

[image: Illustration]




 


 


David Hare has written over thirty stage plays and thirty screenplays for film and television. The plays include Plenty, Pravda (with Howard Brenton), The Secret Rapture, Racing Demon, Skylight, Amy’s View, The Blue Room, Via Dolorosa, Stuff Happens, The Absence of War, The Judas Kiss, The Red Barn, The Moderate Soprano, I’m Not Running and Beat the Devil. For cinema, he has written The Hours, The Reader, Damage, Denial, Wetherby and The White Crow among others, while his television films include Licking Hitler, the Worricker Trilogy, Collateral and Roadkill. In a millennial poll of the greatest plays of the twentieth century, five of the top hundred were his.
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INTRODUCTION


The editors at Faber and Faber talk to the author
about the films in this collection


You belong to that generation of playwrights for whom television was very important.


Very much so. Television was the medium in which everyone wanted to work. The British cinema – if you could even speak of such a thing – looked very impoverished next to television from the 1960s onwards. Indeed, most of us would have seen no artistic distinction between television film and cinema film. For instance, how could you even now write a history of the British cinema which didn’t mention Cathy Come Home or Up the Junction or The War Game or Going Gently or The Firm? These films – all made for television – are so superior to almost any domestic item you could see at your local Odeon that the words ‘feature film’ became more or less meaningless in Britain for about twenty years. Alan Clarke is now seen as one of the greatest British film directors, but he barely worked in the cinema at all.


Do those years – running perhaps roughly from the early 1960s to the mid-1980s – now seem like a golden age?


It’s not how it felt at the time. Even then, you had to argue for your work, and it wasn’t always easy to get your intentions past the BBC censors. There was an atmosphere of considerable suspicion. But at least it was then possible to work in television as a dramatically serious medium. And it was natural, having finished one television film, to think straight away about the next one. I’d directed my first TV film, Licking Hitler, for the producer David Rose in 1978, and he simply said, ‘Whenever you’ve got another, let me know.’ I rang him in April 1979 and by July we were shooting.


That simple?


Romantic comparisons have often been made between the best practices of the BBC in those years and the best practices of Hollywood in the 1930s.


Dreams of Leaving is a very enigmatic story, which I think Ian McEwan compared to an Eric Rohmer fable.


Yes. It’s that almost unknown thing: a British film about sex. How many are there? I mean, yes, of course, there are voyeuristic films, and there are films like Don’t Look Now which have specific sexual scenes of great brilliance. But it’s still a rarity to find any work at all whose mainspring is the crazy, driving need of one human being for another’s flesh. And when they come along – for instance, I adored Patrice Chereau’s recent film of the Hanif Kureishi novel Intimacy – then our newspaper critics go to great lengths not to be caught out liking them, for fear that being seen to like a film about sex might reveal something about themselves. Chereau, mind you, committed the double offence of being a foreigner making a film about Britain. Unforgivable.


Was the title yours? Dreams of Leaving?


As far as I know, I made it up. We did a search and it was new coinage. Unfortunately it was later appropriated by a novelist. There is no copyright in titles. There’s nothing you can do when it happens.


It’s a very beautiful title.


I was pleased with it. The most interesting reaction to the film came from an acquaintance who was furious with what she felt it was implying, and argued that the film was a product of the overprivileged. Yes of course, she said, people dream of leaving the situation they find themselves in. The rich and the spoilt in London may be able to indulge that dream, but most people can’t – for economic reasons. So to feed their desire to leave with images of longing is irresponsible, a sort of pornography.


How did you answer her?


I didn’t. It was how she felt.


You’d directed two films for television and then in 1985 you made Wetherby for the cinema. Why?


Oh, quite simply I went where David Rose went. So did a lot of people. There was a diaspora of talent from the BBC in the early 80s, partly, as I say, because everyone was so tired of the censorship – which was, in retrospect, a sort of inverted compliment. Bureaucrats interfered with drama because drama mattered. But also, more important, David Rose left the BBC and went to start the new Channel 4, offering film-makers the promise of a utopian arrangement for their work – a theatrical release followed by a television screening.


Wetherby won the Golden Bear at Berlin and features one of Vanessa Redgrave’s most complex and involving performances.


She’s an astonishing actor. The film is the story of a young man who commits suicide after insinuating himself into a dinner party at a somewhat lonely schoolteacher’s house. Vanessa pointed out, quite rightly, that my instincts as a film-maker were always to recreate the images of my childhood. She thought that I had even subconsciously designed her house to resemble the surface of the cinema of the 1950s. Her own impulses were all in the opposite direction – to drag the film away from the stylisation in my head towards a more realistic portrait of the North of England at the time. She’s a big fan of the real. This led to considerable debate between us. But I found in the cutting room she had the mark of all great screen actors: the more you pare their performance down, the more its essence reveals itself. The improvement was almost eerie. As I re-focused the narrative, I realised Vanessa had often been ahead of me. I would find in a particular gesture or intonation something which I hadn’t even known I wanted when I was on the floor, directing the film.


That’s bewildering.


Yes. But it’s the test of the really good ones. As you re-shape the film in the editing: they are there with you, giving you what you need.


Wetherby makes a claim, for which you were mocked by some Yorkshiremen, that an apparently ordinary life may contain what you called almost operatic drama.


People hate that claim.


