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  Allan Brown was born in 1967 in Glasgow and has yet to be convinced there is wisdom in leaving. He has been in newspapers since 1990 and is a writer and

  columnist with the Scottish edition of The Sunday Times, and its restaurant critic. A former Scottish Journalist of the Year, he remains defiant in his belief that Dumfries and Galloway is

  the most charming, overlooked and quietly batty corner of the British Isles.
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  Aylett Sammes, the ‘Wicker’ image from Britannia Antiqua Illustrata, 1676. Reproduced by permission of the Society of Antiquaries of London
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  Foreword




  EDWARD WOODWARD




  Author’s note: this foreword was written in October 1999.




  THE MORBID INGENUITIES




  The Wicker Man is surrounded by a strange kind of evil. I’m not referring to the experience of acting in the film; speaking personally, that was very pleasurable,

  if somewhat arduous. Nor am I talking about the events within the film itself. I have never considered The Wicker Man to have been a horror film, although I know many people still do: the

  subject matter, bizarre admittedly, was treated with dignity, the belief systems of both men, Sergeant Neil Howie and Lord Summerisle, were given equal weight and in the end it was a very realistic

  story, a there-but-for-the-grace-of-God story, about a man who did not deserve his fate, no matter how weird or priggish were his beliefs.




  I say the film is surrounded by a strange kind of evil because this seems the only satisfactory explanation for the cruel and senseless treatment it has received at the hands of the film

  industry over the years. Never mind something being rotten in the state of Denmark; you need only look at the story of The Wicker Man to realize there has always been a fair amount of

  rottenness spreading from Wardour Street outwards. How could it all have happened? I must plead ignorance, I’m afraid. As is the way with actors, I was already on to the next job when The

  Wicker Man was being slashed in the cutting room and denied a proper release. I do remember my disappointment on discovering that the film would be appearing in cinemas as a mere B-feature: I

  mean, this was an Anthony Shaffer picture. In contemporary terms that would be like a Steven Spielberg film going straight to video – virtually unthinkable! This is not

  to mention the fact that by 1973 B-features were practically extinct, so the news was a double whammy.




  During production of The Wicker Man, I and many others believed that the film would be not only a main feature but a hugely popular one. I was distraught that neither of these things came

  to pass but, as I said before, life went on and we all had mortgages to pay. It is only now, more than twenty-five years later, that I begin to appreciate what was going on way back then, even if

  this knowledge only magnifies the sense of injustice. Even today, it is astonishing to think The Wicker Man has not received a major release. The film has proven its worth and its longevity

  many times over. I have travelled all over the world and everywhere I go, The Wicker Man is mentioned to me within five minutes. I won my role in The Equalizer on American television

  because the wife of the studio head remembered me from the film. The interest from the media never diminishes; indeed, in recent years it has mushroomed. Wicker Man stills arrive in the post

  to be autographed all the time. I only wish I knew how we hit such a creative nerve on that film: I’d make a few more Wicker Mans and bask in the glory.




  As it is, those of us involved at least have the film to bask in. And I’m sure that, like me, the others have a wealth of strange, wonderful, happy memories. I have never known a

  production like The Wicker Man. It was seven frantic weeks of sleepless nights, heavy socializing, fantastically hard work and a kind of wartime Blitz camaraderie. These days, movies are

  made with every consideration for the sensitivities of the actors, the ‘talent’. That was largely true twenty-five years ago too, except, of course, on The Wicker Man, which was

  shot in a frenzied rush: partly, I understand, for reasons connected with the inadequacy of the film’s budget; partly because the weather exerted a certain malign influence on the

  proceedings. Whose idea was it to shoot a movie set at the height of spring on the west coast of Scotland during the onset of winter? I have no idea.




  Such difficulties, however, often bring out the best in people, and this was true on The Wicker Man. Making the movie, we struggled through adversity, just as the

  movie itself later struggled through adversity. In both cases, all was well that ended well, although this doesn’t mean I have forgotten the terror I felt being hoisted into the wicker

  structure one terrifyingly cold day in November, or the panic I experienced on discovering that my final scene had been brought forward, meaning I had to read Howie’s last prayer from crib

  sheets suspended on the cliff face opposite. But, then, neither have I forgotten the good bits – the wonderful scenery of Dumfries and Galloway, and the kindness shown to us during the

  film’s lengthy location shoot. Recently, for the first time in a quarter-century, I returned to the area in which The Wicker Man was shot and that truly was a bizarre experience.

  Visiting the pub we used for the Green Man Inn, I felt as if I had popped out for ten minutes, twenty-five years passed and I had come back in. Nothing had changed. Nothing. At the graveyard in

  which Howie fashioned a wooden cross to ward off the Summerisle voodoo, I raked through the grass and found the same sodden cross: it had lain there untouched since I had discarded it at the end of

  the scene twenty-five years before.




  It is memories like these which make me realize what a unique and affecting experience my involvement with The Wicker Man has been. It just remains a terrible pity that such a superb film

  has been so blighted by corporate stupidity; the ‘strange evil’ I mentioned at the outset. At least now I have a better understanding of how it all happened, thanks to Allan

  Brown’s clear and erudite analysis. And who knows? I am sure the story of The Wicker Man is far from over. Hopefully this fascinating book will clear a path for its re-release. Maybe

  one of these days I might even get to see the full version of the film. Stranger things have happened.




  

    Edward Woodward


  




  Calstock, Cornwall




  (1930–2009)




 


 







  Introduction




  On 3 May 2000, the preceding edition of this book was launched at an event in the National Film Theatre on London’s South Bank. There was a screening, followed by a panel

  discussion. On the panel sat myself, Anthony Shaffer, Christopher Lee, Seamus Flannery (the film’s plain-speaking art director), Ingrid Pitt and Steve Pemberton, one quarter of The League

  of Gentlemen comedy troupe – their mock-Gothic series on BBC2 had featured several deft Wicker Man in-jokes. The evening would turn out to be a sort of debutantes’ ball for

  The Wicker Man; quite by coincidence it had arrived at a time that seemed to witness the film’s ascension from barely known period piece to British cinema classic, one ranked

  justifiably with Withnail & I or Get Carter, Quadrophenia or Performance (few people actually enjoy Performance but its name has the right jangle).




