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EXT: MAIN SE~SIDE STREET OF ULLWATER - DAY 

1i1e follow the r-.rogress of a postman as he walks down 
the main street distributing his letters to people 
who wait for him outside their houses. In two or 
three cases we notice in close up that one of the 
letters in a bundle are official police letters. 

a) A householder opens a parking fine. 

b) A Butcher opens a sununons for 
keeping meat in an insanitary manner. 

c) A lady publican opens a summons for 
late closing. 

All are signed Neil Howie, Sergeant West Highland 
Police. 

Camera cranes up as the postman walks on down the 
street and turns in to the police station. This 
angle allows us to see the lead grey rooves and 
white walls of the town, crowding down to the har
bour. 

INT: OUTER OFFICE POLICE STATION - DAY 

P.C. McTaggart stands behind the desk as the Post
man comes in prominently holding an unofficial, 
handwritten envelope. 

POSTMAN 
Morning Hugh. 

MCTAGGART 
Morning Postiel What have you 
got there? 

POSTMAN 
It's for his nibs. It's only 
fair I suppose, seeing I've been 
distributing his billetdoos all 
the morning. 

The camera moves into a close up of the letter 
which we note is addressed to Sergeant Howie West 
Highland Police Ullwater. The stamp is franked 
with an elaborate Apple over the words Summerisle 
Apples. 

POSTM.~ 
It's postmarked Summer Isle. Got 
a piece of skirt over there, I 
shouldn't wonder. 
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The Postman glances in the direction of a door marked 
Sergeant Howie, Private. 

MCTAGGART 
What him? The only woman in his 
life is the Virgin Mary. 

POST!W-1 
I thought he was going steady with 
Mary Bannock. 

MCTAGGART 
Steady's right. In two years 
he hasn't so much as tickled her 
fancy. 

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

POST~•1AN 
Poor old Mary. I don't know what 
she'E doing going around with him. 
When they're married she'll be on 
her knees in church more often 
than on her back in bed••• 

Conversation trails away. Sergeant Howie stands in 
the doorway of his office looking coldly at the two 
men. He is a well built, shortish Scot, neat and dour. 
The Postman takes his sheepish leave. 

POSTMAN 
Morning all. 

The door to the street closes behind him. McTaggart 
holds out the letter. 

i.'lCTAGGART 
· There's a letter for you, Sergeant. 

Howie moves slowly to the desk and takes the letter 
from Mc'I'aggart. In silence he returns to his own room 
closing the door. 

INT: HOWIE'S OFFICE - DAY 

Howie cuts open his letter, and sitting down, reads it 
through slowly_- He thinks for a moment, looks at it 
again, then rises and opens his door. 

HOWIE 
Hugh, come in here please. 
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INT: OUTER OFFICE - DJ.:.Y 

:_.-1cTaggart puts down hi.s papers and comes round the desk 
walking towards Sergeant Howie's room. 

5 INT: HONIE'S OFFICE - DAY 

McTaggart comes in and closes the door. Howie hands 
him the letter. 

HOWIE 
What do you make of that? 

M.cTaggart reads the letter aloud in a soft voice, edged 
with difficulty. 

MCTAGGART 
(reading} 

Dear Sergeant Howie, 
None of us have seen 

May Morrison's daughter Rowan, 
since last year. She's only 
twelve and has been missing from 
her home for many months. She 
couldn't have left the Island by 
herself, she's too young, and 
her mother won't say nothing 
about it·-- just to mind my own 
business. ~•-7ell I reckon it's 
all our business when a kid 
.disappears, that's why I'm 
writing you this letter. 

A.Child Lover. 
Summer Isle. 

F.S. I enclose a picture of 
Rowan Morrison. 

I-1cTaggart looks at the picture. We cut in to a close 
up of the photograph to see that twelve year old Rowan 
is stand~ng under some blossoming apple trees. 

HOWIE 
Well, what do you think? 

UCTAGGART 
Funny it's anonymous. 

HOWIE 
Just part of the good neighbour 
policy. Inform discreetly. 

MCTAGG1'~T 
Will you go? 
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H')':'1IE 
Certainly. I've been waiting 
for an opportunity to get over 
to Summer Isle. Have you ever 
been there? 

MCTAGGART 
No sarge. Don't know anyone 
who has either -- though I've 
eaten the famous apples of 
course. It's a bit odd isn't 
it? ••• I mean all that fruit. 

HOWIE 
It's odd alright. No cars. ~o 
telephones. No television. Ho 
law. I tried to land there once, 
but I was refused permission 
because I hadn't got a warrant, 
and had received no official 
complaint. 

MCTAGGAR'l' 
But surely ••• 

HOWIE 
It's private property. 
whole Island belongs to 
·summer Isle. 

I see. 
(pause) 

MC'rAGGART 

The 
Lord 

But now, of course, acting on 
information received .•• 

HOWIE 
Exactly. 

(bitterly) 
I bet they're running a three 
ringeu circus over ~~ere -- no 
licensing laws, dancing and 
boozing on Sundays ••• 

McTaggart grins despite himself. Howie notices. 

HOWIE 
{good humouredly) 

Oh I daresay it would suit a 
heathen hrute like you HcTaggart. 
But this is still a law abiding, 

(MORE) 

4 
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HO'>JIE {Contd) 
Christan country, however un
fashionable those words may be 
today, and they apply to Summer 
Isle whether it is privately owned 
or not. 