Is it true the censor gave the film an X certificate in Britain and refused to say why?


No. It was more interesting than that. When we asked if there was a particular shot we could remove to avoid having an X certificate, the censor replied it was the film’s overwhelming sense of threat which had caused his decision, not a single image. Needless to say, we took this as a great compliment. You couldn’t put the film’s effect down to anything specific.


Did the reception afforded to Wetherby make it easy for you to go on to your next film?


Not at all. But my own stupidity was to blame. I’ve always taken special pleasure in choosing unpromising dramatic subjects and then trying to persuade the audience of their interest. I’ve written about the Chinese revolution, aid to the Third World, the Church of England, black propaganda in the Second World War – all sorts of unlikely things. This time I had the idea that the European parliament was interesting and I wrote a script about the EEC called The Butter Mountain. I loved the idea of professional politicians who were, effectively, powerless and who practised politics almost for its own sake. But I admit this may have been pushing my passion for unglamorous material one step too far. By the end of rewriting, the script had become Paris by Night.


A lot of people think Paris by Night is broken-backed. It’s half a traditional film noir thriller, and half a study of the ascendant new class of Thatcherite women. They complained that it should have been one or the other, and therefore it worked as neither.


For me, it’s a very simple, very traditional Manichean fable about a woman who buries something she’s done in the past, and it comes back to haunt her. Isn’t that the most familiar plot in literature? Hamlet? Macbeth? It’s always the buried murder. In literature, those to whom wrong is done commonly rise from the grave. The extravagant prosperity and arrogance of the Thatcher government involved a hidden murder which is now apparent to everyone. Has any reputation ever nose-dived as fast and as irrevocably as Margaret Thatcher’s? But it’s hard to remember that at the time the pretence was that the vestiges of mutual responsibility could be destroyed without damage. We now know not. The film says not.


You haven’t answered our question.


Well, certainly, the Americans didn’t feel it worked as a thriller, in spite of Roger Pratt’s wonderful visuals. At a preview in Seattle it was laughed off the screen, on what has been, so far, the most painful professional night of my life. The screening was so disastrous that the American financiers, who were never, let’s say, the most steadfast of men, tried to tear up their agreement to pay for the film. Legal battles followed, which meant that the film has never been seen in the US. They not only didn’t release it, they stopped anyone else from releasing it. When David Thomson subsequently wrote, in his Dictionary of Biographical Cinema, his very interesting article about my cinema output in the 1980s, then I had a number of letters from Americans inquiring where they might be able to see the missing third of that output. The answer is they will never see it, or at least not without a passport they won’t.


That must be very difficult and frustrating.


All film-makers have similar stories. It’s in the nature of the thing.


So Strapless, in 1988, was not just the last of these three films, it was actually the last feature film you directed.


From my own writing, yes. Another film, by the way, about sexual love, Strapless asks rather difficult questions about whether romantic love is an evasion of life, or an embrace. It concludes that it may very possibly be both. Strapless was also an early portrayal of the new, slightly desperate ethos of public service. Much of it is set in a hospital, and its central character is a woman of a kind in whom I’d become increasingly interested: the person who seeks no satisfaction in her work except that of the work itself. This discovery of people who wanted consciously to reject the dominant ethos of the day – my new heroes, as I think of them - led me into all the questions about service to the community and liberal values that I went on to explore in a trilogy of plays for the National Theatre.


Why did you stop making films?


Each film I made was less successful commercially than the previous one. At the time there was still a substantial audience for what used to be called the art-film. I don’t have the figures or dates anywhere near, but all three of these films ran for some length of time at Curzon cinemas in London –I mean, for months at a time. This is now inconceivable. A theatrical release has become little more than a two-week publicity tool for marketing videos. The audience for thoughtful cinema has shrunk alarmingly for two different reasons – first, because exhibitors have become so timid; but secondly, and just as important, because the audience for this kind of film has been starved of interesting material. Plainly it is still possible for serious, intelligent films like The English Patient or The Ice Storm to cross over to find a big audience, but only with the help of massive advertising campaigns, usually award-driven. The fact is, it happens less and less. It’s not an encouraging environment.


Are you saying you gave up because it was too hard?


No. My life changed as well, and as I got older I felt less willing to give up the huge amount of time you need to direct a feature film. I wanted to write as much as I could, and I could no longer contemplate losing the two or three years it now takes to see a film through from conception to home rental.


You made one more television film before you stopped.


Heading Home. The normal rule is: never go back. Because the Second World War and the period of austerity immediately after had provided me with the inspiration for Plenty and Licking Hitler, I had never imagined I would again write anything set in the 1940s. But there was something irresistible about trying to describe the very beginnings of post-war bohemia – a world of poets and crooks, freezing winters and dodgy landlords. By then I was working regularly with the producer Rick McCallum, who is now in charge of all the Star Wars films, and we both fell in love with this lyrical story about innocence used as a mask for deceit. It also provided the opportunity to work with the young and then unknown Stephen Dillane, and also with the young Gary Oldman, whose own later film Nil by Mouth is a brilliant tribute to the British film/television tradition I’ve been talking about.


What all these films have in common is extraordinary opportunities for, and extraordinary performances by, leading ladies. Your work will always be associated with these very rewarding parts for actresses like Kate Nelligan, Vanessa Redgrave, Judi Dench, Blair Brown, Bridget Fonda, Joely Richardson and Meryl Streep. On the continent, Charlotte Rampling is thought of as a fascinating British actor, but there are no other British films built around her.