  The panel took questions from the audience, fan questions that required from us long prefatory explanations and rhetorical subclauses. It was a full house on a warm evening, I recall; hardly the

  ideal context in which to discover that Christopher Lee possessed a prolixity seldom encountered. The venerable actor seemed unable to relate even the time of day without unfurling several

  anecdotes from his time in the RAF and an account of Sir Laurence Oliver performing ‘Ten Green Bottles’. A squall of drowsiness was descending upon us all. And then we were brought up

  short by a question from the audience: ‘Can you tell me,’ someone asked, in that pointy, pedantic John Major voice such people tend to have, ‘why the art director of the film is

  on the stage yet its actual director is sitting here in the audience?’




  It was a fair point. Looking up, I saw that Robin Hardy, director of The Wicker Man, was indeed in the audience, twenty rows back, wearing an expression of bruised

  but saintly stoicism. One could feel a roomful of people simultaneously furrow their brows; the sharp intake of forehead was almost audible. Now, I happened to know the answer to this question.

  Some time before, I had asked Anthony Shaffer if he would appear at the event. Gladly, he replied, but on one condition: that on the relevant evening Robin Hardy be kept at bay, with pitchforks if

  necessary.




  By this stage of their relationship, Hardy’s name was provoking in Shaffer a shudder of superstitious dread. The director was a cad, a bounder, a bad egg, the writer implied. Not all the

  time, of course; only on the occasions when he wasn’t making the same points explicitly, with emphasis provided by his fiercely wielded walking stick. The alleged dubiousness of the director

  had rather come to preoccupy Shaffer. By some manner of osmosis, he argued, Hardy was assuming credit for The Wicker Man, was becoming its spokesman, its go-to guy. This troubled Shaffer for

  many reasons, but principally because he was endeavouring at the time to get a sequel made (a treatment entitled The Wicker Man II had been written eleven years previously). Hence,

  Hardy’s presence at a public Wicker event could be construed as less than constructive. (At no point, it should be said, did Hardy reciprocate these sentiments, not to me at least, but

  rather in that manner, I couldn’t help feeling, that Igor tended not to criticize Baron Frankenstein; the hierarchy, the pecking order, was obvious and awkward to witness.)




  In answer to the question from the audience, however, it hardly seemed my place to mention this injunction, so I mumbled that this was a query perhaps answered best by Shaffer himself. There was

  a pause. ‘I’ve really no idea,’ Shaffer drawled with that slight speech impediment of his, which gave his ‘r’ phoneme the soft sibilance of ‘w’. ‘In

  fact,’ he added, as butter declined to melt in his mouth, ‘I was just thinking how it seemed a rather . . . curious omission.’




  The phrase You Bastard! passed like skywriting before the inner eye. And there the matter rested, though Hardy and Shaffer did attend, separately, the drinks reception

  afterwards. In that small function suite, though, the force field between the two men remained; it all rather put one in mind of Holmes and Moriarty being forced to share a cab. (In another

  context, Hardy said of his former colleague: ‘That’s Tony Shaffer’s mind, it works constantly in conundrums.’)




  This was indeed the thing about Anthony Shaffer; he possessed the cool, languorous eye of the social scientist, the detachment of the boy dismembering the butterfly. To him, everything was a

  game. He viewed the characters he created merely as marionettes, dangling helplessly from their wires. The real people around Shaffer often fared little better. His autobiography, published shortly

  before his death in 2001, was titled So What Did You Expect? and is more or less a catalogue of its author’s wry, icy mischief. After Shaffer’s death his long-term mistress, one

  Jo Capece Minutolo, sued for a share of his estate. She failed because, technically, Shaffer was considered an Australian resident, despite his living in London. His games of cat-and-mouse

  continued even after the grave. It was easy to be reminded of Sleuth, the play and film Shaffer described as ‘the main event’ of his life, in which Wyke and Tindle make the

  latter’s mistress the basis of a murderous insurance scam. And, of course, there were echoes of The Wicker Man too; in the battle of wills between Manichean opposites, between the

  lordly, imperious, all-knowing Shaffer and Hardy, his tentative, watchful amanuensis, obscure among the crowd at that South Bank screening; the lamb at the slaughter.




  Why The Wicker Man? It was a question I became accustomed to addressing once a small inner voice had whispered there might be something to be said about this strange

  film, and the stranger story surrounding its production. After all, to what did The Wicker Man amount? To the naked eye the film was little more than a cheaply made thriller, an

  apologetically unambitious B-feature of the type that hastened the transformation of Britain’s cinema circuit into Britain’s bingo circuit. The film was broadly in the horror genre,

  though it had somehow neglected to incorporate stakes, pentagrams or heaving décolletage. The plotting was rudimentary; a pious, joyless policeman pits himself

  against a community of morally incontinent islanders in the belief that a teenage girl had gone missing from her home. It starred one actor, Edward Woodward, striving to escape the television

  straitjacket of Callan, an espionage procedural so morose it made le Carré look like Mamma Mia! and another actor, Christopher Lee, who as Dracula was best known for biting the

  kind of bosoms omitted so negligently from this production. It was a film deemed so lacklustre it was denied a full theatrical release by its parent company. At the time of this book’s

  initial publication (2000), the film was seen infrequently and available only in a brutally truncated form on home video. On its initial release, one publication in America dismissed it as a

  ‘philosophical soft-core Scottish thriller musical’.




  Years later, though, the assumptions outlined above seem as incongruous as Lord Summerisle’s antipathy towards conventional Judeo-Christianity seemed to Sergeant Howie. The film has been

  remade – a catastrophic Beverly Hills facelift of a film, directed by Neil LaBute. A sequel, The Wicker Tree, from the brain of our old friend Robin Hardy, just finished shooting at

  the time of writing, based upon his 2006 novel Cowboys for Christ. The film has been restored to as close to its original length as can be achieved and is available in a range of editions,

  each supplemented exhaustively. Several versions of its soundtrack album exist. Three television documentaries have been made. There are academic studies of the film, Constructing The Wicker

  Man and The Quest for The Wicker Man, both published by the University of Glasgow. Now The Wicker Man is lionized, quoted and cherished. And the film has also had a singular

  honour bestowed upon it; its title has become shorthand and by-word – to describe a person or place as ‘a bit Wicker Man’ has gained an unequivocal, well-understood

  meaning, connected to suspicions of rural oddity and agricultural necromancy. Clearly, then, the film has something going for it, despite the turbulence of its beginnings. ‘The strange

  thing,’ the late Edward Woodward told me, ‘is that the film was determined to come out of the woodwork. And it sure has. And it’s made all those guys who

  tried to bury it look really foolish. I’m all for that.’




