g a r t e r s I d a r e not go 
I b e i n g a s t r a n g e r I f e l l i n danger 
F o r d o i n g so, f o r doin g s o , 

Howie s t a r t s b l u s h i n g f u r i o u s l y , and l o o k s round f o r a 
way o f e s c a p e through t h e l e e r i n g f a c e s and waving b e e r 
mugs. 
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CHORUS 
I  sowed some seed,  al l  i n some gr ove 
Al l  i n some gr ove,  t her e gr ows no gr een 
Nov;  f or  t o r epeat  I  coul d not  st i r  
I  bei ng a st r anger  I  f el l  i n danger  
For  doi ng so,  f or  doi ng s o.  

Howi e pr act i cal l y f l eei ng f r om t he l aughi ng Wi l l o\
wor ks hi s way back t o t he bar .  

CHORUf S 
When ni ne l ong mont hs was gone and past  
Thi s pr et t y gi r l  had a f i ne son at  l ast  
How she must  keep i t  ai i d cal l  i t  her  own 
And r eap t he seed t hat  I  have sovm 
For  doi ng so,  f or  doi ng s o.  

Ther e i s a f i nal  comr . ni nal  choer  as Wi l l ov;  goes back 
behi nd t he bar ,  and ^^?al ks of f  t ov. ' ards t he k i t chen.  

Hor i i E 
I  t hi nk I ' l l  go up l at er  i f  i t ' s 
al l  t he same t o you.  

ALDER MACGREGOR 
You don' t  want  t o l et  t hem v; or r y 
y ou.  Have a dr i nk man.  

H0!-7I E 
Mo t l i ank y ou.  I  t hi nk you ought  
t o knov;  t hat  I ' m her e on of f i c i al  
bus i ness.  

( r ai si ng hi s voi ce)  
I  t hi nk you al l  ought  t o know.  

Si l ence f al l s agai n on t he r owdy bar .  

HOWI E 
( nor mal  voi ce)  

I  t hi nk you al l  ought  t o know 
t hat  I ' m her e t o i nvest i gat e t he 
di sappear ance of  t hi s young gi r l .  

He pr oduces t he phot ogr aph and hol ds i t  up ,  

HOWI E 
Ker  name i s Rowan Mor r i son,  and 
she' s been mi ssi ng f or  some mont hs .  
I  v; ant  you t o pass t hi s phot ogr aph 
amongst  your sel ves,  and i f  you 
r ecogni se her ,  or  have a cl ue t o 
her  wher eabout s ,  speak out .  I s t hat  
cl ear ? 
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There are g e n e r a l murmurs o f as s e n t . Howie hands t h e 
photograph t o the man n e a r e s t t o him and we pan w i t h i t 
as i t i s passed from hand t o hand round t h e b a r . 
Everywhere i t i s g r e e t e d v / i t h b lank s t a r e s and head-
shakes. F i n a l l y i t makes i t s way back t o him. The 
bar i s s i l e n t , s t a r i n g a t him. He, u n c o m f o r t a b l e , 
t u r n s h i s back on them and g i v e s the photographs on t h e 
w a l l o f t h e bar h i s f u l l a t t e n t i o n . We see i n d e t a i l 
what he i s s e e i n g . They have t h e same shape as group 
photographs and each i s dated w i t h a d i f f e r e n t year 
and signed by t h e same l o c a l photographer T. H. 
Lennox. They span a t l e a s t two decades and i n compo-
s i t i o n a re remarkably s i m i l a r . The s e t t i n g i n each 
case i s t h e s a n c t u a r y o f the l o c a l c hurch, p i l e d h i g h 
w i t h t h e most l u s c i o u s l y and p e r f e c t l y formed farm 
produce — v e g e t a b l e s , f r u i t and p a r t i c u l a r l y a p p l e s . 
Standing a s t r i d e t h e p i l e i n each photograph i s a 
t h i r t e e n year o l d g i r l . The most r e c e n t year' s p h o t o -
graph i s m i s s i n g . The n a i l on which i t hung i s t h e r e , 
and so i s i t s f a i n t o u t l i n e on t h e w a l l , b u t t h a t ' s 
a l l . Howie r a t h e r o s t e n t a t i o u s l y compares h i s photo -
graph o f Rowan M o r r i s o n w i t h t l i o s e o f r e c e n t years 
on the w a l l , b u t t h e g i r l s are p l a i n l y d i f f e r e n t . 
Behind the bar l^Jillov; comes up t o her f a t h e r and 
whispers i n h i s e a r . 

ALDER MACGREGOR 
Your d i n n e r ' s ready, s e r g e a n t . 

S l o w l y Hovjie t u r n s t o face MacGregor. 

HOWIE 
What are these here? Harvest 
f e s t i v a l s ? 

ALDER r m C G R E G O R 
That's r i g h t . As you can see, 
t h e r e ' s one tak e n a t the end o f 
every summer. 

H0?7IE 
I'That happened t o l a s t year's 
p i c t u r e ? 

There i s a f r a c t i o n a l b u t s i g n i f i c a n t pause. 

ALDER MACGREGOR 
I'm a f r a i d i t g o t b r o k e . W e ' l l 
have t o o r d e r another ... 
W i l l o w , show t h e ' s e r g e a n t t o the 
d i n i n g room. His food must be 
g e t t i n g c o l d . 
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Willow comes through from behind the bar, leads the way 
through the crowd of s i l e n t d r i n k e r s to a room beyond. 
Hov7ie follows slowly. 

INT: DINING ROOM OF THE G.RIi:E:>I MAN INN - NIGHT 

A c l o s e up of a dinner p l a t e on which repose a lamb 
chop, four or f i v e s m a l l , round, v/hite, obviously tinned 
potatoes, and a soggy mass of a r t i f i c i a l l y coloured 
e q u a l l y obviously tinned broad beans. We p u l l back to 
see a disgusted Howie s i t t i n g alone i n a small pub 
din i n g room. Standing beside him i s an untidy maid, 
not as c r u c i a l l y concerned for her c l i e n t ' s gastro-
nomic happiness as she might be. Howie looks up to 
confront her s h i f t y eyes. 

HOWIE 
Miss, the Farmhouse Soup was 
canned, and so are these potatoes 
and beans. VJhy? 

MAID 

Well I don't think they are, s i r . 

HOWIE 
Don't l i e . Miss. You know they 
ar e . Broad beans i n t h e i r n a t u r a l 
s t a t e are not turquoise. I 
simply want to know why. 

r^AID 
Why T'.'hat? 

HOWIE 
( p a t i e n t l y ) 

I-Jhy i n l a t e A p r i l on an i s l a n d 
famous for i t s f r u i t and vege-
table produce, I'm served canned -
vegetables. I t ' s simply not good 
enough. Surely you must have some 
fresh ? 

miD 
( d e f i a n t l y ) 

Well there aren' t any, are there? 

HOWIE 
Don't be r i d i c u l o u s . There must be, 

MAID 
Look, I j u s t serve what I'm given. 

(MORE) 
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MAID (Contd) 
I f you don't l i k e i t , y o u ' l l 
ha^e to t a l k to cook ... W i l l 
you be wanting any a f t e r s ? 

HCWIE 
Well I suppose I can't go wrong 
v/ith a Suminer I s l e apple 1 

MAID 
No apples. 

HO'JIE 
(astounded) 

No apples? 

JIAID 
( b r i g h t l y ) 

I expect they're a l l exported. 
You can have prunes and c u s t a r d . 

Howie nods w e a r i l y and the Maid walks away towards the 
door leading to the k i t c h e n . Hov;ie expels a long 
breath compounded of i r r i t a t i o n and wonder, A deeply 
thoughtful expression s t e a l s onto h i s face as we mix 
through to the next scene. 

INT: THE BAR OF THE GREEN MAN - NIGHT 

Howie enters the bar room and looks towards a corner 
of i t where a crowd of d r i n k e r s has gathered i n a 
s e m i - c i r c l e to watch something v;e can't see. They 
are making a great deal of noise , cind many are making 
bets and shouting the odds. The camera t r a c k s slowly 
i n t o the middle of the group so t h a t \m are able to 
see that a unique form of w r e s t l i n g match i s i n pro-
gress between a huge muscled man, and a d i m i n u i t i v e 
man of not more than 112 pounds. Both antagonists 
are f a i r l y drunk, and are being encouraged n o i s i l y by 
the onlookers. The small man i s s i t t i n g on the f l o o r 
with h i s knees dravm up and wide apart, with h i s arms 
around h i s thighs and locked under h i s knees. Coming 
towards him on hands and knees i s the b i g man. Howie 
j o i n s the group and turns for enlightenment to h i s 
neighbour. 

HOT 71E 
I\That's going on? 

ONLOOKER 
Oh, i t ' s a l l p e r f e c t l y l e g a l , don't 
you worry, sergeant. They've had 

(MORE) 
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ONLOOKER (Contd) 
a f a l l i n g o ut, d'ye s e e . But 
th e y c a n ' t f i g h t b e c a u s e A l i s t a i r ' s 
so b i g and Duggald's so wee. So 
t h e y ' v e agreed to s e t t l e i t t h i s 
way. 

The b i g man makes a sudden r u s h and f o r c e s h i s head 
forward between the s m a l l e r man's knees and i n t o h i s 
l o c k e d hands. He s t a r t s to t r y t o r i s e to a s t a n d i n g 
p o s i t i o n . Howie l o o k s on w i t h g r e a t d i s t a s t e . 

HOWIE 
What's he doing? 

ONLOOKER 
He's t r y i n g t o l i f t him up from 
the f l o o r on h i s n e c k . I f he 
s u c c e e d s , he wins the argument 
-- t h a t ' s i f he d o e s n ' t b r e a k 
h i s neck i n t h e p r o c e s s , mind. 

HO^TIE 
llhat? 

ONLOOKER 
Oh, i t can happen. Q u i t e e a s i l y 
as a m a t t e r o f f a c t . Both Tom 
and Jock Mcleod s n u f f e d i t t h a t 
v/ay, and they was both b i g b u g g e r s , 
Duggald's a t l e a s t a hundred-
w e i g h t t o l i f t d'ye s e e and 
dead w e i g h t a t t h a t . 

The c o n t e s t c o n t i n u e s w i t h t h e b i g man n e a r l y h a l f way 
to h i s f e e t w i t h the l i t t l e man on h i s neck, b u t b e i n g 
f o r c e d down a g a i n , by the l a t t e r p r e s s i n g J i i s knees and 
h i s loclced hands round the b i g man's n e c k . Howie seems 
a t once a t t r a c t e d and r e p e l l e d by the e x h i b i t i o n . He 
t u r n s away a b r u p t l y and h i s eye f a l l s on t h e b a r room 
c l o c k w h i c h shows 11:15. Immediately he d e t a c h e s 
h i m s e l f from t h e group round tlie v j r e s t l i n g and makes 
h i s v;ay o v e r t o A l d e r MacGregor v/ho i s s t a n d i n g b e h i n d 
the b a r . 

HOWIE 
I t ' s p a s t t i me. L a n d l o r d . 

ALDER IIACGREGOR 
Not h e r e , i t i s n ' t . We c l o s e 
when v;e t h i n k f i t . 
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HOWIE 
(aghast) 

You do what? 

ALDER MACGREGOR 
The L i c e n s i n g Laws don't run 
here, sergeant. This i s Lord 
Suminar I s l e ' s p r i v a t e i s l a n d . 
He's h i s ovm J u s t i c e of the 
Peace, and he makes h i s own 
r u l e s . 

HOWIE 
You mean to say, you stay open 
a l l night? 

ALDER fL\CGREGOR 
Sometimes. I t depends how we 
f e e l . His Lordship don't care 
— as long as everyone turns up 
for v;ork on time the next day, 
that i s . 

Howie stands there, outraged, debating h i s course of 
a c t i o n . There i s however nothing he can do, emd slov/ly 
he r e a l i s e s i t . Ha faces about and s t a l k s out of the 
bar. Alder MacGregor pointedly draws himself a dram 
of c l e a r Malt T^Jhisky, so described on the b o t t l e , and 
to s s e s i t down. 

EXT: THE GREEN MAN - NIGHT 

Howie emerges from the Green Man looks about him for a 
moment, then s t a r t s to walk up towards the v i l l a g e 
green. 

EXT; MAIN STREET - NIGHT 

The camera pans Hov;ie up the s t r e e t to the fringe of 
the Green. The night i s a l i v e with the e c s t a t i c moans 
and sighs of unseen love making couples which v;e don't 
immediately recognize for v;hat they a r e . The sounds 
fuse.and grow, to make the human equivalent of a murmur 
of bees. Hov?ie looks about him w i l d l y , but sees 
nothing. 

EXT: THE GREEN - NIGHT 

Howie steps c a u t i o u s l y onto the green and s t a r t s to 
walk. There i s a sudden s i l e n c e . A f t e r a few paces 
he stumbles and looks down to see he has tripped over 
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a love making couple, l y i n g on the g r a s s . The moon 
s l i d e s out of the clouds and peering about him, he 
r e a l i s e s t h a t the grass a l l around him i s strevm with 
couples,, and i t i s from them t h a t the nois e has been 
coming. I t ' s as i f the whole v i l l a g e green has become 
a mating ground. But now everybody has stopped making 
love, and i s looking a t him, vrith the same i n q u i s i t i v e -
ness of a herd of cows disturbed i n the middle of the 
n i g h t . He turns and h a l f walks h a l f runs back across 
the green and do îm the main s t r e e t tov;ards the Green 
Man. 

INT: THE PASSAGE OUTSIDE BAR OF THE GREEN MAN - NIGHT 

Howie h u r r i e s i n from the s t r e e t and pauses to c o l l e c t 
h i m s e l f . He i s sweating s l i g h t l y and i s a l i t t l e 
d i s h v e l l e d . The noise from the bar reaches a sudden 
crescendo, and as i f i n answer to i t , he automatically 
opens the door and looks i n . 

INT: BAR OF GREEN 1^ - WIGHT 
HOI^JIE'S P.O.V. 

The huge Scot, A l i s t a i r , i s slov/ly r i s i n g to h i s f u l l 
h e ight l i t e r a l l y v.'earing the l i t t l e man on h i s neck. 
The c i r c l e of d r i n k e r s cheer and applaud w i l d l y . The 
giant begins a c i r c u i t of the bar executing as he does 
so some i n t r i c a t e S c o t t i s h dance s t e p s . 

INT: THE PASSAGE OUTSIDE THE BAR OF THE GREEN MAN -
NIGHT 

Howie h a s t i l y c l o s e s the door of the bar, and makes h i s 
way up the s t a i r s to h i s bedroom. 

Mix through to the next scene. 

INT: HOWIE'S BEDROOM - THE GREEN rdAN - NIGHT 

Howie l i e s i n bed, u n e a s i l y watching the moon moving i n 
and out of the t o s s i n g clouds. From the bar parlour 
below him snatches of song d r i f t upwards to him. He 
fi n d s such words as he catches d i s t a s t e f u l . 

CHORUS (VOICES OVER) 
I put my hand a l l on her knee 
She says to me do you v/ant to see? 

I put my hand a l l on her thigh 
She says to me do you want to t r y ? 
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CHORUS (VOICES OVER)(Contd) 
I put my hand a l l on her b e l l y 
She says to me do you want t o f i l l ' e e ? 

I put my hand a l l on her breast 
She says to ms do you want a kiss? 

I put my hand a l l on her head 
She says you want my maidenhead. 

There i s a r o a r from the bar a t the end o f the song, 
and a sudden s i l e n c e . In i t Howie becomes aware of a 
noise outside i n the back garden. He r i s e s and 
cau t i o u s l y looks o u t . 

EXT: TKS BACK GARDEN OF THE GREEN TIAN - NIGHT 

The backgarden o f the inn from Howie's p o i n t o f view. 
We see a very t a l l , dark man of about f o r t y - f i v e 
standing i n the n^oonlight looking up a t the bedroom 
windov/ next t o Howie's. He wears a k i l t and a r u f f l e d 
dress s h i r t open a t the neck. This i s Lord Summerisle, 
I n h i s hands ha holds a w i l l o w s a p l i n g and a dress 
dagger. With the former he taps on tli e windov; he i s 
loo k i n g a t , and i t i s t h i s sound t h a t Howie has heard. 
Next t o Lor-1 Summerisle stands a youth of about f o u r -
teen, v;ho also looks up a t the window, though somewhat 
apprehensively. Howie cranes forward as the window 
next t o h i s creaks open. 

EXT: THE REAR ELEVATION OF THE GP̂ EEN MAN INN - NIGHT 

Looking towards the back of the pub we can c l e a r l y see 
tli e occupants of the two windows standing next t o each 
other i n t h e i r respective rooms. I n the l e f t hand 
windov;, looking to his l e f t i s Sergeant Howie. I n 
the r i g h t hand window stands Willow MacGregbr, leaning 
l a n g u i d l y outv/ards to l e t her opulent breasts r e s t on 
the v;indow s i l l . The camera cuts i n close on Willov^, 
then pans along to a close up of Hov'/ie's scandalised 
face. 

EXT: THE BACK GARDEN OF THE GREEN t-LAN - NIGHT 

Lord Summerisle passes his v;illov; s a p l i n g and dagger t o 
the youth, who s t a r t s r h y t h m i c a l l y to chop o f f a l l the 
branches, u n t i l the sapling i s s t r i p p e d . The youth 
then moves forv;ard and plants i t f i r m l y , q u e s t i o n i n g l y 
under Willow-s v;indow. 
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LORD SUMI^ERISLE 
W i l l o w MacGregor, I have t h e honour 
t o p r e s e n t t o you Ash Buchannan, 

WILLOW 
Come up, Ash Buchannan. 

Ash Buchannan w a l k s t o t h e back door o f t h e I n n and 
d i s a p p e a r s i n s i d e , l e a v i n g W i l l o w and L o r d Summerisle 
f a c i n g e a c h o t h e r . 

LORD SUMffiRISLE 
Another s a c r i f i c e f o r A p h r o d i t e , 
Willov/. 

WILLOW 
You f l a t t e r me, your L o r d s h i p . 
S u r e l y you mean to A p h r o d i t e , 

LORD SUI>'Lf4ERISLE 
I make no su c h d i s t i n c t i o n . You 
a r e t h e Goddess o f Love i n human 
form, and I merely your humble 
a c o l y t e . 

He bows. She blows him a k i s s . 

LORD SUR-'ERISLE 
E n j o y y o u r s e l f , and him. Only 
make s u r e y ou're r e a d y f o r 
tomorrow's tomorrow. 

WILLOW 
( b r e a t h l e s s ) 

The day o f d e a t h and r e s u r r e c t i o n ... ? 

LORD SUiMI4ERISLE 
Y e s . And of a somewhat more s e r i o u s 
o f f e r i n g than t o n i g h t ' s . 

He t u r n s and sweeps away i n t o t h e mo o n l i g h t . We he a r 
t h e n o i s e o f f o o t s t e p s and then Willow's door opening 
and c l o s i n g . W illow, s e e n from Howie's POV, d i s a p p e a r s 
from t h e v;indow. 

INT: HOWIE'S BEDROOM - THE GRJCEH tAAL^ - NIGHT 

Hov/ie goes t h o u g h t f u l l y back to h i s bed. We wa t c h h i s 
f a c e a s he l i s t e n s t o W i l l o w g r e e t Ash Buchannan. The 
w a l l s a r e v e r y t h i n , and t h e windoi;s a r e open, so t h a t 
e v e r y sound o f t h e e n c o u n t e r i s c l e a r l y a u d i b l e . As i t 
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i n c r e a s e s i n I n t e n s i t y and the no i s e s become more 
animal, the sergeant s t a r t s to squirm and sweat with 
embarrassment. F i n a l l y he r a i s e s h i s hands and hangs 
on to the brass b e d r a i l as i f h i s l i f e depended on i t , 
A long c r y of e c s t a s y during which Howie covers h i s 
ears brings the scene to a fade out c l o s e , 

EXT: THE GREEN r̂ AN - -lAII^I STREET - HORNING 

Willow i s standing on a bench p o l i s h i n g the bar window 
i n the e a r l y morning sunshine as Howie looking unrested 
emerges from tlie doorway of the inn and stands b l i n k i n g , 

WILLOW 
Good morning, sergeant. I s n ' t 
i t g l o r i o u s ? 

HOWIE 
Very n i c e , Miss . 

WILLOW 
I expect y o u ' l l be going back 
home tonight? 

HOWIE 
That depends. Where's the v i l l a g e 
school please? 

WILLOW 
On the fcir s i d e of the green. 

She points up the steep r i s e of the h i l l , Howie looks 
b r i e f l y . 

EXT: MAIN STREET LEADIITG TO GREEN - MORNING 

We see the beginning of the Green from Howie's POV, 
I t appears to be des e r t e d . 

WILLOW (VOICE OVER) 
I t ' s the v/hite b u i l d i n g . You can't 
miss i t , 

EXT: GREEN MAN - MAIN STREET - MORNING 

Howie s l i d e s past Willov; as she steps down from the 
bench. 

HOWIE 
Thank you. Miss. E r , what's 
happening here on tomorrow's 
tomorrow? 
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(innocently) 
That's a funny way to put i t . 
Do yuu mean the day a f t e r 
tomorrov;? 

HOWIE 
Yes, I suppose so. I thought 
the other was a l o c a l e x p r e s s i o n. 

WILLOW 
How quaint. 

She moves towards the door of the inn without answering 
him. 

HOWIE 
Well? 

WILLOU 
iSIow l e t me see. The day a f t e r 
tomorrow w i l l be May the second 
... Nothing as fa r as I know. 

She smiles demurely a t him and s t a r t s to go through 
the doorway. Howie turns away then swings back. 

HOWIE 
I mean tomorrow. What's happen-
ing here tomorrov;? 

The doorway i s empty. He h a l f makes a move to follow 
her, tlien shrugs and s t a r t s up the h i l l . 

EXT: THE M^IM STREET - MORNING 

The camera pans ilovde up to the frin g e of the green 
as i t did the night before. But t h i s time a l l i s 
openess and l i g h t . Some of the passing v i l l a g e r s even 
o f f e r him f r i e n d l y "Good mornings" and "Nice days" as 
he walks, and he i s induced to respond with a cautious 
nod or h a l f gesture of hand. But a t the top of the 
h i l l , v;here the land l e v e l s out to make the Green, he 
h a l t s suddenly, as the sound of cheering comes to him. 

EXT: THE GREEN - MORNING 

From Hov/ie's POV we see th a t i n the middle of the 
green, a larg e group of school boys have j u s t f i n i s h e d 
e r e c t i n g a huge Maypole. I t i s a t h i r t y foot, f r e s h l y 
cut spruce t r e e , and i t s branches l i e n e a t l y s t a c k e d 
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nearby. We a r e j u s t i n time to see "the crowning of 
the pole". As we look a huge wreath o f l a u r e l i s being 
lowered over the top of the spruce so that i t hangs 
f r e e l y about four f e e t from the top and i s attached 
by long streamers which, a f t e r being fastened to the 
wreath/ hang down to the ground. A youtli who has 
climbed the pole with tlie a i d of a stou t l e a t h e r b e l t 
i s e f f e c t i n g the f i n a l adjustments. As he climbs down 
there i s a great cheer, and the schoolmaster who i s i n 
charge of the group leads them i n song. We c u t back to 
see Hov/ie approach the group as they s i n g , slowly 
c i r c l i n g the Maypole. 