Well, you could say the history of world cinema is the history of its actresses. I can’t think of a lovelier or more luxurious way of spending two hours than going to see a film with Rita Hayworth or Gena Rowlands or Carole Lombard or Arletty or Giulietta Masina or Anna Magnani or, nowadays, people like Rachel Griffiths and Cate Blanchett and Nicole Kidman and Toni Collette. They get me straight into the cinema. I feel very strongly that the whole point of celluloid was that it was the twentieth century’s new democratic art form. Its potency and power came from the fact that it could show what was actually there. And what was there, unregarded, were women.




Wetherby
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CREDITS


Under the credits the sound of a conversation slowly drifts in, and then under it is established the sound of a crowded place. Their talk overlaps.


JEAN (voice over) Nixon? Yes.


STANLEY (voice over) Yes? You remember.


JEAN (voice over) Of course I remember.


STANLEY (voice over) It’s funny how many people forget.


JEAN (voice over) Nobody forgets Nixon. And it wasn’t so long ago.


STANLEY (voice over) Ten years.


JEAN (voice over) Already? My God.


STANLEY (voice over) What was happening in Wetherby ten years ago?


A silence.


He was a distinguished member of my own profession.


JEAN (voice over) What? Liar?


STANLEY (voice over) No, not liar. Solicitor. Well, lawyer. He trained as a lawyer.


JEAN (voice over) Liar or lawyer?


STANLEY (voice over) Is there a difference? I wonder, have you got time for another drink?


INT. PUB. DAY


Continuation. There is a sudden silence, and the picture arrives. In intense close-up. We are looking at Jean, a thin woman with grey hair, in her late forties. A cigarette burns in front of her. Across from her is Stanley, a rumpled, baggy, instantly likeable figure in a sports jacket with a check shirt and a tie. Through an archway at the back of the shot we can detect that we are in a pub. Light falls sideways, in great shafts, into the bar. But we are in the deserted restaurant.


STANLEY Wouldn’t it be marvellous if Nixon walked in now? Right now. You just can’t help it, it would cheer everyone up. He laughs. At the door of the pub a dog scampers in and is chased out. Farmers stand drinking at the bar in wellington boots.


JEAN Oh God, Stanley, you and I have lived in this town for too long.
Stanley looks at her, then he looks down. There is a sudden seriousness in his manner. Jean looks away, then he shrugs.
You know the best thing about Nixon, I’ll tell you . . .


STANLEY Shouldn’t you be getting back to school?


JEAN No, listen, I’ll tell you. The one Nixon story, all right? There is a call of ‘Time, gentlemen, please’ in the main bar, but Jean is leaning forward, intent.
When he first met Pat, she didn’t like him very much. So, after a bit, she said she didn’t want to go out with him any more. ‘Well,’ he said, ‘it breaks my heart, Pat, and I’ll only stop dating you on one condition.’ And she said, ‘What’s that?’ ‘That I can always be the chauffeur.’ So when she went out with other men, to the cinema, say, Nixon would drive them. He’d drive them to the cinema, they’d get out, they’d go in, her and her date, and Nixon would wait outside. He’d wait outside during the whole film with a packet of popcorn or a piece of chewing-gum. Then out they’d come and he’d drive them home. Now . . . I ask you . . . what does that tell you about Nixon? Stanley smiles.


STANLEY Jean . . . I ask you . . . what does it tell you about Pat?


EXT. JEAN’S HOUSE. NIGHT


A perfect Yorkshire farmhouse, rather dilapidated, set in the crook of a hill. Lights burning at its windows. Outside, a wild but tended garden. Old garden furniture, abandoned bicycles. An image of run-down serenity.


INT. JEAN’S HOUSE. NIGHT


Inside there is a dinner party going on at a big wooden table, which is at the centre of the kitchen-cum-dining room which takes up most of the farmhouse’s ground floor. Everyone at the table, save one person, is in their late forties or early fifties. They are all at their ease, with the dimmed lights, the emptied casserole dish, the green salad and cheese, the very many bottles of red and white wine.


JEAN If you want to be loved in life, there’s no use in having opinions.


VERITY I think you’re right.


JEAN Who loves people who have opinions? The people who get loved are the people who are easy. Easy to get along with.


ROGER Jean . . .


STANLEY Have we lost the corkscrew? I can’t do the bloody thing.
Stanley is standing, hopelessly trying to open another bottle of wine. Roger and Verity are looking at each other in the meaningful way of couples at dinner parties. Roger is a pedantic, meticulous man in his forties, in grey flannels and a sports jacket. Verity is a forthright woman, slightly overdressed for the occasion, a natural member of the Geoffrey Boycott supporters’ club. Marcia is a warm and funny woman in her forties, naturally good-humoured and outgoing, a touch insensitive. She has taken up Jean’s point at the other end of the table.


MARCIA There’s a new girl at work, at the library, the sort of girl men fall for, vacant. . .


JEAN Cool.


MARCIA Distant, that’s right. She doesn’t really have a personality, she just has a way of suggesting to men that she’ll be whatever they want her to be. Not a person, not a real person …
Roger smiles, easy, thinking he understands.


