
   [image: Cover: The Models Trilogy by Harauld Hughes]


   
      
         [image: alt]

      

   


   
      
         i

         
            This edition consists of 750

            Signed and numbered by the forewordist

            Printed on Holmen Book Cream Vol 22 FSC 65 gsm

            Typeset in 10.5 pt Sabon LT Std

            
                

            

            
                

            

            
                

            

            
                

            

            This is number _________ii

         

      

   


   
      
         
iii
            HARAULD HUGHES

            The Models Trilogy

         

         This volume of Harauld Hughes’s first three screenplays includes a preface by the author, as well as new critical appreciations by Richard Ayoade, Chloë Clifton-Wright and his current widow, Lady Virginia Lovilocke.

         
             

         

         the swinging models

         The film that started it all: Hughes’s searing indictment of the bikini business’s (literal) underbelly.

         
             

         

         the especially wayward girl

         A new student discovers her classmates have a thirst for human blood, which makes it hard to focus on the syllabus.

         
             

         

         the model and the rocker 

         A dream collage of catwalks, crispy beats and crustaceans takes shape in one of Hughes’s most confusing narratives.

      

   


   
      
         
             

         

         
             

         

         ivworks by Harauld Hughes

         
             

         

         plays

         platform

         table

         roast

         roost

         prompt

         flight

         shunt

         dependence

         
             

         

         prose/pieces

         speech

         the sitting-down door (a play without words)

         
             

         

         screenplays

         the swinging models

         the especially wayward girl

         the model and the rocker

         the terrible witch

         the awful woman from space

         the deadly gust

         the glowing wrong

         o bedlam! o bedlam! (unfinished)

         
             

         

         poetry

         the wound, the woods, the well: the collected poems of harauld hughes 1957–1977
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            Foreword

            by Richard Ayoade

         

         (Note: this foreword is an edited version of a passage from The Unfinished Harauld Hughes, published by Faber & Faber.)

         
             

         

         I cannot remember when someone first mentioned the name Harauld Hughes to me, but I do remember when I was first told I looked like him.

         I was panning for classics in a second-hand bookshop when I looked up to see the stress-pinked eyes of the bookshop owner, Keith, a piece of white chocolate softening in his ghostly hands.

         ‘You have a double,’ he said.

         This used to happen often. People would say I reminded them of someone they knew. What they tended to mean was that they had once met another person whom they couldn’t confidently categorise in terms of ethnicity – a variation on ‘Where are you from, originally?’

         I said either ‘Oh’ or ‘Huh?’ or ‘Right’, one of those barely communicative cul-de-sacs designed to bring conversation to a close, but Keith persisted.

         ‘Look under “H”,’ he said. ‘“H” for Hughes.’

         I held up a copy of Birthday Letters.

         ‘Not that windswept bastard. Harauld. H. A. R. A. U. L. D. The mother was Welsh.’

         I found the name on a spine. Harauld Hughes: The Two-Hander Trilogy.

         ‘Look on the back,’ Keith said.

         I looked. I saw the author’s picture.

         I had a double. Even in profile, the resemblance was remarkable. It was me.

         Of course, there was a variation in age. I was sixteen and, by that stage, had written only one or two major theatrical works. xHughes, pictured in a stark black-and-white photograph, looked to be in his thirties, had the command of a literary giant and wore the kind of glasses I would search for, in vain, from that moment on.

         I opened the book and, on the inside of the dust jacket, saw the titles of the three individual plays:

         Platform. Table. Shunt.

         Aggressive, terse, mysterious. Within moments I was drawn into Hughes’s sinister dance of suspicion and destruction.

         ‘Would you like to read all of the book before you buy it?’ said Keith, as he licked his upturned fingers; they were crooked, flesh stalagmites, waxed white.

         But I had already finished the book and started another. A book of screenplays. How could someone write for the theatre and for the screen? It seemed impossible, yet Hughes had managed it. I saw each film unspool in my mind’s eye. I was an instant acolyte. Hughes was my boy.

         I’m now honoured to introduce this long-out-of-print volume of The Models Trilogy, last published in 1988. It’s as good now as it was then.

         Peckham, 2024
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            Chronology

         

         
            (Note: stage plays appear in CAPITALS; films/televised plays are in italics.)

            1931 – Harauld Hughes is born in Cardiff to Ophelia Hughes, a former missionary.

