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            HARAULD HUGHES

             

            Four Films

         

         This volume of Harauld Hughes’s last four screenplays includes a preface and afterword by the author.

          

         the terrible witch

         A feisty undergraduate uncovers fresh witchy business in Ipswich.

          

         the awful woman from space

         Two top feminist scientists find their sense of sisterhood challenged by the arrival of an intergalactic uber-femme.

          

         the deadly gust

         This ill wind blows no one any good in one of Hughes’s most elliptical works for the screen.

          

         the glowing wrong

         When two research scientists are asked to move their lab facility into a cursed church, they awake an ancient evil at the heart of the British government.
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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 Harauld Hughes’s later films, which was last published in 1985. 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

         

         By 1968, I had written three films (the so-called Models Trilogy) for Ibssen Anderssen and Mickie Perch’s company, The Anglers. All three scripts made it to the screen and, commercially at least, were hugely successful. However, I felt that we were in danger of, if not repeating ourselves, failing to develop. I put the matter to Ibssen.

         ‘What are you talking about? We’re the toast of the town,’ he said.

         ‘I’m not sure I like toast. Or towns,’ I said.

         ‘You’re tired. Let’s take a week’s holiday, then get back to it,’ he said.

         ‘Sounds like you need to find another writer,’ I said.

         Three days later, he showed up at my west London home. I was in bed with a lover, when I heard a rock crash through the window. I read the attached note: ‘You were right. Let’s try some­thing new.’

         I descended the stairs and opened the front door. ‘What do you have in mind?’ I asked.

         ‘Something period,’ he said.

         ‘Which one?’ I asked.

         He threw a book at me. I caught it easily. Its lurid cover depicted a semi-clad witch being burnt at the stake, while a cres­cent of nuns shrieked in the foreground. ‘Don’t judge it by its cover,’ he said.

         ‘I never do,’ I said.

         I started reading it immediately. I didn’t even sit down. When I finished the book, Ibssen asked if I wanted to write the screenplay.

         ‘Impossible,’ I said.

         ‘Why?’ he said.

         ‘How can I write a screenplay when I’m rigid with fury?’xviii

         ‘You feel for the witch, don’t you?’ he said.

         I nodded. My eyes filled with tears. You see, I’ve always hated it when people are persecuted, and if I had my way, all torture would be stopped. I said as much.

         ‘I feel the same way,’ he said, ‘and I think this film could have a hell of a lot to say about the matter, but only if you write it.’

         That clinched it. ‘Come in,’ I said. ‘I’ll bung on pants and whack some rashers in the pan.’

         We got to work. My lover had left. If she did say goodbye, I hadn’t noticed.

         Lambourne Reed’s source novel offered us the opportunity to make what I still regard as an intensely political work. My innovation was to have the same actors play multiple roles, which added a new depth to the characters, as well as having cost benefits. Walt Whitman said, ‘I contain multitudes.’ He was right. I think he would have appreciated our film. He was a damn good poet, anyway.

         The beguiling Inger Marie, whose English had greatly improved, would play three parts: the titular witch, Janet Prang, and her twin descendants, Patricia and Catriona Quooty-Prang. She did a fine job, and I told her so. My then wife, Felicity Stoat, was also in the film, in a pair of smaller roles that better suited her gifts. Work helped us forget how difficult our marriage was and gave us a much-needed break from parenting our son, Bartholomew, who was brilliant, but demanding.

         When I handed the finished script of The Terrible Witch to Ibssen, he thought it was first rate. ‘I wonder if this is too good for me to direct,’ he said.

         ‘Maybe,’ I said.

         The science-fiction elements of The Awful Woman from Space were based on Chud Mastik’s novel, but the human story was mine. I refuse to use the word ‘theme’, but I accept my scripts are multilayered, to say the least. Awful Woman contains at least six of my most complex female roles. Felicity could have played any one of them at a stretch, but she chose to play the character of the failed actress, Gertie. Perhaps this introduced a note of self-consciousness into her performance, which was more tentative xixthan usual. It was also around this time that I began a significant affair with a very beautiful Nobel Prize-winning scientist, which may have contributed to Felicity’s sense of insecurity, though I don’t go in for psychology. I don’t pretend to know what people feel, and I refute the notion of linear causation. Despite the com­plexity of our personal lives, we always put the film first, and I believe it stands up.

         The Deadly Gust, from Stefan Voort’s Windy Business, rep­resented, in my view, the high point of my collaboration with Felicity and The Anglers. I cannot say anything about the script. I suggest you read it.

         There are those who have called The Glowing Wrong a polit­ical allegory. And while I dispute the narrow didacticism of the neatly correlative, I accept that all my work is unfailingly polit­ical. I reject the categorisation of Wrong as falling outside the corpus of my endeavours. Yes, it is unique – but it is unique within the lineage of my concerns. I enjoyed the adaptation, and I consider it an improvement on the novel by Larry D. Mann, which is a far-from-literary work and was chosen only for its ingenious conceit.

         My work as a playwright results from the images and words that rise up from my soul and spring, unbidden, into being. I can no sooner control these eruptions than I can staunch the molten spray of a volcano or one of my erections. All my film work is, I believe, the work of adaptation, whether a magazine article, as in The Swinging Models (‘The Secret Life of a London Model’ inspired Cherie Chelsea’s potboiler), a novel (The Especially Wayward Vampire Girl) or a novella by Richie Kent and a treat­ment by Ibssen Anderssen (The Model and the Rocker). However, I feel these filmic works are no less an expression of myself and my viewpoint than my plays, and I have taken considerable pleas­ure in occupying worlds that are not my own. Characters, for me, are not abstractions; they’re people who suffer and die. Seeing them here again in this second volume of my collected screen­plays makes the loss more bearable, yet I still miss them all.