  Such, then, are The Wicker Man’s polarities: either you remember it as a campy relic of a singularly baroque era in British film history, sharing the honours with films like

  Theatre of Blood and Dracula AD 1972; or you suspect that The Wicker Man seems to mean something more, weaving a magic which transcends the film’s

  lowly birth, its humble production values and its consignment to the cutting-room floor. The evidence of its rushed birth runs through it. Even Shaffer conceded the illogicality of Howie going it

  alone once he realizes what evils the islanders have in mind: ‘A smarter man,’ he said, ‘would have thought, Hey, this is phoney potatoes, I’m being waltzed here.’

  There is one song too many. The film is visually flat, often drab, its palette of colours dun and soupy. Some of the acting is repertory standard and the cast seem to have been assembled with less

  thought than was conventional for geographic consistency or dramatic plausibility.




  But then, as Shaffer said: ‘Plausible is as plausible does.’ Every film has its lacunae, and every film which operates within non-naturalistic genres is vulnerable to the charge that

  it contains details or events which would be laughable in real life. The triumph of The Wicker Man is not that it is an often silly film resolutely rooted in the barren sod of the early

  1970s, and therefore dismissible as a period piece or curate’s egg; the point is that despite being occasionally unintentionally comic, intermittently gauche and often overambitious, The

  Wicker Man is possessed of some force, some voodoo that has lifted it from its humble origins and delivered it to us more than thirty years later, placing it among a group of films (Vertigo,

  Performance and Get Carter are other examples) which stand apart from genres, which continue to be assessed and discussed, which stand proud and alone, monuments to nothing but

  themselves and the departures they signal.




  The point of this book was to discover what that force was, and how it came to be located within a modest film about a policeman’s search for a missing girl. But there

  was a story to be told also, which is where the oddity began in earnest. Everything about the film’s production and distribution was a textbook example of How Things Should Never Be Done. The

  film was born of a shotgun wedding between John Bentley (aka Pretty Boy Bentley), a flamboyant young tycoon who had just purchased the ailing Shepperton Studios, and Britain’s inflexible film

  technician unions. The latter had developed the idea that Bentley was aiming to asset-strip and close the studios down. To placate them, Bentley ordered that a film be put into production

  immediately. As it happened, British Lion, one of Shepperton’s most reliable customers, had a script on the starting blocks: The Wicker Man. It was set on the west coast of Scotland at

  the height of spring. Production could not get underway until late autumn. Bentley insisted British Lion proceed anyway. The often flimsily dressed cast were forced to endure long shoots on exposed

  landscapes in freezing headwinds, sometimes with ice cubes in their mouths to prevent their breath showing on camera. Trees were draped with artificial apple blossom. Ingrid Pitt recalls that

  during shooting of the film’s climactic scene she would defrost her feet by resting them on Edward Woodward’s thighs.




  The head of British Lion, Peter Snell, the film’s producer, meanwhile, was deposed shortly after production finished and replaced by a team who declared the finished product one of the ten

  worst films ever made. Its distribution deal with the Odeon cinema chain collapsed after an adultery scandal involving one of the film’s stars and its producer. The director was locked out of

  the cutting room and his approved version of the film was junked in favour of a radically truncated treatment that made nonsense of the film’s painstakingly structured narrative. The threat

  that the film would never actually be shown was lifted, but only when it was demoted from a feature presentation to B-movie and released without publicity. Then the only copy of the film’s

  negative was accidentally destroyed.




  The film was sold for American distribution to a company that went bankrupt four days after signing the deal. It was then taken over by Warner Bros who tested it at two

  drive-ins, to audiences who, in the words of the film’s director Robin Hardy, were more concerned with ‘fucking themselves silly in the back of their parents’ Fords’. Again,

  The Wicker Man was abandoned. Rod Stewart, it was reported, wished to buy and destroy the film’s negative, to prevent audiences feasting their eyes on his naked girlfriend, Britt

  Ekland; even had the story been true, he would have been disappointed, given that the negative had been destroyed three years previously. Everything had gone up in smoke. Well, not precisely

  everything. In 2005 John Brown, who’d been the on-set stills cameraman on the original 1972 shoot, was clearing out the proverbial attic in his home in Buckinghamshire when he came across the

  equally proverbial dusty box. It turned out to contain thirty-three black-and-white contact sheets, each sheet displaying around twenty-five stills. It was the ultimate photographic record of how

  filming had progressed, day by day. More crucially, it covered the filming of scenes presumed to have been abandoned before they were shot. A selection of the more intriguing stills is included in

  the plate section here.




  Altogether, the story is like some tableau of morbid slapstick, a farce in which misfortune piles relentlessly on to misfortune, propelled by malignant fate. It is tempting to imagine that the

  film itself became analogous to Sergeant Howie, teased round the houses, frustrated and bedevilled at every turn; then, finally, smitten into nothingness. Howie, of course, believes beyond belief

  that he will live again, but his certainty of the afterlife was not shared by The Wicker Man’s makers as they struggled to see the film released, then struggled to find the negative

  which would help them reassemble the movie they had actually made. We can’t know whether the trumpets blared on the other side for Howie, but we know that The Wicker Man did live

  again, and continues to live. For that we have to thank the persistence of Shaffer, Hardy and Snell, not to mention several far-sighted distributors in America. But we also have the film to thank.

  Somehow it seems reluctant to die.




  Awkwardly, however, The Wicker Man was not the easiest film to investigate. It was made quickly, brusquely even, and those involved scarcely imagined it would have

  any claim on posterity, so contemporary documentation is patchy, compounded by the dissolution of British Lion, a complex web of shady dealings and by the long passage of time. Peter Snell handed

  over a thin manila file, apologetic that it was all he could offer. Anthony Shaffer couldn’t begin to imagine where his working notes might have ended up. Robin Hardy was reluctant to wade

  through twenty-five years of detritus in search of he knew not what. Luckily, though, a majority of those who made and appeared in the film were still with us a decade ago. The occasional lapse of

  memory or garbled anecdote notwithstanding, they were a rich resource. I travelled to Cornwall to meet the late Edward Woodward, a proud, gentle fellow who expressed a kind of joyful bemusement at