Howie consults a boat schedule, so named, pinned on the 
wall. 

HOt:'1IE 
H'm. There's no boat for a 
couple of weeks. I'll take the 
seaplane. 

He opens his door and walks through to the outer of.fice. 

6 INT~ OUTER OFFICE - DAY 

7· 

HOWIE 
I'll be back tomorrow night. 
And you'd better circulate the 
kid's description. You never 
know, someone might have brought 
her over here • 

MCTAGGART 
She's drowned, or fallen off a 
cliff, most like. 

HONIE 
Z-1ost like. But we 've got to know. 

MCTAGGART 
I suppose so. 

HOWIE 
(bitterly) 

. Missing since last year, and 
somaone 11 reckons it their 
business 1 "• 

He snorts and bangs out, taking his coat. 

EXT: HARBOUR OF ULLt,•7ATER - DAY 

Two fishermen lean on the harbour wall watching Howie 
being rowi~d out· to a moored seaplane. He climbs out 
on to the float and unmoors it. The rowboat pulls 
away towards us, the rower waving. Howie gives a 
short wave and enters the cockpit. 
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1st FISHEm-1AN 
Do you think he might be going 
for good? 

2nd FISHERHZ\N 
It always does to look on the 
bright side. 

6 

The engines of the plane swings to life and the sea
plane taxis away from us towards the mouth of the 
harbour. 

EXT: OUTSIDE HARBOUR ULLW2\'rER - DAY 

The seaplane gains 'speed and lifts off towards the 
West. 

EX'.r: :;rESTERi~ ISLES - DAY 
MONTAGE - POV HELICOPTER 

A long montage journey over the bald, barren humps of 
the t'ilestern Islands intersoersed with glittering bars 
of water fired by the sun.- T-Je see it all from Howie's 
point of view -- about 3000 feet. On one island a few 
sheep run before the plane, on others an occasional 
crofter looks up shielding his eyes. It is silent 
except for the muted noise of the plane and the sea 
birds, The whole archipelago is treeless and except 
for heather and gorse, vegetationless. The occupa
tions are sheep raising and fishing, and some of the 
islands have a few landing stages to accomodate the 
latter occupation, and the occasional packet boat. 
We pass a dozen such islands heading further and 
further Hest into the sun. Eventually we pass over 
a broader stretch of sea than we have previously seen, 
and find, out of sight of 0~1er islands, Summer Isle. 

10 INT: THE SEAPLANE - DAY 

Ho~_,;ie consults his map and noses the plane downwards 
towards Sum ... 11er Isle, three thousand below through 
trailing cloud which serves to mask our transference 
to a model shot. 

T).10DEL SHOT - su:.mER ISLE - DAY 

The approach to the island is a?parently ~;rough thin 
cloud from three thousand feet. They disperse to 
reveal an astonishing sun l.it scene. Around the 
coasts of Summer Isle the ap?roaches are if anything 
more unwelcome than anything 't·le have seen on the 
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journey. The cliffs are high and fierce, and the sea 
birds particularly savage in their chorus. As we pass 
over them the noise is deafening and deadly. But the 
centre of the island is one huge valley, and it is 
this which is astonishing. No terrain since Arcadia 
was ever so fecund. The meadm'ls are dense with spring 
field flowers, and everywhere, standing in long 
orderly ranks are fruit trees heavy with blossom -
apple and pear, plum and cherry, apricot and peach. 
h'aterfalls and streams glitter amongst the!n, and lend 
to the whole an air of rich fantasy such as that 
suggested by the early Silly Symphonies. 

INT: THE SEA PLANE - DAY 

Sergeant Howie looking at the scene cannot believe his 
eyes. 3is jaw literally drops open and·he shakes his 
head in bewilderment, as he tries to assure himself 
that he has not flown straight from the ·western Islands 
off the edge of the world into some mythical fecund 
time and place. He puts his plane into a steep cir
cular dive towa::-ds the harbour. 

EXT: THB Hl\RBOUR - smir~n ISLE - D:~Y . 

The seaplane comes down and lands in the harbour. It 
taxis alongside a buoy. The engines are cut and the 
agile Sergeant Howie jumps out onto a float and starts 
to make her fast to it. 

EXT: THE FLOAT OF THE SEAPLANE - DAY 

A close up of· Hm·lie as he finishes tying up the sea 
plane. H~ looks towards the island. 

15 EXT: HARBOUR - SU!-1HER ISLE - DAY 

16 

17 

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

EXT: THE FLOAT OF THE SEAPLl.1.NE - DAY 

Howie turns and takes a loud hailer out of the sea 
plane and addresses the people on the jetty. 

HONIE 
(loud hailer) 

~ want a dinghy please. 

EXT: HARBOUR - sur-n·-IER ISLE - DAY 

No one moves on the jetty. r-Je •:riden to include Howie in 
shot. 
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HOWIE 
(louder hailer) 

Did you hear me? I want a 
dinghy. 

The harbour master emerges from his shed and comes 
running along the jetty fastening up his uniform as 
he runs. 

HARBOUR MASTER 
(shouting through 
cupped hands) 

Hullo sir. Lost your bearings? 

HOWIE 
(loud hailer) 

I don't think so. This is Summer 
Isle, isn't it? 

HARBOUR HA.STER 
(shouting) 

Yes s.ir. 

HOWIE 
(loud hailer} 

Nell I'm right then. Send out 
a dinghy please. 