          

         Holland Park, 1985 xx
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            THE TERRIBLE WITCH
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         The Terrible Witch was presented by The Anglers Corporation on 10 March 1970. The cast, in order of appearance, was as follows:

         
            
               

	JANET PRANG/CATRIONA

                QUOOTY-PRANG/PATRICIA

                QUOOTY-PRANG
            
                        
                        	Inger Marie



	WITCHFINDER/TONY
            
                        
                        	Tony Dunlop



	NUN/LINDA
            
                        
                        	Felicity Stoat



	THE DUKE
            
                        
                        	Arthur Ingress



	THE TWINS
            
                        
                        	Carina Pek/Elsy Pek



	BUNTY
            
                        
                        	Honey Graves



	GARAGE ATTENDANT
            
                        
                        	Hermann Voss



	PALE MAN
            
                        
                        	Rhodri Price



	GUEST
            
                        
                        	Pritchard Blunt



	PRIEST
            
                        
                        	Charlie Colchester



	IAN
            
                        
                        	Mickie Perch



	CLIFF
            
                        
                        	Terry Rice



	 
            
                        
                        	 



	Directed by
            
                        
                        	Ibssen Anderssen



	Screenplay by
            
                        
                        	Harauld Hughes



	Produced by
            
                        
                        	Mickie Perch 4
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            Caption: ‘England, 1692’.

            EXT. VILLAGE

            A woman is running at full speed through the trees.

            A group of nuns with torches run after her, shouting and screaming.

            Our camera pushes in closer and closer to both pursuers and pursued.

            Close on feet.

            Close on hands.

            Close on faces contorted with bloodlust.

            Close on a trap.

            A foot steps on it.

            The trap snaps shut. The woman, whom we will know henceforth as JANET PRANG (40), screams out in pain.

            She tries to continue, but she steps onto another trap.

            She falls to the floor.

            Her hand lands on another trap. She howls again.

            There is much screaming and hissing.

            JANET PRANG

            Damn thee! I dost curse thee all!

            A formidable WITCHFINDER looms over her.6

            WITCHFINDER

            Satan hast made thee fleet of foot, but thine lust-fogged eyes couldst scarce see what our cunning had foresawn.

            One of the nuns examines Janet Prang’s foot in one of the traps.

            NUN

            Father, the trap hast cleaved close to the bone. Its jaws cling true and wilst not loosen their infernal bite.

            WITCHFINDER

            Sister, do not think on’t. Whether such witchy appendages are claimed by the worms or flames will not concern our Lord Jesus. Build the pyre high. For all around must see her burn.

            CUT TO:

            EXT. WOOD – NIGHT

            Janet Prang, carried by several large nuns, struggles with all her might.

            CUT TO:

            EXT. PYRE – NIGHT

            The nuns, holding their burning torches, watch as Janet Prang, tied to an enormous ladder-like device, rises into the air.

            Janet addresses those assembled in a malevolent shriek.

            JANET PRANG

            I am of noble blood. The Suffolk Prangs didst till this soil afore the Saxons besmirched it with their salty drippings. My brother, the idiot duke, hast been ill used. Unfit to rule, he is held in place by a corrupt Church, whose dastardly cardinals keep this fair county in their thrall.7

            CUT TO:

            INT. COURT TABLE – DAY

            We see the DUKE, in full Louis XIV royal regalia, including hat, sitting at a table laden with all sorts of food.

            He constructs a strange plate of contrasting foodstuffs: goose, fruit, jam, apple, mashed potato.

            He then picks it up with his hands and starts to stuff it into his face.

            Four cardinals surrounding him, in red robes and big hats, applaud.

            The Duke starts to smile and laugh.

            CUT TO:

            EXT. PYRE – CONTINUOUS

            Janet’s eyes flash.

            JANET PRANG

            And whilst you canst bescorch my frame, you canst not bescorch my spirit. I wilst return and live once more.

            There is a clap of thunder. The sky darkens.

            A wind rises up.

            The Witchfinder has to raise his voice to compete with the elements.

            WITCHFINDER

            Janet Prang, of the Ipswich Prangs, you are a terrible witch. May your black heart burn in the purifying flames of the Almighty.

            The flames climb higher and higher.8

            Janet screams.

            JANET PRANG

            Lucifer! Remember your pledge to me, just as I pledged myself to thee in that barn. Curse this land of Ipswich so that all born here, and the issue of those born here, will feel a lifelong sense of shame.

            More thunder; the sky is maroon and indigo.

            CUT TO:

            INT. HORSE-DRAWN COACH – CONTINUOUS

            We see, through a window, a burning pyre in the distance.

            A voice is heard.

            VOICE

            Stop. I want to see this.

            CUT TO:

            EXT. HORSE-DRAWN COACH – NIGHT

            The coach comes to a slow-motion stop.

            We see, inside, a slightly foppish man with a high fringe and long hair.

            The camera zooms in on him as he watches.

            It is the Duke.

            CUT TO:

            EXT. PYRE – CONTINUOUS

            Janet Prang screams and screams, occasionally pausing to try to blow the flames away with her mouth.9

            We cut to each nun watching with various attitudes of bloodlust.

            CUT TO:

            Shot of a Cambridge college.

            Caption: ‘Cambridge, 1958’.

            CUT TO:

            INT. SUPERVISION ROOM IN CAMBRIDGE – EVENING

            A group of female college students (18–20) are in what could easily be M. R. James’s college room.

            They grip glasses of port, mulled wine, nibbles, etc.

            The professor, CATRIONA QUOOTY-PRANG (40), is finishing off the story. She closely resembles Janet Prang. In fact …

            … she is played by the same actress.

            Catriona Quooty-Prang performs several prolonged howls and death gurgles.

            During each we take in an individual student. They recoil in either terror or disgust. We see a pair of TWINS who resemble Brigitte Bardot.

            One student, BUNTY (19), seems rapt, intent on hearing every nuance.

            CATRIONA

            Some say that her vengeful spirit still haunts these parts and that one day she will exact her bloody revenge on everyone east of the A12.