  The Wicker Man’s resurrection. In London, Anthony Shaffer received me warmly. He proved a truly fascinating man, incapable of opening his mouth without issuing a remark worth mulling

  over. He exuded a formdable intelligence, leading the listener into his arguments as he might lead a child across the road, giving the impression that, in his owlish way, he suspected the world had

  finally caught on to the evolved moralities of his script. Peter Snell dispensed the kind of world-weary gallows humour one imagines is the birthright of film producers. Christopher Lee, as you

  might guess, was lordly and forthright, while Robin Hardy, as the official keeper of the flame, beamed a magisterial disdain towards all who had impeded The Wicker Man’s progress. Each

  man seemed very English (although Snell is Canadian). I expected to hear outpourings of spleen regarding the injustices sustained. Instead, each displayed wry detachment. Perhaps they had merely

  come to terms with circumstance over time. That said, cracks began to emerge the deeper I dug. There were frequent criticisms of Robin Hardy as a director, both creatively and organizationally. I

  watched as Shaffer leafed through a pile of newspaper articles, noting how few references there were to himself, and how many to Hardy. His feeling remained that Hardy’s tendency towards

  glory-seeking increased as the film’s revival gained momentum. For his part, Hardy maintained that The Wicker Man developed in a spirit of cooperation between himself and Shaffer.

  Their relationship – forged in the 1960s when they jointly ran Hardy Shaffer Associates – appeared merely to be another victim of The Wicker Man’s

  ability to leave chaos in its wake.




  As noted previously, we do not have to look hard for other examples, other victims. The story around The Wicker Man is one of bizarre, glorious, eventual vindication though it contains

  precious little comic relief. This last point isn’t strictly accurate. At the end of March 2010 the artist Paul O’Connell launched online A Muppet Wicker Man, a retelling of the

  film in comic-strip form featuring the wisecracking, anthropomorphic menagerie of The Muppet Show as stand-ins for the principals of Shaffer’s tale. The police officer is searching

  Summerisle for his missing nephew Robin. Howie is played by Kermit the Frog and Willow (here renamed Wallow) by Miss Piggie. Fozzie Bear is the landlord Fozzie McGregor; Lord Summerisle is essayed

  by Gonzo, the show’s explosive drummer: ‘Frankly I am appalled by the lack of morality I find around every corner of this heathen island,’ Howie/Kermit complains to the laird.

  ‘Did you try the crazy golf yet?’ responds Lord Gonzo.




  Mainly, though, the story has a sinister, vexing quality, one that chimes with the events of the film itself, making the saga an instructive one for film buffs, for lovers of the strange, the

  bizarre, the sub rosa. It scarcely accounts, however, for the film’s endless popularity. The Wicker Man is back among us because we want it to be: ‘I don’t know of

  any other film which was taken up by the public over a period of years,’ said Edward Woodward. ‘I mean, this film has become a cult film within a reasonably short space of

  time.’




  But we are getting ahead of ourselves. To paraphrase Lord Summerisle, it is time we kept our appointment with the Man himself . . .




  

    Allan Brown


  




  Partick, Glasgow




  2010




  wickerman@mac.com
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  On the trail of The Wicker Man




   1 Culzean Castle (Summerisle’s castle, exterior)




   2 Harbour




   3 Lord Summerisle’s castle (interiors). Site of standing stone circle




   4 Logan Gardens (Summerisle’s gardens)




   5 St Ninian’s Cave (beach location)




   6 Burrowhead (site of Wicker Man)




   7 Public library location/Howie’s bedroom




   8 Film crew base/the darkroom




   9 Green Man (interior)




  10 Anwoth (schoolhouse/maypole/ruined church/graveyard)




  11 Green Man (exterior)/Willow’s bedroom




  12 May Morrison’s sweetshop/the church/various street locations/ police station





 


 






  There is no lane so vile that the scream of a tortured child does not beget sympathy and indignation among the neighbours, and then the whole machinery

  of justice is ever so close that a word of complaint can set it going, and there is but a step between the crime and the dock. But look at these lonely houses, each in its own fields, filled for

  the most part with poor ignorant folk who know little of the law. Think of the deeds of hellish cruelty, the hidden wickedness which may go on, year in, year out, in such places, and none the

  wiser.




  

    Sherlock Holmes in The Adventure of the Copper Beeches, 1892


  




 


 







  Chapter 1




  LONDON: In which Moriarty fails to pass on contact details for Sherlock Holmes




  As it was a decade ago, the Shaffer Studio is found in a curious sheltered arcade of mews houses off the bustling Brompton Road in South Kensington, in the kind of enclave to

  which one might graduate after a life of achievement. It was, and is, discreetly wealthy, shabbily genteel; impressive but modest also. On the numerous occasions I visited, Anthony Shaffer would

  buzz me in then wait at the top of the landing, above a small flight of stairs covered with carpet the colour and texture of oatmeal. The clammy hand of ill health had left him rather tentative,

  and he preferred to avoid all exertions beyond the uncorking of champagne, ritualistically at 6 p.m. on the dot. He smoked untipped French cigarettes with an ardour suggesting he’d

  accepted sponsorship.




  Then seventy-four, Shaffer boasted a shock of white hair but he radiated a humour as black as coal, and an air of wisdom. In conversation, he was part emeritus professor, part show business

  luvvie, irrepressibly outspoken and deliciously indiscreet. Names were dropped like bombs in wartime, with similarly striking effect. It was difficult to identify a personality with whom Shaffer

  had not at some point worked, or known, during his four-decade writing career. But he spoke most frequently and most passionately of Alfred Hitchcock, for whom he scripted one of the

  director’s most neglected films, Frenzy, a monumentally morbid tale of a serial killer whose chosen weapon is a necktie.




  Invited to collaborate with Hitch, Shaffer watched several of the director’s previous films and noticed in North by Northwest a glaring plot hole; Cary Grant

  hides aboard a train that he has selected randomly yet, somehow, his pursuers lie in wait aboard the same train. After much irritated mulling, Hitchcock announced the hole had been placed there

  deliberately: it was, he pronounced, an ‘icebox moment’. An ‘icebox moment’, added the obviously improvising director, occurred when the viewer went home, helped himself to

  a chicken leg from the fridge then suddenly realized an event in the film had not hung together logically. Annoyed by this, the viewer went to see the film a second time, thereby increasing the

  film’s profitability.




  ‘I see,’ said Shaffer. A pause. ‘And how many icebox moments would you like me to put in Frenzy?’