            1932 – Hughes is taken to London by his ‘Uncle’ Clifton, known in the Elephant as ‘Monkey’ Perch. But Perch, dissolute, is unable to care for the boy and in any case has his own twins, Colin and Mickie, to look after. Hughes is encouraged to start primary school five years early and is looked after by various teachers.

            1939 – Start of the Second World War. Hughes offers to enlist but is evacuated to Ipswich, which is its own kind of war. Went to Whepstead briefly, before running away to volunteer at RAF Martlesham. Stayed on as a junior officer, making tea and running errands.

            1940 – Hughes made an honorary junior officer at the RAF base in Martlesham. He helps to develop sonar technologies by offering to fetch whatever’s needed.

            1945 – End of the Second World War. Hughes receives a full military discharge and moves back to London.

            1946 – Hughes becomes a landlord for the first time, taking ownership of a flat near Elephant and Castle.

            1954 – Hughes marries Felicity Stoat. Two years his senior, she is an established rep actress. Hughes acts under the name Monty Boat. He and Stoat have a son, Bartholomew.

            1955 – Stoat cast as Boudicca in the British series Boudicca the Brave. Hughes cast in the supporting role of Brynlee, illegitimate xiibrother of King Prasutagus. Leslie Francis directs some of the episodes, meeting Hughes for the first time.

            1956 – Leslie Francis wins a Scottish BAFTA for his short film Hail to Thee, O Carrot!

            1959 – Hughes’s THE SITTING-DOWN DOOR (A PLAY WITHOUT WORDS) debuts at Swansea University. The student newspaper reviews it and gives it a favourable notice. The play shows ‘pockets of promise’.

            1960 – PLATFORM, directed by Leslie Francis, opens in the West End. The producer is Mickie Perch, though he is not involved artistically. The play receives poor notices and loses money. Harauld signs a ten-picture contract with The Anglers Production Company (which Mickie runs with his brother Colin) to offset some of the incurred loss. The accounting for this ‘Recoupment’ is entirely at Mickie’s discretion.

            1961 – TABLE opens in Guildford. It is a modest success but doesn’t transfer.

            1962 – ROAST and ROOST open at the Royal Court. The plays run for the rest of the year.

            Hughes and Stoat move into a grand six-storey house in St John’s Wood. The property is owned by Mickie Perch and rented to Hughes and Stoat in lieu of Perch’s continued support for Hughes’s theatrical endeavours. Perch regrets to inform Hughes that because of the high cost of the property, The Recoupment will have to be deferred until Hughes can afford to buy the property outright, which is not possible because the house is not for sale.

            Hughes says he feels lost in north London and loses a stone in two weeks just by going up and down the stairs. Stoat loves the house and says she’ll never leave. She never does (until she is later sectioned).

            Hughes writes the poem ‘Woods’, though it is not about St John’s Wood; ‘It’s about itself.’

            1963 – Hughes is contracted to do uncredited script ‘doctoring’ on It’s a Ruddy Racket!, directed by Leslie Francis. The film is xiiicritically acclaimed, though Hughes’s (low) fee goes towards The Recoupment.

            1964 – FLIGHT cements Hughes’s move away from the Royal Court. Staged outside with no audience, it is not a financial success. The Recoupment starts to accrue interest. In desperation, Hughes allows Perch to pitch a TV adaptation of his theatrical works.

            1965 – The Harauld Hughes Half-Hour Play debuts on British television. Owing to a national transport strike that leaves people stranded at home, the first episode, Platform, is seen by nearly half the country. The series receives wide acclaim, and Hughes becomes a publicly recognised figure. Hughes writes two new television-only plays, Prompt and the shorter piece Shunt.

            1966 – The Swinging Models, scripted by Hughes, directed by Ibssen Anderssen and produced by Mickie Perch, is released and becomes a ‘hit’. It is notable for being the first English film to feature a woman saying the word ‘shit’. Despite the revenues generated, Hughes’s share of the profits is negligible and entirely swallowed up by The Recoupment.

            1967 – The Especially Wayward Girl, scripted by Hughes, is another collaboration with Anderssen and Perch. It does less well than The Swinging Models, but still makes a healthy profit. An ‘unforeseen tax burden’ means that Mickie Perch has to freeze any possibility of reducing The Recoupment for another seven years.

            1968 – The Model and the Rocker completes The Models Trilogy. It is a commercial success, though a plateau, artistically.