            A light …10

            CATRIONA

            Well, that concludes my annual ghost story that I tell in this room and have done for many years. Happy Christmas and see you next year for more high-level learning.

            The students stand up and start to leave.

            The professor motions to Bunty, indicating that she’d like her to stay behind.

            Bunty, may I have a brief word?

            BUNTY

            Of course, professor, what would you like to say in particular?

            CATRIONA

            Call me Catriona Quooty-Prang. It is my name after all.

            BUNTY

            Quooty-Prang … Any relation to the Suffolk Prangs, if you’ll forgive the question?

            CATRIONA

            You forget that Prang is a very common name in Suffolk and much of East Anglia. As is Quooty.

            BUNTY

            Of course. I didn’t mean to pry.

            CATRIONA

            Don’t mention it – the matter is settled.

            BUNTY

            Thank you. Is that all?

            CATRIONA

            No, there’s more. I wanted to commend you on your work this term. Your insights into the supernatural have impressed me and many others on the faculty, though I will not embarrass you by naming them all.11

            BUNTY

            I’m flattered. You’re a world-leading authority in matters of the occult, not to mention the paranormal, so your approbation is especially meaningful.

            CATRIONA

            Although I’ve a fierce intellect (and I’m not afraid to show it), I am also highly intuitive, possessing particular gifts with regard to empathy. I couldn’t help but notice that you were highly intrigued, to say the least, when I told you the story of Janet Prang being burnt alive. Is there a special reason as to why?

            BUNTY

            My boyfriend loves science and hopes one day to be a professional in the field, but I have always sensed that there is more to man than the natural world can reveal. Perhaps one day I can tell you the full story concerning my personal interest in witchcraft, but I fear overly detaining you, and the night draws in, as we can both see.

            CATRIONA

            You are wise beyond your years.

            BUNTY

            Thank you.

            CATRIONA

            I just now had a thought. My uncle owns a good deal of property close to the site where Janet Prang was burnt for witchcraft, and they say the local castle, which is called Martlesham Castle, is full of secrets. If you were to go there this weekend and investigate various matters that pertain to your studies, it might mean you get top marks for your upcoming thesis.

            BUNTY

            The idea is excellent. The only obstacle is that I was due to meet my boyfriend this weekend.12

            CATRIONA

            Change the date.

            BUNTY

            It’s his birthday.

            CATRIONA

            He’ll have other birthdays.

            BUNTY

            And my woman’s intuition tells me he was going to choose the occasion to propose.

            CATRIONA

            There will be opportunities to marry other men – perhaps ones better than this one.

            They exchange a charged look.

            Promise me you’ll think it over.

            Bunty looks back up at her, wide-eyed.

            CUT TO:

            INT. ROOM – NIGHT

            Bunty is packing a suitcase.

            A young man skulks around feeling sorry for himself. This is TONY (30s). He is played by the same actor who played the Witchfinder.

            BUNTY

            There’ll be other birthdays, Tony. Why can’t you act like a man for once, instead of like a little boy?

            TONY

            I am a man, and what’s more I’m a scientist, damn it, as well as your boyfriend, and I am only slightly smaller than the national average. If you were blowing off my birthday to conduct peer-rated research, I’d understand, without a 13moment’s hesitation. But to give me the big heave-ho to spy on a bunch of spooks who go bump in the night – it’s more than a fella can take!

            BUNTY

            Ooh, I’ll make it up to you somehow.

            She sidles up to him.

            He rejects this rather obvious advance. Bunty turns away, hurt.

            And they’re not ‘spooks’. The study of witchcraft is a long-standing interest of mine, and a core component of my undergraduate work, work that has led me to be highly commended by many in the faculty, including my director of studies, Catriona Quooty-Prang.

            TONY

            I’ve never heard so much nonsense in my life, but, Christ, you smell delicious and your angry eyes are like enticing beacons in a mysterious ocean. What is it about women that makes an otherwise sensible fellow lose his head?!

            BUNTY

            Well, you can keep your head, but you’re going to lose the girl, for this weekend at least. Don’t worry, I’ll see you next week.

            TONY

            What’s next week?

            BUNTY

            Your father’s funeral.

            TONY

            Oh, that. Yes. See you then.

            BUNTY

            Oh, don’t be gloomy, Tony. It won’t be long. I’ll call you as soon as I’ve found lodgings.

            CUT TO:14

            INT. CAR – EVENING

            Bunty is behind the wheel. The road is extremely foggy. So much so that we cannot see any geography. Despite this, Bunty seems cheerful and unconcerned about navigating the roads. She drives at a decent clip.

            CUT TO:

            EXT. GARAGE – EVENING

            Bunty pulls up.

            An old-timey garage with a single pump, in some state of disrepair. It is clear that it is not ordinarily overwhelmed by patrons. The GARAGE ATTENDANT walks up to the car through the engulfing fog.

            Bunty winds down her window.

            BUNTY

            More petrol for the car, please.

            ATTENDANT

            We’re out of petrol.

            BUNTY

            Do you have any other kind of fuel that works for motor cars?

            ATTENDANT

            No. I can make you a sandwich like mine, though.

            He holds up a sandwich; it doesn’t look appetising.

            BUNTY

            No, thanks, I’m watching my figure.

            ATTENDANT

            Good idea.15

            BUNTY

            While we’re having this lovely chat, do you mind my asking if you know the way to Martlesham Castle? The fog is terribly thick this eve, and although I’m an excellent driver, as far as women drivers go, I fear I may have missed my way.

            ATTENDANT

            Keep straight up that there road and turn left at the sign. But go careful, for none that have entered Martlesham Castle have ever returned.

            BUNTY

            Well, there’s always a first time for everything!

            She speeds off.

            CUT TO:

            INT. CAR – EVENING

            Bunty’s POV. Headlights illuminate the fog as it streaks past.

            Bunty, full of pep, steers with confidence.

            Suddenly, the car’s lights hit the frame of an extremely tall, PALE MAN standing by the sign to Martlesham Castle.