  Shaffer occupied the studio when he was not at the home he shared with Diane Cilento in northern Australia. The London residence had once been occupied by the sculptor Alfred Gilbert, who cast

  the Eros statue standing in Piccadilly Circus. He’d worked in the very room where Shaffer then worked. The bright, airy space – Shaffer was interviewed there for a documentary on The

  Wicker Man included in a DVD reissue – was occupied by walls of books, pictures of the stars with whom Shaffer had collaborated and a menagerie of awards, including his two coveted Edgar

  Allan Poe statuettes, awarded by the Mystery Writers of America. Posters on the walls recalled the films and plays that established his reputation: This Savage Parade, a drama concerning the

  trial of Adolf Eichmann; Evil Under The Sun, one of the many star-studded Agatha Christie film adaptations he wrote in the latter half of the 1970s; and Sleuth, the two-handed battle

  of criminal will which broke all records on Broadway before being adapted for the cinema with Laurence Olivier and Michael Caine. The Wicker Man was represented by only a small postcard of

  its poster which leant against a bookshelf.




  While looking into The Wicker Man, I had become accustomed to the fact that no two stories tallied, no two accounts meshed. Policemen and solicitors will tell you that eye-witness

  evidence is rarely to be trusted; people see what they want to see. And so it proved with the making of The Wicker Man; those involved remembered what suited them. One

  thing which all concerned agreed upon, however, was the superlativeness of Anthony Shaffer’s screenplay. It was The Wicker Man’s mother lode.




  And there, finally, was Shaffer himself. I had begun to suppose we would never meet. Several months previously, I had asked Robin Hardy how Shaffer might be found. With great difficulty, he

  replied: the writer was holed up in the wilds of Australia and wasn’t keen on being winkled out. Hardy added that Shaffer’s literary agency was notoriously uncooperative. But if I were

  to leave the matter with Hardy he would do his utmost to get word to Shaffer. After four months, nothing had happened, no word had gone or come. I decided to chance it with the legendarily

  obstructive agency. Shaffer was in touch within days from his home in London where he’d been based for some months. He was delighted by the prospect of discussing The Wicker Man. It

  was all very curious. Shaffer, of course, had several theories on why his former associate had painted him as a recluse and member of the awkward squad. Few of these were in any way complimentary;

  several, I seem to recall, would cause a vein to pulse concerningly in Shaffer’s left temple.




  Their relationship hadn’t always been so fractious. Throughout the 1960s, the two men were partners in Hardy Shaffer Associates, an agency which produced television commercials, with

  Shaffer doing the conceptualizing and writing, Hardy handling the directing.




  ‘There are only so many commercials you can make,’ Shaffer remembered. ‘My brother Peter was very helpful at the time. I told him I was going to Puerto Rico to make a

  commercial for Coca-Cola – or Pepsi, I forget which – and he said, “Do you propose to spend the rest of your life doing this? You should stop and go into the theatre –

  you’re a natural playwright.” So I went home and told my partners, including Robin, that I was going to leave the company, giving them a couple of months’ notice. They wanted to

  give me a safety net, so that after a year if I wasn’t making a living I could go back, but I told them that would be hopeless – I would end up dawdling and fiddling for a year and then

  going back.




  ‘It’s very difficult just to become a writer and I had a couple of young kids at the time. My previous wife, Carolyn, was very good about it; I told her we were

  going to have to give up the expense account and fancy perks and she said, “Good – I thought you would never do it.” ’




  Between them, Shaffer and Hardy also envisioned The Wicker Man, although disagreement persists as to where the fulcrum of power and influence lay. Look at the film, however, and you will

  notice it is billed in the credits as Anthony Shaffer’s The Wicker Man, a description the writer is not about to argue with, given that the billing, he said, was his idea.




  The bare facts of The Wicker Man’s genesis seem outside the boundaries of contention, however. Shaffer, Christopher Lee and Peter Snell had been assembled in a loose coalition by

  their experience with David Pinner and his novel Ritual, with Shaffer feeling the burden of responsibility to find a new project. No doubt the general subject matter of Ritual had

  left an impression, because Shaffer began to muse on the subject of sacrifice; his instinct as a dramatist also played its part, no doubt, for there can be little which better expresses the

  oppositions which create drama than a situation where one party kills another in the name of a belief. ‘I was leafing through a book on related subjects,’ said Shaffer, ‘when I

  came across the well-known picture of the Druids’ wicker colossus. It just leapt off the page at me.’ Shaffer began to dwell on the notion of who might constitute the perfect sacrifice,

  and why. If the dramatic impetus switched from the sacrifice, which bestows benefits, to the search for a special sacrificial victim, a one-off character who embodies a range of rare attributes,

  then the victim character could become infused with a power quite apart from the more common, hopelessly impotent sacrificial victim. But what would be the attributes which distinguished the

  perfect sacrificial victim?




  Shaffer knew that his partner Robin Hardy was a man with ambitions, so he was brought aboard with a view to directing the film that Shaffer had promised Lee and Snell. In Hardy’s account

  of this period, the pair discussed the project during a brief holiday in France, then convened in the early months of 1972 at Hardy’s home near Maidenhead (an interestingly

  named place in the circumstances, said Shaffer) for a weekend brainstorming session, where the general parameters of the story were thrashed out. Shaffer angrily disputed this account. He had, he

  said, drawn up the story that we know today prior to visiting Hardy in Maidenhead.




  The story had a painstaking internal logic. In order to create a group who were prepared to use sacrifice, the film must centre on a sect whose beliefs were pre-Christian. In ancient times,

  propitiatory religions sacrificed to ensure the robustness of their crops. Modern technology, however, had conquered such vagaries. So if the story were to be set in the modern day, which Shaffer

  and Hardy were agreed on, a situation must be devised where a certain crop grew in soil to which it was not naturally suited, thus reintroducing the uncertainty our ancestors were so used to, and

  thereby the need for sacrifice to be performed. The community involved had to be isolated from mainstream society in order to practise their beliefs unmolested. An island off the west coast of

  Scotland seemed appropriate: suitably remote, they are often subtropical, warmed by balmy currents which travel up from the Gulf of Mexico. Favourable conditions for apple growing, in fact.