BOYS 
(singing) 

I n the Summerisle woods there growed a t r e e . 
And a very f i n e tree was he, 
And on that t r e e there was a limb 
And on that limb there was a branch 
And on that branch there was a spray 
And on tliat spray there v/as a n e s t 
And i n that n e s t there was an egg 
And i n that egg there was a b i r d 
And on t h a t b i r d there was a feather ,.. 

Howie walks past the chanting group, noting t h a t the 
boys are w e l l dressed, happy looking youngsters who 
are obviously having fun doing something which to them 
i s a f a m i l i a r r i t u a l . He makes for the white school 
b u i l d i n g behind them, on the f a r side of the green. 

EXT: SCHOOLHOUSE - MORNIiŝ G 

The school b u i l d i n g i s the t y p i c a l Highland schoolhouse 
with two entrances — one for boys and one for g i r l s , 
and two schoolrooms, back to back, looking out over a 
common playground which i n t h i s case faces the green. 
Howie, having passed the empty boys* classroom, finds 
h i s a t t e n t i o n d i r e c t e d to the open window of the g i r l s * 
classroom. He i s obviously f e a r f u l t h a t they are over-
hearing what the boys, dimly seen i n the background, 
are s i n g i n g on the green. 

BOYS 
(singing) 

And of t h a t feather there vtas a bed 
And on t h a t bed there l a y a g i r l 
And on that g i r l there v;as a man 

INT: GIRLS' SCHOOLROOM - M0RI7ING 

Vie see a c l o s e up of the g i r l s through tlie open window. 



35 

CONTD 

They s i t a t t h e i r desks absorbed i n the song. Their 
teacher i s a handsome lady of about 35. 

BOYS (VOICES OVER) 
(singing) 

And from t h a t man there came a baby 
And from t h a t baby there grev7 a boy 
And then t h a t boy planted an acorn 
And from t h a t acorn grew a t r e e ,.. 

EXT: THE GREEN - MORNING 

The tempo o f the song has speeded up, and we cut back 
t o the v i l l a g e green t o see the boys now w h i r l i n g round 
the Maypole chanting. 

BOYS 
(singing) 

And tlie t r e e grew i n the Summerisle wood 
I n the Summerisle wood, i n the Summerisle wood 
And tlie t r ee growed i n the Summerisle wood 
In the Sumiaerisle wood, i n the Summerisle wood 
And the tr e e growed i n the Summerisle wood 
In the Summerisle wood, i n the Summerisle wood 
And tl i e t r ee grov/ed i n the Summerisle wood 
In the Summerisle wood! 

EXT: SCHOOLHOUSE - MORNING 

Howie stands rooted t o the spot, unable t o believe the 
evidence o f h i s ears or hi s eyes. iThen the song ends, 
n e i t h e r the g i r l s nor t h e i r schoolmistress have no t i c e d 
him standing i n the playground, underneath t h e i r window. 

INT: GIRLS' SCHOOLROOM - ;iORNING 

This time we have cut i n s i d e the classroom t o see the 
schoolmistress c a l l f o r the g i r l s ' a t t e n t i o n , 

MISS ROSE 
Nov; t h a t ' s enough, g i r l s ! I t ' s 
time t o pay a t t e n t i o n t o me. 
Daisy, v ; i l l you t e l l us please 
v/hat the maypole represents? 

Daisy s i t s there n o t embarrassed but j u s t l o o k i n g blank. 
Around her grov/s a chorus of "Please Miss Rose ... 
" I know, e t c . " as some of the other g i r l s hold, t h e i r 
hands up and otherT^7ise jump up and down i n order t o 
a t t r a c t a t t e n t i o n t o themselves. 
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MISS ROSE 
Really Daisy, I've t o l d you 
ofte n enough. Anyone? 

CHORUS OF CHILDREN 
P h a l l i c Symbol! P h a l l i c Symbol I 

n i S S ROSE 
Quite r i g h t . I t i s the image 
of the penis which i s venerated 
i n r e l i g i o u s systems such as ours, 
as symbolizing generative power 
i n nature, 

The door o f the classroom i s thrown v i o l e n t l y open and 
Sergeant Howie stands i n the doorv/ay, g l a r i n g w i t h 
d i s gust a t Miss Rose. 

HOWIE 
(shouting) 

F i l t h ! Absolute f i l t h ! 

He s t r i d e s i n t o the room and up onto the dais where the 
fri g h t e n e d tr^acher i s standing„ 

MISS ROSE 
How dare you come i n here, shouting, 
and f r i g h t e n i n g my c h i l d r e n . Who 
are you? 

HOWIE 
I'm a Police O f f i c e r from the 
mainland. Miss, and you can be 
very sure I s h a l l r e p o r t t h i s 
t o the proper a u t h o r i t i e s . 

MISS ROSE 
Report what may I ask? 

HOWIE 
This abomination I've heard today. 
Everywhere I go on t h i s i s l a n d 
I f i n d degeneracy — brawling i n 
the bars, indecency i n publi c 
places, c o r r u p t i o n o f the young, 
and nov; I know v/here i t a l l stems 
f r o m — the f i l t h taught here i n 
t h i s schoolroom. 

MISS ROSE 
I was unaware t h a t the p o l i c e had 
any a u t h o r i t y on matters of education. 
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H0T7IE 
Maybe n o t . But v;e work c l o s e l y 
w i t h those who do. And as I say, 
t h i s w i l l not go unreported. 

MISS ROSE 
Is t h a t why you came here today? 
To snoop? 

HOWIE 
No i t v;as not. Miss. And l e t me 
make i t p l a i n . I do not snoop. 
I i n v e s t i g a t e . 

MISS ROSS 
May one know, V'/ithout too much 
se l f - i m p o r t a n t mystery making, 
what i t i s you have come here t o 
investigate? 

HOWIE 
I've come t o f i n d a missing g i r l 
- - a g i r l whom everyone says never 
e x i s t e d . 

MISS ROSE 
How q u i x o t i c o f you. 

HOWIE 
Quixotic? 

MISS ROSE 
From Don Quixote — an e n t h u s i a s t i c 
v i s i o n a r y , a pursuer o f l o f t y b u t 
impracticable i d e a l s . 

HOWIE 
Also a man of honour, I b e l i e v e . 

MISS ROSE 
Wliich d i d not prevent him from 
c o n t i n u a l l y making a f o o l of 
himself. 

HOWIE 

We s h a l l see about t h a t . 

He turns t o the class of g i r l s . 
HOWIE 

G i r l s , I want your a t t e n t i o n please, 
(MORE) 
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HOWIE (Contd) 
As you heard me t e l l your school-
mist-ress, I am a p o l i c e o f f i c e r 
from the mainland who has come 
over here to i n v e s t i g a t e the d i s -
appearance of a young g i r l . T h i s 
i s her photograph which I w i l l 
ask you to pass round the c l a s s -
room v;hile I am w r i t i n g her name 
on the blackboard. 

He produces the photograph of Rowan Morrison which he 
hands to the ne a r e s t g i r l . A fter a two or three seconds 
she shakes her head and passes i t to the next g i r l , 
IrThilst i t i s going from desk to desk round the room, 
Hoxirie turns to the blackboard and prepares to w r i t e , 
when he sees v;hat i s already w r i t t e n t h e r e . 

"The Cock-Knee Stone preserves the p i t h of the milk . 
The S n a i l Stone preserves the eyes from the darkness. 
The Toad Stone preserves the newly born from the 

weird woman. 
The Hag Stone preserves people from nightmare." 

Impatiently, he rubs i t o f f , and w r i t e s i n bold l e t t e r -
ing the name: ROWAN MORRISON. AGE 12-13. 

HOWIE 
That's her name. Rowan Horrison. 
Do any of you recognise the name 
or the photograph? 

There i s complete s i l e n c e . The photograph i s passed 
back to the f i r s t g i r l who hands i t up to Howie. S t i l l 
s t a r i n g a t the c l a s s , he puts i t away. 

MISS ROSE 
You have your ansv/er. I f she 
e x i s t e d we would know of her. 
now please go away. 

Howie continues to s t a r e a t the c l a s s . His eye i s 
a t t r a c t e d to the one empty desk i n the room. He c r o s s e s 
to i t . 

HOWIE 
Whose desk i s t h i s ? 

iMISS ROSE 
No one•s. 

He opens the desk. I n s i d e i t i s quite empty except that 
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i n the middle there i s a n a i l driven i n t o the wood. 
Attached to the n a i l by a thread i s a black b e e t l e . 
The thread, about four inches long i s already wound 
s e v e r a l times around the n a i l . Daisy s i t t i n g next to 
the empty desk leans over and expl a i n s to Howie. 

DAISY 
The l i t t l e o l d b e e t l e s goes round 
and round — always the same way, 
you see, u n t i l a t the end he's 
t i e d r i g h t up t i g h t to the n a i l ~ 
poor o l d t h i n g . 

HOWIE 
Poor o l d th i n g i Then i n God's 
name why do you do i t ? 

He slams the desk shut and walks back up to the d a i s . 

HOWIE 
I'd l i k e to see the school 
r e g i s t e r p l e a s e . 

MISS ROSE 
Do you have Lord Summerisle's 
a u t h o r i t y ? 

HOWIE 
You seem to forget, t h i s i s a 
p o l i c e matter. 

MISS ROSE 
I'm a f r a i d you V 7 i l l s t i l l need 
a search warrant, or permission 
from ... 

Howie ignores her, and suddenly throws open the top of 
the teacher's desk. I n s i d e i s the school r e g i s t e r which 
he l i f t s out. 

MISS ROSE 
(outraged) 

Well ... ! J u s t you put that 
back ... Right now, i f you p l e a s e . 

MOWIE 
I'm s o r r y . Miss. Y o u ' l l have to 
bear with me. 

Howie looks down the l i s t and we see an i n s e r t of the 
page headed "Spring Term'. He runs h i s f i n g e r down a 
l i s t of g i r l s , the C h r i s t i a n names i n each case being 
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those of a t r e e or flov/er, but there i s no Rowan 
Morrison, He turns back to the previous page and 
finds i t headrd "Belthane Term" , Again he t r a c e s h i s 
fing e r down the l i s t , but t h i s time i t stops h a l f way 
down, Ne cut into an extreme c l o s e up of the page to 
read, crossed out but s t i l l l e g i b l e , the name of ROWAN 
MORRISON, Howie looks up a t the s i l e n t c l a s s i n a f u r y . 

HOWIE 
You despicable l i t t l e l i a r s I 
Rowan Morrison i s a school mate 
of yours. I s n ' t she? She 
attends t h i s c l a s s . That's her 
desk. I s n ' t i t ? 

The c l a s s remains s i l e n t avoiding h i s raking gaze. 

MISS ROSE 
I think you ought to know ,,, 

HOWIE 
And you're the biggest l i a r of 
them a l l , I v/arn you, i f you 
t e l l me one more l i e , I ' l l have 
you i n s i d e for o b s t r u c t i o n . And 
that ' s a promise, Miss. Now, 
for the l a s t time, where i s t h i s 
g i r l ? 

MISS ROSE 
I w i l l have to speak to you 
o u t s i d e . 

HOt'JIE 
A l r i g h t . 

MISS ROSE 
Ch i l d r e n , get on with your 
reading for the next few minutes 
— The R i t e s and R i t u a l s of May-
day, Chapter F i v e . I v/on't be 
long. 

She leads him f i r m l y out of the classroom, 

EXT: PLAYGROUND - DAY 

Miss Rose and Hov/ie come out of the school b u i l d i n g and 
face each other i n the playground. In the background, 
the boys are streaming back from the v i l l a g e green 
tov/ards t h e i r classroom. 



HOWIE 
Well? 

iMISS ROSE 
You don't understand. No one 
was l y i n g to you. I t o l d you 
p l a i n l y , that i f Rowan Morrison 
e x i s t e d v;e would know of her. 

HOWIE 
You mean th a t she doesn't e x i s t 
— that she i s dead. 

MISS ROSE 
You would say so. 

HOWIE 
No hocus. Miss, i f you p l e a s e . 
E i t l i e r she's dead or she i s n ' t , 

MISS ROSE 
We never use the v;ord dead here. 
You see v;e b e l i e v e that a f t e r the 
human l i f e i s over, the soul 
l i v e s on — i n a i r , i n the t r e e s , 
i n animals, i n f i r e , i n water — 
so that Rowan Morrison f o r example 
has simply r e j o i n e d the l i f e force 
i n another form. 

HOWIE 
Do you honestly mean to say 
you teach the c h i l d r e n t h i s s t u f f ? 

MISS ROSE 
Of course. I t o l d you. I t i s 
what we b e l i e v e . 

HOWIE 
And you teach them nothing of 
Jesus C h r i s t ? 

MISS ROSE 
Only as a comparative r e l i g i o n . 
I'm a f r a i d they f i n d r e i n c a r n a t i o n 
f a r e a s i e r to p i c t u r e than r e s u r -
r e c t i o n . Those r o t t i n g bodies 
have always been such a stumbling 
stone to the c h i l d i s h imagination . 

HOWIE 
And where, may I ask, i s Rowan 
Morrison's r o t t i n g body? 
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HISS ROSE 
T'There you would expect i t to be. 
I n the e a r t h . 

HOT-TIE 
I n the churchyard? 

MISS POSE 
In a manner of speaking. 

HOT«TIE 
I t o l d you. Cut the hocus. 

MISS ROSE 
I mean p r e c i s e l y what I say. 
The b u i l d i n g attached to the 
ground i n which the body l i e s 
i s no longer used for p u b l i c 
C h r i s t i a n worship so whether 
t h a t s t i l l makes i t a church 
or the ground a churchyard i s 
debatable. Now, i f y o u ' l l 
f o rgive me, I must get back 
to my c l a s s . Good morning 
o f f i c e r . 

A b a f f l e d Howie v;atches Miss Rose march back to the 
school b u i l d i n g and disappear i n s i d e i t . He then 
turns and v;alks away from us towards the green and a 
d i s t a n t Church v/hich stands a t the f a r end of i t . 

EXT: SUMTIERISLE CHURCHYARD - DAY 

Howie cones o f f the f a r end of the green, and stands 
at the Lychgate looking at the church and graveyard. 
The Church i t s e l f i s the usual p l a i n stone b u i l d i n g 
to be found on the i s l a n d s , though somewhat l a r g e r 
and considerably more run down. The grave stones 
nearest t o us have C e l t i c crosses cut i n t o them. He 
opens the gate and steps i n t o the graveyard. The 
camera pans with him over the graves. Many c a r r y 
elaborate D r u i d i c symbols and epitaphs a couple of 
which vre stop to read. The f i r s t one has the follow-
ing i n s c r i p t i o n under the name and dates of l i f e and 
death which are mostly concealed by i v y , " D e l i v e r me 
from the i^rildly roaming, supernatural woman who took 
my head, mine ear and my l i f e ' s c a r e e r from me". The 
second grave c a r r i e s the epitaph, "Here l i e t h Beech 
Buchannan, protected by the e j a c u l a t i o n of serpents" . 
Other more recent graves are planted i n p a i r s with a 
v/ooden hoop j o i n i n g them. Roses and other climbers 
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have been p l a n t e d i n each g r a v e and grov^ t o g e t h e r and 
i n t e r t w i n e on t h e hoop. Howie x^anders about i n t h e 
g r a v e y a r d f o r a w h i l e , p e e r i n g h e r e and t h e r e . 
Suddenly he s t o p s and l o o k s c l o s e l y a t a f r e s h g r a v e 
o f somewhat l e s s t h a n a d u l t s i z e w h i c h has been dug 
a g a i n s t t h e g r a v e y a r d '.7all. A young Rowan t r e e a 
c o u p l e o f f e e t h i g h i s grov^ing from i t , and a t t a c h e d 
t o t h e t r e e i s a r e d d i s h p i e c e o f what l o o k s l i k e 
d r i e d , s t r i n g y s k i n . He i s j u s t about t o stoop down 
t o examine i t , when he suddenly becomes aware t h a t he 
i s b e i n g v;atched. The p e r f e c t l y s t i l l f i g u r e o f an 
o l d gardener s t a n d s i n t h e shadov; o f an o l d yew t r e e 
w h i c h has been c l i p p e d t o re s e m b l e t h e f e a r f u l f a c e 
of t h e B r i t i s h Sun God. Ke c a r r i e s a p a i r o f s h e a r s . 
Both God and man s t a r e u n b l i n k i n g l y a t Howie, 

HOHIE 
Good morning. 

OLD GARDENER 
n o r n i n g . 

Howie p o i n t s t o t h e l i t t l e t r e e . 

HOWIE 
IThat t r e e i s t h a t ? 

Slov;ly t h e gardener d e t a c h e s h i m s e l f from t h e shadow 
o f t h e yew t r e e and approaches t h e s m a l l g r a v e . 

OLD GARDEt^TER 
I t ' s a Rov7an. 

HOWIE 
Who l i e s t h e r e ? 

OLD GARDENER 
Rowan M o r r i s o n . 

HOWIE 
How lo n g has she been dea ... 
t h e r e ? 

OLD GARDE!'TER 
Seven o r e i g h t months. They're 
a mite l a t e v;i t h t h e headstone. 

Hov.'ie bends down and examines t h e s t r i n g y b i t o f f l e s h . 

HOWIE 
What's t h i s ? I t l o o k s l i k e ... 
s k i n . 
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OLD GARDENER 
I'Thy, so i t i s . 

The gardener turns away and walks o f f . Howie r i s e s , 
h i s face t a u t , and s t r i d e s a f t e r him. 

H0I7IR 
But what i s i t ? 

OLD GARDENER 
The poor l a s s i e ' s navel s t r i n g , 
of course. Where e l s e should i t 
be, but hung on her own l i t t l e 
t r e e . 

Howie i s dumbfounded once again. The two men look a t 
each other, the older man s o l i c i t o u s , the younger man 
b a f f l e d . 

HOWIE 
( i n a rage) 

Who's your p a r i s h p r i e s t ? 

OLD GARDENER 
P r i e s t ? 

The gardener smiles gently and walks away, slowly 
shaking h i s head. Howie watches him, g r e a t l y d i s t r e s s e d . 

• HOWIE 
(to himself) 

Good God! 

EXT: M7iIN ENTRANCE TO CHURCH - DAY 

Howie walks round the corner of the church to the main 
door, and with some d i f f i c u l t y , throws i t open. His 
eyes open wide i n amazement at what he sees. 

INT: THE CHURCH - DAY 

At f i r s t s i g h t i t i s obvious t h a t i t has not been used 
as a church for y e a r s . The f l o o r i s l i t t e r e d with 
r o t t i n g vegetables and f r u i t . Some old pews are p i l e d 
up i n a corner. Howie enters the church and vralks 
over t o the sanctuary v/here the bare a l t a r s t i l l stands. 
We recognise i t a t once from the harvest f e s t i v a l photo-
graphs. A young woman s i t s a s t r i d e the sanctuary step, 
her legs open, and a baby a t her b r e a s t . I n her open 
l e f t hand there l i e s an egg. Howie looks at her i n 
amazement, then q u i c k l y looks away. He sees there i s 
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no c r u c i f i x i n front of the whitewashed w a l l beneath 
the e a s t v/indow, only a huge enamel r e c e p t a c l e for 
flowers obviousily f o r use at the h a r v e s t f e s t i v a l . 
Howie stands looking up for a moment a t the Gothic 
window, then undoing h i s c o l l a r and tak i n g the c r u c i f i x 
from around h i s own neck, he drapes i t round the vase, 
c r o s s e s himself, g e n u f l e c t s , and leaves the church. 
He does not look a t the woman v;eaning her c h i l d , nor 
does she show any s i g n of n o t i c i n g him. 

EXT: THE MAIN ENTRANCE OF THE CHURCH - DAY 

Howie comes out of the church and slams the door behind 
him. He disappears round the s i d e of the church towards 
the Lychgate. 

EXT: GRA\7EYARD OP CHURCH LOOKING TOWARDS LYCHGATE - DAY 

Howie comes i n t o shot walking towards the Lychgate, 
The sound of a spade digging i n the earth behind the 
Sun God ye\-j t r e e captures h i s a t t e n t i o n . He walks 
towards i t and passes out of s i g h t behind i t , 

EXT- DEEP OPEN GRAVE BEHIND YEW TREE - DAY 

Howie d i s c o v e r s the old gardener digging a grave. I t 
i s already a t l e a s t nine foot deep. 

HOWIE 
So you're the grave digger as 
w e l l as the gardener? 

The old man stops digging and looks up s u r p r i s e d . 

OLD GARDENER 
I keep i t t i d y and dig V7hen i t ' s 
vranted. 

HOWIE 
That's a b i t more than the t r a d i -
t i o n a l s i x fe e t i s n ' t i t ? 

OLD GARDENER 
Got to d i g 'em deep otherwise 
they'd be at 'em. 

HOWIE 
Who vrould? 

OLD GARDENER 
Those who need the Hand of Glory, 
for a s t a r t . 
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HOWIE 
T-Jhat? 

* OLD GARDENER 
You know, to make people s l e e p . 
Grave earth for a l i g h t s l e e p — 
Hand of Glory for a deep 'un, 
I don't mind 'em taki n g a b i t of 
ea r t h — t h a t don't make no 
e x t r a work — but the other's 
something e l s e . 

HOWIE 
T'That e x a c t l y i s the Hand of Glory? 

OLD GARDE^7ER 
Don't you ever stop asking 
questions? 

The old man turns back to h i s digging. 

HOWIE 
(annoyed) 

I t ' s my job to ask questions. 

The gardener continues to dig, unperturbed. 

HOWIE 
Look, I'm a p o l i c e o f f i c e r , and 
V7hen I ask them I expect answers. 

The gardener pauses b r i e f l y i n h i s work. 

OLD GARDENER 
There are some answers you wouldn't 
understand. Go home. You've found 
what you came loolcing f o r . 

He goes back to work, completely ignoring the fuming 
Hov;ie who continues to s t a r e dovm a t him. 

HOWIE 
I'm not so sure of t h a t . And 
seeing you l i k e digging so much, 
old man, I think I can get you 
some e x t r a employment, p r e t t y 
soon. 

Howie storms away towards the Lychgate hidden by the 
yew t r e e . The old man tu r n s , s p i t s and goes back to 
work. 
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INT: MRS. MORRISON'S PARLOUR - DAY 

The scene opens on an extreme c l o s e up of Myrtle's open 
mouth. We ease back to see the c h i l d has been c r y i n g . 
A hand holding a frog comes i n t o frame and pops the frog 
i n t o the open mouth. 

MRS. MORRISON (VOICE OVER) 
I'Jhat a s i l l y c h i l d you are t o be 
sure, making a l l t h i s f u s s . I t ' s 
j u s t a l i t t l e frog. Anyone would 
think you didn't want to get b e t t e r . 
Now i n he goes ... 

The frog i s removed and Myrtle c l o s e s her mouth and 
s t a r t s to v;himper. 

MRS. MORRISON (VOICE OVER) 
... and out he comes, and i t ' s 
a l l over. There, that didn't 
hurt, d id i t ? Mow you can have 
a sv;eetie. 

We cut back to see Mrs. Morrison move away from Myrtle, 
who i s seated i n an easy c h a i r , tov;ards the t a b l e on 
v/hich stands a transparent p l a s t i c b i s c u i t box pie r c e d 
with h o l e s . She pops the frog i n t o i t , and replaces 
the l i d as the shop b e l l j a n g l e s . 