ROGER What’s she done, this girl?


MARCIA Well, I’ll tell you . . .


ROGER Just been this thing you object to, or has she done anything wrong yet?


MARCIA She exists.


MORGAN She’s young.
This is the first time Morgan has spoken. He sits, younger and less drunk than the others. He is only twenty-five, in corduroys. He is heavy, self-contained, slow.


MARCIA Yes, if you like. She’s young. So . . .


MORGAN It’s an offence.


MARCIA But there’s no . . . (as she searches for the word, she becomes suddenly passionate) her . . . nothing which is her. I look at the young – truly – and I am mystified. Want nothing. Need nothing. Have no ambitions. Get married, have children, get a mortage. A hundred thousand years of human evolution, brontosaurus, tyrannosaurus, man. And the sum ambition? Two-up two-down in the West Riding of Yorkshire, on a custombuilt estate of brick and glass. (She addresses the whole table, which is now stilled) That isn’t right, is it? Can anyone tell me? Roger smiles, still cool.


ROGER She’s young. That’s all you’re saying. She’s young.
At once a large drop of water splashes on the table from the ceiling, right in front of him. Jean giggles and looks up.


JEAN Oh God.


INT. LANDING. NIGHT


Morgan, with a torch, coming down the stepladder that leads to the attic. Jean is watching from the landing. The sound of the dinner going on in the distance. Morgan stops on the ladder.


MORGAN I think it’s fixed.


JEAN Thank you.
Morgan is still a moment.
A slate fell in the night. I was frightened to go up there.


MORGAN It’s all right.
He stands quite still on the ladder.
Shall we go down?


INT. CORRIDOR. NIGHT


Jean moving very quickly now along the darkened corridor that leads to the dining room from the bottom of the stairs. Morgan, by contrast, comes much more slowly, dawdling slightly on the stairs.


INT. LIVING ROOM. NIGHT


Jean comes out of the darkness and into the dinner party. She is now wearing grey flannel trousers. She walks past the chattering table and goes to get coffee from the stove. Morgan slips back quietly to his place. Roger looks across to where Jean is now standing. He looks at her a moment, thoughtfully.


INT. SCHOOL. DAY


A bright and cheerful nineteenth-century schoolroom. Wooden desks and chairs in deep brown. Jean standing, addressing a mixed-sex class, very attentive. They are all about sixteen.


JEAN Whether our faces show. This is the question.
Pause. There is a moment for them to think about it.
We read a face. We look at a face, let’s say, and into that face all sorts of things we claim to read. Mary here . . .
We look at a girl in the front row.
Or John . . .
We look at John. Earnest, with ears that stick out and low eyebrows.
. . . whose face is sly. His face is sly. His features are sly. Is John a sly boy?


BOY He’s sly all right.


JOHN I’m not a sly boy.
The children all laugh or smile. John smiles too.


JEAN Do we become the way we look? Or do we look the way we really are?
We look at Suzie Bannerman, a girl sitting at the back. She is fresh-faced, very attractive and assured. She is fifteen. The bell rings.
Right, everyone, that’s it. That was meant to be English.
The class begins to talk and leave. But we stay on Suzie. She gets up and starts to walk down to Jean at the front. Jean is murmuring to herself.
‘There’s no art. . . to find the mind’s construction in the face . . .’


SUZIE Miss Travers? I wondered . . . do you have time for a chat?


INT. CLASSROOM. DAY


Suzie and Jean are sitting opposite each other in the now deserted classroom. They are both at school desks.


SUZIE Miss Travers, do you think there’s any point in my going on in the sixth form?


JEAN Of course. Don’t be silly. What makes you say that?


SUZIE Well, it’s just . . . whatever you do, you seem to end up unemployed.


JEAN Not everyone. But I do know what you mean.


SUZIE YOU get a university degree, like in French, then what? Maybe you get to be a secretary. And that’s if you’re lucky. Honestly, I have really thought about it. I don’t really think it’s worth it, you see.


JEAN That’s not what education is, though, Suzie. If you’re always thinking, I must use my education for a career, then you’re already thinking about education in the wrong way. Education is a thing in itself, a way of fulfilling your potential, of looking for ways of thinking, ways which, if you’re lucky, will help you not just in your career, but in your whole life.


SUZIE What ways?


JEAN Well, ways of being ordered, I suppose. Having some discipline in the way you think. Not always being bull-headed, learning not to rush into things.


SUZIE Do you think uneducated people do that?


JEAN Well, I don’t. No, not necessarily. I mean, sometimes. SUZIE Are they inferior for not knowing how to think?


JEAN NO, of course not.
Jean smiles, on the spot. Suzie’s questions have no side.


SUZIE But if you have something . . . what you call a way of thinking, which they don’t, surely you’re saying you’re superior?


JEAN No, Suzie, of course I wouldn’t say that.


SUZIE What then?


JEAN Different.


SUZIE Better or worse?


EXT./INT. JEAN’S HOUSE. DAY


Jean’s house from outside in the early-evening sunshine. Jean is working, correcting exercise books. We hold the shot, as if seeing it from someone’s point of view. Now Jean looks up from her work and finds Morgan standing there. She is at once tense. He is holding a brace of pheasant.


MORGAN I brought you some pheasant.
She doesn’t move. She just stares at him.
Am I disturbing you?