  The need for a perfect victim would be created by freakish circumstances: after many years of successful harvests, the crop must drastically and mysteriously fail. Shaffer and Hardy ticked off

  the elements that had in the past made citizens into acceptable sacrifices. Often they were virgins and therefore acceptable because they died without knowing carnal pleasure; often they had

  covered themselves in glory by volunteering to be sacrificed; in other words, they were willing. Once it had been the custom to sacrifice the leader of the community, the king; when this became

  impractical, a stand-in, or king for a day, was appointed; in his death, the chosen one became foolish. The perfect sacrifice was evidently a character who had made a sacrifice in their own life,

  whether by foregoing sex or life itself. Shaffer and Hardy’s perfect sacrifice would be a checklist, would contain all the attributes which had made one a perfect

  sacrifice. Shaffer and Hardy’s victim would be a willing, king-like virgin fool – a pious, dogged man who was obliged to travel to remote spots if summoned, a man so dedicated to his

  task that he was often blind to the bigger picture: a police sergeant who denied himself the pleasures of the flesh, who had sacrificed easy enjoyments in the name of a greater cause. Of course, a

  lure would be required to get him there. The elements were in place. But a big pay-off was needed, a spectacular final scene which justified the elaborateness of the plot. After sourcing the

  perfect victim for its extraordinary sacrifice, the narrative ran the risk of bathos if the sergeant were to be despatched by a dagger pulled across his throat. Shaffer thought back to the image of

  the Druidic wicker colossus he had seen while leafing through a book. The pair had their ending, and their film.




  To celebrate, the men took their wives to the Compleat Angler restaurant near Maidenhead, where they explained their story. The women were impressed, as was the Hollywood actor George Sanders,

  who fell into conversation with the group from his table nearby. ‘Once I had the spine,’ said Shaffer, ‘the rest was easy. The rest was decoration.’ But it was decoration

  Shaffer and Hardy were determined to get right. The innately implausible idea of a pagan community operating blissfully outside the social mainstream could convince only if the details were precise

  and consistent. Were Shaffer and Hardy to have set up the kind of simple-minded, garish opposition between good and evil common in the Hammer horror film, they would have undermined The Wicker

  Man’s purpose, which was to investigate the conflict between two equally matched, internally consistent belief systems. Hardy had suffered a heart attack some while previously and was

  given the relatively sedentary task of researching the pagan customs that would adorn the narrative. ‘That’s if he did have a heart attack,’ said Shaffer, ‘I certainly saw

  no evidence of it. I ended up doing most of the useful research myself.’




  ‘In this overtly prosaic country of ours,’ Shaffer added, ‘we see a country which has given up most of its claims to a spiritual life, so we thought it was

  about time someone went right back to the beginning and explored what lay behind religion as we know it. It was time to do an intelligent horror film. The Hammer films had played themselves out but

  obviously a market for them still existed to a certain extent. So we thought we’d give their audience something a bit tastier to chew on.’




  The film’s principal research source became The Golden Bough, a twelve-volume investigation into the origins of magic and religion published by Sir James George Frazer between 1890

  and 1936. Frazer’s masterwork, one of the twentieth century’s defining creations, argued that all Western archetypes, whether religious or secular, stemmed from the Roman myth of

  Diana’s sacred grove at Aricia, Italy, which was protected night and day by a holy man. This man was both priest and murderer: ‘A candidate for the priesthood could only succeed to

  office by slaying the priest, and having slain him, he retained office till he himself was slain by a stronger or a craftier,’ Frazer wrote.




  The myth set in place the basic grammar of our cultural lexicon. Diana, wrote Frazer, was ‘the goddess of woodlands and of wild creatures; probably also of domestic cattle and of the

  fruits of the earth; she was believed to bless men and women with offspring and to aid mothers in childbed.’ In the priest-murderer of The Golden Bough we see the elements which would

  later transmute into the king who must be sacrificed to guarantee his people’s future security; we see the beginnings of the Christ myth in the man who is custodian of a greater power’s

  dominion, whether Diana or, as in the Christian tradition, God himself.




  Frazer goes on to detail how primitive mankind conceptualized their universe along similarly rudimentary lines. In any given culture, the Chosen One possessed great power but with it great

  responsibility for his people. The repository of their collective fears and aspirations, the king had to be chosen wisely, his bidding done and his kingdom operate in harmony with the natural

  world. The systems designed to ensure this, the Old Religion, were the subject of Frazer’s life work, and many of the practices he lists made it into The Wicker Man.

  Particularly important was the practice of sympathetic magic. Because his understanding of the world was limited by ignorance, primitive man naturally came to associate like with like. To bring

  order to the chaos of experience, he developed sympathetic magic, governed by the Law of Similarity and the Law of Contact. ‘From the first, the magician infers that he can produce any effect

  he desires mainly by imitating it; from the second he infers that whatever he does to a material object will affect equally the person with whom the object was once in contact,’ wrote

  Frazer.




  

    

      Robin Hardy: Take the scene in The Wicker Man where the woman puts the frog in the child’s throat. Well, that’s a classic piece of sympathetic

      magic. ‘Listen to the poor thing croak, taking all the pain into itself.’ Even the beetle on the string is not hokey – Salem witches were burned for things like that, using an

      animal as a surrogate for a person in a spell. The beetle stands in for the person you want to trap. All this sort of transference of ideas is common, like the pregnant women touching the buds

      of the apple trees to make the apples plentiful – that connects with the Make the Baby King myth. And the girls jumping over the fires to make themselves fruitful, which is actually a

      Beltane myth. One has to remember that pagan people all over the world saw no connection between the sexual act and pregnancy. And all these things, as we illustrated in the schoolroom scenes,

      were part and parcel of normal pagan education.




      Take the use of the hare all the way through the film. It is an excellent image for the belief in the transmutated soul. I suppose it was because of their speed and freedom. All

      hares run wild; rabbits live in warrens. The Easter Bunny is actually the Easter Hare. Take the phrase, ‘mad as a March hare’. That refers to the new season coming in, the activity

      of spring. There are so many Christian holidays that are celebrated where there was previously a pagan feast. Easter is one of them; originally it was a hare feast. Christmas has been put where

      the Beltane feast was. At Christmas you set up a Christmas tree because that was what the goddess Hera worshipped. Mistletoe is purely Druidic – it relates to the Golden Bough. My God,

      when you decorate your home for Christmas you are using nearly every pagan symbol there is. The Christian harvest celebration, or Thanksgiving, is a continuation of a far

      older feast, similar to the Inca or Egyptian feasts, also done in Europe, like the Skinning of the Goddess. Haven’t you ever wondered why all priests, and not only Catholic ones, wear

      women’s clothes? What we hoped would fascinate people was not that they would think the things which happen on Summerisle are still going on in Europe, but that they would recognize an

      awful lot of these things as sort of little echoes from either childhood stories and nursery rhymes or from things they do at various times of the year.