HARBOUR MASTER 
(shouting) 

I'm afraid it can't be done, sir. 
This is private property. You 
can't land here without written 
permission. 

HOWIE 
(loud hailer) 

I am a police officer. A 
complaint has been received 
from a resident of this island 
which needs to be investigated. 

HARBOUR BASTER 
(shouting) 

A complaint you say? 

. Hm,grE 
- (loud hailer) 

About a·missing child. That makes 
it a police matter on.or off 
private property. Send a boat 
please. 

8 
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There is a brief colloquy on the jetty, then a single 
figure detaches itself from b1e group and descends the 
steos to a boat moored to the wall. He casts off and 
heads towa:r;ds the sea plane. Ho·wie grins mirthlessly 
and turns to replace the loud hailer in the sea plane. 
There is a mix through to the next scene. 

EXT: HARBOUR JETTY - SUt•t~-!ER ISLE - DAY 

Howie disembarks from the row boat and ascends the steps 
towards the top of the jetty. A group of fishermen wait 
for him. 

HARBOUR MASTER 
Good day sir. I'm the Harbour 
Master. 

HOT'JIE 
Sergeant Howie. Nest Highland 
Police. 

HARBOUR !-1ASTER 
A missing child is always trouble. 

HOWIE 
Yes. For everybody. 

They inspect each other levelly. 

HARBOUR I·iASTER 
Perhaps you'd be so good as to 
explain matters to his Lordship. 
He's most particular who lands 
here. 

HONIE 
All in good time. Ne too have 
our own particularities. 

Howie produces the photograph of Rowan Morris.on. 

HOt'7IE 
Do you know her? Her name 
is Rowan I'1orrison • 

The Harbour Master takes the photograph and studies it. 

HARBOUR ~.ASTER 
No. I've never ~cen her before. 
You George? 

He passes it to an old fisherman. 
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FISHERi-lAN 
No. I can't say I have. 

10 

The photogr~ph is passed from hand to hand. Heads are 
shaken, we hear a chorus of "No's". 

HOHIE 
What are you telling me -
that this girl is not from 
t:1is island? 

Hostile or incurious stares greet his penetrating gaze. 

HARBOUR MASTER 
That's right. She's not from 
here. 

OLD FISHEPJ.1AN 
You get Horrisons on Lewis and 
a feu on t•1ull. I'd try over 
there. 

Howie produces t.,e letter and keeping his thumb over 
the absent signature, reads. 

H0~:1IE 
(reading) 

None of us h-ave seen May I.-lorrison's 
daughter Rowan since last year. 
She's only twelve and has -been 
missing from hom~ for many months. 

(normal voice) 
The mother 's name is Hay Iilorr ison 1 

Hi\RBOUR f:.1ASTER 
(laughing) 

Oh !-1ay ! ..• She quite slipped my 
mind. Yes, we 1ve got Hay here 
alrig!:"i: -- keeps the sweet shop 
just up t~e street there opposite 
t.'1e pub. 

HOWIE 
(cold) 

~1ay :~orrison? You're quite sure? 

HARBOUR r-iASTER 
( jovial) 

Of course. 

H0!'1IE 
I see. Thank you •. 
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He abruptly takes back his photograph which has been 
held by one of the fishermen, and puts it and the letter 
back in his pocket. Then turning his back on the group 
on the jetty, he starts u~ the steeply graded high 
street. They watch him go perhaps ten yards. Then the 
Harbour Haster shouts after him. 

HARBOUR M~STER 
But that's not her daughter. 

Howie turns slowly, looking do~,rn on the group of men, 
puzzled. 

OLD FISHERMAN 
No. That's not i.•1ay 's. 

HO:iIE 
'Nho is it then? 

Silence. Hm'lie turns away from them and continues up 
the steep high street which leads a,.-ray from the jetty 
into the town. His face is troubled. 

EXT: HIGH STREET - sm-mr:n ISLE Tmm - DAY 

A high shot of Howie walking up the high street. We 
note that tl1~ houses are whitewashed and that all 
paintwork is new and bright. Everytrhere there are 
windm1 boxes of spring flm-rers. A f~t.·1 prosperous 
looking islander!; are in evidence, some of them on 
bicycles. All stare curiously at Ho~·1ie as he makes 
his way up to Iiay Mo:r.rison' s shop. He comes up with 
the pub, and then looks across t.rie street to find the 
si•iee t shop. He strolls across towards it. 

EXT: MAY XIORRISON 'S S1'-1EET SHOP - DAY 

Howie stands lookina into tl1e old fashioned bow window 
of the shop. It is-full of magnificent chocolate 
hares an~ strange distended sugar babies. He looks 
up at the board over the windo•:1. It reads ?-1ay' s Tuck 
Shop. Opening tl1e door, he enters ~1e shop to the 
tinkle of a bell. · 

INT: MAY r-10RRISON' S SWEET SHOP - DAY 

In response to .the bell on the door, Mrs. !'1orrison 
comes through from her ~ack room parlour and stands 
behind ~~e counter. She is a buxom little person in· 
a flowered overall. Laughing eyes move in a rosy face. 
On the counter between her and the Sergeant stands a 
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display of more chocolate hares and sugar babies. 
Howie's attention is again caught by them. 

She nods. 

HONIE 
I like the rabbits. 