JEAN No.
She takes the schoolbooks she is correcting and closes them, then puts them in a neat pile on the table. She lines her pencil up beside them. Then she gets up.
Come in. I’ll make you some tea.
She goes into the kitchen.


INT. KITCHEN. DAY


Jean goes across to the stove. She fills the kettle and puts it on the Aga. It is as if she is relieved to have something to do. He moves across to the table, and puts the pheasants down. Then he lifts the corner of the schoolbooks, as if to look inside the top one. There is a silence, as she looks out the window.


JEAN I love the slow evenings, once the summer begins to come.
It doesn’t get dark until eight.
Morgan watches her. She turns, smiling.
Are you staying with Marcia long?


MORGAN No. I don’t know Marcia.


JEAN What? (looking amazed) But you said . . .


MORGAN What?


JEAN When you came to dinner . . .


MORGAN I met her on the doorstep.


JEAN Who invited you?


MORGAN No one.
Jean almost begins to laugh.


JEAN What are you . . . what are you saying? I don’t believe this. Are you saying . . .?


INT. JEAN’S HOUSE. NIGHT


Flashback. We see from inside the house as the small group of people arrives together at the door. Marcia and Stanley are greeting Jean.
Then Marcia introduces Morgan to Jean.


MORGAN (voice over) I met Marcia on the doorstep, I introduced myself.


INT. JEAN ’S HOUSE. DAY


The present. Jean is looking at Morgan, amazed.


JEAN I thought you came with her.


MORGAN No.
A pause.


JEAN It’s not possible.


INT. JEAN’S HOUSE. NIGHT


Flashback. We return to the scene as Jean reaches out her hand to greet Morgan. Marcia’s already going on ahead into the house. Stanley is behind.


MORGAN (voice over) Then I said ‘John Morgan’ and you shook my hand.


JEAN (voice over) Yes.
We catch Jean’s response to the handshake.
Ah, hello, hello. You brought an extra.
But Marcia has already gone into the house, not hearing this.


INT. JEAN’S HOUSE. DAY


The present. Morgan and Jean are now staring at each other. Morgan speaks quietly.


MORGAN And you accepted me.


INT. JEAN’S HOUSE. NIGHT


Flashback. Jean moves round the warm, candlelit table, laying some knives and forks by the already set places. Roger and Verity are in nearby armchairs.


JEAN I’ll lay an extra place.
She looks across. Morgan smiles.


MORGAN Thank you.


INT. JEAN ’S HOUSE. DAY


The present. Jean is staring at him, a more serious worry now in her voice.


JEAN Absurd! It’s impossible!


MORGAN NO.
He looks at her a moment, then takes a revolver out of his pocket and puts the end of it in his mouth. He blows his brains out. His skull explodes across the room.


EXT. JEAN’S HOUSE. DAY


Briefly, Jean’s house seen from outside. The sound of a great cry from inside.


JEAN (out of vision) No! No!


INT. AIRPLANE. NIGHT


At once flashback to 1953. We are inside a troop carrier. Rugs are laid out on the floor. The airplane is darkened, silent, but for the two people making love, naked on the floor. The Young Jean Travers is stretched out, her head against the metal. Jim is twenty-two, passionate. They are both sweating. We watch them, close in.


YOUNG JEAN Yes! Yes!


JIM No! Don’t let me . . . no!


YOUNG JEAN Yes!


JIM No!


YOUNG JEAN No, you mean, yes . . .


JIM I mean yes. Yes!


EXT. AIRFIELD. NIGHT


Flashback, 1953. The darkened airfield. A wide flat space. The windsock billowing in the night. Beyond, the great hangar. The moon.


INT. AIRPLANE. NIGHT


Flashback, 1953. In the plane, they are now lying in each other’s arms. A rug covers them.


YOUNG JEAN Let me see . . . let me look at you.
She lifts the rug to look at his naked body. Then she lifts her head and looks him full in the face.


INT. AIRPLANE. NIGHT


Later. Young Jean is sitting along the side of the plane. She has a blanket wrapped round her. She is on the benches where the troops sit to be flown out. She has a pack of cigarettes and a lighter. She lights a cigarette.


JIM You’re not meant to.


YOUNG JEAN I know.
In the cockpit Jim sits naked in the pilot’s seat.
Do you fly these?


JIM Not a chance. Engine fitters don’t get to fly. It’s three years before you get to go on a flying course. Longer, maybe. And then not one of these.


YOUNG JEAN Really?


JIM They take the troops out in these. To the jungle.


YOUNG JEAN Ah.


JIM To the war. You come down seven times before you get to Malaya. It takes over a week. By the time you get there, you know you’ve been travelling.


YOUNG JEAN I’m sure.
A pause.
Did you know . . . did you realise you might have to fight when you joined?


JIM You’re an airman, you want to fly. You’re a soldier, you want to fight. Not much point else.


YOUNG JEAN No.


JIM I’ll walk you home.


EXT. AIRFIELD. NIGHT


Flashback, 1953. Jim shooting the bolt on the outside of the door. He shoots another. Then a padlock, which clicks. He turns and smiles at Young Jean who is standing nervously on one side. They are dwarfed by the enormous tin wall of the hangar. They begin to walk along the tarmac path. As they pass the mess, we see in the steamed-up windows to a brightly lit room full of airmen, drinking and singing. As they are about to pass, the door bursts open, and crashing through comes an Airman, who falls to the ground, followed by others, all holding pints.