            Bunty slows down.

            PALE MAN

            Going to Martlesham Castle?

            BUNTY

            How did you know? I’m trying to find it, but the fog is so thick I can hardly see my own nose, not that I want to spend my life looking at my nose.

            PALE MAN

            I’m a Martlesham man, and we don’t mind big noses in Martlesham. Give me a ride, and I’ll show you the way.16

            BUNTY

            That’s terribly kind of you. I should like to hear all about the history of the castle, if you wouldn’t mind.

            PALE MAN

            Of course I don’t mind – I’ve lived there my whole life.

            He gets into the car and shuts the door.

            CUT TO:

            INT. BUNTY’S CAR – NIGHT

            We stay on a two-shot of Bunty and the Pale Man.

            The Pale Man looks straight ahead with a sinister glare.

            Bunty does not seem to be in any way disturbed.

            We hold.

            Then, after an impossibly extended silence …

            BUNTY

            So, tell me …

            PALE MAN

            Stop the car, we’re here.

            CUT TO:

            EXT. MARTLESHAM CASTLE GROUNDS – NIGHT

            Bunty’s car pulls up. She switches off the engine.

            CUT TO:17

            INT. BUNTY’S CAR – CONTINUOUS

            BUNTY

            Ah, I see. Why, it’s wonderful!

            She turns around and sees that the Pale Man has disappeared.

            How queer!

            CUT TO:

            INT. CASTLE – A FEW MOMENTS LATER

            Bunty walks through a lobby into what looks like a reception area in a hotel.

            Behind the desk is a plaque that reads as follows: ‘ON THIS SITE, IN 1692, JANET PRANG WAS BURNT AT THE STAKE FOR BEING A TERRIBLE WITCH.’

            Then: ‘CASH PAYMENTS ONLY.’

            We see a drawing of the execution of Janet Prang, flames licking around her face.

            We see Bunty’s shock: Janet Prang looks exactly like her professor, Catriona Quooty-Prang!

            A caption at the bottom, in Gothic script: ‘Forsooth she was a most terrible witch.’

            Bunty presses one of those reception bells that they have on desks in hotels.

            A noticeably false hand (made from wood) comes up from below the desk and stops it ringing.

            This is followed almost immediately by a head rising up.

            The figure who stands behind the desk is the spitting image of Catriona (and, therefore, Janet Prang)!

            This is PATRICIA (40, and played by the same actress).18

            Bunty registers this.

            PATRICIA

            You must never press this bell.

            Patricia extends a digit towards the bell.

            A caption, beneath the bell: ‘You must never press this bell.’

            BUNTY

            Then how would anyone ring for attention?

            The finger moves to another sign, below the first one: ‘Ring the bell under the counter.’

            Bunty searches for it and presses the bell under the counter. It makes the exact same noise as the first one.

            It’s exactly the same.

            PATRICIA

            Yes. You’re right.

            BUNTY

            I suppose I am. I’m looking for a room.

            PATRICIA

            I’m afraid that’s quite impossible. We’re completely full.

            Bunty looks around. The hotel seems utterly deserted.

            Do not be deceived. Many of our guests are small and make no sound.

            At that moment a guest comes out of a room with a suitcase. He hands in a key at the desk.

            GUEST

            I’m checking out for the reasons we discussed. May God have mercy on your soul.

            He turns and leaves.

            BUNTY

            What about that room which has just now been vacated?19

            (sensing resistance)

            In case you’re concerned vis-à-vis my bona fides, I come on the personal say-so of Professor Catriona Quooty-Prang.

            Patricia reacts.

            I couldn’t help but notice that you bear more than a passing resemblance to her. In fact, the two of you could be sisters.

            PATRICIA

            We are more than sisters. We are twins.

            BUNTY

            Funny, why didn’t she mention that –

            Patricia gestures towards the room.

            PATRICIA

            My sister’s a bitch. This way, please.

            Bunty looks to the door and then back at the reception desk.

            Patricia is no longer behind the desk!

            Bunty looks back towards the door.

            Patricia stands there, beckoning for Bunty to come.

            My name is Patricia. Patricia Quooty-Prang. I never married, though many men have known my charms. I enjoy the physical act of love and see no reason to deny myself the pleasures of the flesh.

            Bunty registers the strangeness but remains unperturbed. She walks over to join Patricia.

            As Bunty walks into the room, the door shuts of its own accord behind her.

            A beat later, the Pale Man rounds the corner. He stares at the shut door.

            CUT TO:20

            INT. BUNTY’S ROOM IN THE CASTLE – CONTINUOUS

            Bunty and Patricia survey the room. It is gloomy.

            BUNTY

            It’s rather stuffy. Could I open the window?

            PATRICIA

            By all means try.

            Patricia, with a highly noticeable limp, walks to the window and draws the curtains.

            Behind the window, a solid brick wall!

            BUNTY

            Why ever have a window looking onto a solid wall?

            PATRICIA

            Guests had a habit of trying to jump out of the window.

            BUNTY

            But we’re on the ground floor.

            PATRICIA

            When you’re desperate, you’ll try anything.

            Bunty points to a medieval-looking door halfway up a wall. It is bolted shut.

            BUNTY

            Where does this door lead?

            PATRICIA

            Nowhere.

            BUNTY

            A window that looks out onto a wall, a door that leads nowhere – everything’s back to front in this place! What happens if I flush the toilet?

            PATRICIA

            I’d advise you to hold it till you leave.21

            BUNTY

            But I had a big drink of squash before I got in the car! There’s got to be some kind of lavatory.

            PATRICIA

            No guest has stayed long enough to need the lavatory.

            BUNTY

            Well, where do you go?

            PATRICIA

            That’s NONE of your business! Now, if you don’t mind, I’ll return to the party.

            BUNTY

            Party?

            PATRICIA

            For a research student, you’re remarkably unobservant.

            Patricia opens the door.