MRS • HORRISON 
Those are hares, ~ot silly old 
rabbi ts. Lovely i1arch hares. 
Can I help you? 

HOWIE 
It's Mrs. ~1orrison isn't it? 
Mrs. May Morrison? 

HOWIE 
I'm a police officer. 

MRS • i•IORRISON 
Oh Lor! Did vou come over in 
the aeroplane- I -;aw f l~ling round? 

HONIE 
That's right • 

. t-iRS • I-10RRISON 
:faat? Just to see :ne? 

HO!·TIE 
Well to check up on your daughter 
actually. i:·1e understand she's 
missing. 

l"iRS • I·-10RRISON 
Missing? My daughter? 

H01:-·7IE 
You do have a daughter don't you? 
This is her? 

12 

Howie pushes the photograph across the counter towards 
Mrs. ?lorrison. She picks it up and looks at it. 

MilS. MORRISON 
Never! 

Howie looks hard at her. Under his scrutiny she laughs 
suddenly, boisterously. 
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YiRS • r-10RRISON 
I tell you no. 

13 

There is sil.ence. From the next room ue hear a voice. 

UY!1TLE (VOICE OVER) 
.t-Iurnmy! 

Howie starts towards the door leading to the parlour. 
l11rs. !•lorrison, still laughing, puts her bulk in front 
of him. 

MRS. MORRISON 
! think you'd better come with me. 

She opens the door and leads the way into the parlour. 

INT; PARLOUR OF SWEET s:mP - DAY 

Mrs. Morrison enters followed by Sergeant Howie. 
Si tti;.1g at the table is a small girl of about six 
years old. She has a pad of drawing paper in front 
of her and a dozen pots of poster paint. 

MRS. MORRISON 
That's our Myrtle. She was six 
last birthday. Hot a bit like the 
girl in your·· photograph. She must 
be at least twelve or thirteen 
surely. 

HOW'IE 
Yes, but •.• Is s!1c your only 
child, 1-lrs. Morrison? 

. MRS. MORRISON 
Yes. Our onlv child I'm afraid. 
That's sad for her, and sad for 
us, isn't it? 

She gives Howie a sad-sweet smile: He turns away 
impatiently. 

MRS • MORRISON 
Say hullo, r1yrtle. This is 
Sergeant --

HOUIE 
Hm'lie. Hullo, ~-:yrtle. 

MYRTLE 
(gravely) 

Hm1 do you do. 
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She holds out her hand and they shake. 

From next door Ne hear the tinkle of the shop bell. 
Ho,-,ie holds. the door closed, keeping her in the parlour. 

HONIE 
l"irs. i-lorrison, from information 
that has come into my possessionf 
I h~ve reason to believe you have 
another daughter. 

.MRS. MOF'.RISON 
Do you now? Nell I shou1d know 
best about that, shouldn't I? 

I-IO'(l•TIE 
And that she is missing. 

!1:RS. MORRISON 
Do I look like a mother with a 
mis~dng daughter? Come now, 
yo~•re the policeman. 

HOWIE 
Nell no, but ••• 

MRS. HORRISOH 
But what ? . . . . 

HOWIE 
I have to investigate. 

; .. ms • ~-IORRISON 
Having come so far you mean? 

HOWIE, 
Please Mrs. Morrison ••• rt' s 
only t.--iat we have to follow up 
on information received. 

r1RS. 110:RR!SON 
From who? 

HOWIE 
I'm afraid I can't tell you that. 
It's probably some cran!c. After 
all if you tell me I-lyrtle is an 
only child ••• 

MRS • I•IORRISOI-1 
Of course s:1e is . 
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HOWIE 
Nell there you are ••• Would you 
have any objection if I talked 
to har for a moment? 

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

15 

Hm·lie smiles thinly and opens the door for her to pass 
through into the shop. ~lrs. Horrison smiles encourag
ingly at 'trnr daughter arid goes through the door. Howie 
closes it behind her and crosses to sit opposite Myrtle 
at the table. 

We now see that the child is doing a drawing of a 
hare ~-.1ith ht1ge ears and ':ihiskers which she is copying 
from a copper mould that has plainly been used to make 
the chocolate h~res. Sh~ looks up and hands Howie a 
dripping paint brush. 

MYRTLE 
H~re you are. You can fill in 
the ears in grey. 

Neat, clean Sergeant Hot-1ie is horrified to find his 
hand suddenly sticky with paint, and quickly takes the 
paint rc1.g to clean himself. Carefully he selects a 
clean brush and starts on the ears. 

H0,.1IE 
l•lyrtle , do you know Rowan? 

:!YRTLE 
Of course. 

Howie is. startled by the answer. 

You do? 

MYRTLE 
Course I do, silly. 

H0!·1IE 
1:faere is she now? 

!1YRTLE 
In the fields. She runs and plays 
all day. 
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HOT·!IE 
t•Jill she !)e back for tea? 

i-lYRTLE 
(laughing uproariously) 

Tea? She doesn't have tea. 

H0:'7IE 
Why not? Doesn't she like it? 

16 

Sh.e stops laughing abruptly and stares at him contemp
tuously. 

MYRTLE 
Hares don't have tea, silly. 

Hares! 

i'l.iYRTLE 
She's a hare. Rowan's a hare. 
She hds a lovely time. 

Ho,de sits t~1.understruck. The door to the shop opens 
and Hrs. r-1orrisort re-appeeirs. 