            1969 – The Terrible Witch is released. It starts a cycle of rip-off films, including The Even More Terrible Witch and Son of a Witch, to which Hughes contributes uncredited material. Leslie Francis’s And …?! is given a special jury award at the Berlin Festival for Most Innovatively Punctuated Film.

            1970 – The Awful Woman from Space sees Hughes explore a new milieu, ‘soft SF’.xiv 

            1971 – Hughes works on the screenplay for Harlem Shuttle, about an inner-city badminton team. The film is not made.

            1972 – Hughes writes DEPENDENCE. He receives an honour for creating the Year’s Longest Play in Proportion to Its Script. The Times describes it as ‘more pause than play’ and ‘spectacularly hermetic’. It is his last work for the stage.

            1973 – The Deadly Gust, Hughes’s self-reflective meditation on the nature of writing. A succès d’estime, Ibssen Anderssen declares it to be his favourite of his collaborations with Hughes. The film loses money, leading to an increase in The Recoupment deficit.

            1974 – The Glowing Wrong, a satirical attack on both church and state. On the penultimate day of its shoot, Ibssen Anderssen is discovered in his flat, unconscious after an overdose of antihistamines. Leslie Francis completes the last day’s shooting of The Glowing Wrong and takes over the edit. The film is a success. Francis receives a co-directing credit.

            1975 – Hughes goes through the whole year without writing, instead throwing himself into badminton. He appears in an advert for an insurance company that has the tagline: ‘You handle the drama, we’ll handle the insurance.’ His considerable fee goes some way to offsetting The Recoupment, but he is still far from breaking even.

            1976 – Hughes and Lady Virginia Lovilocke compete in a charity badminton tournament. The two become lovers.

            Hughes works on the screenplay of O Bedlam! O Bedlam!, which is to be directed by Leslie Francis. Hughes moves out of the marital home. Lady Lovilocke tells her husband Langley that she’s fallen in love with Hughes. Langley understands completely. The two men meet to discuss their good taste.

            Felicity Stoat learns of the affair and begins to make a fuss. Hughes moves into Mickie Perch’s Soho apartment.

            Principal photography starts on O Bedlam! O Bedlam! Leslie Francis has a heart attack during production. Filming is halted, and the rushes are seized by the insurance company.xv

            1977 – With the help of Langley Lovilocke, Hughes mounts a legal challenge against The Anglers’ financial practices. The London offices of both Colin and Mickie Perch are raided. Hughes suffers a mini-stroke after a fight with Mickie. Hughes and Mickie part ways and will never speak again. Colin Perch attempts to drown himself in the sea but finds it too cold to go through with it. His search for a sea warm enough to contemplate death takes him to Barbados.

            Ibssen Anderssen is discovered, dead, in his flat. The coroner’s report rules the death to be accidental, but rumours abound of foul play.

            1980 – Langley Lovilocke commits suicide, and Felicity Stoat is sectioned, leaving Hughes and Lady Virginia free to marry.

            1982 – Thanks to the intervention of the Lovilocke estate, Hughes finally recoups.

            1983 – Hughes writes a new poem but loses it in Belarus. Felicity Stoat commits suicide.

            1986 – Hughes receives the Euripides Prize. He writes his first new piece for the theatre in nearly fifteen years, SPEECH.

            1990 – The publication of The Collected Prose and Poetry of Harauld Hughes.

            1991 – Hughes starts to write DISSIDENCE and PROVIDENCE, a seven-second diptych protesting the Gulf War. By the time he finishes writing them, in 1993, the invasion is over. The plays are staged at dawn, in the London Library, and only for non-members. The plays are then destroyed.

            1997 – Hughes donates his remaining personal archive to the Elephant and Castle library. Although they weren’t expecting it, they say they are happy to try and find somewhere to store it.

            1998 – Hughes becomes the unofficial writer-in-residence at his local Costa Coffee.

            2006 – Harauld Hughes dies.xvi
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            Preface

            by Harauld Hughes

         

         I wrote the screenplay for Cherie Chelsea’s The Swinging Models in two days. The producer was Mickie Perch. Mickie liked it very much, but he was worried it was either ‘too explicit’ or ‘not explicit enough’, he wasn’t sure. He told me to talk with the director Ibssen Anderssen, chiefly known for his startling pop photography, and with whom he had just formed a production company, The Anglers. 

         I went to Ibssen’s loft in Limehouse. The year was 1964, and I was one of London’s most successful playwrights.

         ‘Good script,’ he said. 