            In the lobby – the lobby that one moment ago was deserted – a cocktail party is in full swing. A house band plays rockabilly. Patricia closes the door behind her. The sound of the music is muffled.

            Bunty opens her suitcase. Inside are a few books, a typewriter and, underneath, two elaborate party dresses, both on hangers. There’s something not-quite-possible about their all fitting in the case.

            Bunty takes out the two dresses, wonders which one to wear. She plumps for a long, elegant creation.

            She steps out of her preppy clothes and into the party dress.

            She checks herself in the mirror, applies some lipstick and combs her hair.

            BUNTY

            (to herself in the mirror, with a wink)

            Not too bad …22

            She opens the door to find …

            No one.

            It is also completely silent.

            She walks back over to reception.

            She makes to press the bell, but remembers the earlier injunction. She presses under the desk, then pulls her hand back with a squeal.

            She looks at the palm of her hand. It emits an acrid smoke. Something has been singed into it. Some kind of strange runic symbol.

            Bunty looks under the counter with no little trepidation … but there’s nothing there!

            She looks back at her hand, and to her astonishment, the symbol has gone.

            She shakes it off.

            BUNTY

            Must’ve been a trick of the light.

            She wanders out of the lobby and into the castle grounds.

            Patricia and the Pale Man appear from two improbable places. The following is all delivered ‘out’, as if to an invisible audience …

            PALE MAN

            Will she do?

            PATRICIA

            She will.

            PALE MAN

            Good. Because …

            PATRICIA

            Yes.23

            PALE MAN

            Sorry?

            PATRICIA

            I was just saying ‘yes’. I was agreeing with you.

            PALE MAN

            Right. Good.

            PATRICIA

            If that’s okay with you.

            PALE MAN

            Absolutely.

            PATRICIA

            Or do I need permission?

            PALE MAN

            Not at all. That’s not what I’m saying.

            PATRICIA

            Well, you don’t get to determine the effect of what you are saying. You’re not in charge of that.

            PALE MAN

            So, that’s … Are you in charge of what I’m –

            PATRICIA

            Don’t twist my words. Be very careful about doing that.

            PALE MAN

            Well, that wasn’t my intention.

            PATRICIA

            Again. Intention is not within your purview, so …

            PALE MAN

            It’s … I mean, what can I …

            PATRICIA

            Just try to be truthful. Try not to deceive yourself.

            PALE MAN

            I’ll try.24

            PATRICIA

            Do more than try.

            CUT TO:

            EXT. VILLAGE – CONTINUOUS

            We are in a small village that is adjacent to the castle. Bunty walks along a fog-shrouded street.

            As she walks, everyone (which in this case is four or five old people) stops and stares at her.

            We see individual shots of each of the village’s inhabitants. We may recall some of them from the earlier witch-burning.

            Bunty returns their gazes. She looks around and walks forward.

            From her POV we see a sign that reads ‘OCCULT SHOP’. An answering shot registers her reaction.

            She looks back. All the people watching her have disappeared.

            As she takes another step forward, she glances back, and they’re all there again, just a little closer and in a different formation.

            She looks around again.

            They’re gone.

            This continues for a little while, like Grandma’s Footsteps, but bloody serious: this is not a game.

            A final turnaround: the Pale Man is in the foreground, his face huge.

            Bunty screams and closes her eyes.

            A woman, neat, preppy (20s), opens the door of the bookshop. This is LINDA. She looks at Bunty.

            LINDA

            I think you’d better come in.25

            Bunty opens her eyes, sees Linda, and then looks around.

            All is mist.

            She walks in through the door.

            CUT TO:

            INT. OCCULT SHOP – NIGHT

            It is full of arcane objects. Cobwebs, etc.

            LINDA

            My name’s Linda. You look in dire need of a biscuit.

            BUNTY

            You read my mind.

            Linda produces a large, elaborate spread of biscuits and two steaming-hot mugs of tea.

            LINDA

            I haven’t seen you in here before.

            BUNTY

            I haven’t been in here before.

            LINDA

            Well, that explains it.

            BUNTY

            Super biscuits.

            LINDA

            Do you think so?

            BUNTY

            Oh, rather. They’re absolutely the business.

            LINDA

            I’d rather started to lose confidence in them. You see, no one else in the village will touch them.26

            BUNTY

            How strange. I thought old people loved biscuits. That and saying how we must have stricter border controls and why does that make them racist?

            LINDA

            Surely that’s anyone who loves our country?

            BUNTY

            I suppose. What do you think’s going on?

            LINDA

            Well, like you, I’m new here. I only opened this shop yesterday.

            Bunty looks around. It looks rather bedded-in.

            Had to work like billy-o to get it shipshape. See anything you like?

            BUNTY

            What about that?

            She points to a book high up on a shelf.

            LINDA

            I see you know your books. That’s a particularly good one.

            BUNTY

            What’s it about?

            In a trice, Linda is back down with the book.

            LINDA

            Says here it details every single aspect of witchcraft in a way that appeals to both layman and expert.

            BUNTY

            That’s a stroke of luck, as I’m researching witchcraft at the moment for an important paper and I’m determined to get top marks.

            LINDA

            Sounds fascinating.27

            BUNTY

            It is.

            LINDA

            Well. Why don’t you take the book?

            BUNTY

            Oh, I couldn’t afford it. I’m unmarried.

            LINDA

            That’s settled, then: you can borrow it! Us girls need to stick together. We can’t wait all day for a man to come along. See anything else you like?

            BUNTY

            Well, I do rather like this ring.

            LINDA

            It’s an unusual piece, isn’t it?

            We see a ring on a plinth. Set into the ring: a protruding key. It looks almost sculptural.

            Bunty puts it on her finger.

            Fits you like a glove.

            BUNTY

            And it might help my right hook.

            Bunty swings her fist. She catches Linda in the face and draws blood.

            Bunty is mortified.

            Oh, Linda, I’m so sorry.

            Linda puts her hand up to her cheek. It is gushing blood.