!-1RS • i-!ORRI SON 
Did I hear someone mention tea? 
You will stay won't you? 

HQi,JIE 
(slowly) 

Thank you. That's very kind. 

MRS. MO~RISON 
Not at all. It must be thirsty 
\•!ork, asking al_l those questions. 

iiOWIE 
Hrs. I1orrison, perhaps if you 
wouldn't mind -- I mean just so 
I can complete r:iy report -- may 
I tak~ a look round tJ1e house. 

URS. tlORRISON 
Of course you can. Only I don't 
suppose it's very tidy;. i".ly husband, 
like most· oj: yo1.2 me14 leaves every
thing to be cleared ftfter him. 

He goes through the door and ascends some steep stairs 
whici.1 lead to the bedrooms. Hrs. Ilorrison watches him 
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~•:ith thoughtful 2.rnuser.icnt for a moment,· then moves to 
the stove to put the kettle on. 

23 - INT: LANDING ABOVE Si'JEET SHOP - DAY 

Ho~·1ie reaches t~1e top of the stairs and is confronted 
with two doors one on each side of the landing. He 
opens the one on his left hand side first and enters. 

24 INT: rm. AND URS. MORlUSOi~ 'S BEDR00!-1 - DAY 

25 

26 

21 

Howie i~1spects the room ·which contains a wardrobe, a 
double bed and a chest of drawers. He glances briefly 
round it,. noting the clutter of personal adult 
possessions which are strewn about but which tell 
him not:d.ng. rle leaves the room. 

INT: LANDI~·J"G - DAY 

Howie closes the bed:::-oom door and crosses the landing. 
Carefully he opens the door of Myrtle's bedroom. 

INT: I-1YR1'LE 1 S BBDROOM - DAY 

Hot-1ie enters the room. It is very tidy and neat, and 
quite obviously the room of a little girl·. Myrtle's 
own paintings adcrn the walls, and some toys lie 
stacked in·a corner. There is one bed in the centre 
of the roo~, and in the far corner a double-doored 
clothes cupboard. He crosses to it and opens one of 
the doors. Clothes for a six year old girl hang on 
the rack, and sir.1ilarly sl1oes on the floor. He half 
turns awny, closing the door, when something catches 
his eye. It is a shoe belonging to a girl of thirteen 
poking.out of the door on the other side of the cup
board. HE wrestles it open ~-rith sudden galvanic 
energy an¢! we see it belongs to a pair of such shoes 
lying on the floor of the cup~oard next to half a 
dozen similarly sized hoots and shoes. The camera 
pans up violently to sec a rack of thirteen year old 
girl's clothes. 

!~1T: PARLOUR OF SWEET SHOP - l).AY 

The tea things have been laid out and ;,1rs • Morrison 
is ?.lready :.JOllring when the door is t.'.'lrO'l.•m open and 
we see Bovie stc::.nding in the doorway holding out one 
of the thirteen year old dresses accusingly in front 
of him. He ,:.ralks over to ;1'.1rtle and measures it 
against her. It is obviously much too large for her. 
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HO!UE 
(grimly) 

You haven't been straight with me, 
I1rs. !-1orrison. 

18 

Hrs. I1orrison turns at the tone of his voice and sees 
the dress. 

MRS. r.IORRISOi~ 
Why, you've found one of Holly's 
dresses, and you thought it was ••• 

She dissolves in giggles. 

r-rns. MORRISON 
rfay it's just like iJ detective 
story. 

HONIE 
Holly? 

i'lRg. l-IORRISON 
Yes. Mrs. Grirnmond's daughter. 
She came to stay ~-.ri th us last 
we::k when her mum was ill. She's 
a t·ridow you see and can't really 
cope, poor old soul. Here's your 
tea. Nm·, drink it up while it's 
hot. 

Howie takes the cup and automatically starts drinking. 

HOT·iIE 
But why should she leave her 
clothes here? 

:.-ms • i'-10RRISOI~ 
Oh you knrn•1 ho._,, girls are . 
·scatterbrained. Holly's always 
forgetting things. 

Ho~-Tie regards l-1rs. llorrison 's plump figure calmly 
buttering scones: with irritation. 

H0:'1IE 
You mean she forgot all her 
clothes? ••• 'Nhere does she 
live? 

Holly? Oh 
a long way. 

r-!;:-{S. MORRISOt1 
I'm afraid it's quite 

rli:1d you I 'could 
F•lORE) 
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HRS. :-!ORRISON (Contd) 
lend you my bicycle if you like. 
You go up the hill past the old 
church, then turn left by Serpent's 
Egg Hill ••• 

lvlix through to the next scene • 

EXT: HILL ROAD ON SUW·lER ISLE - LATE AFTERNOON 

19 

A panning shot of Howie toiling up a hill on an ancient 
ladies ~icycle with a basket. His thick grey woollen 
socks do the service of bicycle clips. The road itself 
is lined with apple orchards in bloom. 

(1ix through to the :1ext scene. 

EXT: A FLAT ROAD ON S0:1!:lER ISLE - LATE AF.TEP.NOON 

Howie is seen cycling throug!1 a higher landscape with 
orchards e>:hibi tin_g blossoms of a colour different 
to the previouQ scene -- perhaps pear or apricot or 
plum -- falling a,-,ay from him on either side. As he 
passes by, the camera pan:, off him to discover the 
malevolent features of the Druid God Cernunnos staring 
out at us f.rom a Bas Relief half buried in the spring 
flm'lers of the roadside bmi.k. 