INT: imS. MORRISON'S SWEET SHOP - DAY 

Sergeant Ho^^rie enters as Mrs, Morrison b u s t l e s i n from 
the parlour. She s t a r t s to unscrew a lar g e j a r of 
"gobstoppers". 

MPS. MORRISON 
Come i n for some sweeties, sergeant? 

HOWIE 
Don't t r y me, Mrs. Morrison. I've' 
j u s t cone from the graveyard. 

MRS, MORRISON 
Oh dear, and we've been so remiss 
about the headstone. I hope poor 
Rowan v.'ill forgive us, wherever 
she i s . 

HOWIE 
Mrs. Morrison, why did you t e l l 
me t h a t Myrtle i s an only c h i l d ? 

MRS, MORRISON 
She i s . Rowan i s n ' t my c h i l d any more. 
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HOWIE 
(a n g r i l y ) 

I suppose you're going t o t e l l me 
her soul l i v e s on i n a bush or an 
animal. 

MRS. MORRISON 
Of course i t does. But as I say 
she's not my daughter any longer. 
She's something e l s e . Excuse me 
I've got t o take t h i s sweet t o 
Myrtle. 

Mrs. Morrison screv;s up the gobstopper j a r and c a r r y i n g 
a huge one, she makes her way behind the counter t o the 
door leading t o the pa r l o u r . Hov/ie f o l l o w s . 

INTs MRS. MORRISON'S PARLOUR - DAY 

t i y r t l e i s crouching near the transparent b i s c u i t box 
con t a i n i n g the f r o g as Mrs. Morrison enters followed 
by Hov;ie. 

MYRTLE 
I d i d n ' t l i k e t h a t f r o g i n my 
mouth, mummy. I t t a s t e d h o r r i d . 

MRS. MORRISON 
I know, dear, but i t ' s a l l over 
now. Here's your sv/eetie f o r 
being a brave g i r l . 

Mrs. Morrison gives Myrtle the gobstopper which the 
l a t t e r takes g r e e d i l y . Hov;ie once again can scarcely 
b e l i e v e h i s ears, as his eyes f a l l on the f r o g t o which 
r4rs. Morrison i s p o i n t i n g . 

MRS. MORRISON 
He's got your h o r r i d o l d sore 
t h r o a t now, hasn't he, poor 
creature? Can't you hear him 
croaking? 

The f r o g croaks mournfully as Myrtle goes t o work on 
the enormous sweet i n her mouth. Mrs. Morrison notices 
Howie standing i n the doorvray. 

MRS. MORRISON 
Anything I can do f o r you, sergeant? 
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HOWIE 
I doubt i t , s e e i n g you're a l l 
r a v i n g mad b u t t h e r e i s j u s t one 
t h i n g I ' d l i k e t o know. IVhere 
i s Rowan Morrison's d e a t h 
c e r t i f i c a t e ? 

MRS. MORRISON 
Doctor Ewan would have i t most 
l i k e l y . Why don't you t a l k t o 
him. He o n l y l i v e s over t h e 
s t r e e t , n e x t t o t h e chemist. 

Howie c l o s e s t h e door b e h i n d him w i t h o u t a word. The 
f r o g croaks a g a i n . 

68 EXT: CHEMIST SHOP AND DOCTOR'S RESIDENCE - DAY 

The scene s t a r t s w i t h t h e d i s t o r t e d face o f Howie seen 
r e f l e c t e d i n t h e brass p l a t e o f Doctor Ewan. He has 
o b v i o u s l y been s t a n d i n g t h e r e some t i m e , and as t h e 
sh o t v;idens he r i n g s t h e b e l l above t h e p l a t e a g a i n . 
The door o f t h e chemist's shop opens, and i t s d e s s i c a t e d 
p r o p r i e t o r emerges. 

LENNOX 
He's o u t on h i s rounds t i l l l u n c h 
t i m e I'm a f r a i d . Perhaps I c o u l d 
t a k e a message o r a s s i s t i n some 
way? 

Howie l o o k s a t t h e chemist, t h e n up a t t h e name above 
h i s shop which i n a c l o s e shot i n s e r t we read as T. H. 
Lennox. 

HOWIE 
You are Mr. Lennox, t h e photographer? 

LENNOX 
I am f i r s t l y a chemist; secondl y 
a photographer; and t h i r d l y a p u r -
veyor o f thermos f l a s k s and h o t t i e s . 

HOWIE 
H o t t i e s ? 

LENNOX 
Hot w a t e r b o t t l e s . More e f f i c a c i o u s 
t h a n most o f Doctor Ewan's s p e c i f i c s , 
b e l i e v e me. Do you want your p h o t o-
graph taken? 
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H0T-7IE 
No thank you, but I would l i k e 
a word. 

* LENT^OX 
Come i n s i d e then. 

Lennox leads the way i n t o the shop. Howie follows him 
but h i s a t t e n t i o n i s a r r e s t e d by what he sees i n the 
shop window. 

INSERT - I^7T: SHOP WINDOW OF CHEMIST'S SHOP - DAY 

A panning shot of the vn'.ndow r e v e a l s i t i s f u l l of j a r s 
containing b i z a r r e o b j e c t s l i k e leeches and f i l l e t s of 
snake, omen s t i c k s , and s t r i p s of "witches mummy" — 
looking l i k e e x a c t l y what i t i s , d e s s i c a t e d corpse-
f l e s h . Nearest camera i s a gl a s s container of fore -
s k i n s , s l i g h t l y bloodstained and packed t i g h t together. 
Everything i s c l e a r l y l a b e l l e d . 

EXT; CIIFIIIST'S SHOP - DAY 

Hov/ie's c a p a c i t y for i n c r e d u l i t y i s again s t r a i n e d 
almost to i t s upmost, as he backs away from the window 
up the s t a i r s i n t o the shop. 

HOWIE 
For e s k i n s ? Hov; do you get 
f o r e s k i n s ? 

LENNOX 
Circumcicison. How e l s e ? I 
pay Ewan a reasonable p r i c e 
f o r them. 

. HOWIE 
But what for? 

LENNOX . 
I f r i t u a l l y burnt they bring 
the r a i n . But of course, up 
here; there's very l i t t l e c a l l 
f o r them. 

He goes i n t o h i s shop, followed by the m y s t i f i e d Howie. 

INT: CHEMIST'S SHOP - DAY 

The shop i s an odd jumble of the modern and the medi-
e v a l . I t ' s as i f a chain s t o r e l i k e "Boots" has jo i n e d 
forces with a 16th century alchemist. 
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Lennox comes through the door and goes behind h i s 
counter, Howie follows. 

LENNOX 
Now, how can I help you? 

Howie, dazed by what he has seen, and the chemist's 
b i z a r r e explanation, s t r u g g l e s to put h i s thoughts i n 
order. 

HOWIE 
You take the Harvest F e s t i v a l 
photographs every autumn, don't 
you? The ones I saw i n The 
Green Man? 

LENNOX 
Yes. I t ' s r a t h e r humdrum work 
I'm a f r a i d . Though mind you, 
I do think the one about ten 
years ago t h a t ' s s l i g h t l y fogged, 
i s j u s t about the most l i t e r a l 
r e a l i s a t i o n of "the season of mists 
and mellow f r u i t f u l n e s s " t h at could 
be contr i v e d. Don't you? 

HOWIE 
What happened to l a s t year's 
p i c t u r e ? 

LENNOX 

I s n ' t i t there with the others? 

HOWIE 
No. Apparently i t got broken, 
or i n some way destroyed. 

m 

LENNOX 
l-That a p i t y . 

HOWIE 
Yes. Would you have a copy 
of i t ? 

LENNOX 
Oh no. I don't keep copies. 
I've got the negative of course 
and I could have one p r i n t e d up 
for you i f you l i k e . 

HOWIE 
Thank you. Yes, I should l i k e 

(MORE) 
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HOWIE (Contd) 
t h a t . I've never seen p i c t u r e s 
q u i t e l i k e them before. 

LENNOX 
No? ... Well perhaps they are 
ra t h e r s p e c i a l . 

The chemist turns away, assuming the conversation i s 
ended, 

HOWIE 

There's j u s t one more t h i n g . 

LENNOX 
Yes? 

HOWIE 
Can you remember who the g i r l 
was i n the Harvest F e s t i v a l l a s t 
year? 

Slowly Lennox turns back to the d e t e c t i v e , shaking h i s 
head. 

LÊ TNOX 
I've taken so many. 

HOWIE 

Could i t have been Rov;an Morrison? 

The eyes of the two men lock. 

LENNOX 
I'm s o r r y , I get so confused 
with a l l the d i f f e r e n t names. 

He shrugs a p o l o g e t i c a l l y and looks e v a s i v e l y away. 
Howie drags h i s photograph of Rowan Morrison out of h i s 
pocket and t h r u s t s i t under Lennox's nose. 

HOWIE 
Thi s g i r l . Was i t t h i s g i r l ? 

LENNOX 
I t ' s d i f f i c u l t to say. \<!hy don't 
we consult the p i c t u r e and avoid 
the t r i c k s of memory. 

HOWIE 
I t v;as only e i g h t months ago. 
Surely you can remember v/hether 
or not ... 



53 

CONTD (3) 

LENNOX 
There's Doctor Ev/an now ... I f 
I were you I ' d get him before 
he s t a r t s h i s lunch. He's very 
p a r t i c u l a r about the times of 
h i s meals. 

Howie turns to look out of the window. 

E5CT: CHEMIST SHOP/DOCTOR'S HOUSE - DAY 

Doctor E^van gets o f f h i s ancient motor b i c y c l e and makes 
h i s way tov/arrts h i s house. He i s a very t y p i c a l country 
doctor, middle aged and greying, with h i s plump f i g u r e 
more than adequately f i l l i n g h i s creased tweed s u i t . 
He c a r r i e s the usual black bag. Hov;ie runs out of the 
chemist's shop to i n t e r c e p t him. 

HOWIE 
Doctor Ewan? 

EWAN 
Yes? 

novum 
I'm a p o l i c e o f f i c e r , and I ' d 
l i k e a word v/ith you. 

EWAN 
Before lunch? 

HOWIE 
Yes. Nov;, i f you don't mind. 

EWAN 
But I do. Come back a t two t h i r t y . 

HOWIE 
I don't think you can have heard 
me. I s a i d I V7as a p o l i c e o f f i c e r . 

EWAl̂  
( s n i f f i n g the a i r ) 

On second thoughts as i t seems to 
be b r a i s e d o x t a i l , you'd b e t t e r 
make i t three o'clock. The old 
d i g e s t i o n takes a b i t longer to 
work these days then i t used t o . 

He passes on towards h i s front door. Howie y e l l s a f t e r 
him. 
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HOniE 
Doctor E'Aran, did you sign Rowan 
Morrison's death c e r t i f i c a t e ? 

The doctor stops i n h i s t r a c k s . 

ET'TAN 
RoT-ran Morrison? ,.. Yes I did 
... T-Jhy? 

Can I see i t ? 

Did you say you v/ere a p o l i c e 
o f f i c e r ? 

HOI'TIE 
Tr^ice. 

ETJAl̂ T 
Then you should know that death 
c e r t i f i c a t e s are kept i n the 
p u b l i c records o f f i c e . Now i f 
y o u ' l l excuse me. 

The doctor opens h i s front door and h a l f disappears 
i n s i d e i t . 

• KÔ 'JIE 
One more t h i n g , Doctor. How 
did Rowan die? 

Ê 7Â 7 
She was burnt to death — as 
my lunch w i l l be i f I continue 
to stand here t a l k i n g to you. 

The doctor slams the door of h i s house. Lennox emerges 
from the chemist's shop, 

LEHNOX 
I t o l d you he v/as p a r t i c u l a r 
about meal times. 

HOT-TIE 
And I am p a r t i c u l a r about t r u t h , 
nr. Lennox. Mot h a l f t r u t h or 
evaded t r u t h , but, i n so f a r as 
i t can be achieved, unadulterated 
t r u t h . 
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LENNOX 
Did I hear you t e l l Doctor Ewan 
t h a t you were a p o l i c e o f f i c e r ? 

HOWIE 
You did. 

LEMNOX 
I thought so ... Truth i s a very 
laudable o b j e c t i v e . 

HOWIE 
I'm glad you think so. 

LENNOX 
Oh I do indeed ... Well I must 
go and have my lunch, too ... 
though i t ' s nothing as r i c h as 
b r a i s e d o x t a i l , I'm a f r a i d . 
J u s t a l i t t l e c o l d tongue and 
p i c k l e s , 

HOWIE 
I'x. Lennox, did you come b u s t l i n g 
out here, j u s t to t e l l me about 
your lunch menu? 

LEMNOX 
Oh no, o f course not. I j u s t 
wanted to t e l l you that I ' d 
managed t o have a quick look 
for the negative of t h a t Harvest 
F e s t i v a l p i c t u r e you ^^^anted, but 
I couldn't seem to f i n d i t ... 
I ' l l keep looking, of course. 

Lennox gives Hovrie a g u i l e l e s s s t a r e and skipping i n t o 
h i s shop, c l o s e s the door, and p u l l s down the b l i n d . 
Howie turns s t o n i l y av/ay, and s t a r t s to walk dô -m the 
High S t r e e t . 

EXT: A TURNING INTO THE MAIN STREET - DAY 

Hoxi/ie comes to a corner and pauses, h i s eye i s caught 
by a puppet d o l l which f l o a t s r a p i d l y dovm the stream 
which runs alongside the high s t r e e t . High t r e b l e 
c h i l d r e n ' s v o i c e s accompany the puppet's progress 
through the v i l l a g e . 

CHILDREN (VOICES OFF) 
(singing) 

We c a r r y death out of the v i l l a g e . 
We c a r r y summer i n t o the v i l l a g e . 
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Suddenly a group of h a l f a dozen c h i l d r e n march round 
the corner, bearing a l o f t a nev; t r e e c u t t i n g t o which 
i s fastened emother puppet clothed i n white. 

CHILDREN 
(j i n g i n g ) 

lie c a r r y death out of the v i l l a g e . 
TTe c a r r y summer i n t o the v i l l a g e . 

The c h i l d r e n sweep past Hovrie and head down the high 
s t r e e t i n p u r s u i t of the f l o a t i n g puppet. 

CHILDREN 
(singing) 

»7e c a r r y death out of the v i l l a g e . 
We c a r r y summer i n t o the v i l l a g e . 

Howie rxins a f t e r them. 

HOT'TIE 
J u s t a moment please ... j u s t 
a moment. 

The s i n g i n g t r a i l s o f f . 

HOTIE 
I v/onder i f any of you kids 
could t e l l me v/here the p u b l i c 
records o f f i c e i S c 

The c h i l d r e n look a t each other b l a n k l y , ttost shake 
t h e i r heads. 

1st CHILD 
Dunno. 

2nd CHILD 
Dunno mister. 

3rd CHILD 
Pviblic v:hat? 

HOWIE 
The p u b l i c records o f f i c e . 

4th CHILD 
I t ' s i n the l i b r a r y , i s n ' t i t ? 

5th CT^ILD 
Yeah. That's r i g h t . 

HOWIE 
And Where's the l i b r a r y ? 
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4th CHILD 
Over t h e r e . 

The c h i l d points across the s t r e e t , and then the group 
goes o f f s i n g i n g as before. 

CHILDREN 
(singing) 

We c a r r y death out of the v i l l a g e . 
T'Te c a r r y summer i n t o the v i l l a g e . 

T h e i r v o i c e s d i e away do'7n the high s t r e e t as Howie 
cro s s e s the road and walks tovrards the l i b r a r y . 

INT: HALLHAY PUBLIC LIBRARY - DAY 

Mov;ie cones up the s t a i r s i n t o the hallv/ay of the 
library'. On each s i d e of i t i s a door. One says 
P u b l i c Records O f f i c e . The other says P u b l i c L i b r a r y . 
I n the middle batween thera, s i t s the l i b r a r i a n behind 
her desk, eat i n g a f r u g a l lunch of tinned c l i n g peaches. 
Hov/ie approaches her. 

KOT^IE 
The P u b l i c Records O f f i c e , p l e a s e . 

LIBRARIAN 
Do you have authority to use i t ? 

Howie sho'fs h i s p o l i c e card. 

LIBRARI,»1I 
I meant from h i s Lordship. 

F̂ Ô TIE 
I don't need i t . 

LIBRARIAN 
I'm a f r a i d tha t you w i l l have to 
get permission from .., 

HOWIE 
(e x p l o s i v e l y ) 

I f you don't l e t me i n t h a t o f f i c e , 
y o u ' l l be i n a c e l l on the mainland 
tonight. I s that c l e a r ? 

The L i b r a r i a n r e a l i s e s ha means uhat h^ s a y s . 
Frightened, she r i s e s to her f e e t and t a k i n g a key from 
a n a i l behind her, comes out from behind the desk and 
leads the v;ay over to the door marked P u b l i c Records 
O f f i c e . She unlocks i t , and stands aside as Howie 
s t r i d e s i n t o the room. 
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INT: PUBLIC RECORDS OFFICE - DAY 

The L i b r a r i a n stands i n the doorway as Hw^ie looks 
about him at the rows o f f i l i n g cabinets x^hlch f i l l 
the blesdc room. 

HONIE 
Death C e r t i f i c a t e s ? 

Wordlessly the L i b r a r i a n points to the r e l e v a n t c a b i n e t s . 
Howie walks down them t i l l he comes to the l e t t e r M. 
The camera cuts to a c l o s e un as he f i n g e r s through 
the Ms u n t i l he comes to tv;o marked Morrison. One i s 
for Benjamin Morrison died aged n i n e t y - e i g h t . The other 
i s for Rachel Ttorrison died aged n i n e t y - s i x . 

HOTTIE 
Did you knov; Benjair.in and Rachel 
Morrison? 

LIBRARIM 
Yes. They had t h e c o t t a g e up by 
t h e v / i n d m i l l . They b o t h died 
l a s t y e a r w i t h i n a fev; days o f 
each o t h e r . 

EOmE 
They had names from t h e B i b l e — 
Benjamin and P.achel. 

LIBPARIAbT 
Yes. They v;ere v e r y o l d . 

Howie l o o k s a t t h e L i b r a r i a n thoughtfully. Then s l i p s 
t h e care's back i n t h e f i l e . 

HOUIE 
( t o h i m s e l f ) 

But no d e a t h c e r t i f i c a t e for 
Rovran M o r r i s o n . 

(aloud) 
Did you knov; Rowan H e r r i son 
when she was a l i v e ? 

LIBRARIAN 
Yes. Of course. 

I-lovrie slams t h e f i l e c a b i n e t and crosses t o s t a n d by 
the L i b r a r i a n vho cov^ers av/ay from him. He shows her 
h i s photograph. 

K0m2 
I s t h a t her? 
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The L i b r a r i a n stud.i.e.': i t c a r e f u l l y . 

LI3PJVRIAN 
Yes, t h a t ' s her. 

HOT-7 d i d she die? 

LIBRARIAN 
I don't know. 

She f l i n c h e s av;ay froi!^ Howie's gaze. 

LI3P.ARIAM 
( s h r i l l y ) 

I don-t knO ' .T anything about her. 

Kov;ie walks slowly out of the Public Records O f f i c e . 

76 IMT: Ĥ X̂LT-TAY OP LIBRARY -• DAY 

The f l u s t e r e d L i l - r a r i a n locks up the Public Records 
O f f i c e , and i g n o r i n g Hov.'ie's gaze, walks back t o her 
desk, and her c l i n g peaches. Howie turns and pushes 
open the door marked Public L i b r a r y and goes i n s i d e . 

77 INT: PUBLIC LIP.RCT - DAY 

The l i b r a r y i s deserted, except f o r an o l d man reading 
at one of the t a b l e s . Hovrio goes over t o one of the 
bookshelves on v/hich stand the Encyclopedias, and 
selects the one containing the l e t t e r H. He then s i t s 
down and opens th i " book, f l i p p i n g through i t t i l l he 
f i n d s Harvest F e s t i v a l . A close up i n s e r t shows us 
what he i s reading. The can^era then studies Howie's 
i n c r e a s i n g l y h o r r i f i e d face as we l i s t e n t o h i s thought 
voice t e l l i n g us what he i s r e a r i n g . 

HOrJIE (THOUGHT VOICE) 
I n s o c i e t i e s as ^lisparate as 
ancient Egynt and pre--Colombian 
Incan, the Harvest F e s t i v a l v.'as 
strangely enough celebrated i n 
F.uch the same v;ay. A young v i r g i n 
v.'as chosen t o personify the Goddess 
of F e r t i l i t y . She was made much of 
by the whole copjn.mnity and vras 
dressed i n the clothes and adorn-
ments sacred t o the d e i t y . The 
whole corrvpnunity attended the feast 
i n the temple v;here the f r u i t and 

(no RE) 
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vegetables and grain v/ere piled 
high. On a platform, above the 
heaped produce, the child stood, 
vjorshipped by the multitude. At 
a predetermined point in the 
ceremony, the priests would seize 
her, fling her down, and cut her 
throat, allowing the blood to 
saturate the produce and mark the 
walls of the temple. The chief 
priest then si^inned the child, 
and v;earing the s t i l l vrarm skin 
like a mantle, led the rejoicing 
crowd through the streets. The 
priest thus represented the 
Goddess reborn and guaranteed 
another successful harvest next 
year ... 

KÔ IE 
(aloud) 

Dear God! Even these people 
can't be that mad! 

The old man looks up from his reading. 

OLD M̂N 
Ssh! 

Hov̂ ie gives him n sour loo.': and continues with his 
reading. 

HOT'JIE (THOUGHT VOICE) 
In Europe on the other hand, 
the young virgin v;as usually 
burnt, together v;ith the abundant 
produce in a huge sacrifical bon-
fire ... 

HOWIE 
(aloud) 

Burnt! 

The old man glares at Howie. 

OLD tmi 
Ssh! 

Howie rises unsteadily and with some noise and to 
continued disapproval from the old man, replaces the 
encyclopedia on the shelf, and tiptoes from the 
library, an appalled man. 
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EXT: THE HIGH STREET OUTSIDE THE GREEN MAN - DAY 

A pony and t r a p are standing i n the road outside the 
pub. A youngish, weather-beaten " G i l l i e " stands 
beside i t , w r e s t l i n g a couple of casks o f beer i n t o 
place. Hov;ie i s standing t a l k i n g t o him. 

GILLIE 
Aye. I ' l l take you up w i t h me 
t o the c a s t l e i f you l i k e . This 
beer i s f o r h i s Lordship. 

HOWIE 

I'd appreciate t h a t . I s i t f a r ? 

GILLIE 
I t ' s up through the M i s t l e t o e 
Woods. I t won't take a h a l f hour, 

Howie climbs aboard the t r a p followed by the G i l l i e , 
and they set o f f . 

EXT: COUNTRY ROAD - DAY 

The c a r t moves through the countryside. As before/ 
orchards l i n e the route. Howie looking edaout him, 
notes a couple of g i r l s walking amongst the f r u i t 
t r e e s touching them r i t u a l i s t i c a l l y one a f t e r another. 

HOWIE 

What are those g i r l s doing? 

GILLIE 
Praying. 

HOWIE 
Praying? 

GILLIE 
That they're i n pod. 

Howie looks b a f f l e d . The G i l l i e laughs and whips up 
the horse. 