            LINDA

            Oh, it’s nothing.

            BUNTY

            It’s gone through the muscle.28

            LINDA

            I’ll just splash a little water on it.

            BUNTY

            It’s really quite deep. I can see your teeth through your cheek.

            LINDA

            Please don’t make a fuss.

            BUNTY

            I think we need to get this looked at. I’ll drive you to the hospital.

            LINDA

            Noo! Noo! Just go! Take the ring and the book and any remaining biscuits and get out!

            She gestures with her hand.

            Unbelievably, the wound is completely healed.

            Get out!!

            Clutching the book, Bunty backs out of the door, her eyes wide.

            Before she exits, she grabs a few biscuits and then picks up a basket full of various deli-style cookies.

            CUT TO:

            EXT. VILLAGE STREETS – CONTINUOUS

            Bunty runs through the still mist-shrouded streets. She is half hysterical.

            She is running, weaving through the staring villagers almost like they’re bollards, when she bumps into …

            A PRIEST!

            BUNTY

            I’m so sorry. I should have looked where I was going.29

            She looks up at him. He is obviously blind.

            Although, saying that, perhaps this isn’t your first collision. I’m referring to your evident blindness.

            The Priest laughs in a kindly manner.

            PRIEST

            You are right, my child.

            BUNTY

            My name’s Bunty. I’m no child, and I’m certainly not yours. I’m a first-rate student, and I’m going places.

            PRIEST

            (suddenly vehement)

            Then go from here. There is evil in this place, I tell you. Nothing good can come from being here. Leave. I beg of you, leave. Leave!!!

            He takes a beat.

            Leave!

            She has long since left.

            Leave!!!

            Bunty is running away into the distance.

            Don’t just stand there, leave!!!

            CUT TO:

            EXT. CASTLE GROUNDS – CONTINUOUS

            Bunty runs through the frame, as though she’s weaving through a series of poles.

            As she enters the castle, a caped figure steps into frame, turning it into an over-the-shoulder shot.

            CUT TO:30

            INT. BUNTY’S ROOM IN THE CASTLE – A LITTLE LATER

            Bunty sits on her bed, the biscuit basket beside her.

            She starts stuffing them into her mouth.

            BUNTY

            (V.O.)

            It felt so good to eat biscuits. There were Bourbons and digestives and buttercreams and pinky wafers that had a strongly acrid chemical taste, a bit like a rusty battery. I ate them all with gusto. ‘Hang my figure,’ I thought. ‘I’m in no rush to slip into a wedding dress.’

            She opens the book and starts to leaf through it …

            The book from the Occult Shop made for top-notch reading. It had a whole chapter devoted to the Ipswich witches and the terrifying tale of Janet Prang, the most terrible witch of them all.

            She opens another book and starts to take notes.

            CUT TO:

            EXT. PYRE – NIGHT

            We flash back to Janet Prang on the pyre, still trying to blow out the flames …

            BUNTY

            (V.O.)

            According to legend, Janet Prang had such witchily big lungs that she managed to blow out the entire pyre.

            We see Janet amidst smoking, extinguished embers, laughing her head off.

            We cut to the watching nuns, furious.

            The avenging nuns were forced to build an even bigger pyre. They dragged Prang from the previous pyre to the 31new and improved pyre, set light to it and stood back to enjoy the sight, when, on cue, the heavens opened and the rains came tumbling down.

            Once more we see Janet Prang convulsed with laughter, even as she is doused with water.

            Again, the nuns watch in fury.

            Incensed, the nuns waited for the thunder to cease, for the wood to dry out and for the kindling to catch. Up licked the flames, when, according to the book, a fearsome blast, ‘as if from Satan’s own nethers, didst subdue the infernal flames. The stench, being so putrid, gavest such offence to those who didst inhale, that those present couldst scarce heave …’

            We see the nuns choking, vomiting, passing out.

            Sometimes we flash to these scenes, sometimes we see woodcut illustrations and/or writing from the book, which is in an ornate, Jacobean-style script.

            Janet Prang projectile-vomits from high up on the stake down onto those below.

            ‘Then a most devilish mist didst descend from the firmament. The nuns were sore afear’d and when said mist didst clear, Janet Prang had clean disappear’d!’

            We cut back to see the Duke in his carriage, surrounded by pink mist. He has the same vacant expression on his face.

            The camera pulls back, and we see that Janet Prang is now sitting next to him.

            The carriage moves off, leaving the nuns rolling on the floor like deranged revellers at a pop festival.

            CUT TO:32

            INT. BUNTY’S ROOM IN THE CASTLE – CONTINUOUS

            She closes the book.

            BUNTY

            Gosh, what a story!

            She hears some music outside. She opens her door.

            In the lobby, there is a band playing beat music. There is a party in full swing, packed with young people.

            She looks on, wide-eyed. What a swinging scene!

            She closes her door and starts to get undressed.

            That’s exactly what I need. A good rave will help clear my mind. All this witchery could get a girl down!

            Bunty starts to change into a party dress (her other dress option, which she’d hitherto dismissed).

            We see, though Bunty is unaware, the Duke at the window, watching with his fixed expression.

            Bunty briefly checks herself in a mirror and bounds out of the door, to find …

            CUT TO:

            INT. CASTLE LOBBY – CONTINUOUS

            Nothing.

            No band.

            No revellers.

            Just empty space.

            BUNTY

            Disappeared. Second time this evening …33

            Disoriented, Bunty backs away and bumps into a strange figure in the foreground of our frame.

            Off-balance and startled, Bunty falls to the ground.

            I’m so sorry. You must think me the silliest woman in the world, bumping into you like that.

            She looks up, and looming above her, with a fixed, vacant expression, is the Duke.

            He extends his hand.

            Bunty takes it and stands up.

            Do you live around these parts?

            The Duke points to a car. It is an old-fashioned vehicle of some kind. Very grand.

            The door opens of its own accord.

            You live in that car?

            The Duke stares at Bunty.