I1ix through to t..1-ie next scene. 

30 EXT: COUNTRY COTTA.GE - EVEi.'UNG 

A.white washed cottage stands amongst blooming fruit 
trees. He track in towards it down a long path. As 
we near it the front door opens and Hrs. Grimmond 
emerges ~-.ri th S~rgeant Howie- and a young girl of about 
13, Holly, who at first glance w,a know to be totally 
differ~t to the Rowan Morrison of the photograph. 

MRS • GRnmON!) 
••• So it's as I say. Sergeant 
Howie, I can~t tell you who would 
~-,rite a wicked letter like that. 
All I know is that I~ay Morrison's 
got just the one daughter -- Myrtle. 

Howie stands in the sunlight loo}:ing baffled. Slowly 
he turns to Holly • 

HOWIE 
Thank you, ars. Grimmond. 

C:·lORE) 
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HONIE (Contd) 
(to Holly) 

But one thing I still don't 
understand is why you left your 
clothes b::hind when you'd 
finis~1ed your stay with Mrs. 
Morrison. 

20 

Holly smiles, looks slyly at her mother, smiles again 
and gives a shrug. 

HOLLY 
I just forgot •e.~ that's all. 
I'll pick 'em up when I'm by 
next. 

But surely 
clothes ••• 

I know. It 
,•1asn 't it'? 
mum said. 

HOWIE 
••• to forget so many 

HOLLY 
was silly of rne 
Downright careless, 

Didn't you, mum'? 

.i'1RS • GRIMMOND 
(laughing) 

And so it was. She's a pretty 
girl, my Holly, but she doesn't 
always use her brains. 

Mrs. Grimmond yuts her arrn round Holly and squeezes 
her affectionately. Looking at the smiling faces of 
mother and daughter, Howia loses heart and abandons 
his rernonstra..~ces. 

HOWIE 
I see. !-J:;l l thal'1k you agr1in, 
and good evening to you. 

Zlliruptly Howie turns al'..'lay, face taut, aware of the 
subtle mockery of the two females. Clumsily he mounts 
his bicycle anc. pedals a~·1ay do~,m the path followed by 
their faint laughter. The camera tracks with him do\'m 
t.lte pa th and turns the corner on to the main road. 

31 EXT: RO~.D OU ~UMMER' ISLE - EVEUING 

Howie swings out onto the road on his bicycle and is 
confronted with gigantic shadow of a strangely mal
formed water bird (or boobrie in Druid myth), with 
webbed feet, tremendous claws and monstrous beak, 
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l~•ing across his path in the road. He brakes sharply 
and looks fearfully up. Above his head he sees that 
the huge bird has been cut in topiary and is free.-
standing amongst~,~ apple trees. Pulling himself -
together, he pedals on uncertainly into the gloaming. 

EXT: 1:1.l\Y !10RRISON 'S S1:-lEET SHOP - NIGHT 

Howie is carefully placing Mrs. rlorrison's bicycle in 
a small shed in the garden of her house. Quietly he 
leaves the garden and stands looking across the street 
at the Green Man Inn. He starts to walk towards it. 

EXT: THE GREEU MZ:ui! INN - NIGHT 

Th~ came:-a moves with Howie across the main street 
towards The Greei:i Man Inn. It is a whitewashed seven
teenth century building, rather larger than those 
normally fou.,d in tha i•i'estern Islands. The bar is . 
uncurtained and-light streams from it into the street 
as well as a great deal of laughter, singing and 
general rumpus. Ho·wie pauses before it, and looks 
up uncertainly at the large Inn sign. A close up of 
it shows the face of an earthy man from whose ears 
nose and mouth grow sprays of greenery which entwine 
about him to form a screen from which he peeps out at 
us. The refraction of the light from the bar caused 
by the·shifting figures within cause the eyes to seem 
to move. Eowie frowns, deliberates a moment longer, 
then enters the Inn. 

IN'J.' ~ THE B.A.R OF THE GREEi'1 !'.lAN Ifill - NIGHT 

The scene is lively.with the company, exclusively male, 
sitting about drinking and singing. We note en passant 
a group gathered round a Nine Men's Horris Table of 
extreme age. Ho\de enters the bar and pushes. his way 
towards the counter. The room goes quiet, and he is 
observed with keen but not unkindly curiosity. Behind 
the bar a man of similar build, but much older -- about 
fifty, comes to meet him. 

HOWIE 
Are you the Landlord here? 

ALDER MACGF.EGOR 
Aye •. I'm Alder !-iacGregor. And 
you'll be the policeman from the 
mainland. 

HOWIE 
That's right. Ho,·rie's the name. 

(i:•lORE) 
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HONIE (Contd) 
Sergeant Howie of the Nest 
Highland Police. It's too late 
for me to get bacl~ tonight, so 
I'd like a room and some dinner. 
Can you manage it? 

ALDER MACGREGOR 
Of course. I'-ly daughter will show 
you up. 

{shouting) 
Willow! 

22 

A magnificently built girl in her early twenties, with 
classic Celtic features, hair and colouring, who has 
been standing further do~m the 0ar, turns and walks 
towards us. 

WILLOr·J 
Father? 

ALDER MACGREGOR 
This is Sergeant Ho\de, a police
man from the mainla.n1 who will 
be staying with us tonight. 