EXT: A PATH LEADING UPWARDS THROUGH OAK TRE^S AND 
EXT: CASTLE AND STONES - DAY 

The t r a p moves through a wood o f oak t r e e s , covered i n 
m i s t l e t o e . I t emerges i n t o open ground so t h a t we see 
t h a t the wood r i n g s a bare h i l l top on which stand two 
s t r u c t u r e s . The f i r s t i s a huge c i r c l e o f g i a n t stones, 
some o f them capped by other pedimental rocks. The 
second, standing f u r t h e r away, i s a Gothic Castle. 
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The t r a p makes for the f r o n t door of the c a s t l e , 
passing as i t does so, f a i r l y c l o s e to the c i r c l e of 
stones. This gives us a glimpse of a ceremony i n 
progress there. I n the centre of the c i r c l e a f i r e 
i s b l a z i n g . A t a l l naked female fi g u r e stands by the 
f i r e surrounded by apparently naked l i t t l e g i r l s . 
They are dancing clockwise i n a c i r c l e round the f i r e , 
and singing a song which f l o a t s down to us on the wind^ 
O c c a s i o n a l l y one of the l i t t l e g i r l s detaches h e r s e l f 
from the c i r c l e and jumps through the f i r e . 

GIRLS 
(singing) 

Give way, and be ye r a v i s h t by the Sun, 
And hang the head when as the Act i s done 
Spread as He spreads; wax l e s s as He does 

wane; 
And as He shuts, c l o s e up to Maids again. 

The trap draws up to the front door and Howie s c a r c e l y 
able to t e a r h i s eyes away from the ceremony i n the 
r i n g of stones, dismounts. 

GILLIE 
This i s C a s t l e Oak. I ' l l be 
going round to the back. 

The t r a p moves on towards the back of the c a s t l e . 
Hov;ie wrenches himself out of h i s f a s c i n a t i o n . 

HOWIE 
( c a l l i n g ) 

Thank you for the l i f t . 

G I L L I E 
I ' l l be going back i n h a l f an 
hour. 

HOWIE 
I ' l l be ready. 

The G i l l i e waves h i s whip and i s gone round the corner 
of the b u i l d i n g . Hov/ie v^alks to the great fron t door 
and banqs on i t with a huge i r o n knocker. I t i s opened 
by Broome the B u t l e r . 

B INCOME 
Good afternoon, s i r . 

HOWIE 
I wish to see Lord Summerisle. 

(MORE) 
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HOWIE (Contd) 
My name i s Ho^rie. I'm a p o l i c e 
sergeant from the mainland. 

BROOME 
Ah yes s i r , h i s Lordship i s 
expecting you. 

HOWIE 
Expecting me? 

BROOME 
That's v;hat h i s Lordship t o l d me, 
T7on't you please come i n . 

Broome steps aside to l e t Howie pass i n s i d e . 

81 INT: THE GREAT HALL OF THE CASTLE - DAY 

The stone flagged f l o o r has the p e l t s of deer and s e a l s 
strewn on i t . The high vaulted stone w a l l s bear 
arrangements of ancient weapons and s h i e l d s , mainly 
from the Morse e r a . The f i r e p l a c e i s huge. 

BROOI'E 
I w i l l inform Lord Summerisle 
you're here, s i r . 

As Broome withdravrs Howie glances, a l i t t l e awed, round 
the room. F i n a l l y he wanders over to the window and 
looks out. 

82 EXT; THE STOIIES - DAY 
HOWIE'S POV 

The c h i l d r e n dancing anrl leaping through the f i r e . 

LORD SUMMERISLE (VOICE OVER) 
Good afternoon. Sergeant Howie. 
I t r u s t the s i g h t of the young 
people r e f r e s h e s you. 

83 INT: THE GFSAT HALL - DAY 

Howie w h i r l s round from the window t o fi n d Lord 
Summerisle standing behind him. His face i s ta u t 
and s t r a i n e d . 

HOWIE 
NO, my Lord, i t does not r e f r e s h 
me. 



64 

CONTD 

LORD SUMIIERISLE 
I'm s o r r y . One should alv;ays be 
open to the regenerative i n f l u e n c e s . 

A f t e r h i s i n i t i a l shock of being taken by s u r p r i s e , 
Howie has the opportunity to study Lord Summerisle. 
He i s dressed i n the k i l t and a loose woolen white 
s h i r t . On h i s f e e t are a p a i r of sandles and round 
h i s neck he v;ears a t h i c k i n t r i c a t e l y woven gold chain 
i n the s t y l e of the p r e - C h r i s t i a n Scandinavians. 

HOWIE 
Your man s a i d you were expecting 
me. Hov; was th a t ? 

LORD SUMflERISLE 
I t had to be only a matter of 
time before you came here. I 
hear you're looking f o r a 
missing c h i l d . 

HOWIE 
I've found her. 

LORD SUMI'IERISLE 
Good. 

HOWIE 
In her grave. I v;ant your 
permission as a J u s t i c e of the 
Peace, to exhume her body and 
have i t removed to the mainland 
fo r a pa t h o l o g i s t ' s report. 

LORD SUMI'IERISLE 
Yon suspect foul play? 

HOWIE 
Yes. Murder and conspiracy to 
murder. 

LORD SU.MMERISLE 
In t h a t case, you must go ahead. 

HOWIE 
Your Lordship doesn't seem very 
concerned. 

LORD SUr>1!4ERISLE 
I'm confident your s u s p i c i o n s are 
wrong. We don't murder people 
here. 
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HOWIE 
You mean there are no k i l l i n g s ? 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
I mean there are no murders — not 
as we see i t , anyway, 

HOWIE 
There can s t i l l be murder done, 
even i f the v i c t i m i s c o m p l i c i t . 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
We have our own b e l i e f s . As 
you've probably n o t i c e d , we 're a 
deeply r e l i g i o u s people. 

HOWIE 
Religious! TJith ruined churches 
and no p r i e s t s ? 

LORD SUM'lERISLE 
Of course. When I came i n j u s t 
nov;, I couldn't help n o t i c i n g 
t h a t you were observing those 
c h i l d r e n at the Stones V7ith 
p a r t i c u l a r a t t e n t i o n . They are 
enjoying a d i v i n i t y lesson. 

HOWIE 
But they're naked! 

LORD SUT-IMERISLE 
N a t u r a l l y . I t ' s much too 
dangerous t o leap through a f i r e 
w i t h your clothes on. 

HOWIE 
(scornful) 

What k i n d of r e l i g i o n can they 
be l e a r n i n g , jumping over bon-
f i r e s i n the b u f f ? 

LORD SUr-KTDRISLE 
Parthenogenesis -- l i t e r a l l y , as 
Miss Ros< would doubtless explain 
i n her assiduous v;ay — reproduction 
w i t h o u t sexual union. 

HOWIE 
What nonsense i s t h i s ? Fake 
b i o l o g y , fake r e l i g i o n ! You 
Bhould be b r i n g i n g those c h i l d r e n 
t o C h r i s t . 
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LORD SUMMERISLE 
Himfjelf t h e son o f a v i r g i n impreg-
n a t e d , I b e l i e v e , by a g h o s t , 

Howie l o o k s o u t r a g e d and dumbfounded by t u r n s . 
Summerisle motions him t o a c h a i r and p r o f f e r s a 
c i g a r w h i c h i s s i l e n t l y r e f u s e d . 

LORD SUr-IMERISLE 
Do s i t dovm. Shocks a r e so 
much b e t t e r absorbed, w i t h t h e 
knees b e n t . 

He s m i l e s a t Hovrie's bexi^ildered f a c e . 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Oh y e s , s e r g e a n t . Even C h r i s t i a n s 
b e l i e v e i n p a r t h e n o g e n e s i s . As 
f o r t h o s e c h i l d r e n out t h e r e 
t h e y ' r e l e a p i n g through the f l a m e s 
i n t h e hope t h a t t h e God of f i r e 
may make them f r u i t f u l . And r e a l l y , 
you knov^T, you can h a r d l y blame 
them. A f t e r a l l what g i r l would 
not p r e f e r t h e c h i l d of a God t o 
t h a t o f some a c n e - s c a r r e d A r t i s a n . 

HOWIE 
And you encourage a l l t h i s ... 
t h i s r u b b i s h , my Lord? 

LORD SUMflERlSLE 
A c t i v e l y . I t ' s most important 
t h a t e a c h new g e n e r a t i o n born on 
Summerisle be made av;are t h a t h e r e 
t h e Gods a r e n ' t dead. 

B u t v/hat o f t h e C h r i s t i a n God 
t o v7hose g l o r y m o n a s t e r i e s and 
c h u r c h e s have been b u i l t on t h e s e 
i s l a n d s o v e r t h e c e n t u r i e s ? What 
o f Him? 

LORD SUMIIERISLE 
Oh He's dead a l r i g h t ... and H3 
c a n ' t c o m p l a i n . He had H i s c h a n c e , 
and i n modern p a r l a n c e , blew i t . 

HOT-JIE 
( s c a n d a l i s e d ) 

What!!! 
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LORD SUMi4ERISLE 
Don't you mean hovi;? The people 
v/ere persuaded t h a t He had become 
less powerful than the o l d Gods 
who s t i l l l i v e d on i n the woods 
and the water and the f i r e and 
the stone. 

HOWIE 
I t ' s not possible a f t e r so long. 
Who d i d t h i s ? 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
My grandfather, a c t u a l l y . I t 
wasn't a l l t h a t d i f f i c u l t . The 
t r a d i t i o n of the arcane and the 
mysterious cleaves t o the people 
of t h i s i s l a n d w i t h a t e n a c i t y 
v;hich makes i t seem an inherent 
and i n a l i e n a b l e possession. And 
as even you must be aware sergeant, 
there's no race v;hich c u l t i v a t e s a 
keener sense o f s p i r i t u a l v i s i o n 
than the C e l t i c . 

HOWIE 
I don't understand. 

LORD SUr^ERlSLE 
I t ' s very simple. I n the l a s t 
century the isl a n d e rs were 
starving„ Maf^ were emigrating 
t o Canada and A u s t r a l i a . Fishing 
and sheep brought i n a marginal 
income, much as i t does today on 
our neighbouring i s l a n d s , but 
mul l e t and mutton, so t o speak, 
are hardly the counters of pros-" 
p e r i t y . D u t i f u l l y , every Sunday 
the people — B a p t i s t and Catholic, 
Presbyterian and Free K i r k bowed 
as low as t h e i r respective r e l i g i o n s 
p ermitted, t o the C h r i s t i a n God and 
prayed f o r p r o s p e r i t y . But i n -
e v i t a b l y none appeared. I n due 
course they came t o r e a l i s e t h a t 
t h e i r , reward v;as t o be e i t h e r i n 
the colonies, or as the various 
p r i e s t s i n d i c a t e d i n a rare moment 
of agreement, i n the next world, 

(MORE) 
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LORD S U M ri ER I S LE (Contd) 
Then i n 1868 my g r a n d f a t h e r bought 
t h i s i s l a n d and s e t about changing 
t h i n g s . He was a d i s t i n g u i s h e d 
V i c t o r i a n s c i e n t i s t , a gronomist 
and f r e e t h i n k e r — t h e T. H. 
Huxley o f t h e T r o s s a c h s you might 
c a l l him. Look a t h i s f a c e . How 
f o r m i d a b l y b e n e v o l e n t he seems, a s 
o n l y a man i n c r e d u l o u s o f a l l human 
good c a n . 

L o r d Summerisle i n d i c a t e s a l a r g e o i l p a i n t i n g on t h e 
w a l l w h i c h shows a man i n V i c t o r i a n d r e s s . Howie r i s e s 
and l o o k s a t t h e p i c t u r e w i t h d i s t a s t e . 

HOWIE 
You a r e v e r y c y n i c a l , my L o r d . 

LOP.D S U M f ^ R I S L E 
I sir".ply knov; my f a m i l y , s e r g e a n t . 

He s t e e r s t h e s e r g e a n t away from t h e p i c t u r e and towards 
a door a t t h e f a r end o f t h e room. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
But be t h a t as i t may, my gr a n d -
f a t h e r had not bought t h e i s l a n d , 
s o l e l y f o r t h e s o c i e t y o f i t s 
i n h a b i t a n t s . VThat had a t t r a c t e d 
him, a'jart from t h e p r o f u s e s o u r c e 
o f v;iry l a b o u r t h a t i t promised, 
was t h e unique combination o f 
v o l c a n i c s o i l and t h e warm g u l f 
s t r e a m v;hich surrounded i t . 

L o r d Summerisle opens t h e door, and t h e two men p a s s 
through i n t o t h e next room. 

INT: LABORATORY - DAY 

L o r d Summerisle l e a d s t h e way i n t o t h e l a b o r a t o r y . I t 
i s equipped as any l a b o r a t o r y would be i n a h o r t i c u l -
t u r a l r e s e r . r c h s t a t i o n . The tv;o men walk down t h e 
c e n t r e a i s l e v;hile the camera chooses i t s own pa t h 
p i c k i n g up h e r e a growing g r a f t , t h e r e a shrunken a p p l e , 
p e a r o r a p r i c o t , p r e s e r v e d i n a g l a s s c a s e , w i t h i t s 
h i s t o r y ' and achievements b e s i d e i t . 

LO RD SUT^rffiRISLE 
You s e e , h i s e x p e r i m e n t s had l e d 
him t o b e l i e v e t h a t i t v/as p o s s i b l e 

(riORE) 



LORD SUMITERISLE (Contd) 
t o induce here t h e s u c c e s s f u l 
growth o f c e r t a i n new s t r a i n s 
o f f - r u i t which he had developed. 
So w i t h t y p i c a l M i d - V i c t o r i a n 
z e a l , he s e t t o work. But o f 
cours e , almost i m m e d i a t e l y , he 
met o p p o s i t i o n f r o m t h e funda-
m e n t a l i s t p r i e s t s who threw t o n s 
o f h i s a r t i f i c i a l f e r t i l i z e r i n t o 
t h e harbour on t h e grounds t h a t 
i f God had meant us t o use i t , 
He'd have p r o v i d e d i t . My grand-
f a t h e r t o o k e x a c t l y t h e same view 
o f p r i e s t s , and r e a l i s e d he had 
t o f i n d a way t o be r i d o f them. 
The b e s t method o f a c c o m p l i s h i n g 
t h i s , i t seemed t o him, was t o 
rouse t h e people from t h e i r 
p o v e r t y - i n d u c e d apathy, by g i v i n g 
them back t h e i r joyous o l d D e i t i e s ? 
so he encouraged, as i t were, a 
r e t r e a t dovm memory lane backv/ards 
from C h r i s t i a n i t y , t h r o u g h t h e 
Ages o f Reason and B e l i e f t o t h e 
Age o f M y s t i c i s m . 

HOI'TIE 
I ask aga i n s i r , how was t h i s 
p o s s i b l e ? 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
And 1 r e f e r you again s i r , t o the 
s p i r i t u a l v i s i o n o f t h e C e l t s . 
These i s l a n d e r s needed l i t t l e 
u r g i n g . My g r a n d f a t h e r s i m p l y 
t o l d them about The Stones — how 
t h e y i n f a c t formed an a n c i e n t 
t e m p l e , and t h a t he The Lord o f 
t h e Manor would malce a s a c r i f i c e 
t h e r e every day t o t h e i r o l d Gods 
and Goddesses p a r t i c u l a r l y those 
o f F e r t i l i t y and F r u i t f u l n e s s , and 
t h a t as a r e s u l t o f t h i s v/orship 

(preacher's v o i c e ) 
t h e b a r r e n i s l a n d would burgeon 
and b r i n g f o r t h f r u i t i n g r e a t 
abundance. 

(normal v o i c e ) 
For an a t h e i s t , g r a n d f a t h e r had 
a s i n g u l a r l y b i b l i c a l t u r n o f 
phr a s e , don't you t h i n k ? 
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HOWIE 
(incredulous) 

And they believed him? 

» LORD SUMI-IERISLE 
Well of course at f i r s t people 
worked for him because he fed 
and clothed them. Then n a t u r a l l y 
v;hen a l l the t r e e s s t a r t e d 
f r u i t i n g i t became a d i f f e r e n t 
s t o r y . The p r i e s t s t o l d the 
people t o V7ithdraw t h e i r labour 
as they were "trucking with the 
d e v i l " . My f a t h e r t o l d the 
people t h a t i f they did so, he 
would leave and the i s l a n d would 
become as barren again as a l l 
the others. I t w i l l come as no 
s u r p r i s e to you to hear that the 
old Gods defeated the C h r i s t i a n 
Rod, and the p r i e s t s f l e d the 
i s l a n d never to r e t u r n . 

HOWIE 
But how did the t r e e s come to 
f r u i t , when so many other attempts 
to grov; things on these i s l a n d s 
have f a i l e d ? Don't t e l l me your 
grandfather r e a l l y worshipped the 

(choking on the phrase) 
Gor^.s of F e r t i l i t y ? 

LORD SUr-lPERISLE 
Come, come, sergeant. As I've 
already t o l d you, he worshipped 
s c i e n c e . What he did of course 
was to develop new c u l t i v a r s of 
hardy f r u i t s to s u i t l o c a l condi-
t i o n s . Out here we have h i s 
o r i g i n a l experimental orchard, much 
developed of course. Come and have 
a look. 

Lord Summerisle opens a doer v/hich leads out to the 
experimental orchard. He stands aside to l e t Howie 
pass. 

EXT: EXPERIMENTAL LABORATORY - DAY 

Howie emerges from the laboratory i n t o the orchard 
followed by Lord Summerisle, They s t a r t to walk about 



71 

CONTD 

amongst a number of t r e e s i n blossom, which have been 
e l a b o r a t e l y tagged and bound. Beside many of them 
stand small r e f r i g e r a t o r s . Lord Summerisie i d e n t i f i e s 
them as he passes, 

LORD SUMMERISLS 
You are looking at the parents 
of the Summerisie Apple. Ashmead's 
Kernel here on my l e f t v;as o r i g i n a l l y 
r a i s e d by a Doctor Ashmead of 
Gloucester i n the year seventeen 
t e n . I t i s a grey brown r u s s e t 
v/hich i s not p a r t i c u l a r l y a t t r a c t i v e 
i n appearance but was o r i g i n a l l y 
s e l e c t e d on account of i t s age, 
and e x c e l l e n t flavour, superio r 
many have judged to the famous 
Cox's Orange Pippin. Here, see 
f o r y o u r s e l f . 

He opens a r e f r i g e r a t o r and produces a s l i g h t l y 
s h r i v e l l e d brown apple which he cuts open with a k n i f e . 
He o f f e r s i t to Kov/ie who takes and e a ts i t . 

HOWIE 
Very sweet. 

LORD SWL'ERISLE 
As I say i t has a f i n e flavour, 
but i t s appearance i s somewhat 
against i t and i t has a r e g r e t t a b l e 
tendency to s h r i v e l i n r e f r i g e r a t i o n . 

Lord Summerisie leads the V7ay to the next t r e e . 

LORD SUIIMERISLE 
I n order to coirhat t h i s l a t t e r 
disadvantage grandfather crossed 
i t v;ith S t . Athelstane's Pippin, 
an orange flushed r u s s e t of great 
s t u r d i n e s s and quite phenomenal 
s h e l f l i f e discovered about 1830 
by a Mr. Talmage of S t . I v e s i n 
Cornwall. R e c e p t i v i t y to the bene-
f i c i a l e f f e c t s of The Gulf Stream, 
combined with high r e s i s t a n c e t o 
s a l t water a i r c u r r e n t s , were bred 
i n at t h i s stage. Mote the l a r g e , 
p a r t l y open eye with convergent to 
e r e c t s e p a ls s e t i n a wide shallow, 
unusually even b a s i n . 
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While he has been t a l k i n g Lord Summerlsle has taken an 
orange flushed russet out of another r e f r i g e r a t o r and 
cut i t open f o r Hov/ie. Hov.'ie goes t o t a s t e i t but Lord 
Summerisle throws i t away. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Don't bother t o t a s t e i t , i t ' s 
q u i t e unremarkable, u n l i k e those 
splendid deep purple flushed 
Pauncefoot Pearmains which you 
can see i n t h a t r e f r i g e r a t e d t r a y 
over there and v;hich were brought 
i n as the l a s t crossing, i n order 
t o c o r r e c t appearance. 

He i n d i c a t e s the apple i n question. While Howie's 
a t t e n t i o n i s d i s t r a c t e d he produces suddenly, a huge 
red apple irhich he cuts open w i t h h i s k n i f e . Juice 
flows from the creamy f l e s h . 

LORD SU.'MERISLE 
But save your ap p e t i t e f o r t h i s 
f e l l e r — the renovmed Sumnerisle 
Famous. 

He o f f e r s a piece t o Hov/ie who eats i t and can hardly 
conceal h i s d e l i g h t . 

HOWIE 
Extraordinary, my Lord. N a t u r a l l y 
I have had them before. 

LORD SUMTffiRISLE 
Yes, yes, of course you have. 

He caresses the apple l o v i n g l y . 

LORD SLWIERISLE 
Creamy v;hite f l e s h , f i r m , f u l l 
f lushed, blood red bloomed s k i n 
w i t h a t r u l y noble sweet vinous 
f l a v o u r . I t took years of my 
grandfather's and my father' s 
l i f e , but i t was vjorth i t , f o r 
on t h i s we base our p r o s p e r i t y . 

HOWIE 
(uncomfortable at the 
other's ecstasy) 

I d i d n ' t know your f a t h e r was as 
keen a h o r t i c u l t u r i s t , my Lord. 
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LORD SUr^ERISLE 
Oh yes. He v;ent on developing 
and improving the apples and 
produced other f r u i t here as w e l l , 
notably S t a r of Summerisle, a 
remarkably heady pear, and Flame 
of Summerisle, an extremely j u i c y 
s l i g h t l y sub-acid a p r i c o t of 
superb colour.. 

Lord Summerisle leads the way out of the experimental 
orchard by a gate i n a v ; a l l , and they walk back towards 
the front of the c a s t l e . 

86 EXT: A PATH LEADING FROM THE ORCHARD TO THE CASTLE -
DAY 

The two men walk up towards the front of the c a s t l e . 

HOWIE 
And did he too keep up the Godless 
charades of your grandfather, s i r ? 

LORD SUMf^RISLE 
He became f a s c i n a t e d by the o l d 
ways, i f th a t ' s what you mean. 
Indeed, he went f u r t h e r . What my 
grandfather had s t a r t e d out of 
expediency, he continued because 
he t r u l y b e l i e v e d th at i t was 
i n f i n i t e l y more s p i r i t u a l l y 
n ourishing than the l i f e denying, 
God-terror of the K i r k . And I 
might say, sergeant, he brought 
me up the same way — to love 
the music and drama and r i t u a l s 
of the o l d pantheism, and to love 
nature, and to fear i t , and r e l y . 
on i t and appease i t where 
necessary. He brought me up 
to ... 

HOI'TIE 
(shouting) 

To be a pagan. 

There i s a s i l e n c e betv/een them. 

LORD SUMI'ERISLE 
( s o f t l y ) 

A heathen, conceivably, but not 
I hope, an unenlightened one. 
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HOWIE 
( t i g h t l y ) 

I'm only i n t e r e s t e d i n the law, 
Lorcl Summerisle, and I must remind 
you t h a t you are s t i l l the s u b j e c t 
of a C h r i s t i a n country. I f people 
p r a c t i c e o b s c e n i t i e s and murder, 
i t i s my duty ... 

LORD SUI1MERISLE 
L e t us not debate the laws r e l a t i n g 
to obscenity, sergeant. The p o l i c e 
i n the B r i t i s h I s l e s haven't come 
o f f too v;ell l a t e l y i n t h a t context. 
But murder ... ? 