    


  




  The researches touched also on other pre-Christian symbols and practices; for instance, the Morisco dance-drama which the Summerisle villagers enact as they parade from town to

  beach, one of the oldest folk traditions in the British Isles. The Green Man, chosen as the name of Summerisle’s inn, had been a defining pagan symbol, a tree so fecund it had come to life in

  human form. The sweets in May Morrison’s shop window; the Maypole dance and the teachings of Miss Rose on the Toad Stone and the Hag Stone; the idea of the transmutation of souls; the

  children who ‘carry death out of the village’; all these details and many others came straight from the pages of The Golden Bough. Hardy presented this ‘decoration’

  to Shaffer and the writer set to work. At least, this is Shaffer’s version, and the one which sounds most likely; Hardy, however, claims that he took the basic plot outline that he and

  Shaffer had created, wove in his pagan researches and wrote the result up in novel form, from which Shaffer abstracted the screenplay.




  Shaffer, of course, denied this. Well, firstly he required a small amount of medical assistance. And then he denied it.




 


 







  Chapter 2




  LONDON: In which Michael Winner furthers his inestimable contribution to the British film industry, and Christopher Lee realizes the previous twenty

  years may have been a waste of time




  By the late 1990s it was clear Shaffer had developed a markedly jaundiced view of his former collaborator. In the years since the film’s making Hardy had written novels and stage musicals,

  directed, ducked and dived but never with the success that would have distinguished him as anything other than the director of The Wicker Man. This, in its turn, only fed Shaffer’s

  antipathy. Hardy, he felt, had begun to ramp up in the increasing media coverage of the Wicker Man cult his own centrality within the film’s genesis and popularity, and to overstate

  the creative role he had played.




  The former advertising partners had metamorphosed into film industry equivalents of Shaffer’s creations Sergeant Neil Howie and Lord Summerisle, schismatically, implacably opposed. But

  division and discomfort had lain at the heart of The Wicker Man since the moment of its first inception. The film started as it meant to go on; strangely. And in its beginning, we find a

  resentment which has simmered for more than three decades. It’s a beginning which one man, by name David Pinner, believes destroys the common assumption that The Wicker Man was the

  fruit of Anthony Shaffer’s literary brilliance solely; a beginning in which appears for the first time the bad seeds that were later to bloom so malignantly.




  In a roundabout fashion, the story of The Wicker Man begins, as do so many curious episodes in the annals of British cinema, with Michael Winner, the disagreeably forthright film director

  whose reputation, such as it is, rests on the bloodthirsty Death Wish franchise. In the mid-1960s, Winner was well into his career and nurturing an acquaintance with one

  David Pinner, a promising actor who had trained at RADA and appeared on the West End stage before moving towards playwriting. Pinner had already penned thirteen works, including one,

  Fanghorn, banned by the Lord Chamberlain for its excessive sex and unsavoury language.




  His newest work, however, a three-page film treatment, was a departure. It was a fusion of Agatha Christie and the occult novelist Dennis Wheatley, in which a teenage girl meets a mysterious

  death in an isolated Cornish village. The treatment was passed to Winner, who liked the idea sufficiently to offer Pinner £300 for the rights, with the intention that the writer develop it at

  a later date into a full-length movie script.




  At this point, Jonathan Clowes, the renowned literary agent who represented Pinner, stepped in; he felt the idea was too strong to be risked in the fickle world of film production and should be

  fleshed out as a novel. Pinner was currently appearing as the detective in The Mousetrap. Much of the book was written in his dressing room at the Ambassador’s Theatre. After seven

  weeks of work, Pinner delivered the manuscript of the novel, entitled Ritual, to his agent, and the book was sold to a major publishing house. It was published in 1967, when Pinner was

  twenty-seven. Today, he claims his book was the true starting point of The Wicker Man. From the book’s dust-jacket synopsis the parallels certainly seem striking:




  

    

      A child lies dead in a Cornish village. The circumstances point to a ritual murder. From London a policeman, Detective Inspector David Hanlin, is sent to investigate. Thorn

      is the archetypal village of fiction, with squire, vicar, tradesmen and the familiar gang of village children. But it has sinister erotic undertones; murmurs of witchcraft; whispers of occult

      happenings; a Midsummer Eve ritual that stems from a remote pagan past. What is the connection between the murders (there is another death) and the secret life of the village? As observed by

      Hanlin, the events following Dian’s death are confusing, treacherous and sinister, always sinister. Can it be that they take on a special significance for Hanlin, that the evil lies in

      the eye of the beholder?




      David Pinner has written a haunting and most unusual first novel. He has taken the basic elements of the village police investigation, of the occult and

      witchcraft novel, and made from them something original; with humour and irony he has created a small claustrophobic world, at the heart of which something akin to madness lies.


    


  




  The novel enjoyed modest success, eventually going into paperback, published by Arrow in 1968, while interest in Ritual as a film project continued; Clowes sold an

  option to the actor David Warner, known later for his appearances in The Omen and Titanic, then, when Warner’s option expired, to John Hurt, later to become star of David

  Lynch’s The Elephant Man. ‘I believe another screenplay of Ritual was written during these years but I can’t remember who wrote it. If memory serves, it was much

  closer to my novel than The Wicker Man,’ remembers Pinner.




  When Hurt’s interest dwindled, the undaunted Jonathan Clowes arranged a dinner for himself, Pinner and Christopher Lee. It was now 1971. The latter had found himself in a career

  cul-de-sac, unable, after seven Dracula films for Hammer, to break free of his association with the cardboard castles and succulent cleavages of Hammer horror. ‘At the age of fifty, I took

  the firm decision to Draculate no more,’ wrote Lee in his autobiography, Tall, Dark and Gruesome. ‘The deciding factors were Dracula AD 1972 and

  The Satanic Rites of Dracula. The former . . . was just about bearable, with strong misgivings. But with the other one, originally titled Dracula is Dead but Alive and Living in

  London, I reached my irrevocable full stop.’ (Lee did go on to make later El Umbraculo, a Spanish surrealist version, however.)




  Shaffer and Lee had met when the latter expressed an interest in Shaffer’s play Absolution. That film wasn’t made until 1978. In the meantime, the two became friends.

  ‘Christopher had come to me,’ recalled Anthony Shaffer, ‘and said, I’m very unhappy, I want to do a film without women who look like Barbara Windsor running up and down

  papier-mâché corridors screaming, without the contact lenses and the snappers. He wanted to do something more manly, with more originality. Curiously, he didn’t

  do as many Dracula films as most people imagine. The first one, of course, was marvellous. But they’d become rather silly and they were obscuring under all that make-up someone who was

  actually a wonderful actor. I knew Chris would be a major plus for any film project. So I told him I’d write him an intelligent horror film if I could.’