(to Howie) · 
This is my daughter i:-17illow. 

HOWIE 
Good evening. 

She smiles at him appreciatively. 

ALDER l'1ACGREGOR 
She'll show you your room. 

There is a great roar from the company at this innocent 
remark~ . !•Jil low · opens the flap of the bar and starts to 
lead Howie through the bar room to some stairs at the 
back. All around them the company starts singing. 

CHORUS 
A landlord had one daughter 
And a nice young girl too she was 
Above her garters I dare not go 
I being a stranger I fell in danger 
For doing so, for doing so. 

Howie starts blushing furiously, and looks round for a 
way of escape through the leering faces and waving beer 
mugs. 
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CHORUS 
I sowed some seed, all in some grove 
All in sone grove, ·there grows no green 
Not.1 for to r8i;>ea t I could not stir 
I being a stranger I fell in danger 
For doing so, for doing so. 

Howie practically fleeing from the laughing Willow 
works his way back to the bar. 

CHORUS 
When nina long months was gone and past 
This pretty girl had a fine son at last 
ilow she must keep it and call it her own 
And reap the seed that I have sown 
For doing so, for doing so. 

There is a final communal cheer as Willow goes back 
behind the bar, and walks off to,'lards the kitchen. 

HmUE 
I think I'll go up later if it's 
all the same to you. 

ALDER MACGREGOR 
You don't want to le.t them worry 
you. Have .a drink man. 

H0!'7IE , 
No t:1ank you. I think you ought 
to know that I'm here on official 
business. 

(raising his voice) 
I think you all ought to know. 

Silence falls again on the rowdy bar. 

HONIE 
(normal voice) 

I think you all ought to know 
that I'm here to investigate the 
disappearance of this young girl. 

He produces the photograph and holds it up • 

. HOWIE 
Her ,;iam~ is Rowan i:-!orrison, and 
she's been missing for some months. 
I want you to pass t..rlis photograph 
amongst yourselves, and if you 
recognise her, or have a clue to 
her whereabouts, speak out. Is that 
clear? 

. ,~ : ' . 
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There are general murmurs of assent. Howie hands the 
photograph to the man nearest to him and we pan with it 
as it is passed from hand to hand round the bar. 
Everywhere it is greeted with blank stares and head
shakes. Finally it ~akes its way back to him. The 
bar is silent, staring at him. He, uncomfortable, 
turns his•back on them and gives the photographs on the 
wall of the bar his full attention. We see in detail 
what he is seeing. They have the same shape as group 
photographs and each is dated with a different year 
and signed by the same local photographer -- T. H. 
Lennox. They span at least two decades and in compo
sition are remarkably similar. The setting in eac:h 
case is the sanctuary of the lee.al church, piled high 
with the most lusciously and perfectly formed farm 
produce -- vegetables, fruit and particularly apples. 
Standing astride the pile in each photograph is a 
thirteen year old girl. The most recent year's photo
graph is missing. The nail on which it hung is there, 
and so is its faint outline on the wall, but that's 
all. Howie rather ostentatiously compares his photo
graph of Rowan ~-lorrison with those of recent years 
on the wall, but the girls are plainly different. 
Be!1ind t.:1e bar 1'?illow comes up to her father and 
whispers in his ear. 

z~LDBR HACGREGOR 
Your dinner's ready, sergeant. 

Slowly Ho,.,ie turns to face MacGregor. 

HOWIE 
What are these here? Harvest 
festivals? 

ALDER M2\CGREGOR 
That's right. As you can see, 
there's one taken at the end of 
every su.1illTler • 

HOi"1IE 
What happened to last year's 
picture? 

There is a fractional but significant pause. 

ALDER MACGREGOR 
I'm afraid it got broke. We'll 
have to or<ler another ••• 
Hillo-w, show the sergeant to the 
dining room. His food must be 
getting cold. 

t 
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Willow comes through from behind the bar, leads the way 
through the crowd of silent drinkers to a room beyond. 
Howie follows slowly. 

INT: DINING ROOM OF THE GREE:~ MAN Iim - NIGHT 

A close up of a dinner plate on which repose a lamb 
chop, four or five small, round, white, obviously tinned· 
potatoes, and a soggy mass of artificially coloured 
equally obviously tinned broad beans. We pull back to 
see a disgusted Howie sitting alone in a small pub 
<lining room. Standing beside him is an untidy maid, 
not as crucially concerned for her client's gastro
nomic happiness as she might be. Howie looks up to 
confront her shifty eyes. 

HONIE 
Miss, the Farmhouse Soup was 
canned, and so are these potatoes 
and beans. Why? 

!-U~ID 
Well I don't think they are, sir. 

HOWIE 
Don 't lie , !.·lis s • You know they 
are. Broad beans in their natural 
state are not turquoise. I 
simply want to know why. 

!-1AID 
Hhy what? 

HOWIE 
(patiently) 

Why in late 1.pril on an island 
famous for its fruit and vege
table produce, I'm served canned 
vegetables. It's simply not good 
enough. Surely you must have some 
fresh? 

t1AID 
(defiantly) 

Well there aren't any, are there? 

HO't·!IE 
Don't be ridiculous. There must be. 

HAID 
Look, I just serve wh:it r•m given. 

(MORE) 
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r"l..7\ID (Contd) 
If you don't like it, you'll 
have to talk to cook ••• ~ill 
you be wanting any afters? 