HOWIE 
As I s a i d , I suspect so. Murder 
past and murder planned. Now may 
I have permission to exhume the 
body of Rowan Morrison? 

LORD SUW^ERISLE 
I was under the impression that I 
had already given i t to you. 

The horse and t r a p driven by the G i l l i e rounds the 
c o mer of the c a s t l e . 

LORD SWttffiRISLE 
Ah, here's your t r a n s p o r t . 

He extends h i s hand which the s u r p r i s e d Howie takes. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
I t ' s been a great pleasure meeting 
a C h r i s t i a n copper. Goodbye. 

Lord Summerisle i^^alks i n t o the c a s t l e and c l o s e s the 
door behind him. Howie climbs onto the t r a p and looks 
s3.owly from the door to the c h i l d r e n dancing round the 
bo n f i r e i n The Stones on the h i l l behind him. Occa-
s i o n a l l y a c h i l d jumps through the smoke. We zoom i n 
to a c l o s e up of one such c h i l d to see t h a t her ex-
p r e s s i o n i s e c s t a t i c . 

EXT: THE COMMON. AND GRAVEYARD ~ EVENING 

Sergeant Howie and the old gardener vralk across the 
common tc.^ards the churchyard. The former c a r r i e s an 
o i l lamp, and the l a t t e r a spade. We t r a c k with them 
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across the common and through the lychgate int o the 
churchyard. We see a number of people watering graves 
with watering cans. The o l d gardener/grave digger goes 
s t r a i g h t to Rowan's grave and s t a r t s to d i g . Mix to 
next scene. 

68 EXT: THE GRAVEYARD - NIGHT 

Night has f a l l e n and Howie now holds a l o f t the l i g h t e d 
o i l lamp to i l l u m i n a t e the grave digger's work. 
Suddenly we hear the sound of spade on wood and see 
a c h i l d ' s p l a i n pine c o f f i n l y i n g i n the e a r t h . 

OLD GARDENER 
'Ere give us a hand to l i f t t h i s 
l o t out. 

He throv7S up a cord to Howie, x-tho catches i t and s t a r t s 
to p u l l . Together they slowly r a i s e up the c o f f i n 
u n t i l i t can be placed by the p i l e of e a r t h from the 
grave. The grave digger uses h i s spade as a l e v e r 
and we hear the squeak of p r o t e s t i n g n a i l s as they are 
p u l l e d out. Suddenly the l i d gives and we see the 
faces of the two men s u r p r i s e d a t what they see, 
changing i n Hov;ie's case to an expression of fury. 

An i n s e r t shows us the i n s i d e of the c o f f i n — q u i t e 
empty except f o r a dead hare. Howie's hand reaches 
i n s i d e and picks i t up. Fade to black as the gardener 
laughs, 

89 INT; GREAT HALL OF CASTLE - NIGHT 

The body of the hare i s thrown v i o l e n t l y down on the 
f l a g s t o n e s . We p u l l back to see the whole room with 
Howie standing confronting Lord Summerisle. I n front 
of the f i r e Miss Rose r e c l i n e s on some s k i n s , while i n 
the huge f i r e p l a c e a great f i r e r o a r s . 

KOWIE 
(furious) 

I found t h i s i n Rowan Morrison's 
grave. 

LORD SUMriERlSLE 
L i t t l e Rowan loved the March Hares. 

HOWIE 
I t ' s s a c r i l e g e . 
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MISS ROSE 
Only i f the ground were consecrated 
t o C h r i s t i a n b e l i e f . Personally, 
I t h i n k i t ' s a very l o v e l y t r a n s -
mutation. I'm sure Rowan i s most 
happy v;ith i t . 

HOWIE 
(to Miss Rose) 

Look here, Hiss. I hope you 
don't t h i n k t h a t I can be made 
a f o o l of i n d e f i n i t e l y . 

(shouting) 
Where i s Rov;an Morrison? 

MISS ROSE 
(po i n t i n g t o the hare) 

T-Jhy there she i s , v;hat remains 
of her p h y s i c a l l y . Her soul of 
course may even now be ... 

Kowie turns i m p a t i e n t l y t o Lord Summerisle. 

HOI'JIE 
Lord Summerisle, f o r the l a s t 
time where i s Rowan Morrison? 

LORE) SUI'!MERISLE 
(cooly) 

I b e l i e v e , Sergeant Howie, t h a t 
you are supposed t o be the d e t e c t i v e . 

HOWIE 
My Lord, a c h i l d i s reported missing 
on your i s l a n d . I come here and 
at f i r s t I'm t o l d there i s no such 
c h i l d . I f i n d there i s and t h a t 
she has been k i l l e d — burnt t o 
death, according t o Doctor Ewan. 
I subsequently discover there i s 
no death c e r t i f i c a t e , and now I 
f i n d t h a t though there i s a grave, 
there i s no body. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
How perplexing f o r you. What do 
you.think could have happened? 

HOWIE 
Though I have no evidence f o r t h i s , 
i t i s my b e l i e f t h a t Rov;an Morrison 

(nORE) 
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HOWIE ( c o n t d ) 
was murdered under c i r c u m s t a n c e s 
of pagan b a r b a r i t y w h i c h I c a n 
s c a r c e l y b r i n g m y s e l f to b e l i e v e 
as t a k i n g p l a c e i n the t w e n t i e t h 
c e n t u r y . I t i s my i n t e n t i o n t o 
r e t u r n t o the mainland tomorrow 
and r e p o r t my s u s p i c i o n s t o th e 
C h i e f C o n s t a b l e o f the West High-
l a n d C o n s t a b u l a r y , and demand a 
f u l l i n v e s t i g a t i o n i n t o a l l t h e 
a f f a i r s of t h i s h e a t h e n I s l a n d . 
Goodnight s i r . 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
You must of c o u r s e do a s you see 
f i t , s e r g e a n t . I t i s p e r h a p s j u s t 
a s w e l l t h a t you won't be h e r e t o 
be o f f e n d e d by t h e s i g h t o f our 
May Day c e l e b r a t i o n s tomorrow. 

L i g h t dawns on S e r g e a n t Howie. 

HOWIE 
Tomorrow's tomorrow ... of c o u r s e . 
My L o r d , I may even r e t u r n from t h e 
m a i n l a n d i n time to p r e v e n t t h e i r 
t a k i n g p l a c e . 

L o r d Summerisle r i n g s the b e l l and Broome a p p e a r s . 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
I t h i n k i t w i l l t a k e s t r o n g e r 
powers t h a n y o u r s to s t o p them, 
s e r g e a n t . Over the c e n t u r i e s 
t h e y have proved v e r y d u r a b l e . 

Broome opens t h e door. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Ah Broome. W i l l you k i n d l y show 
the s e r g e a n t out. 

BROOME 
T h i s way, s i r . 

Howie h e s i t a t e s and t h e n s t r i d e s from the room. Broome 
c l o s e s the door, l e a v i n g L o r d Summerisle and M i s s Rose 
s m i l i n g a t each o t h e r e n i g m a t i c a l l y a s the s e r g e a n t ' s 
f o o t s t e p s r e t r e a t down the s t o n e f l a g g e d c o r r i d o r out-
s i d e . The g r e a t door bangs c l o s e d b e h i n d him. L o r d 
Summerisle s e a t s h i m s e l f a t the p i a n o . He and M i s s 
Rose s i n g the 'Ram of Derby' t o g e t h e r - u p r o a r i o u s l y -
( I t i s a v e r y v e r y o l d v e r s i o n o f the song d a t i n g from 
when the RAM was a MAN). 
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Howie crosses s i l e n t l y to the chemist shop. Looking 
c a r e f u l l y about hira to see th a t he i s unobserved, he 
s l i p s a piece o f mica between the yale catch and door 
jamb of the shop's f r o n t door, and opens i t . Noise-
l e s s l y he s l i p s i n s i d e . 

INT: CHEMIST'S SHOP - NIGHT 

Howie c a r e f u l l y closes the door o f the shop behind him. 
He l i g h t s a match and takes h i s bearings, then blows 
i t out, r e t u r n i n g the screen to darkness. Suddenly a 
l i g h t goes on i n what appears to be a dark room a t the 
back of the shop. 

INT: DARK ROOM - NIGHT 

Howie stands i n the dark room l i s t e n i n g intently. He 
opens a door x^^hich discloses i n an i n s e r t a f l i g h t of 
s t a i r s leading upv;ards. We hear the racking snores 
of Mr. Lennox from the bedroom above. These continue 
throughout the scene. Hov;ie s t a r t s to search through 
boxes of negatives f i l e d away on shelves i n yellov; 
boxes. They are l a b e l l e d weddings, sports days, 
p o r t r a i t s , e t c . , e t c . F i n a l l y he comes t o a box 
marked Harvest F e s t i v a l . He opens i t and f i n d s i n s i d e 
a number of negatives, each marked w i t h i t s date. The 
negative f o r the previous year which Mr, Lennox claimed 
he was unable t o f i n d l i e s a t the bottom of the p i l e . 
Hov;ie holds i t up b r i e f l y t o the l i g h t t o make sure 
there has been an exposure, then q u i c k l y pours out some 
Hypo i n a photographic dish and s l i p s the negative i n t o 
i t . 

While the photograph i s developing he t i p t o e s t o the 
f o o t of the s t a i r s t o check on the sleeping Mr. Lennox. 
S a t i s f i e d t h a t a l l i s w e l l , he s t a r t s to examine other 
boxes of photographs. He selects one l a b e l l e d Divina-
t i o n and opens i t . I nside are a number o f photographs 
i n f o l d e r s . The f i r s t i s l a b e l l e d The Blade-Bone o f 
the Black Pig (Slinneineachd) and contains a photograph 
o f a crowd of isla n d e rs standing i n a c i r c l e round 
Lord Summerisle who i s minutely s c r u t i n i s i n g the bone 
o f an animal. The second i s l a b e l l e d Omen Stones (Coel 
Coeth) and contains a photograph o f h a l f a dozen people 
throv;ing white round stones i n t o the embers of a f i r e , 
The t h i r d i s l a b e l l e d The Seer i n the B u l l (Taghairm) 
and contains the photograph of a man wrapped i n the 
hide of a b u l l being rocked by others on the bank o f 
a r i v e r . The f o u r t h i s l a b e l l e d The Eluci d a t o r 
(Peithyrnen) and contains a photograph which shows 
Lord Summerisle manipulating a machine c o n s i s t i n g o f 
several staves on which j u d i c i a l maxims have been c u t . 
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(I-Jhen turned the staves spell out messages of three 
or four lines.) The f i f t h is labelled The Living and 
The Dead Graves and contains a photograph which shows 
a woman wrapped in a blanket lying on the ground 
between two holes. One has a sign by i t reading 
Living Grave; the other reads Dead Grave. A small 
circle of people looks on with concern. Sickened, 
Howie thrusts the photographs back into the yellow 
box, and moves over to the bath of Hypo. A photograph 
of the familiar scene of the Harvest Festival emerges 
before our eyes. He takes i t out and lays i t on a 
table to dry. Searching round he finds a magnifying 
glass and holds i t to the picture. After a lot of 
distortion due to magnification, we see that the g i r l 
standing amongst the frui t and vegetables is not Rowan 
Morrison but Daisy v;ho we met in the schoolroom. 
Hov.'ie's face shows his perplexity. He applies him-
self to examining the photograph in detail and x̂e note 
the surprising fact that there is virtually no produce. 

H0!'7IE (THOUGHT VOICE) 
There's hardly any produce ... 
A few old pears, and tomatoer. 
and cauliflowers ... and a dozen 
tiny l i t t l e apples. 

(out loud) 
The crop failed last year, that's 
i t ! The crop failed ... No v;onder 
I got canned soup and vegetables 
last night ... No v/onder there 
were none of the famous Summerisle 
Apples ... 

(THOUGHT VOICE) 
Now I wonder what the old religion 
does about crop failure. 

A memory strikes him the voice of Lord.Summerisle 
outside the castle. 

LORD SUMMERISLE (VOICE OVER) 
He brought me up the same way — 
to love the music and drama and 
rituals of the old pantheism, and 
to love nature, and to fear i t 
and rely on i t and appease i t 
V7hcre necessary ... 

HOWIE 
(appalled, out loud) 

Appease i t where necessary! 
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He finds himself staring at a v;all calendar v/ith May 
Day ringed heavily in red. His eyes widen. 

LORD SUMMSRISLE (VOICE OVER) 
Only make sure you're ready for 
tomorrow's tomorrov7. 

WILLOW (VOICE OVER) 
The day of death and resurrection. 

nÔ'JIE 
My God! I've got to find that 
g i r l I 

His vehemence has interrupted the even flov; of the 
snores. There is a sudden silence from upstairs which 
Howie notices and registers by glancing towards the 
staircase. Hastily he replaces the negative in the 
box, grabs the v.'et photograph, and turns out the light. 
He goes through to the shop. There is dead silence 
for an appreciable time; then the snores resume at 
fir s t softly but growing to reach a crescendo. We 
hear the front door of the shop open and close. Fade 
to black. 

INT; BAR ROOM - GREEN MAW - NIGHT 

Inside the bar everything is unusually quiet. Willow 
stands behind the counter drying some glasses, Howie 
comes in looking tired. She turns and smiles with 
pleasure when she sees who i t i s . 

WILLOW 
Hullo. You look tired. Can I 
get you a drink? 

H0T-7IE 
I ' l l have a pint please. 

Willow turns to draw the beer. Howie contemplates the 
empty space on the v;all v/here last year's Harvest 
Festival photograph is missing, then brings out his 
own recently stolen photograph and makes a comparison. 
The difference between plenitude and famine is obvious. 
He puts his photograph back in his pocket and walks 
over to the bar '.'here his beer stands waiting. He 
l i f t s i t and drinks deeply. 

HÔTIE 
Willow, what did you mean by the 
phrase 'the day of death and 
resurrection'. 



I don't re inoMber saying t h a t , 

* IIOI7IE 
You s a i d i t l a s t n ight to Lord 
Sununerisle when he v\;as i n the 
garden. 

WILLOW 
Oh, so you overheard t h a t , d i d 
you. Sergeant S l e u t h . 

HOWIE 

I'm r i g h t next door you know, 

!7ILL0W 
I know where you a r e . I only 
hope Ash Buchannan didn't keep 
you a w a k e . HE'S a l i v e l y boy 
and very anxious to l e a r n . 

HOWIE 
I'm only i n t e r e s t e d i n the meaning 
of the phrase 't h e day of death 
and r e s u r r e c t i o n ' , 

WILLOW 
I"t's j u s t a s a y i n g . I t ' s some-
thing to do with f e r t i l i t y , and 
Hay Day, and a l l t h a t . 

HOWIE 
Willow, what happens on May Day? 
Do;-i3 anyone ... w e l l , I mean, i s 
anyone s p e c i a l l y chosen for a ... 

WILLO'T 
You must think of i t as a day of 
r e b i r t h , sergeant ... That's the 
best way. 

HO'TIE 
(impatiently) 

Do you knov; v.-here they're keeping 
Rov/an Morrison? 

V:iLLO!'T 
Wio c a r e s ? But why don't you 
corae to my room l a t e r tonight. 
I'm sure I can t e l l you something 
to your advantage. The door v;on' t 
be locked. 
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She moves away froui him, dovni tiie bar. He watches her 
go, e v i d e n t l y disturbed by her p r o p o s i t i o n . He drinks 
o f f h i s beer as a means of regaining some l o s t c o n t r o l . 

INT: SERGEANT HOWIE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Howie l i e s av/ake i n h i s bed l i s t e n i n g to the sounds 
of the house. He hears VTillow open the door of her 
room, and looking towards the window he sees that the 
l i g h t next door has gone on. He l i s t e n s to her moving 
about, then suddenly he hears noises up aga i n s t the 
d i v i d i n g v/all between the two rooms , as of f l e s h being 
rubbed up and down aga i n s t the p l a s t e r . The sounds 
become more and more r h y t h m i c a l l y i n s i s t e n t and are 
now accompanied by s o f t moans mixed with snatches of 
a t u n e f u l humming. Howie s i t s up i n bed, f e e l s for 
the c r o s s he l e f t i n the church, and a f t e r a struggle 
with himself gets up and walks i n h i s underwear almost 
t r a n c e - l i k e to the w a l l . He f e e l s i t with h i s hands 
as i f i t were f l e s h . Then gently a t f i r s t , he presses 
the top h a l f of h i s body agains t i t , s t r e t c h i n g out 
h i s arms i n the shape of a c r o s s . He s t a r t s to shake, 
and gradually i s forced, as i t were against h i s pwn 
w i l l , to press the lower h a l f of h i s body a g a i n s t i t . 

INT: WILLOW'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Willow i s standing by the w a l l , naked. A l t e r n a t i v e l y 
she rubs h e r s e l f up aga i n s t i t and t r a c e s with her 
fi n g e r s the shape of the man on the other s i d e of i t . 
She i s humming to h e r s e l f , but suddenly p l a c i n g her 
mouth c l o s e to the w a l l she breaks i n t o the words of 
the song. 

WILLOW 
(singing) • 

I saw a maid milk a b u l l 
N e l l done L i a r . 
I saw a maid milk a b u l l 
Give him h i s due. 

INT: SERGEANT HOWIE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Howie i s f o r c i n g h i s body away from the w a l l , an e f f o r t 
which seems to take a l l h i s strength. We can hear 
Willov/'s voice c l e a r l y through the w a l l . 

WILLOW (VOICE OVER) 
(singing) 

I saw a maid milk a b u l l 
Every stroke a bucket f u l l 
I s n ' t that a comical thing to be t r u e . 
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Accompanied by a p e a l o f i r o n i c l a u g h t e r f r o m W i l l o w , 
Howie t o t t e r s across t h e room t o r e g a i n h i s bed. He 
l i e s t h e r e s w e a t i n g and exhausted, as i f he has been 
i n a g r e a t f i g h t . Fade t o b l a c k . 

INT: SERGEANT HOWIE'S ROOM - DAY 

I t i s t h e ne x t morning. Sunshine streams i n t h r o u g h 
t h e window. W i l l o w comes b r i s k l y i n t o t h e room w i t h 
t e a and t o a s t on a t r a y , and p u t s them down on a bed-
s i d e t a b l e . T h i s wakes him up. 

WILLOW 
Wake up. Sergeant S l e u t h , I t ' s 
May Day. 

HOWIE 
What t i m e i s i t ? 

WILLOW 
I t ' s p a s t n i n e . 

She draws back t h e c u r t a i n s and t h e room f l o o d s w i t h 
l i g h t . S l o w l y Howie props h i m s e l f up on one elbow. 

WILLOW 
I t h o u g h t you were coming t o see 
me l a s t n i g h t . 

HOWIE 
I never s a i d so. 

WILLOW 
I i n v i t e d you. 

HOWIE 
I'm s o r r y . I'm an engaged man. 

WILLOW 
And t h a t s t o p s you? 

HOWIE 
Yes, o f cou r s e. 

WILLOW 
Would you have come i f you 
weren't engaged? 

HOWIE 
I don't t h i n k so. 
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I must say you're a g a l l a n t fellow, 
sergeant. 

IIOtTIE 
I t ' s not personal. I t ' s j u s t 
t h a t I don't b e l i e v e i n i t before 
marriage. 

WILLOW 
I'd have thought tha t i f you 
didn't b e l i e v e i n i t before, 
you're not going to b e l i e v e i n 
i t much a f t e r . S t i l l , s u i t 
y o u r s e l f . I expect y o u ' l l be 
going back today, won't you? 
You wouldn't v;ant to be around 
here on i^lay Day — not the way 
you f e e l . 

HOWIE 
I s h a l l be going, and I s h a l l 
be r e t u r n i n g tonight with a 
nuniber of p o l i c e o f f i c e r s . 
You'd b e t t e r t e l l your father 
to make ready a t l e a s t another 
three rooms. 

T7ILLOT-7 
I ' l l t e l l him. 

She leaves the room and shuts the door behind her, but 
a second l a t e r opens i t again catching Howie j u s t 
g e t t i n g out of bed. He covers himself embarrassed. 

WILLO^J 
T e l l me sergeant, do they a l l 
think l i k e you? 

She laughs and c l o s e s the door, l e a v i n g him s i t t i n g on 
the edge of the bed, i n confusion, 

EXT: HIGH STREET - DAY 

Howie v;alks down thv-2 high s t r e e t towards the harbour. 
He n o t i c e s that i t i s e n t i r e l y deserted. He looks 
down the s i d e s t r e e t s and tov/ards the green but 
there i s no sign of a human being anyv.'here. He turns 
to f i n d Miss Rose standing i n h i s path. 

MISS ROSE 
Ah sergeant. You're about e a r l y . 
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HOWIE 
Which i s more thcin can be said 
about everyone e l s e . 

MISS ROSE 
They're a l l i n s i d e preparing. 

HOWIE 
For May Day? 

MISS ROSE 
Of course. 

imTiE 
Miss Rose, you're a s k i l l e d 
i n s t r u c t o r . T e l l me about May 
Day. 

riISS ROSE 
I t i s a fea s t o f fe c u n d i t y , 
sergeant, celebrated i n the 
form o f an ancient dance drama 
v;hich has, as you may w e l l 
expect, a complete cast c f 
characters. F i r s t l y there i s 
the hobby horse o r man-animal 
who leads the ceremony chasing 
the g i r l s w i t h t a r r e d s k i r t s . 
Secondly there i s a man-woman 
f i g u r e , what we c a l l the Betsy 
or Teaser always played by the 
community leader, i n t h i s case 
Lord Summerisle. T h i r d l y there 
are the Sword Dancers who through-
out the dance continuously make 
a Lock o f t h e i r Svrords — a 
clea r symbol of the sun. And 
f o u r t h l y there i s the v i c t i m 
v^hose death and r e s u r r e c t i o n of 
course i s the climax o f the 
dance. But I've s u r e l y said 
more than enough t o one who i s 
a t t h i s moment on his way to 
make out his r e p o r t t o the 
Chief Conr;table of the Western 
Highlands. Good morning t o you. 

She passes him and continues on up the s t r e e t . A f t e r 
a pause, Hovrie moves on towards the harbour. 
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S h o o t i n g from the q u a y s i d e up towards t h e h i g h s t r e e t 
we s e e Howie come towards q u a y s i d e , p a s s i n g t h e h a r b o u r 
master who i s s i t t i n g on a b o l l a r d , doing n o t h i n g much 
i n p a r t i c u l a r , 

HARBOUR MASTER 
Morning, s e r g e a n t . 

HOWIE 
Morning. I need t o get t o my 
p l a n e . 

HARBOUR MASTER 
You won't f i n d a c a t s t i r r i n g 
t h i s morning. I ' d b e s t t a k e you 
out m y s e l f . 

The h a r b o u r m a s t e r r i s e s and t h e two men make t h e i r 
way down t h e s t e p s of the q u a y s i d e t o a s m a l l d i n g h y 
w h i c h t h e y p r o c e e d t o bo a r d . The h a r b o u r m a s t e r c a s t s 
o f f and t a k e s the o a r s . Mix t h r o u g h t o next s c e n e . 

100 EXT: HARBOUR - DAY 

The h a r b o u r master i s rowing Howie a c r o s s t h e w a t e r 
t o t h e s e a p l a n e . We s e e the s c e n e i n l o n g shot from 
t h e POV of t h e q u a y s i d e . The camera pans round t o see 
the crowd of boatmen we have p r e v i o u s l y met, s t a r i n g 
s i l e n t l y out t o sea a t th e r e t r e a t i n g row b o a t . A l l 
wear e l a b o r a t e a n i m a l masks - o t t e r s , b a d g e r s , f o x e s , 
e a g l e s , s t o a t s , r a t s , e t c . , e t c . 