         ‘Thanks,’ I said. 

         ‘I don’t think all of it works,’ he said. 

         ‘What things in particular?’ I said. 

         He told me. He was very particular. 

         ‘Sounds like you’re talking about another movie,’ I said. ‘Why don’t you go make that one?’ I walked out.

         Three days later, he called me. ‘It’s Ibssen,’ he said. 

         ‘I thought it might be,’ I said. 

         ‘Want to give it another go?’ he said. 

         ‘Might as well,’ I said. 

         I finished my pint and went back to Ibssen’s loft. We worked through the night and through the next one and the next one after that. We argued – rather frequently, as I recall – but I liked him too much to walk out. So started a collaboration that was to last until his disappearance ten years later. I miss arguing with him. I enjoyed letting him he’d think he’d won.

         It was an incredibly productive period, during which I wrote seven films for The Anglers, the first three of which have been selected for this collection: The Swinging Models, The Especially Wayward Girl and The Model and the Rocker. Ibssen had a xviiiwonderful way of photographing women, Mickie had a flair for getting the public’s attention, and I welcomed the chance to explore the female psyche in all its complexities and contra­dictions. We made a damn good team. The Anglers’ production office was a creative place, terribly well cleaned and full of attrac­tive people. We had a hell of a time, though my marriage suffered.

         The Swinging Models was extremely successful at the box office, and I am proud that it was the first British film to show a naked breast and feature a strong woman saying the word ‘shit’. Mickie, Ibssen and I had contrasting ideas about what was sexy and what wasn’t, and also about what was degrading. I think the film is bloody sexy and only slightly degrading. It’s a lot of fun, as well as sad when it has to be sad. Incidentally, I had to fight against the modish urge to omit the letter ‘g’ at the end of ‘Swinging’. Mickie wanted it to be The Swingin’ Models, but one has to draw the line.

         The Especially Wayward Girl is harder to track down, even in revival cinemas, and has never been shown on television, which is a damn shame. The titular character is played with great inten­sity and eroticism. In retrospect, I wonder whether the film’s title should have better expressed the werewolf theme, which came as a shock to the public. These were present in Sidney Silk’s novel, Reform School She-Wolves, on which our film was based, and it was my job to balance the author’s original intention as best I could, while honouring Mickie’s commercial conviction that no audience would pay to see a hairy woman. Perhaps Mickie was right. Girls should wear fur, not grow it. However, it was short-sighted of Mickie to think he could change the theme by altering the title. A she-wolf by any other name is still a she-wolf.

         In writing the piece, the first thing I did was put the narrative in chronological order. The novel is told from the perspective of a bat, which I thought wouldn’t work, and Ibssen was clear that bats were a turn-off, as well as being nearly impossible to light. ‘They look like a squashed black rat’s been strapped to a leather glider,’ he confided. But Wayward is perhaps the most structurally complex of the three films in this collection, and the ending still packs a hell of a punch.xix

         The Model and the Rocker, based on a combination of Richie Kent’s novella and an idea by Ibssen Anderssen, is the most ele­giac of the three films, a dream within a dream, and a structure I return to in my screenplays for both The Terrible Witch and The Deadly Gust (which, I’m told, will be published in a future volume). The songs in The Model and the Rocker are especially strong. As a poet, I have a gift for writing lyrics, and the com­poser, rock performer and actor Donny Chapel did a fine job in attempting to match them to music.

         As I look back on these films now, they seem even more vibrant than they did at the time. For something to endure, it has to be both specific and universal. And what is more enduring than the image of a beautiful woman? Apart from, perhaps, the memory of one?

         
             

         

         Holland Park, 1988xx
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            Introduction

            by Chloë Clifton-Wright

         

         The Swinging Models, aka Call Me Toni!, was, for the briefest of moments, the most profitable British film of all time, capital­ising as it did on a conflagration of modish elements: Swinging London; the myth of the ‘sophisticated Continental woman’ (a slattern); the photographer as pop star; and the Dionysian dream of Soho life, with its models and after-hours happenings.

         The success of Models paved the way for The Especially Wayward Girl. A far more ambitious film, the latter showed an interest in horror and fantastique tropes that would reach their zenith in Hughes’s and Anderssen’s next triptych of films.