AIRMEN Make him drink it! Make him drink it!
The Airman on the ground protests. Instinctively Jim reaches for Jean, touching her arm, covering her.


YOUNG JEAN It’s all right.
They pass on. The Airmen become distant figures, forcing drink down the man’s throat as he lies on the ground. Noises of protest and excitement, tiny figures in the vast night.


EXT. VILLAGE. NIGHT


Later. Jim and Young Jean walk through the village, which has a thirties feel to it – red-brick suburban. Lampposts. A car or two.


JIM Happen if I were killed, I’d still say, fine. I joined to fight. Didn’t have to. Could just have done National Service, tramped the parade ground. And we’re not even at war. Well, not properly at war. Half a war. Malaya’s half a war. (Smiles.) But I liked the idea.
They stop by Jean’s house. A semi in the style of all the others. A light is on upstairs.
Is your mum in bed?


YOUNG JEAN I think so.
Puts a hand on his chest, flat, just touching the material.
If she ever asks, we saw The Third Man.


INT. HOUSE. NIGHT


Flashback, 1953. Young Jean standing at the bottom of the stairs, looking up, listening. Then she goes into the small fifties kitchen. There is a larder, she reaches for a piece of cheese wrapped in greaseproof paper. She goes upstairs. On the landing she pauses, as she goes to the door of her room. She calls to her mother, unseen, in the other bedroom.


YOUNG JEAN Still awake?


JEAN’S MOTHER (from her bedroom) Yes. How was it?


YOUNG JEAN Good.


INT. JEAN’S ROOM. NIGHT


Young Jean turns on the light in her room. It is the plainest lower-middle-class bedroom. Simple desk, bed, chair. The desk is covered with books and papers. It is clear she is studying for an exam. She looks ruefully at the empty room. Then she calls:


YOUNG JEAN Orson Welles killed all these children, but then they shot him in a sewer in the end.
A pause.


JEAN’S MOTHER (from her bedroom) That ’s good.


YOUNG JEAN Yes. Goodnight.


INT. JEAN’S ROOM. NIGHT


A little later. We look at the top of the desk. The piece of cheese is sweating in its greaseproof paper. The surface of the desk is covered with exercise books. Young Jean ’ s hand as she pushes a couple of books aside. Underneath, a black diary with a clasp, which she opens. Good, neat handwriting. She takes a pen, about to make an entry.


YOUNG JEAN Never dreamt, never thought any such happiness possible. Hiding in the dark, loving a man in the dark.
Although she is very quiet, she now makes a small eye movement in the direction of her mother’s room. Her pen is poised.
Never knew any such happiness possible at all.


EXT. LANE. EVENING


The present. A single police car travelling along a country lane. Like a mirage, silent, serene.


EXT. JEAN’S HOUSE. EVENING


The police car coming up the short drive to the house. Outside there are three or four other police cars and an ambulance. The car gets near and stops. Mike Langdon gets out. He is almost forty, with a moustache. He is in plain clothes. He looks towards the door where a workman is taking a lock off the door and putting a new one on. As Langdon moves towards the door he pauses a moment, taking in his breath. As he does, he catches the eye of a young policewoman, a sharp-featured blonde girl of about twenty-three.


LANGDON How bad is it?
The Policewoman doesn’t reply.


INT. JEAN’S HOUSE. EVENING


Langdon comes into the room where four or five people are working in silence, clearing up all the furniture which has had to be moved. Morgan’s body is still there. A police doctor is examining it. A Policeman in uniform unwraps a piece of lint and shows Langdon the gun. Langdon nods. Then the policeman takes it away and almost at once from the other side another policeman holds up a plain snap of John Morgan. It is the simplest student mugshot.


LANGDON Why did he do it?


POLICEMAN Depressed, I suppose.


LANGDON Why did he do it in here?


INT. JEAN’S HOUSE. EVENING


The room much quieter now. Only the sharp-featured Policewoman stands where Jean stood earlier. A young policeman sits where Morgan once was. By the wall, a group of uniformed policemen and a police photographer, watching with Langdon. The policewoman stares out the window.


POLICEWOMAN ‘I love the warm evening.’ Something. Tea. (Reaches for the teapot.) ‘It doesn’t get dark until eight.’ (Turns and faces the young policeman.) ‘How long are you staying with Marcia?’


YOUNG POLICEMAN ‘I’m not.’


POLICEWOMAN Shock. Move towards him.
She does.
‘What d’you mean?’


YOUNG POLICEMAN He explains.


POLICEWOMAN ‘Unbelievable!’
The young Policeman reaches into his right pocket.


YOUNG POLICEMAN Right pocket.
He mimes getting a gun out. He then sticks the two fingers of his hand into his mouth. Mike Langdon watching this. Then the young Policeman and the Policewoman both look to the floor.
That’s it.


EXT. GARDEN. NIGHT


Mike Langdon sits alone now in the deserted garden of Jean’s house.
He is stretched out in a chair, looking to the house. He is thinking.
Then he gets up and goes back in.