101 EXT: HARBOUR - DAY 

The row b o a t a r r i v e s a t t h e s e a p l a n e , and Howie 
s c r a m b l e s up i n t o t h e c o c k p i t . The h a r b o u r m a s t e r 
w a v e s . 

HARBOUR MASTER 
Have a good f l i g h t , now. 

We h e a r Howie t r y to s t a r t the e n g i n e , and t h e a t t e m p t 
f a i l . He t r i e s a g a i n and a g a i n w i t h s i m i l a r r e s u l t s . 
With a g r i n and a f i n a l wave t h e har b o u r master s t a r t s 
t o row back to s h o r e . 

102 INT: COCKPIT OF SEAPLANE - DAY 

Howie d e s p e r a t e l y p r e s s e s the s t a r t e r b u t t o n . He t h e n 
t r i e s t h e s w i t c h e s of the r a d i o ; but i t i s dead. The 
e n g i n e a g a i n f a i l s t o s t a r t and f i n a l l y r e f u s e s t o 
t u r n over a t a l l . With a g r i m f a c e he c l i m b s out onto 
the w i n g . 
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Standing on the f l o a t Howie b l e a k l y regards the 
r e t r e a t i n g harbour master. 

» HOWIE' 
Hey you! Come back I 

The harbour master continues rowing, Howie waves. 
The harbour master waves back and continues rowing. 
Howie remembers h i s loud b a i l e r and takes i t out of 
the c o c k p i t . 

HOWIE 
(loud h a i l e r ) 

Come back! 

104 EXT: QUAYSIDE - DAY 

From the P.O.V, of the quayside we see the harbour 
master t u r n h i s row boat round and head back t o the 
seaplane. The masked f i g u r e s walk away down the 
quayside and melt i n t o the town. 

105 EXT: SEAPLANE - DAY 

The row boat draws up alongside the seaplane. • 

HARBOUR MASTER 
What's the matter? Won't she go? 

HOWIE 
No. Has anyone been near her? 

HARBOUR MASTER 
Not to my knowledge, sergeant. 

HOWIE 
Are you sure? B i t of a coincidence t h a t 
n e i t h e r the engine or the r a d i o are 
working. 

HARBOUR MASTER 
I f any of the kids had been i n t e r f e r i n g 
w i t h i t I t h i n k I ' d have seen 'em. 

HOWIE 
And you didn't? 

HARBOUR MASTER 
No. 

HOWIE 
I ' l l want a boat. 

HARBOUR MASTER 
On May Day? 
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HOWIE 
Yes, on May Day. 

* HARBOUR MASTER 
I t ' s not p o s s i b l e , f r i e n d . 
Nothing puts out from here today. 

HOWIE 
This i s p o l i c e b u s i n e s s . I've 
got to have a boat. 

HARBOUR r^STER 
(suddenly tougher) 

Le t me speak f r a n k l y , sergeant — 
no one wants you here on May Day, 
but e q u a l l y no one w i l l give i t 
up to take you to the mainland. 
Now I can e i t h e r leave you here 
on t h i s seaplane or take you back 
to the i s l a n d . Which i s i t to be? 

HOWIE 
Y o u ' l l hear more of t h i s . 
Obstructing a p o l i c e o f f i c e r ... 

HARBOUR I^STER 
No one's o b s t r u c t i n g you. Use 
your plane — i f you can. 

I l l humouredly Howie stops i n t o the boat. The harbour 
master digs i n h i s oars and Hov;ie sprawls on h i s back 
i n the bottom of the boat. They ro'..' away from us as 
he attempts to r i g h t h i m s e l f . Mix through to next 
scene, 

106 EXT: QUAYSIDE - DAY 
• 

Hov/ie leaps ashore from the boat, and a f t e r a look 
round the deserted harbour naked of boats as w e l l as 
of men, he runs to a row of boathouses a d v e r t i s i n g 
boats f o r h i r e . A l l are locked and shuttered, He 
grows more desperate as he t r i e s them a l l i n tur n , 
watched by the harbour master who has t i e d up h i s 
row boat, and s i t s again on h i s b o l l a r d . 

H7VRB0UR MASTER 
You're a very p e r s i s t e n t man, 
sergeant. 

HOWIE 
I've got to get to the mainland. 
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HARBOUR MASTER 
Well I reckon y o u ' l l have to swim 
for i t . 

HOWIE 
Where have they put a l l t h e i r 
boats? 

HARBOUR MASTER 
T h c y ' ^ locked up. They don't 
leave 'em i n the water on May 
Day. 

HOWIE 
T'Jhy not? 

HARBOUR MASTER 
You never know i^hat might happen 
to 'em. 

HOWIE 
(to himself) 

Then I'11 have to f i n d Rowan 
myself, 

Howie runs from the quayside up to the entrance to the 
v i l l a g e high s t r e e t . 

107 EXT: VILLAGE HIGH STREET - DAY 

The high s t r e e t i s completely deserted. Howie s t a r t s 
to walk up i t looking c a r e f u l l y down the c r o s s s t r e e t s 
a l l of v;hich are e q u a l l y empty. Suddenly an enormous 
hobby horse breaks cover from a si d e s t r e e t near the 
top of the High S t r e e t , c r o s s e s i t from r i g h t to l e f t 
and disappears. Howie quickens h i s pace and cro s s e s 
tha road to v/here the hobby horse disappeared. 

108 EXT: VILLAGE HIGH STREET OPPOSITE GREEN MAN - DAY 

Howie stands outside the chemist's shop v/ith h i s back 
to i t . He i s looking c a u t i o u s l y about him, h i s ears 
s t r a i n i n g for every sound. Suddenly v;ith a great 
c l a t t e r the hobby horse again breaks cover, t h i s time 
t r a v e l l i n g across the high s t r e e t from l e f t to r i g h t . 
T h is time i t i s very much nearer to us and we are 
able to see i n d e t a i l the monstrous d e t a i l s of the 
h a l f horse h a l f dragon as i t t r a i l s i t s c o l l o s a l 
hooped s k i r t a c r o s s the road and disappears f i n a l l y 
i n t o the back courtyard of The Green Man. S t e a l t h i l y 
Howie creeps across the road a f t e r i t . The camera 
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does not follow him, but zooms ins t e a d i n t o a t i g h t 
c l o s e up of the gl a s s door of the chemist shop. 
Standing i n the shadows s t a r i n g out at Howie i s 
Mr. Lennox, h i s head covered by the malevolent mask 
of a weasel. His arm r e s t s on an old fashioned 
t r i p o d camera which stands beside him. 

1 0 9 EXT: COURTYARD OF THE GREEN MAN - DAY 

In the courtyard of the Green Man, the hobby horse i s 
being dismantled by a crowd of men, most of whom we 
have seen before e i t h e r i n the harbour or i n the pub. 
Out of the hobby horse steps A l i s t a i r the gian t , red 
i n the face and sweating p r o f u s e l y . Someone hands 
him a p i n t which he dri n k s a t a draught. Lord 
Summerisle looks on approvingly. He himself i s 
dressed i n the Teaser's costume a long s t r a i g h t 
dark wig and a dcurk purple, very simple, Edwardian 
Governess's d r e s s , f a i n t l y reminiscent of a p r i e s t ' s 
h a b i t , which he s t a r t s to get out of as he t a l k s . 

LORD SUM?1ERISLE 
Everything i n working order, 
A l i s t a i r ? 

ALISTAIR 
Aye my Lord. 

Lord Summerisle turns to Alder MacGregor who i s climb-
ing out of a Punch costume flanked by s i x men i n white 
dance uniforms vrho are p r a c t i c i n g making a "knot" 
with t h e i r swords. 

LORD SUI-IMERISLE 
Mr. MacGregor, I t r u s t we aren't 
going to have to l e t your costume 
out again t h i s year? 

There i s a general b u r s t of laughter. 

ALDER MACGREGOR 
I ' l l manage, my Lord, though i t 
seems to shrink a b i t every year. 

Lord Summerisle crosse s to the swords men and watches 
as they lock and withdrav: a couple of times. 

LORD SUJIMERISLE 
Are you men a l r i g h t ? 

FIRST S^TORDSIWl 
WG w i l l be, my Lord. 



91 

109 CONTD 

Lord Sununerisle smiles and passes over to a group of 
dancers with a n t l e r s on t h e i r heads p r a c t i c i n g a 
complicated dance step. He watches for awhile, then 
moves over to stand by some men who are heating up 
a b a r r e l of t a r . A l l around him, onlookers stand 
d r i n k i n g beer. 

An i n s e r t shows Howie has c r e p t i n t o the s t a b l e s of 
the yard and i s looking out a t the scene from behind 
a p i l e of straw. Lord Summerisle r a i s e s h i s hands 
for s i l e n c e , and t h i s i s immediately accorded him. 

LORD SUMI'iERISLE 
Gentlemen, enough nov;! We v r i l l 
a l l reassemble on the Green a t 
three o'clock sharp, and process 
through the v i l l a g e and country-
s i d e , to the beach under "The 
Stones" by the route which has 
become sacred to our r i t e . T h is 
year, a t the procession's end, 
as has been proclaimed, a holy 
s a c r i f i c e v / i l l be o f f e re d up 
j o i n t l y to Nuada, our most sacred 
God of the Sun, and to Avellenau 
the beloved Goddess of our orchards 
in order t h a t we might f u r n i s h them 
with renewed power to quicken the 
growth of our crops. H a i l the 
Queen of the May! 

ALL THE MAN TOGETHER 
H a i l the Queen of the May! 

The men cheer and stream over to the Ale Bower which 
has been s e t up in a corner of the yard. The Bower 
i t s e l f i s decorated with f r u i t blossoms and s p r i g s of 
flowering g a r l i c and white handkerchiefs." I n s i d e men 
dressed as "Green Men" or "Jack-in-the-Green" serve 
the t h i r s t y men with a l e . I n the h u r l y b u r l y , Howie 
s l i p s from h i s place of concealment and leaves the 
y a r d . 

110 EXT: HIGH STREET - HAY MORRISON'S SHOP - DAY 

Howie turns i n t o the empty High S t r e e t and moves q u i c k l y 
a c r o s s the road towards Kay Morrison's shop. A clock i n 
the window shov;s eleven o'clock. He knocks a t the door. 
Mrs. Morrison b u s t l e s up and unlocks i t , A chicken 
mask dangles from her hand. 



92 

110 CONTD 

MRS. MORRISON 
Vlhy sergeant, I thought you'd 
gone back. 

HOWIE 
Mrs, Morrison, I've no time to 
waste on games and h a l f answers. 
I 've got to fi n d Rovran. 

MRS. MORRISON 
But you t o l d me y o u r s e l f that 
you went to the graveyard .., 

HOWIE 
I l r s . Morrison, x\7hether you know 
i t or not, Rovran's not dead. 
They've got her hidden somewhere, 

MRS. MORRISON 
They? 

K0'7IE 
The v i l l a g e ... the whole i s l a n d . 
Everyone's i n i t . 

She looks a t him blan k l y , but courteously. 

HOWIE 
... I suppose you're i n i t too. 
Dear God, what kind of a woman 
are you to stand by and watch 
the slaughter of your o\m c h i l d ? 

MRS. MORRISON 
I've already t o l d you, sergeant. 
This i s my c h i l d . 

She moves aside to r e v e a l a c h i l d dressed i n a chicken 
mask. Howie snatches i t o f f to r e v e a l the face of 
Myrtle. She bu r s t s into t e a r s and runs back i n t o the 
shop. 

MRS. MORRISON 
Now see what you've done. I f I 
was you I'd go back to the main-
land, sergeant, and stop meddling 
i n a f f a i r s which are no concern 
of yours. 

HOWIE 
But they are ny concern. 
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MRS. MORRISON 
No they are not. You simply 
cannot understand the true 
nature of s a c r i f i c e . 

She smiles a t him sadly and c l o s e s the door. He stands 
there as i f turned to stone. 

HOWIE 
( v i c i o u s l y ) 

Heathens. Bloody heathens! 

Suddenly galvanized he runs to the f i r s t house i n the 
High S t r e e t and pounds on the door. A s u r p r i s e d man 
of about f o r t y - f i v e opens the door. The camera pans 
to look i n through the vrindow into the s i t t i n g room 
as Howie pushes h i s way i n t o the t i n y house. 

HOWIE 
I'm a p o l i c e o f f i c e r , looking 
for a missing c h i l d . Please 
take the mask o f f t h a t c h i l d . 

1X1 INT: SITTING ROOM OF HOUSE - DAY 

Through the window we see Sergeant Howie bulldoze h i s 
way into the room and point to a c h i l d wearing a hare's 
head mask. Tv:o older women who are dr e s s i n g the c h i l d 
look astonished a t the i n t e r r u p t i o n , but q u i e t l y and 
q u i c k l y remove the mask. I t i s not Rowan Morrison 
but another c h i l d v;ho we might have recognised as 
having been i n the schoolroom. Howie runs up the 
s t a i r s , the camera panning back to see him do so. 
The man pursues him, 

IIAN 
Hey wait a minute. Have you 
got a search warrant? 

112 INT: TOP STOREY LAI^TDING OF HOUSE - DAY 

Howie stands looking dovm menacingly a t the houseowner. 

H0V7IE 
No. I do not have a bloody 
warrant, simply because there 
i s a b s o l u t e l y no way I can get 
one. But I intend to search 
every house i n t h i s town i n the 
next three hours, j u s t the same, 
and any man v/ho t r i e s to stop me 
w i l l be a r r e s t e d as an accomplice 
to murder. 
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He throxirs open the door of a bedroom and s t a r t s to 
search i t . 

113 EXT: HIGH STREET - DAY 

Howie storms out of the house and walks to the next 
one, He bangs on the door. The top window shoots up 
and three c a t s ' heads masks look out. 

GIRL IN WINDOW 
Yes? 

H0I7IE 
Take those masks o f f . 

GIRL IN WINDOW 
Cheek! 

HOWIE 
I am a p o l i c e o f f i c e r looking 
for a missing c h i l d . Take 
those masks o f f . 

The three small g i r l s remove t h e i r masks. None of 
them are Rowan Morrison, though we may have seen them 
before. The front door opens and a large woman — 
obviously t h e i r mother — confronts Howie. 

WOMAN 

^Vhat do you think you're doing? 

HOWIE 
I'm a p o l i c e o f f i c e r , madam. 
I am searching every house i n 
t h i s v i l l a g e for a missing g i r l . 
I hope you w i l l co~operate. 

The woman stands r e l u c t a n t l y a s i d e . 

woriAN 

We've got no missing g i r l s here. 

Howie shoulders h i s way i n t o the house without ceremony. 

114 MONTAGE SEQUENCE 
INTERIORS AND EXTERIORS HOUSES - DAY 
The camera follov;s Hox'/ie as he goes from door to door 
throughout the v i l l a g e s t r e e t s . We i n t e r c u t with t h i s 
progress i n t e r i o r shots of him searching the houses — 
looking under beds, and i n cupboards and a t t i c s observed 
by costumed c h i l d r e n and adults who he has asked i n dumb 
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show to unmask. I n each case the masks are of animals 
indigenous to the Highlands. He then s t a r t s on the 
shops. 

115 INT: VIOIffiN'S HAIRDRESSING SALON - DAY 

Half a dozen women are s i t t i n g i n c h a i r s i n front of 
wash basins having t h e i r h a i r arranged to s u i t the b i r d 
masks which they are wearing. They turn t h e i r heads 
as one, l i k e p a r t of a marauding f l o c k of b i r d s of prey, 
to look a t Howie as he bursts i n . He opens c u r t a i n s and 
cupboards and f i n a l l y turns to speak but cannot because 
of the noise of a couple of d r i e r s i n a back c u b i c l e . 
He steps i n and turns them o f f . Two peacock masks look 
up a t him from under the d r i e r s . 

H0I7IE 
I am a p o l i c e o f f i c e r . I must 
ask you to remove those masks. 

They s t a r e a t him i n s i l e n c e . 

c HAIRDRESSER 
I have spent tl:e morning s e t t i n g 
t h e i r h a i r round those masks. 

Howie comes to a d e c i s i o n . He moves s w i f t l y down the 
row of women a t the basins and under the d r i e r s examin-
ing t h e i r hands. None of them are those of a t h i r t e e n 
year old c h i l d . He t a l k s as he goes. 

H0'7IE 
A l r i g h t , keep the masks on, but 
I need your help. As you a l l 
must know by now Rov?an Morrison 
i s missing, and I b e l i e v e she i s 
being held somewhere on t h i s 
i s l a n d for a hideous purpose. 
Whatever your b e l i e f s may be, 
you must see you cannot as decent 
women asid mothers, allow your-
s e l v e s to become accomplices to 
murder ... T e l l me v;hcre can I 
f i n d t h i s c h i l d ? 

The v;omen remain s i l e n t s t a r i n g a t him through the b i r d 
masks. A f t e r a moment he goes out slamming the door 
behind him. 

116 INT: BAKER'S SHOP - DAY 

The baker's shop i s p i l e d high with newly baked, f l a t 
loaves impressed \jith the face of the Sun God. Howie 
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i s searching the shop, watched l a c o n i c a l l y by the baker, 
who i s one of the s i x swordsmen we have p r e v i o u s ly seen 
i n the courtyard of the i n n . Hov/ie moves to the back 
of the shop and stops beside a huge i r o n door s e t i n 
the w a l l . . 

HOWIE 
T-Tliat's i n here? 

BAKER 
That's my oven. V7ould you be 
thinking I've toasted the l i t t l e 
g i r l up i n i t ? 

Open i t , 

BAKER 
I don't l i k e opening my oven 
v/hen she's c o o l i n g . 

He moves to bar the way to h i s oven but Howie t h r u s t s 
him aside and opens the oven. 

I n s e r t oven. I n s i d e the oven i s a long c o f f i n shaped 
baking t i n about seven f e e t i n length. Howie s t a r e s 
a t i t for a long moment before reaching to remove i t . 
He burns h i s hands and i s forced to look around for, 
f i n d , and put on a p a i r of oven gloves. VJith t h e i r 
help he takes out the huge baking t i n and l a y s i t on 
a t a b l e . He removes the top to r e v e a l the f i g u r e of 
John Barleycorn (a symbolical corn f i g u r e u s u a l l y made 
from, p l a i t e d sheaves) baked i n bread and f i l l i n g the 
t i n . The baker laughs. 

HOWIE 
What's t h i s ? 

BAKER 
The l i f e of the f i e l d s — John 
Barl e y c o r n . 

H0^7IE 
(f u r i o u s ) 

I've warned you, baker. I f t h i s 
g i r l i s harmed, I ' l l have the l o t 
of you. 

T'̂Te s t a y on the baker's thoughtful face as Howie leaves 
the shop. 
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117 INT: FISHMONGER'S SHOP/PARLOUR - DAY 

Howie i s searching through the b i g r e f r i g e r a t o r i n the 
fishmonger's shop. F i s h of a l l s o r t s l i e i n t r a y s 
around him. Ke emerges i n t o the shop and from thence 
makes h i s way behind a c u r t a i n to a par l o u r . He i s 

. followed by the fishmonger, a man we have pr e v i o u s l y 
seen s t i r r i n g the warm t a r i n a b a r r e l i n the court 
yard of the inn. I n the parlour Howie no t i c e s a t a l l , 
t h i n hanging cupboard, and throws i t open. I n s i d e 
hangs an eight foot high f i s h costume. 

FISHMONGER 
That's my costume. What do you 
think of i t ? ... Splendid eh? 
I t ' s the Salmon of Knowledge. I t 
i s s a i d t h a t i t acquired m y s t i c a l 
l o r e , through ea t i n g the nuts of 
the d i v i n e h a z e l t r e e s which f e l l 
i n t o a w e l l beneath them. These 
nuts conveyed to the Salmon know-
ledge of everything that was i n 
the world; and by extension those 
who can catch and e a t of i t s f l e s h 
acquire supernatural s i g h t . 

He looks around for Hov;ie but the sergeant has gone. 
He smiles s o f t l y to himself and gently shakes h i s head. 

118 INT: BUTCHER'S SHOP - DAY 

The butcher stands behind h i s block, f a c i n g Howie 
across i t . Betvreen them a v/all clock r e g i s t e r s a 
quarter to two. 

BUTCHER 
Well you've been through my 
f r e e z e r s and looked a l l over the 
place for her, sergeant, and as 
you can see she a i n ' t here, so 
I ' l l be g e t t i n g on i f you don't-
mind. I t ' s rjretcy l a t a . 

Howie glances a t the clock as the butcher picks up a 
bi g cardboard box from the s h e l f behind him and s t a r t s 
out for the s t a i r c a s e v;hich leads upwards to h i s l i v i n g 
q u a r t e r s . 

H0!\7IE 
Itiat have you got i n there? 

The butcher takes o f f the top of the box to r e v e a l i t s 
contents — the mask of the head of a white b u l l . 
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HOWIE 
( s a r c a s t i c ) 

^That's t h a t — The B u l l o f 
Ignorance? 

BUTCHER 
That's Old Brazenface, t h a t i s . 
Couldn't do w i t h o u t him. 

He g i v e s Hov/ie a broad wink and tramps o f f u p s t a i r s , 
l e a v i n g the policeman s t a n d i n g t h e r e . 

119 INT: REFRIGERATED APPLE STORE - DAY 

A v e r y exhausted Howie c l i m b s down t o ground l e v e l 
amongst t h e em.pty apple c r a t e s and leans h e a v i l y 
a g a i n s t an u p r i g h t beam. D i s c o n s o l a t e l y he k i c k s a 
few r o t t e n apples vrhich l i e a t i t s base. 

HOWIE (THOUGHT VOICE) 
I can never search t h i s whole 
i s l a n d i n t i m e . I haven't even 
s t a r c e d on the c a s t l e o r the 
caves, o r the o u t l y i n g farmhouses. 
And they can alv/ays see me coming, 
and hide her back i n some p l a c e 
I've a l r e a d y searched. I t ' s 
u s e l e s s . I ' d best g e t back t o 
the i n n , r e s t up f o r an hour, 
end be on my toes f o r t h e p r o -
c e s s i o n . 

He walks o u t o f the barn and i n t o t h e s u n l i g h t . 

120 EXT; APPLE STORE - SIDE STREET - DAY 

Howie comes out o f the s t o r e and stands i n the sunshine 
l o o k i n g about him. Behind him on the b u i l d i h g we read 
t h e emblem: "Summerisle Famous The Best Apple i n the 
World". The s t r e e t i s d e s e r t e d . He walks down i t 
towards t h e main h i g h s t r e e t . Suddenly h i s a t t e n t i o n 
i s a r r e s t e d by an u n d e r t a k e r ' s shop i m p o r t a n t l y s t y l e d 
Summerisle Funeral P a r l o u r . His eyes widen as an idea 
h i t s him and he crosses over t o i t . 

121 EXT: FUNERAL PARLOUR - DAY 

Howie knocks on t h e door o f the f u n e r a l p a r l o u r , b u t 
r e c e i v e s no answer. C a u t i o u s l y he l o o k s i n t h r o u g h a 
back v.'indov/o 
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122 INT: FUl^ERAL PARLOUR - DAY 
HOWIE'S POV 

On a t r e s s l e t a b l e i n the middle of a bare room l i e s 
a small c o f f i n about the r i g h t s i z e to house the body 
of a t h i r t e e n y ^ t ^ o l d c h i l d . 