            You like the door of that car?

            The Duke stares.

            You don’t like the door of the car?

            The Duke stares and slides backwards towards the car.

            You want to walk towards the car?

            The Duke gets into the car and then looks out.

            You like being in the car?

            The Duke stares.

            You’d like me to come into the car?

            The Duke nods.

            Bunty gets into the car.34

            The door closes of its own accord, and the car drives off.

            CUT TO:

            INT. CAR – NIGHT

            The Duke and Bunty sit in the back of the large car, both facing forward.

            BUNTY

            (V.O.)

            I’d never met anyone quite like the Duke. He had the most intelligent face I’d ever seen, not to mention a car that drove itself! I wanted to ask him how it all worked, whether it was telepathy or lasers, but I was too turned on to think, let alone talk.

            The Duke stares ahead.

            CUT TO:

            INT. BOUTIQUE – NIGHT

            We see the Duke’s Cuban heel kick open a door.

            His hand switches on a light …

            … to reveal a small boutique full of outlandish clothes and knick-knacks.

            An alarm sounds faintly in the background.

            The Duke shoots it a look, and the hammer freezes before it strikes the bell of the alarm again.

            He then looks at the cash register. It springs open.

            We see the Duke go over to it and take out a wad of cash.35

            BUNTY

            (V.O.)

            The Duke took me to a late-night boutique and told me I could have anything I wanted.

            Bunty holds up a dress.

            The Duke stares.

            CUT TO:

            INT. DISCOTHEQUE – NIGHT

            The Duke and Bunty dance.

            The nightclub is an old-fashioned, poorly attended, single-glitter-ball affair.

            BUNTY

            (V.O.)

            He took me to the most glamorous nightclub in all of Ipswich.

            The Duke keeps the same fixed expression.

            CUT TO:

            INT. RESTAURANT – NIGHT

            Bunty and the Duke sit opposite one another in a booth.

            The Duke stares. Bunty looks bashful but occasionally manages to meet the Duke’s gaze.

            BUNTY

            (V.O.)

            The Duke treated me to a slap-up supper in his favourite restaurant, which, as luck would have it, was in the disco and specialised in all kinds of red meat. The Duke couldn’t take his eyes off me.36

            The Duke makes a strange melange from the huge variety of dishes in front of him.

            He stuffs it into his mouth. All the while he stares at Bunty.

            BUNTY

            (V.O.)

            How different from the callow young men who’d courted me at Cambridge University, which is one of best universities in East Anglia.

            Bunty eats something light. She eats delicately but self-consciously, as if she’s causing a scene.

            She is not.

            Here was a real man who was wise in the ways of women and knew exactly what he wanted. I knew I would give myself to him utterly and unconditionally.

            The Duke stares at her blankly.

            CUT TO:

            INT. BUNTY’S ROOM IN THE CASTLE – NIGHT

            Bunty and the Duke walk towards the door.

            Bunty tarries, as if expecting a kiss.

            The Duke stands at the threshold.

            Bunty opens her door, trying to be suggestive. She crosses the threshold, leans against the doorframe, traces something on the floor.

            BUNTY

            Would you like to come in?

            The Duke stares at her, and then reverses out of shot.37

            The camera pushes in to Bunty; she’s slightly chastened and sad. She stays at the door, watching the Duke seamlessly back out down the corridor and out of the castle door.

            Bunty, her eyes full of tears, throws herself down on the bed. She looks up and sees the tiny door in the middle of the wall. She thinks to herself. Looks down at the key on her ring. Looks back up. Wanders up to the door. Puts the key in the lock. Turns it.

            The door opens.

            There is a strange light from within. A dim purple.

            Bunty fetches a chair and stands on it. Puts one foot inside the door and peers around. She wanders down the corridor a little.

            Without any obvious kinetic cause, the door slams behind her.

            Bunty scrambles back to the door and tries to open it. But the handle comes off in her hand and then starts to glow red hot. She drops it, shaking her fingers.

            She bangs on the closed door and screams for help.

            She turns round and wanders towards the light, which leads to a strange room. In the centre of the room is a pink/purple glowing slab.

            She walks towards it. Reaches out her hand.

            When she touches it, it dissolves into a pink cloud of gas. We should recognise this pink cloud from the earlier recounting of Janet Prang’s execution.

            We can no longer see Bunty.

            CUT TO:

            INT. WAKE VENUE – NIGHT

            Match-cut to some pink champagne pouring into a glass.

            We see a few people milling about and eating canapés.38

            A coffin is set on a plinth.

            Another mourner, a virile man called IAN (40s, whom we know from The Swinging Models), addresses Tony.

            IAN

            What’s the matter, Tony? You’ve barely touched the stuff. When my old man passed on, I couldn’t wait to knock back the champers.

            TONY

            I remember it well. Or rather, I don’t.

            They both laugh ruefully.

            Oh, don’t get me wrong, I’m pleased he’s dead. It’s just I have this queer feeling about Bunty.

            IAN

            Your girlfriend.

            TONY

            That’s right.

            IAN

            And what is this queer feeling, if you don’t mind me pressing the point?

            TONY

            Well, it’s like this: I can’t help but wonder whether she might be in trouble. I can’t put my finger on it, but there it is.

            IAN

            But where’s the supporting data to this thesis, Tony? I thought you were a man of science, but here you are prattling on like a bloody woman.

            TONY

            Even scientists have instincts. And some women can make an awful lot of sense, given the right circumstances and guidance. The next step is to prove my hypothesis. Are 39you prepared to journey to Ipswich with me right now? Perhaps your kung-fu skills will come in handy.

            IAN

            We can’t just leave at the drop of a hat. What about the rest of the funeral? Your father’s not yet in the ground!

            TONY

            And I thought I was being superstitious. Come on. This place is dead. Literally!

            They both laugh.

            CUT TO:

            INT. UNDERGROUND CHAMBER – NIGHT

            Various hooded figures step out from the pink smoke, one by one. We recognise them from our earlier encounter with them in the village.