INT. JEAN’S HOUSE. NIGHT


Langdon walks along the side of the kitchen, running his hand along the surface, thinking. The neat range of objects: the herbs, the olive oil, the garlic. The cookbook open at ‘Coq au vin’. Still thinking, he moves towards the other part of the room. On the mantelpiece, an invitation to a local amateur dramatic society. A school photo of Jean’s class. A photo of the house. A couple of candlesticks. A photo of Jean as a young girl, standing beside the young Marcia. He reaches towards it.


JEAN There seems little point . . .
Langdon reacts sharply, as in guilt. Jean has come into the room from the hallway and is standing in the door. She looks gaunt.


LANGDON My goodness, I’m sorry, you startled me.
Jean nods at the new lock on the door, where it is gleaming conspicuously. She goes over to it.


JEAN The new lock. The chances of the same thing happening twice. (Turns and looks at him.) And anyway, I let him in.
Langdon looks across the room at her.
Doesn’t matter how well locked up you are, at times you’re always going to have to let people in.
She looks at him a moment, then crosses the room and stoops down below him to switch on the electric fire.


LANGDON Are you all right?


JEAN Yes. I’ve been trying to sleep. As best I may.
Jean stops involuntarily, seeing something we do not see.


LANGDON Oh yes, I’m sorry. We don’t clean up afterwards. We just take the body away. It seems a bit callous, I know. But the thinking is, if we always had to clear up, the police would spend their whole life on their knees.
Pause.


JEAN How are you getting on?


LANGDON Well, we have something.
He moves away, the photo of Jean and Marcia still in his hand.
He was a student.


JEAN I see.


LANGDON Working for his doctorate at the University of Essex
He came to the town a few days ago and rented a room.


JEAN Are you a graduate yourself?


LANGDON Yes. A subject of much mirth. A graduate policeman. Smiles, waiting to see what her reaction will be.
This man wasn’t my generation. He was younger, he was only twenty-five. He came to research at the British Library down the road.
Jean has sat down. Langdon looks at her a moment.
A blankness. A central disfiguring blankness. That’s what people who knew him describe.
Jean nods slightly.


JEAN Yes . . . it’s true . . . I’ve been trying to remember. At dinner he said so little. Until late in the evening. He seemed already set on a path. (Smiles.) It’s funny, I mean, looking back, I took his being there for granted. Even now it doesn’t seem odd.


LANGDON Well, that’s right, I’ve often been out to dinner, and not been quite sure who somebody was.


JEAN No.


LANGDON Quite.
There’s a pause.
Though usually it’s different if you’re the hostess.
He waits for the reaction. But she says nothing.
Anyway, it turns out it wasn’t completely out of the blue. The day before he’d seen Marcia Pilborough. As you know, she works at the library . . .


JEAN Oh, I see.


LANGDON . . . and he’d gone up to her, they’d had a conversation.
He wanted to borrow a book. Afterwards we think he probably waited and started to follow her.


JEAN Ah, well. Yes. It begins to make sense.
Langdon looks at her a little nervously.


LANGDON Would you say . . . I mean these things are very difficult . . . would you say that Marcia was in any way a woman who was likely to have been deliberately provocative? I mean, is lying and brought him to dinner deliberately? Or as a joke?
For the first time Jean smiles very slightly.


JEAN I don’t want to be rude about Marcia – she’s my best friend – but I’m afraid I don’t think that possible at all.


EXT. RIVERSIDE. DAY


At once flashback (1953) to the sound of two girls as they walk together along a riverside, densely vegetated, the river running silver in the sun beside them. Young Marcia is plump, likeable, unpretentious. Her hair is permed. Young Jean walks beside her with a garland of daisies in her hand.


YOUNG JEAN And London, tell me, what would that be like?


YOUNG MARCIA London? Oh, wonderful, London would be wonderful. Just totally different. Not like Wetherby in any way.
Jean puts the garland on Marcia’s head. Marcia laughs. They embrace.


YOUNG JEAN Hold on, look, you look lovely.


YOUNG MARCIA Really?


YOUNG JEAN Yes.


YOUNG MARCIA I can’t go back into town like this.


YOUNG JEAN Why not?
They smile and carry on walking.


YOUNG MARCIA It’s so exciting, the idea of living in a great city. People say, oh, cities are so anonymous. But that’s what’s so good about them. Nobody knows who you are.
Jean takes a sideways glance at her.


YOUNG JEAN Marcia . . .


YOUNG MARCIA Don’t you long to get out?


YOUNG JEAN Marcia, I’m . . .


YOUNG MARCIA What?


YOUNG JEAN I’m seeing an airman.


YOUNG MARCIA Cripes! Are you serious? Does your mum know?
Jean looks down.
I’m seeing a soldier.
They burst out laughing.
Well, what on earth are we all meant to do?


INT. JEAN’S HOUSE. NIGHT


Flashback. The dinner party. The two women, Marcia and Jean, are embracing by the stove – thirty years on from the previous scene.


Behind them, people are talking. Jean has a glossy photo in her hand.


JEAN Oh, Marcia, thank you.


MARCIA I knew you’d like it.


JEAN When did you take it?
She holds it up. A picture of the house. Still, unchanging, beautiful. My house.
She moves across to the table where the guests are beginning to sit down. Stanley is in the middle of the room, looking round.
Look, everyone, what Marcia’s brought me. A picture of the house. Do you like it?
For the first time in this sequence we see Morgan. He is now sitting at the edge of the room, all by himself.