123 EXT: FUNERAL PARLOUR - DAY 

Howie creeps round to the back door and t r i e s the 
l a t c h . I t i s unlocked, and he l e t s himself i n sound-
l e s s l y . 

124 INT: FUNERAL PARLOUR - DAY 

Hov/ie approaches the c o f f i n on t i p toe, and a f t e r 
pausing to a s c e r t a i n t ha t he has not been overheard, 
gently removes the unsecured l i d of the c o f f i n to 
r e v e a l the shrunken body of an old, old woman. She 
has a t i n y , yellow, s h r i v e l l e d face, and a l i t t l e 
apple i s i n her mouth, and b r i g h t pennies are on her 
eyes. He drops the l i d v;ith a c l a t t e r , and f l e e s the 
room. The camera pans round to see him pass the 
window and move o f f r a p i d l y dovm tlie s t r e e t . 

125 INT: BAR - GREEN MAN - DAY 

Willow and her father are i n the empty bar. The clock 
stands a t tv/o twenty. Hov/ie staggers i n breathing 
h e a v i l y and sags up a g a i n s t the bar. 

HOIv'IE 
Give me a beer p l e a s e . 

Alder IlacGregory moves to f i l l the p i n t pot. We no t i c e 
a t i t b i r d mask l y i n g on the bar. Willow looks a t the 
c l o c k . 

WILLOW 
Hullo. You're back e a r l y . 
Where are the other coppers? 

HOWIE 
I didn't go. My plane wouldn't 
s t a r t . 

Alder MacGregor s e t s the p i n t down i n f r o n t of Howie, 
who s e i s e s i t g r e e d i l y and s t a r t s to drink i t o f f . 

ALDER Ilz^CGREGOR 
So he spent the time i n s t e a d 
turning the whole v i l l a g e upside 
dov.'n. No wonder he's worn out. 
Did you fin d the g i r l ? 
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Howie shakes h i s head and continues d r i n k i n g . 

* ALDER MACGREGOR 
I can't say I'm s u r p r i s e d . 

Howie s e t s down the empty pot. 

HOWIE 
I think I ' l l r e s t i n my room 
for h a l f an hour. 

ALDER MACGREGOR 
I'd s t a y there t i l l tonight i f I 
was you. We don't r e l i s h s t r a n g e rs 
much today. 

MacGregor end h i s daughter turn t h e i r backs on Howie 
and continue to t i d y the bar. Howie walks away from 
the bar and up the s t a i r s towards h i s bedroom. 

126 INT: HOWIE'S BEDROOM - DAY 

Howie l i e s on h i s bed, h i s eyes cloned. Suddenly he 
becomes aware of whispering outside h i s door. He r i s e s 
n o i s e l e s s l y from h i s bed and t i p t o e s to the door to 
l i s t e n . 

WILLOW CTHISPER OVER) 
I don't l i k e to use i t on him. 

ALDER MACGREGORY (WHISPER OVER) 
The L a i r d s a i d we must take no 
chances, didn't he? 

WILLOW (VJHISPER OVER) 
Yes, but with the hand of glo r y , 
there's no t e l l i n g V7hen you wake. 
He might s l e e p for days. 

ALDEP. fl/^CGREGORY (ITOISPER OVER) 
A l l the b e t t e r . We don't want him 
butti n g i n . L i g h t i t up. 

We hear some s c u f f l i n g and the s t r i k i n g of a match. 

WILLOW (WHISPER OVER) 
T h a t ' l l make you s l e e p , my p r e t t y 
sergeant. 

She laughs a s t i f l e d laugh. 
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ALDER MACGREGORY (TffllSPER OVER) 
I'lhat's the time? 

WILLOW (WHISPER OVER) 
Nearly quarter t o . 

ALDER MACGREGORY (WHISPER OVER) 
Well, I ' l l go and change. We can't 
do without Punch. You'd best get 
on ahead. They've given you g i r l s 
f i v e minutes s t a r t , haven't they? 

WILLOW (WHISPER OVER) 
A l r i g h t ! 'Bye. 

We hear Willow c l a t t e r o f f dovm the s t a i r s and MacGregor 
walk h e a v i l y down the c o r r i d o r to h i s ov;n room. I#ien 
a l l i s s i l e n t Hov/ie c a u t i o u s l y opens the door and 
screams a t what he sees w a i t i n g for him. 

127 INSERT - CORRIDOR - GREEN I4AN - DAY 

The Hand of Glory — a human hand, amputated a t the 
w r i s t , stuck on the spike of an old fashioned candle-
s t i c k , and with each f i n g e r aflame, stands on the 
f l o o r outside h i s door. 

128 INT: HOWIE'S BEDROOM - DAY 

Ho'.rie r e e l s over to h i s wash b a s i n , r e t c h i n g . A f t e r 
av;hile he s t r a i g h t e n s up, and f i l l i n g a tooth mug f u l l 
of water walks to the door. 

129 INT: CORRIDOR - GREEN MAÎT - DAY 

Howie pours the g l a s s of water over the hand of glory 
dousing the flames. I t smokes h o r r i b l y . He throws 
the tooth mug back savagely i n t o h i s room, k i c k s the 
hand of glory i n t o a corner and pic k i n g up the candle 
s t i c k moves s o f t l y dov/n the c o r r i d o r towards Alder 
HacGregor's room, the door of v;hich i s p a r t l y a j a r , 
and from which come sounds of movement. Howie peers 
i n t o the room. 

130 INT: ALDER MACGREGOR'S ROOM - DAY 

MacGregor i s changing i n t o h i s Punch costume and 
already has h a l f of i t on. Howie moves s w i f t l y i n t o 
the roon and brings the candle s t i c k down, hard on the 
Innkeeper's head. MacGregor slumps across h i s bed, 
the trouser p a r t of h i s costume attached to h i s legs 
only, l i k e a h a l f peeled s k i n . Howie p u l l s t h i s o f f 
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him^ and gr a b b i n g t h e c o v e r l e t from t h e bed, uses i t 
t o t r u s s t h e unconscious man t o the bedpost. Q u i c k l y 
l o o k i n g a t h i s watch, which r e g i s t e r s seven minutes 
t o t h r e e , he s t a r t s t o c l i m b i n t o the costume. Having 
g o t i n t o t he f i r s t h a l f , he t u r n s t o t h e d r e s s i n g t a b l e 
on which, g r i n n i n g a t him, stands t he hook nosed, hook 
chinned mask o f Punch, and beside i t a b l a d d e r on a 
s t i c k . He dons the t o p o f h i s costume w i t h e v i d e n t 
d i s t a s t e , and then p i c k s up the mask and puts i t on. 
We now see, as he grabs h i s b l a d d e r and leaves the 
room, what i t i s t h a t caused t h i s d i s t a s t e — t h a t o f 
course h i s costume s p o r t s Punch's w e l l known hump and 
codpiece. 

131 EXT: THE GREEN - DAY 

I n enormous c l o s e up we see t h e eye o f t h e hobby horse, 
w i n k i n g a t us. The church c l o c k s t r i k e s t h r e e o ' c l o c k , 
and t h i s i s re-echoed by a drum b e a t i n g t h r e e t i m e s . 
We p u l l back t o see the hobby horse formed up on t h e 
green a t t h e head o f a l a r g e p r o c e s s i o n o f men. Behind 
i t , i s Lord Summerisle i n h i s Teaser costume, and behind 
him Hov;ie d i s g u i s e d as Punch. Behind him are t h e 
swordsmen, and behind them are t h e a n t i e r e d dancers. 
I n t h e background we n o t i c e a crowd o f )nen dressed i n 
animal masks — as when we f i r s t saw t h e f i s h e r m e n , 
o t t e r s , badgers, f o x e s , e a g l e s , s t o a t s and r a t s p r e -
dominate. We a l s o n o t i c e the e f f i g y o f John B a r l e y c o r n 
h e l d a l o f t , and the Salm.on o f Knowledge costume, and 
the mask oi! Old Brazen Face. F l a n k i n g t he p r o c e s s i o n 
are t h e musicians p l a y i n g .drums, tambourines, h o r n -
p i p e s , bagpipes, w h i s t l e s and f i d d l e s . As the drum 
c o n t i n u e s t o b e a t , t h e men v;e have p r e v i o u s l y seen by 
the h o t t a r b a r r e l rush up t o the hobby horse w i t h b i g 
brushes d r i p p i n g t a r and proceed t o p a i n t i t s v a s t 
hooped s k i r t . The horn p i p e s and t h r e e h o l e d w h i s t l e s 
take up t h e b e a t , f o l l o w e d by t h e f i d d l e s a-nd a t l a s t 
th e s u s t a i n i n g drone o f the bagpipes. As one the y 
launch themselves i n t o t h e a n c i e n t M o r r i s Dance Horn-
p i p e Hunt The S q u i r r e l . The pr o c e s s i o n moves o f f down 
the High S t r e e t l e d by t h e g r e a t , p l u n g i n g , p r a n c i n g 
hobby ho r s e , d r i p p i n g i t s i;arm t a r and c l a c k i n g i t s 
hing e d jaw. 

132 EXT: HIGH STREET - DAY CXv,V-

A b i r d ' s eye view o f the p r o c e s s i o n as i t dances i t s 
way down t h e High S t r e e t . At t h e r e a r , many o f the 
dancers p e e l o f f , and e n t e r the houses on e i t h e r s i d e 
o f t h e s t r e e t , g o i n g o u t by the back doors t o e n t e r 
the n e x t house by the back doors, and so emerge on the 
s t r e e t again e i t h e r t o re p e a t t h e process o r r e j o i n 
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the procession. These dancers c a r r y branches of 
blossom and green leaves v;hich i n i n t e r c u t s we see 
them leave i n the livingrooras of the empty houses. 
F i n a l l y , a t t h ^ end of the High S t r e e t n e a r e s t the 
harbour, the procession forms up again cin d heads for 
the open country along a road which leads them between 
the open f i e l d s . 

133 EXT: COUNTRY ROAD - DAY 

Again from a b i r d ' s eye point of view, we see the 
procession streaming out of the v i l l a g e along the 
country road. A few hundred yards ahead we see the 
women and g i r l s of the v i l l a g e walking together. As 
the procession rounds the corner, t h e i r delighted 
s h r i e k s of a n t i c i p a t i o n f l o a t back to us on the wind. 
The procession surges forv/ard, with the monstrous 
hobby horse f a i r f l y i n g dov/n the road, followed by 
the w h i r l i n g Teazer, and more lumbering Punch. 

134 EXT: COUNTRY ROAD - DAY 

The camera i s dov/n among the women and g i r l s , who are 
walking at no great pace, and v/ho c o n t i n u a l l y look 
back over t h e i r shoulders towards the advancing 
procession of men. The giggles and h y s t e r i a mount 
the n e a r j r the hobby horse gets, u n t i l suddenly with 
a d a r t i n g , leaping run i t i s upon them, c l a c k i n g a t 
t h e i r h e e l s , and swinging h i s s k i r t s to smear t h e i r 
c l o t h e s with t a r . Sometimes he manages to s e i z e a 
g i r l and put her under h i s great body, only to r e l e a s e 
her a fev7 seconds l a t e r squealing and blus h i n g . 
Behind the foraging hobby horse. Lord Summerisle, i n 
h i s Toazer d r a s s , dances w i l d l y i n counterpoint, h i s 
long black h a i r f l y i n g i n the wind, but a t h i s s i d e 
Punch labours badly. The dis g u i s e d Howie's performance 
has p l a i n l y i n f u r i a t e d Summerisle. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
IVhat's the matter with you, 
iJacGregor -- c a l l that dancing? 
Let's have some capers ... Use 
your bladder ... piay the Fool, 
man. That's v;hat you're here f o r . 

Howie/Punch f l i c k s h i s bladder feebly a t a couple of 
g i r l s who e a s i l y elude him. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
I suppose you've gone and got 
drunk a t your ov/n bar. 
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Suddenly the ranks of the r e t r e a t i n g women break, and 
Willow dances forward. We recognise her by the t i t 
b i r d mask which she i s v/earing and which v/e saw l y i n g 
on the bar i n the Green Man. She i s c a r r y i n g two long 
tong shaped castanets i n her hand which to much laughter 
from a l l round, she aims a t Punch, nipping a t h i s cod-
piece and h i s bladder. F i n a l l y to a roar of applause, 
he a t t a c ks her f u r i o u s l y with h i s bladder, d r i v i n g her 
back to disappear int o the crowd of women. 

LORD SUMIffiRISLE 
That's more l i k e i t ! ... Good! 
... Good! ... Enjoy y o u r s e l f ! ... 
Today's the day you play the Fool! 

The procession winds on av;ay from us, int o the country-
s i d e . The women scream; the hobby horse snaps and 
dar t s ; the Teazer p i r o u e t t e s ; Punch i s mocked and 
r e t a l i a t e s ; the sv;ord cancers w h i f f l e t h e i r swords from 
si d e to side and clank them r i t u a l l y together; the horn 
dancers advance, r e t i r e and cross s i d e s ; the men i n the 
animal masks, dance and roar f r e e l y ; and the musicians 
bang, and blow and scrape v;ith gusto. Slowly we mix 
through to the next scene. 

135 EXT;- A ROAD AMONG TliE APPLE ORCHARDS - LATE AFTERNOON 

A high shot of the f a n t a s t i c procession winding i t s 
way along a path through the blossom covered apple 
orchard.-. The music and screaming comes to us f a i n t l y , 
but c l e a r l y . Birds f l y up out of the blossom to wheel 
overhead i n the c l e a r l a t e afternoon sky, and hares 
bound av;ay among the l i n e s of t r e e s . A p r i m i t i v e 
s o c i e t y i s at pl a y . Another slow mix takes us to the 
next scene . 

136 EXT: GORGE LEADIHG DOWIJ TO THE BEACH - EVENING 
POV CLIFF 

The procession dances i t s way dcm a tr e e l i n e d gorge 
to the beach below. From our high p o s i t i o n we can 
see that the d e f i l e gets narrower and narrower u n t i l 
where i t debouches on the beach there i s only room 
for t h r e e people to stand a b r e a s t . Suddenly Lord 
Surtunorisle runs tc the front of tlie procession and 
holds up h i s han-'ls . There i s i n s t a n t s i l e n c e . 

137 EXT: GORGE - EITINING 

The camera i s now i n the gorge giving us a cl o s e up 
of Lord Summsrisle. He makes a gesture to the s i x 
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sv7ord dancers who take up p o s i t i o n f a c i n g each o t h e r , 
t h r e e a s i d e behind him i n t h e neck o f t h e groge from 
where i t opens o u t onto t h e beach. The swords suddenly 
l e a p up and t h r u s t t o g e t h e r f o r m i n g a "knot" o f i n t e r -
l o c k i n g weapons. The camera pans across t h e masked 
faces as everyone stands m o t i o n l e s s , v/atching. The 
pan comes t o r e s t t o favour t h e Punch f i g u r e , somewhat 
i s o l a t e d from the o t h e r s , and v e r y a t t e n t i v e . The 
musicians s t a r t t o p l a y the tune o f Oranges and Lemons, 
and t h e n Lord Sximmerisle s i n g s i n the a p p r o p r i a t e p l a c e . 

LORD SUI1?^ERISLE 
( s i n g i n g ) 

Now here comes t h e chopper t o chop 
o f f your head. Chop, chop, chop, 
chop ... 

EVERYONE 
Chop, chop, chop, chop, chop, 
chop, chop, chop ... 

They c o n t i n u e t o chant as Lord Summerisle t u r n s and 
lead s t h e p r o c e s s i o n under the k n o t , i n s i n g l e f i l e , 
and so o u t on t o t h e beach. I t descends h a r m l e s s l y 
around h i s neck, and h a r m l e s s l y around each successive 
neck. The music grov;s i n volume and menace. 

E'.TRYONE 
Chop, chop, chop, chop, chop, 
chop, chop, chop ... 

The p r o c e s s i o n stands o u t on the beach a f t e r i t has 
passed under the k n o t , a l l t h a t i s except Lord 
Summcrisle who remains by the sword dancers seeing 
t h a t everyone passes t h r o u g h . Ha spots Punch/Howie 
s t a n d i n g r i g i d l y t o one s i d e . 

LORD SUM^IERISLE 
Everyone must go t h r o u g h , LiacGregor. 
I t ' s a game o f chance, remember? 

Howio/Punch moves r e l u c t a n t l y i n t o t h e l i n e , moving 
towards t h e k n o t , p u t t i n g h i m s e l f behind a man masked 
as a badger, and i n f r o n t o f a g i r l v ; i t h a hare's 
head. We isee the descending k n o t from Punch's p o i n t 
o f v i ew , and see him he.'citate f o r a second t o move 
f o r w a r d . 

EVERYOT'IE 
. (crescendo) 

Chop, chop, chop, chop, chop, 
chop, chop, chop ... 
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The man in front of him passes through safely, then 
he is thrust forward violently by the pressure from 
behind. The knot descends on his head, but harm-
lessly. I t rises and he is safely through. Behind 
him the knot descends on the gi r l with the hare's 
head. Instantly the music ceases. Hoî ie/Punch turns 
in time to see the swordsmen break the knot with a 
scream of steel and slowly raise their xveapons. There 
is a moment's total silence, and then as he lurches 
fonvard to intervene, the swordsmen smash their swords 
down one after another to decapitate the hare/girl. 
The head flies to some distance from the body, rolls 
and lies s t i l l . HOwie/Punch pulls up short in the 
dead silence. He is about to unmask, when to his 
astonishment and horror a sort of gurgling laugh 
comes from the body. A figure v/ho is recognisably 
D-liss Rose in a golden cat mask runs and tears open 
the neck of the dress upon the top of the decapitated 
trunk. We see Holly Grimnond's laughing face poke 
through the aperture in the chest. 

MISS ROSE 
Come on. Holly. Come back to 
l i f e . 

Everyone applauds wildly as she is helped out of her 
costume and gets to her feet. Everyone that is except 
Punch, who walks off by himself onto the beach, a 
grotesque, shaken, disconsolate figure. 

138 EXT: BEACH - Ê/ENING 

The strand of sand is at least half a mile long and 
about f i f t y yards deep. Howie/Punch stands watching 
as the islanders form a line, alternating men and 
women, and arms on each others shoulders, v/alk cere-
moniously down to the vjater's edge. They kneel down 
in a long line on either side of a horse and cart 
which is standing v/aiting for them. On the cart 
stands a large barrel of beer, and on top of i t an axe. 
A ramp runs from the cart into the sea. I'Jlien a l l are 
kneeling Lord Summerisle mounts the cart and picking 
up the axe sweeps i t through the air commanding 
silence. 

LORD STOUffiRISLE 
Shoney, God of the Sea, I give 
you this ale as a libation, that 
you may in the year to come 
bestov; on us the rich and diverse 
fruits of your kingdom. 
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With a great blow he staves i n the s i d e of the b a r r e l 
with the axe so that the beer foams out. A f t e r a 
few moments he pushes the b a r r e l dorm the ramp i n t o 
the s e a . There i s a great cheer from the i s l a n d e r s 
who r i s e to t h e i r f e e t shouting. 

EVERYONE 
H a i l Shoney of the Lewsl 
Accept our offering1 

The staved i n b a r r e l slowly s i n k s i n the s e a . Lord 
Summerisle watches i t disappear, theii turns and points 
up the beach towards a l a r g e cave cut i n the c l i f f , 

LORD SUMIIEP.ISLE 
And noi-/ for our more dreadful 
s a c r i f i c e , to those who command 
the f r u i t of the e a r t h . 

He s t r e t c h e s out h i s hand i n a commanding gesture. 
From the mouth of the cave a horn sounds. I t echoes 
sonorously i n g r e a t r e c u r r i n g waves, as i f i t were 
running along subterranean passages and then r e t u r n i n g . 
Howie s t i l l dressed as Punch, v;hc has remained stand-
ing three quarters of the way up the J^each from the 
sea, sv;ings round to t r a c e the source of t h i s new 
sound. Ho. sees the cave, and the camera zooms i n to 
show what he i s seeing the figure of Rowan Morrison, 
her h a i r dressed i n sprin g flowers, her frock the same 
as the one she was v/earing i n the photograph which 
accompanied the o r i g i n a l anonymous l e t t e r . Round her 
neck i s a large garland of flowers, r a t h e r l i k e a l e i , 
and round her w a i s t i s a v.'hite rope which binds her to 
a c e n t r a l giant stalagmite, which r i s e s from the cave 
f l o o r . Standing next to her i s a young man who i s 
blowing a ram's horn. 

HOMIE 
C h r i s t Jesus! 

He looks back a t the beach to where the l i n e of 
i s l a n d e r s have turned to face the cave, and as they 
take t h e i r f i r s t steps tov/ards i t , he s t a r t s to run, 
stumbling over the loose sand. A f t e r a few paces he 
Stops and s t a r t s to remove h i s Punch costume, but 
thinks b e t t e r of i t . 

KOWIE (THOUGHT VOICE) 
Perhaps I'11 get more of a s t a r t 
i f they think I'm HacGregor. 
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He runs on towards the cave. Behind him the i s l a n d e r s 
move i n the same d i r e c t i o n . Kindled by the bulky 
costume and the s h i f t i n g sands, h i s progress has some-
thing i n i t of a slow motion nightmare, but f i n a l l y 
he gains the cave and stumbles i n s i d e . 

139 INT: CAVE - DAY 

The cave i s dark but shafted with s u n l i g h t . The young 
man with the ram's horn steps up to meet him. 

YOUNG MAN 
What's the matter, Mr. MacGregor? 
l-lhy are you running? 

Howie smashes the sm i l i n g youth i n t o unconsciousness 
with one simple savage blow of h i s f i s t . As he 
crumples to the ground, Howie turns and breaks o f f 
a piece of stalagmite from a small growth near the 
f l o o r . I'Jith i t s sharp point he goes to work on the 
white rope v;hich binds Rovan Morrison to the giant 
s t a l a g m i t e . I n the background we see the i s l a n d e r s 
approaching, spread out i n a long l i n e . 

HOT'JIE 
Don't be frightened, I'm a p o l i c e 
o f f i c e r from the mainland. I've 
come to get you away, 

ROWAN M0RRIS017 
You're not i i i s t e r MacGregor? 

HOWIE 
No . 

ROWAN MORRISON 
You look l i k e him. He's always 
Punch. 

HOWIE 
I know. I took t h i s costume 
away from Mister 'lacGregor so 
I could d i s g u i s e myself and 
rescue you. 

ROW.M<I iiORRISON 
What's your name? 

HOWIE 
Howie. N e i l Howie. How j u s t 
help me cut t h i s rope by s i t t i n g 
q u i t e s t i l l . 
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ROWAN MORRISON 
Hurry i - i i s t e r , please ... I don't 
l i k e i t here. They're going t o 
... They're going t o ... 

HOWIE 
I know a l l about i t . S i t q u i t e 
s t i l l nov/. 

Howie works f u r i o u s l y w i t h the p o i n t of the s t a l a g m i t e . 
The strands of rope f r a y and p a r t one by one. The 
isla n d e r s are nearer. 

ROWAi'J MORRISON 
I haven't seen Hummy f o r ever so 
long, but I've been Queen, you know, 
and I've had my own court ... But 
I'm f r i g h t e n e d now ... Hay Day's 
nearly over. 