            Finally, Patricia steps forward.

            BUNTY

            Patricia, I’m so glad you’re here. I thought for a moment there was something sinister going on. I’ve had the queerest day. Can you offer some kind of explanation?

            PATRICIA

            You fool!

            BUNTY

            That’s hardly an explanation; it’s more like an insult.

            PATRICIA

            You are the insult. Silence!

            BUNTY

            I was already silent. I was being –

            PATRICIA

            Silence!40

            Those assembled stand stock-still, staring at Bunty.

            BUNTY

            Are you going to say something, or did you just want silence?

            PATRICIA

            You are insolent!

            BUNTY

            I’m honestly just confused!

            PATRICIA

            Silence!

            BUNTY

            No one is saying anything!

            PATRICIA

            That’s what silence is!

            A pause.

            At this point Catriona Quooty-Prang steps forward …

            BUNTY

            Professor Quooty-Prang! What are you doing here?

            CATRIONA

            I said silence!

            BUNTY

            Why is everyone obsessed with silence?

            PATRICIA

            Silence!

            BUNTY

            See!

            CATRIONA

            You think you know so much, Bunty, but do you know your own history?41

            BUNTY

            What do you mean, ‘history’? What is this ‘own’ and ‘much’ and ‘so’?

            CATRIONA

            Did you know you are descended from a long line of nuns?

            BUNTY

            How is that even possible?

            PATRICIA

            You think nuns are so pure?

            BUNTY

            Isn’t that the point?

            PATRICIA

            Well, some of them are horny! And those horny nuns have children, and then those children grow up and they get horny, and they have horny children of their own –

            BUNTY

            But nuns aren’t allowed …

            CATRIONA

            ‘Nuns aren’t allowed’! Don’t be so naive. Nuns aren’t meant to kill!

            PATRICIA

            But they persecuted and killed witches with relish!

            CATRIONA

            And do you know why the nuns killed those women?

            BUNTY

            Because they worshipped Satan?

            CATRIONA

            Because they couldn’t control them. Because they were free from the straightjacket of convention. They were dreamers, intellectuals, the kind of people who, today, would be called feminists, thought leaders …42

            BUNTY

            University professors …?

            Even though Catriona is quite far away from Bunty, her hand jumps into frame and slaps her.

            Bunty is shocked.

            PATRICIA

            Silence! I know my history! I’ve read several books! I know from what I come, and to whom. And I know the power it can give. Yes, I am Lucifer’s handmaiden. I have felt the thatch of his goatee against my proud orbs and accepted his hoof into my secrecy. In his horned realm, he is my master, and I am become his bitch. But upon this earth, I am a goddess.

            CATRIONA

            As am I.

            BUNTY

            You’re an affiliated lecturer …

            CATRIONA

            I’m affiliated to no one on this earth!

            BUNTY

            Then why take a job?

            PATRICIA

            You think witches don’t have bills?

            BUNTY

            … at one of the least prestigious …

            CATRIONA

            You think there’s some kind of witch discount?

            BUNTY

            … colleges …

            CATRIONA

            Silence!43

            BUNTY

            … of a patriarchal relic?

            A pause.

            CATRIONA

            You have a choice. Join us …

            PATRICIA

            … or die.

            BUNTY

            (weighing it up)

            I suppose maybe join then?

            Catriona turns and shouts off.

            CATRIONA

            Your Grace!

            CATRIONA AND PATRICIA

            We bring you fresh cargo!

            Out of a smoke-filled doorway steps the Duke.

            CUT TO:

            INT. CAR – NIGHT

            Tony and Ian speed along, puffing cigarettes and chewing gum.

            The road is strangely foggy again.

            TONY

            I hope we’re not too late.

            IAN

            Well, if we are, we’ll just go back.

            TONY

            I suppose. But it’d be a shame.

            They pull up at the same garage that Bunty previously visited.44

            CUT TO:

            EXT. GARAGE – CONTINUOUS

            They wind down the window. The Attendant leers in.

            CUT TO:

            INT. CAR – MOMENTS LATER

            Tony and Ian, in sync, both eat what look like highly disgusting sandwiches.

            Their headlights illuminate the Pale Man once more, standing by the sign to Martlesham Castle.

            We cut to their reaction.

            IAN

            Who’s Mr Creepy?

            TONY

            My thoughts exactly!

            CUT TO:

            INT. CAR – MOMENTS LATER

            They drive along, with the Pale Man sat in between them.

            No one speaks. We just hear the rumble of the car.

            CUT TO:

            EXT. MARTLESHAM CASTLE GROUNDS – NIGHT

            Tony’s car pulls up in the grounds.45

            TONY

            Thanks for the chat.

            He turns his head.

            As before, the Pale Man has disappeared.

            Where the devil did he go?

            IAN

            Never mind that. There’s Bunty’s car! She must be nearby.

            TONY

            Stands to reason. Unless, of course, she parked the car a while ago and now she’s far away.

            IAN

            I hadn’t thought of that … Perhaps I should leave the logic to you, and I’ll concentrate on kung fu, as and when the need arises.

            They get out of the car and open the boot. They take out a suitcase each.

            When they close the boot, Patricia is already standing there.

            The boys jump.

            PATRICIA

            Two rooms? Or one room for two?

            We see Bunty walk up from the castle. She is in a long, flowing robe and glows ethereally.

            She draws up alongside Patricia.

            BUNTY

            (pointing at Ian)

            That one needs a room.

            (pointing at Tony)

            That one is mine.

            Tony is moving towards her, when …

            … the Priest grabs his hand.46

            PRIEST

            Come to chapel and bend to the Lord. Seek sanctuary, for only He can harbour your soul.

            TONY

            I’m a man of science, not a supernaturalist. Unhand me, priest.

            Tony turns and walks off with Bunty.

            Ian takes Patricia’s arm and follows suit.

            They walk off, laughing.
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