MORGAN It’s great.
Jean looks at him a moment, struck by his tone.


INT. JEAN’S ROOM. NIGHT


Flashback, 1953. The Young Jean making love to Jim. He is pressing her against the wall. She has her legs up around him. She is laughing. A single light is on at the desk, her books and papers lit.


YOUNG JEAN Jim, no, don’t, for goodness’ sake . . .
He presses further into her.
Goodness . . .
She laughs.


JIM Is this a party wall?
He presses twice more. Peals of laughter. She takes his head into her hands.


YOUNG JEAN Jim.


JIM What?


YOUNG JEAN Please, it’s undignified.


JIM Unladylike.
They smile. Very fond of each other.


YOUNG JEAN Yes.
The sound of a door opening downstairs. A key in the latch, the front door opening.
Jim, oh Lord, it’s my mother.


JIM What?


YOUNG JEAN Let me down.
He looks at her, presses her harder against the wall, holding her there, with his hands pressed against the wall.


JIM (quietly) I want to make love to you.


YOUNG JEAN Jim . . .
We are in very close. First on Jean, then on Jim as they look at each other without moving. There is a long stillness. Then the sound of lights being turned on downstairs. Then off. A creak on the stairs. Then movement, we stay on their faces. Jean’s Mother calls from outside.


JEAN’S MOTHER Jean, are you home?


YOUNG JEAN I’m home.


JEAN’S MOTHER IS there anything you need?


YOUNG JEAN No, no, I’m fine.
There is a silence, then the sound of another door opening and a light switch. The door closes. Jim’s face as he looks at Jean, both way above the situation, heightened, in love. Jean’s face. A slow cross-fade to:


INT. KITCHEN. NIGHT


The present. Moonlight falling through the window on to a totally cleaned-up, unreally tidy kitchen. The pair of pheasants lie in the foreground, rotting slightly. The photo of the house, now on the mantelpiece. Moonlight falling across it. A slow cross-fade to:


INT. BATHROOM. NIGHT


Jean lying in the bath. She is stretched out, naked. There is a slight ripple as she reaches for the ashtray beside the bath, to knock the ash off the end of the cigarette. Then she takes a drag.


INT. TRAIN. DAY


Flashback. The central aisle of a British Rail train careering fast through the countryside. It is full. Down the central aisle, a brown holdall on his back, comes Morgan, in a green anorak. He walks on down. He is looking for a seat. And yet he looks to neither one side nor the other.


EXT. STATION. DAY


Flashback. A small country station, just two platforms on either side of the rails. The train rushes through at enormous speed. It is briefly shaken by the passage, then is still. The danger has passed.


INT. BOARDING HOUSE. DAY


Flashback. Coming up the darkened stairs of a small boarding house, a Landlady is leading Morgan. Then they come to a landing and she opens the door. The room is florally decorated, with wallpaper of roses and a quilt with creepers and flowers on it. He goes in. She stands outside. Morgan looks at the cosy but desolate little room.


LANDLADY Do you know how long you’ll be staying?


MORGAN (closing the door) Oh . . . just a couple of days.
The Landlady goes. Morgan lifts his holdall on to the bed. He unzips it. He takes out a pair of pyjamas which he puts on the bed. Then he sets a pile of books on the dressing table. He puts down a fat file, his thesis. We see the title: ‘The Norman Village in the Thirteenth Century’. Then he reaches into the bottom of his holdall and takes out a gun. He goes to the window. It is covered by a thin pair of floral curtains. He draws one back. The window overlooks the town square in Wetherby. People are walking about, shopping, going about their work. They are predominantly middle-aged. Morgan looks down on them, the gun in his hand, the sniper thinking about possible targets. Some schoolchildren go by, an older woman.


EXT./INT. SQUARE. DAY


Flashback. From the square we look up to the first-floor window. Morgan standing at the window, the gun not visible, dark, to one side. The sniper in place.


INT. JEAN’S HOUSE. DAY


The present. Marcia is sitting quite still by herself in the kitchen. Then Stanley arrives with groceries in a brown-paper bag and she gets up to greet him and take them from him.


MARCIA Ah, well done, Stanley. Thank you.
She goes and puts them down on the kitchen slab.
(calling upstairs) Jean, we’ve got you some breakfast.


JEAN (out of vision) Thank you, Marcia. I’m just coming down.
Marcia nods at Stanley, who is holding the morning paper which he has picked up from the doormat.


MARCIA Take the paper, Stanley, hide it. (She calls upstairs again.)
We brought you bacon and eggs.
We glimpse the headline, ‘Mystery Suicide at Wetherby Woman’s House’.


STANLEY Why hide it? After all, she was there when it happened.


MARCIA Stanley, she doesn’t want to be reminded. Would you?
Jean has appeared from upstairs. She is standing in the doorway.
She is gaunt, sobered, changed. Marcia turns from the stove.
Good morning. No paper, I’m afraid. I think there’s a strike.
She turns to cook. Stanley, who is half-heartedly holding the paper behind his back, turns to Jean with a look of ‘What can you do?’ Jean goes to get a glass of water.


STANLEY All right?


JEAN Well, I’m not in the pink.


MARCIA I shouldn’t wonder.


STANLEY Did you sleep?


JEAN
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