  Shaffer went on the hunt for a property. He came across Ritual, thought it interesting and suggested to Lee it might be adapted successfully. In his autobiography, Lee remembers the

  process differently, claiming his involvement arose when Shaffer approached him to help secure backing for a film version of Ritual, at which he introduced the author to a Canadian

  independent producer in his mid-twenties, Peter Snell. (Actually, Shaffer and Snell were already acquainted, through a mutual agent friend.)




  Whatever the sequence, Shaffer, Lee and Snell found themselves yoked together with a film to make and a novel on which to base it. Each chipped in £5,000 and the rights to Ritual

  were secured. The consortium was the third party in four years to have owned it.




  Shaffer set to work, despite feeling that adapting another’s work was essentially ‘a mug’s game’. He ran quickly into difficulties. ‘When I started to look at the

  thing closely,’ Shaffer remembered, ‘I realized it wasn’t all that I had hoped. There were serious flaws in the construction; the philosophy of the piece was rather vague; there

  was a lot of nonsense involving butterflies fluttering by. Added to which, the actual events of the novel weren’t exciting enough. So I had to put my hand up to Peter and Christopher and say,

  Sorry, boys, I made a mistake, here’s your money back.’




  (Later, Paul Giovanni, who masterminded The Wicker Man’s soundtrack, would be less charitable: ‘The novel was bad, a fifth-rate piece of work, a bare, unrealized sketch of an

  idea that only hinted at the things that would later become The Wicker Man,’ he told Cinefantastique.)




  With Sleuth breaking records on Broadway, however, Lee and Snell knew any project involving Shaffer stood a good chance of going the distance, so there came an informal understanding that

  the failure of Ritual was a hiatus rather than a terminus in the trio’s working relationship. And so, of course, it proved, when The Wicker Man went into

  production the following year.




  But the trio were mistaken if they thought their hands had been washed of David Pinner and Ritual. With his £15,000 in the bank, Pinner presumed the project was going ahead; the news

  that Shaffer’s forthcoming script concerned pagan frolics in a remote rural setting merely underlined this. When he laid hands on a copy of The Wicker Man screenplay, however, he was

  shocked: ‘I had two main areas of disagreement,’ he says. ‘Ritual was blackly, ironically humorous, and there was little or no humour in The Wicker Man. Second, the

  ending of The Wicker Man was very different from the end of my novel. But the details of ritual and cult in my novel must have been The Wicker Man’s original source.




  ‘The relationship between the children and the grown-ups in both Ritual and The Wicker Man are parallel, as are the implied sexual and ritual relationship between the

  children and the grown-ups. There is also much in common in the mood of the two pieces.’




  Pinner felt the film ‘did not reflect my book sufficiently’ and requested his name be removed from the film’s credits, a claim which both amused and angered Anthony Shaffer. He

  maintained The Wicker Man was built from origins wholly distinct from Ritual, therefore there was no question of Pinner’s name appearing. Pinner remains adamant. His significant

  contribution has been written out of the film’s history: ‘The Wicker Man would not exist but for my novel. At the time I wrote Ritual, there was very little being written,

  other than Dennis Wheatley, on the subject of witchcraft, satanism and the occult; the Stephen Kings of this world come much later. In retrospect, I should have followed up Ritual with

  another novel on the same theme. I was the only novelist of my generation exploring that area.’




  As Ritual begins, in the village of Thorp an eight-year-old girl, Dian Spark, lies dead at the foot of the oak tree from which she has apparently fallen. Her neck is broken and in her

  hand she clutches a sprig of garlic. At her parents’ sweetshop, the news is taken badly. Dian’s friend Gilly is quizzed by the dead girl’s mother: ‘Did

  men – and you know what I mean – did they take her to a fire? Did they dance her?’ We are introduced to the cast of characters at the local bar, The Green Fingers In My Hair;

  among them Lawrence Cready, a camp actor, Squire Fenn, now a poverty-stricken eccentric, and Pastor White.




  From London arrives Detective Inspector David Hanlin, a tough-talking, no-nonsense, old-school cop who is never seen without his sunglasses. To Pastor White he quickly confesses his suspicion

  that the murder is connected to witchcraft. He moves through the village and his suspicion is confirmed by the nervous, furtive locals and their affection for occult practice. After encountering

  the dead girl’s sister, Anna, a lusty teenage harlot, Hanlin is drawn into a Midsummer’s Eve orgy on the beach, where a horse is sacrificed and hysteria descends, resulting in further

  murder. At the book’s conclusion, Hanlin is revealed as a schizophrenic whose affliction is triggered by exposure to the sun. He ends up in an asylum; he was the killer all along.




  Altogether, it is difficult to agree with Pinner’s belief that Ritual fed directly into The Wicker Man. Where the latter is dry and understated, Ritual is fruity and

  melodramatic, like an Agatha Christie mystery hybridized with Abigail’s Party, filled with stock characters and clunky exposition, yet irritatingly taken with its breathless stylistic

  tricks. There is no narrative arc, merely a sequence of sensational events piling up with little forward momentum. There is much overheated writing:




  

    

      ‘In the lightning name of Christ, I warned them!’ said Pastor White. ‘Who would dare, during my angelical reign, who would dare place a shrunken

      anthropoid’s head on my high altar? This is really removing Lucifer’s trousers! Get it out of God’s bedroom! Remove it! It defiles God’s sheets! Forgive my hysterical

      and lascivious imagery, O Lord! But remove it!’




      Ritual, P.32


    


  




  Nor is there substance in Pinner’s claim that the relationship between Hanlin and the children of Thorn is paralleled in The Wicker Man. Ritual

  makes much of these relationships, yet Howie only occasionally interacts with children (with Myrtle Morrison, then in the schoolhouse, finally when he instructs two girls to remove their animal

  masks) and there are certainly no ‘implied sexual and ritual implications’ in the encounters. Ritual’s climactic sacrifice is of a horse and is merely incidental to the

  plot; in The Wicker Man, the sacrifice is the defining (and titular) event. Pinner claims that ‘the opening of the movie is the same as the opening of the book’, which is

  patently nonsense, no matter which version of the film you consider. Neither is there any similarity between Hanlin and Howie; where Howie is stoical, Hanlin is as bolshy and go-getting as a bit

  player in The Sweeney.
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