The rope suddenly parts and Howie p u l l s Rowan to her 
f e e t , cin d looks towards the mouth of the cave f o r 
escape, but i t i s blocked by i s l a n d e r s . 

R0T-7AN MORRISON 
We can escape through the cave. 
I know the way. 

Howie, holding the c h i l d by the hand, runs f o r the back 
of the cave and disappears i n t o the darkness. At a 
sign from Lorcd Surnmerisle four men bearing flambeaux 
break from the ranks of the i s l a n d e r s and give chase. 

140 INT: THE BACK OF THE CAVE AIJD SUCCEEDING CAVES - AS 
NIGHT 

A moment of horror comes f o r both of them when they 
brush i n t o a l i n e o^ p e t r i f i e d dead creatures hanging 
froni a l i n e . Bat they keep moving. Faint flambeaux 
r e f l e c t i o n s s h a f t the darkness. At f i r s t we hear only 
panting and breathing and footsteps on wet stone, and 
the sounds of t r i c k l i n g water. Then out of the murk 
come Hov.'ie and Rowan ciaimbering and s l i p p i n g on the wet 
surfaces. We pan round w i t h them t o see t h a t they have 
emerged i n t o a cathedral sized cavern of strangely 
coloured rocks and mosses, and g l i t t e r i n g s t a l a c t i t e s 
and stalagmites. Rowan leads the way, p u l l i n g the 
policeman w i t h one hand and p o i n t i n g v;ith the other. 

RO':-?:̂;IJ MORRISON 
There's a ledge here on the l e f t 
where v;e can hide, but i t ' s a b i t 
high. 
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They come to the lodge which i s some f i v e f e e t o f f the 
ground, and Hov/ie l i f t s the g i r l up to i t , and then 
with a great e f f o r t , scranibles up himself, and 
disappears from the viewpoint of those below, j u s t as 
the four young men burs t i n t o the cave c a r r y i n g t h e i r 
flambeaux. From Howie and Rowan's point of view, we 
see them look c a r e f u l l y around, and then s t a r t to 
search the cave with t h e i r l i g h t s held high. T h e i r 
search i s a thorough one, and Howie and Rowan are 
pinned down, not daring to move, while they make i t . 
At one point Howie c a u t i o u s l y l i f t s h i s head, and the 
l i g h t from one of the flam.beaux throws a huge d i s t o r t e d 
shadow of h i s Punch mask onto the w a l l of the cave. 
Rowan points t h i s out to him, and he h a s t i l y lowers h i s 
head. At l a s t the four meet peering around them with 
t h e i r l i g h t s . The two f u g i t i v e s are i n danger of being 
seen and Howie, pre s s i n g Rov/an i n t o a c r e v i c e i n the 
rock, h u r l s himself out a t the four who have the 
misfortune to be standing by a w a t e r f a l l above a pool 
leading to a f a s t moving stream. Two go s t r a i g h t over 
as he h i t s them. A f i g h t ensues with the other two 
which i s a s p e c t a c u l a r of w h i r l i n g flambeaux and the 
ultiraate toppling of the other two i n t o the pool f a r 
below. 

ROWAW MORRISON 
(whispering) 

There's a tunnel tha t leads up to 
the top of the c l i f f . I t ' s a b i t 
steep, but i t ' s j o l l y good. We 
found i t when vre were ex p l o r i n g . 

HOWIE 
(whispering) 

O.K. You go f i r s t . 

Rowan takes a dozen steps along the ledge,- then rounds 
a corner and we f i n d o u r s e l v e s i n a long tunnel. 

141 INT: TUNNEL - DAY 

The tunnel slopes p r e c i p i t o u s l y upwards. I t runs with 
water and the stone i s lichenous and slimy. At the 
very f a r end of i t there i s a glimmer of d a y l i g h t . 
Rowan goes f i r s t and shows greater a g i l i t y than Howie 
who i s c r u e l l y hampered by h i s Punch o u t f i t , which 
again throws the oddest shadows back to us as i t moves 
away up the t u n n e l . From time to time the c h i l d stops 
to allow Howie to catch up. 

ROWAN 
Come on, slov^coach. Not f a r now. 
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The ground gets steepei- and steeper, and the two 
fi g u r e s s l i p and pant and grunt vrith the e f f o r t of 
climbing. 

ROWAN MORRISON 
I'm s o r r y . I t ' s worse than I 
remembered i t . 

HOWIE 
Never mind. I think we've l o s t 
our f r i e n d s v/ith the t o r c h e s . 

The l i g h t a t the top gets s t e a d i l y c l o s e r and stronger 
and suddenly with a l a s t great gasping e f f o r t they 
emerge from the tunnel i n t o the open a i r . 

142 EXT: CLIFF TOP BY THE STONES - EVENING 

Howie and Rov/an stand i n the evening s u n l i g h t looking 
down a t the beach below them. I t i s deserted except 
for the horse and c a r t vjhich s t i l l stands by the 
water's edge. HVwie r e e l s back from the a p p a l l i n g drop 
and turns to meet the f i n a l h orror. I n f r o n t of him 
are the huge n e o l i t h i c c i r c l e of granite rocks — "The 
Stones". Around them are grouped a l l the i s l a n d e r s , 
masked and s i l e n t . I\ e a p a r t i n f r o n t o f them 
s t a n d s Lo r d Summ.erisle i n h i s T e a z e r co s t um e . Above 
e v e r y t h i n g , s t a n d i n g i n t h e c e n t r e o f t h e c i r c l e , 
loom s The W ick e r Man — t h e d r e a d f u l s a c r i f i c i a l 
c o l o s s u s o f t h e Dr u i d a . Ov e r s i x t y f e e t h i g h , i t  i s 
c o n s t r u c t e d o f segm ent ed w i c k e r ca g e s l a s h e d t o g e t h e r 
t o for m t h e s l ia p e o f a man, a nd t op p e d by t he sem-
b l a n c e o f a huge human he a d w i t h f l o w i n g he a d and b e a r d . 
The c e n t r a l p a r t i t i o n i n t h e g i a n t ' s s t om a ch i s em p t y , 
a nd a h i n g e d w i c k e r g a t e s t a n d s open t o r e c e i v e t h e 
v i c t i m , A l a d d e r l e a d s up t o t h i s s e c t i o n . A l l t h e 
o t h e r ca g e s a r e f i l l e d t o o v e r f l o w i n g w i t h fa r m 
a n i m a l s o f a l l s o r t s — g o a t s , p i g s , sheep," c h i c k e n s , 
a nd baby c a l v e s . Br ushw ood i s s t a ck e d u p a t  i t s f e e t . 
How ie l o o k s v / i l d l y t o t h e r i g h t and l e f t b u t p e r c e i v e s 
t h a t he i s f l a n k e d by t h e fo u r young men w i t h fla m b e a ux 
who ha ve come o u t o f d i f f e r e n t h o l e s i n t h e c l i f f t o p , 
a nd now  s t a n d r e a d y t o e s c o r t him t o Lo r d Su m m e r i s l e . 
The y c l o s e i n on him and s t a r t t he s h o r t j o u r n e y . 
Rowan w r e nche s h e r hand fr om How ie 's a nd s k i p s a he a d 
t o em brace Lo r d Su m m e r i s l e . He p i c k s h e r up and k i s s e s 
h e r . 

ROWAN T'lORRISON 
Did I do i t  r i g h t ? 
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LORD SUTIMERISLE 
Dear l i t t l e Rowan. You did i t 
e x c e l l e n t l y I 

He s e t s her down, and Miss Rose steps forward i n her 
golden c a t mask and leads her away and back to her 
mother who i s vjearing the chicken mask which we saw 
pr e v i o u s l y i n her hand, Next to her stands Myrtle 
a l s o v;earing her chicken mask. Howie, flanked by 
the four men, stops i n f r o n t of Lord Summerisle. His 
eyes follow Rowan as she r e j o i n s her mother. He i s 
too dazed to s t r u g g l e . 

LORD SUMD^ERISLE 
Welcome, F o o l . You have come 
of your own f r e e v ; i l l to your 
appointment with The Wicker Man. 
The game i s over. 

HOWIE 
Vlhat do you mean? What game? 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
The game of the hunted leading 
the hunter. You came to f i n d 
Rowan Morrison. But i t i s we 
who have found you, j u s t as we 
intended to do. 

HOWIE 
(dazed) 

I don't understand. Rowan 
Morrison was missing. I had 
to come. I had a l e t t e r ... 

LORD SUin^lERISLE 
Yes, I know. I t was from a l l of 
us — an i r r e s i s t i b l e i n v i t a t i o n 
to v i s i t , you might say. You 
see our res e a r c h had t o l d us 
that you were j u s t the man we 
wanted, and 'vfe were determined 
to get you here. Of course we 
I'/ere e q u a l l y determined to 
co n t r o l your every a c t i o n and 
thought once you had a r r i v e d , 
and we v;ere ra t h e r s u c c e s s f u l , 
don't you think? 

HOWIE 
Su c c e s s f u l ? ... 
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LORD SUMMERISLE 
Yes, remember how a t f i r s t you 
were l e d to chink that Rowan 
i t o m s o n didn't e x i s t , and then 
t h a t she had died, and then tha t 
she had been murdered, and then 
f i n a l l y that she was being held 
as a s a c r i f i c e because the crops 
f a i l e d l a s t year? 

HOWIE 
But they did f a i l l a s t y e a r . 
I saw the harvest photograph. 

LORD SUr.MIRISLE 
Oh yes, they f a i l e d a l r i g h t — 
d i s a s t r o u s l y so, for the f i r s t 
time s i n c e my grandfather came 
here. The blossom came, but the 
f r u i t V7ithered and died on the 
bough. That must not happen 
again t h i s year. That's vrhy we 
needed a pov;erful s a c r i f i c e to 
prevent i t . 

I n v o l u n t a r i l y Howie glances up a t The Wicker Man. Lord 
Suirimerisle catches the glance. 

LORD SUMIIERISLE 
Animals are f i n e , of course, 
but t h e i r a c c e p t a b i l i t y i s l i m i t e d . 
No, I'm a f r a i d my i s l a n d e r s r e a l i s e d 
t h a t only a human s a c r i f i c e would 
do, and as t h e i r leader I could not 
deny i t to them. N a t u r a l l y , you 
must appreciate, i t went a g a i n s t 
the g r a i n to slaughter one of theiu 
-- I hold them a l l too dear. And 
besides, the s a c r i f i c e of a c h i l d 
wouldn't be n e a r l y as e f f e c t i v e as 
the s a c r i f i c e of the r i g h t kind of 
a d u l t . 

HOWIE 
( h o r r i f i e d ) 

The r i g h t kind of adultJ 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Yes. VJhat we needed was a stranger 
who would come here of h i s own f r e e 
w i l l ; who would come here with the 

(110 RE) 
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LORD SUMJIERISLE (Contd) 
pov/er of a king, as you have such 
power ox'er t h i s i s l a n d by 
representing i t s s e c u l a r law; who 
would coma here as a v i r g i n , as 
i n c r e d i b l y i t seems you s t i l l are? 
and who would come here as a Foo l . 

KOWIE 
(he makes a sudden 
dash to run) 

A foo l ? 

But Oak, the g i a n t , holds h i s arms from behind i n an 
i n s t a n t . Miss Rose and Willow come forward and d e f t l y 
cut Howie out of h i s Puiich costume. He stands before 
them naked, hs Lord Sumir^arisle continues to t a l k , they 
pour c l e a r water from wooden buckets over him, and dry 
him gently with f l u f f y white towels as i f he were a 
l i t t l e boy. They are p u n c t i l i o u s l y gentle with him, 
and a f t e r they have v/ashed him, they r i t u a l l y anoint 
h i s s k i n with o i l , presenting i t to him i n cupped hands 
before rubbing i t upon h i s chest and back and th i g h s . 
Howie accepts t h e i r favours, which are the s k i l l f u l 
r i t e s of e c s t a s y as agony! T h e i r knowledgeable 
c a r e s s e s are as the arrows that s t r u c k S a i n t 
Sebastian .. . 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Yes, Punch i s a Fool — one of the 
gre a t Fool/Victims of h i s t o r y i n f a c t . 
He i s c a l l e d Fool for he has accepted 
the r o l e of being King f o r a day. Who 
but a f o o l would accept such a r o l e ? 
I'm s o r r y I had to chide you so p u b l i c l y 
f o r your performance of the r o l e i n the 
proce s s i o n , but i t was s p e c t a c u l a r l y 
l e t h a r g i c . A f t e r a l l , h i s p a r t .isn't 
a l l t h a t arduous to play thece days. 

Lord Summerisle p i c k s up the top h a l f of the Punch 
costume fror; the ground where the v;omen dropped i t , 
holding i t by the hump. 

LORD SUMIffiRISLE 
As you see he's got h i s padded hump 
to p r o t e c t hira from the t r a d i t i o n a l 
scourging of the multitude, and i n the 
shadow of h i s death, he i s always 
o f f e r e d the most sumptuous women. We 
off e r e d you Miss Willow MacGregor who 
many think to be the most d e l e c t a b l e 
of our l a d i e s , but i n defence of your 
v i r g i n i t y , you r e j e c t e d her, as we 
hoped you would, for I need hardly add 

(MORE) 
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LORD SUM'iF]RISLE (Contd) 
t h a t t h a t r e s t r a i n t raakes your 
s a c r i f i c e doubly acceptable t o the 
Gods. You look dumbfounded, Sergeant, 
but s u r e l y , even as a p r a c t i s i n g 
C h r i s t i a n f you must know t h a t the 
outstanding f u n c t i o n of the King f o r 
a day i n f o l k l o r e i s t o undergo death 
and r e v i v a l — r e s u r r e c t i o n i f you 
l i k e . They crowned a man c a l l e d 
JesuE w i t h thorns because He said 
Ke v/as King and t h a t He v/ould be 
resurrected ... and k i l l e d him t o 
see i f i t caine t r u e . 

HOWIE 
Death ... Revival? ... Resurrection. 
You're raving mad! You're t a l k i n g 
about symbols ... l i k e bread and 
wine at the mass. 

Lord Sumrusrisle drops the costume on the ground. 

LORD S U ri M ERIS LE 
Exactly- Proceedings today have thus 
f a r been symbolic, but now I am a f r a i d 
t h e i r nature has t o change. I f my 
people are not to go hungry next year, 
your death has t o be a r e a l i t y . The 
r e v i v a l , of course, w i l l not be yours, 
but w i l l , h o p e f u l l y , be i n the f i e l d 
of h o r t i c u l t u r e . 

Howie shakes h i s head i n bewilderment, as i f he can't 
believe h i s senses. 

* 

LORD SUM4ERISLE 
You s t i l l seem puzzleed, and t h a t ' s 
a p i t y . You should be cle a r headed 
and joyous, t a k i n g comfort i n the 
f a c t t h a t even though we have 
dressed you as a Fool, you do di e 
as our k i n g . 

HOWIE 
You dressed me as a Fool? I^ merely 
f e l l i n t o the t r a p . And I am t o die 
p a r t l y because I am a C h r i s t i a n and 
— yes, i t ' s t r u e — a v i r g i n ! ? Oh 
yes, I do see I am a very s p e c i a l 
and r a r e k i n d of f o o l . 

He i s b i t t e r now, t e r r i f i e d and near t o t e a r s . 
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LORD SU/'il.iERISLE 
I v : i l l not ask you to fo r g i v e us 
for manipulating you so shamefully 
every step of the way from the 
mainland to the Wicker Man, but 
only urge you to t r y and comprehend 
t h a t men v.'ith your a t t r i b u t e s are 
r a r e , and we had to have you. You 
must cowG nov;. I t i s time. 
B e l i e v i n g what you do we o f f e r 
you a r a r e g i f t — these days — 
a martyr's death. More vrorthy 
of a King — though being a f o o l 
has brought you to i t . 

The four flambeaux bearers form a guard of honour 
round Howie, and Lord Summerisie turns and leads the 
party through The Stones to the centre by the foot 
of the ladder which leads up to the empty compartment 
i n the stomach of The Wicker Han. Howie looks upwards 
a t the t e r r i b l e e f f i g y , shudders c o n v u l s i v e l y , and 
stru g g l e s to escape. 

( l o s i n g c o n t r o l for an 
i n s t a n t , screaming) 

MAD! MAD! YOU'RE ALL RiiVING MAD! 

Lord Summerisle points to the ladder. Howie cannot 
move. The g i a n t . Oak, p i c k s up Movde l i k e a c h i l d 
holding him a l o f t above h i s head. He turns and slowly 
mounts the ladder with h i s burden powerless i n h i s 
hands. The camera moves upwards with the men to see 
the animals penned i n s i c e The Wic2cer Man i n close-up. 
The g i a n t reaches the empty c e n t r a l compartment and 
throws Howie i n s i d e i t . He then fasten s the wicker 
door behind him and r e t r e a t s do\m the ladder. Back 
on the ground Lord Summerisle turns and addresses 
the company. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Nuada, mighty God of the Sun, 
accept our s a c r i f i c e and be 
appeased. 

EVERYONE 
Nuada, mighty God of the Sun, 
accept our s a c r i f i c e and be 
appeased. 

(Continued) 
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LORD SUI-k'iERISLE 
Avellenau, b o u n t i f u l Goddess o f 
our orchards, accept our s a c r i f i c e 
and make our blossoms f r u i t . 

EVERYONE 
Avellenau, b o u n t i f u l Goddess of 
our orchards, accept our s a c r i f i c e 
and make our blossoms f r u i t . 

LORD PUr^ElERISLE 
Reverence the s a c r i f i c e . 

The e n t i r e company unmasks and kneels. Everyone looks 
up a t Hov;ie. fje see them from h i s p o i n t of view about 
twenty f i v e f e e t o f f the ground. There are about two 
hundred people and amongst them vre recognise everyone 
we have met: the fishermen, the harbour master, Blrs. 
Hay Morrison, Psovran and I 5 y r t l e , Mrs. Grimraond and 
Ho l l y , Willow, and the men i n the bar of The Green 
Man, the waitress i n the res t a u r a n t , and Ash Buchannan, 
and Miss Rose and the,boys and g i r l s of the school, and 
the o l d gardener and the nursing mother a t the church, 
and Lennox the chemist standing t o one side w i t h h i s 
camera, and Ev/an the doctor, and the c h i l d r e n s i n g i n g 
i n the s t r e e t , and the L i b r a r i a n and the o l d main i n 
the l i b r a r y , and the G i l l i e who took Howie t o the 
c a s t l e , and Broome the b u t l e r , and A l i s t a i r and 
Duggald, and the butcher and the baker and the f i s h -
monger and the men and v/omen and c h i l d r e n of the 
houses he searched, and the women i n the h a i r d r e s s i n g 
salonf and a l l the tarmen and sv7ordsmen, and a n t l e r 
dancers and musicians of the procession and even Alder 
IlacGregor himself who has joi n e d the company. They 
are s i l e n t . A l l we hear i s a l i g h t wind o f f the sea 
and the noise of animals. 

Howie grasps the wicker bars of h i s cage and addresses 
the i s l a n d e r s u r g e n t l y . The camera i n t e r c u t s close ups 
of Howie's face w i t h those of his audience. 

H0!'7IE 
(shouting) 

Mon and women of Summerisle, con-
s i d e r v.'hat you're doing. You are 
committing murder. A l l of you \ i 7 i l l 
be g u i l t y , and you w i l l be doing i t 
f o r nothing. This i s a useless 
s a c r i f i c e . Thore i s no Sun God. 
There i s no Goddess of the orchards. 
Your crops f a i l e d because the s t r a i n s 
f a i l e d . F r u i t i s not meant t o grow 

(nORE) 
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HOWIE (Contd) 
i n these i s l a n d s . I t i s ag a i n s t 
n a t r r e . True, for avrhile, with 
c a r e f u l g r a f t i n g and f e r t i l i s i n g 
i t d i d grow. But now these 
c u l t i v a t i o n s are exhausted. To 
have any chance of r e s t o r i n g them 
you must go back to the laboratory 
and renav; your experiments. And 
back perhaps to the true God t h a t 
no amount of s c i e n c e has yat 
disproved. Burning me to death 
w i l l not bring back your apples, 
or your pears, or your a p r i c o t s . 
Suitmierisle, t e l l them t h a t you 
know i t won't. 

We 

CUT TO: 

143 CLOSE-UP - LORD SUMMERISLE 

His eyes r e f l e c t u t t e r c o n v i c t i o n . 

LORD SUMI-IERISLE 
(shouting) 

But I know i t w i l l . I t i s the 
only way. 

He makes a gesture to the flambeaux bearers who step 
forward and l i g h t the brushwood from huge buckets and 
b a r r e l s of flaming t a r , and the flames leap upwards a t 
The Wicker Man. We 

CUT TO: 

144 CLOSE-UP - HOWIE'S FACE 

i n f r o n t of which smoke i s already beginning to d r i f t . 

HOWIE 
(shouting) 

I f the f r u i t f a i l s again t h i s y e ar, 
you w i l l need another blood 
s a c r i f i c e , and i t w i l l have to be 
a more important one than t h i s one. 
Next year i t may not be a stranger 
— no-one l e s s than the King of 
Summerisle himself w i l l do. Do 
you hear me, Summerisle? I f the 

(MORE) 
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HOWIE (Contd) 
crops f a i l your people w i l l see 
to i t t h a t i t i s you v.'ho w i l l 
burn next Hay Day. 

CUT TO: 

145 CliOSE-UP - LORD S U M Iv l ERIS LE'S FA CE 

For a f l e e t i n g rr.oment i t wears an expression of doubt 
and f e a r . Miss Rose regards him s p e c u l a t i v e l y . Wo 

CUT BACK TO: 

146 CLOSE-UP - HOWIE 

He s i n k s to h i s knees i n the cage. Now he has the 
only e c s t a s y he can know. That given by l e g i t i m a t e , 
martyring pain. The smoke i s t h i c k e r and over h i s 
prayer we hear the noise of the disturbed animals. 

HOWIE 
O, God, Whosci nature i s ever to 
show mercy and forbearance, I 
humbly en t r e a t Thee, for the s o u l 
of t h i s Thy servant N e i l Howie, 
who w i l l today depart from t h i s 
world. Do not d e l i v e r me in t o the 
enemy's hands or put me out of mind 
foreve r , but b i d Thy holy angels 
welcome me and lead me home to 
Paradise. Let me not undergo the 
r e a l pains of h e l l , because I d i e 
unshriven, but e s t a b l i s h me i n t h a t 
b l i s s which knows no ending, throtlgh 
C h r i s t , our Lord. Amen. 

The camera 

CUTS BACK TO: 

147 MEDIUM LONG SHOT 

as the whole e d i f i c e i s v/reathed i n f i r e and smoke. 
The animals and b i r d s bellcv; and s h r i e k and c a c k l e i n 
t e r r o r , but sviddenly, above the v i o l e n t d i n of t h e i r 
death agonies v̂ ê hear three long p i e r c i n g human 
s h r i e k s . They are som.-what spaced to allow the camera 
slowly to move i n t o a TIGHT CLOSE-UP of the head of The 
Wicker Man. I t catches f i r e , the b l a z i n g h a i r g i v i n g 
i t f o r an i n s t a n t the look of a halo. The head burns 
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through and topples o f f , r e v e a l i n g behind i t the blood 
orange sun s i n k i n g i n t o the water. The screen turns 
slov/ly to blacJiness, as the agonized bedlam of the 
s a c r i f i c e fades away i n t o s i l e n c e . 

FADE OUT. 

END 