         ‘Please fasten your seatbelts. We are about to begin our descent into Swinging London.’ It is impossible, or at least unwise, to judge the Models Trilogy by the standards of today. We live in a society where, thanks to the internet, sexism has been all but eradicated. But the 1960s was a different time, an era when most women still felt that ‘crumpet’ was a term of endearment rather than an unsatisfactory baked good eaten by the Welsh.*

         Anglers Productions, which Perch co-founded with his twin brother Colin, was perhaps the only film company that was mak­ing exciting, female-led fantastique cinema in Britain. Felicity Stoat, Babs Plank and Binty Frisk are but a few of the starlets who got their start at The Anglers. These are films that dealt with the issues of the day: can a woman both work and please a man? How sexy is too sexy if you’re a secretary? And what is the cor­rect etiquette in a ménage? 

         Yes, Mickie Perch had a ‘flair for catching the public’s atten­tion’, as Hughes puts it (somewhat derisively), but he was also a great champion of women, once saying:xxii

         
            In my experience, women like to be told how beautiful they look in lingerie. They like restaurants that make you feel unwelcome. One of the most exciting experiences for any woman is being escorted through a queue of people to access something denied to others. It doesn’t matter what it is. It’s just about getting preferential treatment. It’s the same on set. Women these days want to be more ‘involved’. But when it comes down to it, women don’t like being behind the camera. Cameras are bulky and require regular maintenance. I say to my girls, ‘Do you want to spend your time keeping the camera moisture-free and oiled, or do you want to look pretty? Let the men move the equipment. You concentrate on being gorgeous.’ I’ve never met a woman who even owns a toolbox, let alone a can of WD40! Why don’t we all relax and accept that the one thing men and women have in common is that we’re both obsessed with women? Only difference being, at least men can admit it!

         

         Of late, there is much being said about the male gaze – that cin­ema has long been the sole preserve of men, that it is an art form that has privileged the masculine perspective. But in The Models Trilogy women are not only centralised, they’re celebrated, and this critic, this female critic, is glad to see them back in print.

         
             

         

         Camberwell, 2024

         
            * I cannot overstate my hatred for these stodgily permeable butter colanders.
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            THE SWINGING MODELS
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            A Note w/r/t the Censor

         

         The Anglers Film Company, founded by Mickie Perch, his brother Colin and Ibssen Anderssen, had a lucrative career making ‘nudie’ films, though Perch preferred the term ‘adultainment’. Though the film is tame by today’s standards, pre-production of The Swinging Models involved constant negotiating with the censors. ‘Fake scenes’, often overly explicit, would be included in early versions, with the expectation that they would be cut, allowing other ‘risqué’ material to pass unnoticed. Initially, it was thought the film might be another one of these ‘skin shows’. Of course, Hughes – the artist as smuggler – used the promise of titillation to hide a deeper exploration of identity and belonging.

         When the script for The Swinging Models was submitted to the BBFC before filming (this was commonly done in order to avoid shooting scenes that might end up being cut), Mickie Perch received the following reply from the chief censor. It is included here for historical interest. Because all the relevant scenes were cut, it does not contain spoilers (note: the page numbers do not correspond to those in the current script).

         
            Having read The Swinging Models, I must counsel caution throughout. It is certainly an ‘X’-rated film, and this is no doubt your intention. You have had success with similar films in the past, and this picture follows their desire to exploit nudity and love-making. The board is not against such practices, but there are limits. The quality of the film will, of course, be a factor, but your proposed budget suggests that the merits of the piece may not be of the highest order.

            Pages 1 & 2 – When we see Ian and Shrimpie in bed together, I presume you intend for them to be nude. I would advise having cutaways to reduce the length of any nudity, or indeed the ‘length’ of the actor. Plants or copyright-free art might be advised.4

         

         Pages 13–14 – Ian and Shrimpie are back ‘at it’. Caution should again prevail.

         Pages 15, 16–20 – This dream sequence requires extreme caution, particularly since it’s set in a creamery. While I under­stand the potential for verbal humour that you indicate in both the dialogue and the stage directions, the potential for vulgar­ity should be borne in mind.

         Shorten the scene where Klaus makes love in the delicatessen.

         Shorten the scene where the Viscount makes love in the haberdashery.

         Shorten the scene where the Baron makes love in the turbine-testing facility.

         This film is, to our mind, a ‘nudie’ film and will require the cameraman to exercise extreme discretion in order to obtain certification.

         Please reduce the ‘rubbing’ on page 37 – again, make sure there are edit points.

         If Solveig opens her robe, we should not see what Klaus sees, unless she’s wearing another robe under that robe.
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