HCWIE 
Well I suppose I can't go wrong 
with a Summer Isle apple! 

MAID 
No apples. 

H0~·1IE 
(astounded) 

No apples? 

MAID 
(brightly) 

I expect they're all exported. 
You can have prunes and custard. 

26 

Howie nods wearily and the ,-laid walks away towards the 
door leading to the kitchen. Howie expels a long 
breath compounded of irritation and wonder. A deeply 
thoughtful expression steals onto his face as we mix 
through to the next scene. 

36 INT: THE BAR OF THE GREEN ?-IAN - NIGHT 

Howie enters the bar room and looks towards a corner 
of it where a crowd of drinkers has gai:.l'1ered in a 
semi-circle to watch something we can't see. They 
are making a great deal of noise, and many are making 
bets and shouting the odds. The camera tracks slowly 
in to the middle of the group so that we are able to 
see that a unique form of wrestling match is in pro
gress be:tween·a huge muscled.man, an4 a diJUinuitive 
man of not more than 112 pounds. Both antagonists 
are fairiy drunk,·and are being encouraged noisily by 
the onlookers. The small man is sitting on the floor 
with his knees dra,;,-m up and wide apart, with his arms 
around his thighs and. locked under his knees. Coming 
towards him on hands and knees is the big man. Howie 
joins the group and turns for enlightenment to his 
neighbour. 

HOWIE. 
What's going on? 

ONLOOKER 
Oh, it's all perfectly legal, don't 
you worry, sergeant. They've had 

(HORE) 

I 
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ONLOOKER (Contd) 
a falling out, d'ye see. But 
they can't fight becnuse Alistair's 
so big and Duggald's so wee. So 
they've agreed to settle it this 
way. 

The big man makes a sudden rush and forces his head 
forward between the smaller man's kneas and into his 
locked hands. Re starts to try to rise to a standing 
position. Howie looks on with great distaste. 

HONIE 
What's he doing? 

O~LOOI<ER 
He's trying to lift him up from 
the floor on his neck. If he 
succeeds, he wins the argu,,-nent 
-- that's if he do•~sn 't break 
his neck in the process, mind. 

HOtJIE 
What? 

ON'LOOKER 
Oh, it can happen. Quite easily 
as a matter of fact. Both Tom 
and Jock Hcleod snuffed it that 
way, and they was both big buggers • 
Duggald's at least a hundred
weight to lift d'ye see -- and 
dead weight at that. 

The contest continues with the big man nearly half·way 
to his feet with the little man on his neck, but being 
forced down again, bythe latter.pressing his knees and 
his locked hands round the big man's neck. Howie seems 
at once attracted and repelled by the exhibition, He 
turns away abruptly and his eye falls on t.r1e bar room 
clock which shows 11 :15. Irn.-nediately he detaches · 
h:i..mself from the group round the wrestling and makes 
his way over to Alder MacGregor who is standing behind 
t.~e bar. 

HOWIE 
It's past time, Landlord. 

-~LDER !1ACGREGOR 
Not here, it isn't. We close 
when we thin.'k.: fit. 
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HOWIE 
(aghast) 

You do what? 

ALDER MACGREGOR 
The Licensing Laws don't run 
here, sergeant. This is Lord 
Summar Isle's Private island. 
He's his own Justice of the 
Peace, and he makes his own 
rules. 

HOWIE 
You mean to say, you stay open 
all night? 

ALDER tt'\CGREGOR 
Sometimes. It depGnds how we 
feel. His Lordship don't care 
-- as long as everyone turns up 
for work on time the next day, 
that is. 

28 

Howie stands there, outraged, debating his course of 
action. There is however nothing he can do, and slowly 
he realises it. He faces about and stalks out of the 
bar. Alder MacGregor pointedly draws himself a dram 
of clear .Malt Whisky, so described on the .bottle, and 
tosses it down. 

EXT: THE GREEN MAN - NIGHT 

Howie emerges from the Green Man looks about him for a 
moment, then starts to walk up towards the village 
green. 

EXT: MA~N STREET - NIGHT 

The camera pans Howie up the street to the fringe of 
the Green. The night is alive t·Tith the ecstatic moans 
and sighs of unseen love rna~ing couples which we don't 
irn.rnediately recognize for what they are. The sounds 
fuse and grow, to make the human equivalent of a murmur 
of bees. Howie looks about him wildly, but sees 
nothing. 

EXT: THE GREEN - NIGHT 

Howie steps cautiously onto the green and starts to 
walk. There is a sudden silence. After a few paces 
he stumbles and looks down to see he has tripped over 
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a love making couple, lying on the grass. The moon 
slides out of the clouds and peering about him, he 
realises that the grass all around him is strewn with 
couples, and it is from them that the noise has been 
coming. It's as if the whole village green has become 
a mating ground. But now everybody has stopped making 
love, and is looking at him, ,-,ith the same inquisitive
ness of a hertl of cows disturbed in the middle of the 
night. He turns and half walks half runs back across 
the green and down the main street towards the Green 
Man. 

INT: THE PASSAGE OUTSID'.I:: BJl.R OF THE GREEN MAN - NIGHT 

Howie hurries in from the street and pauses to collect 
himself. He is sweating slightly and is a little 

• 4 ~ . 
d1.shvelled. The noise from the bar reaches a sudden 
crescendo, and as if in answer to it, he automatically 
opens the door and looks in. 

INT: BAR OF GREEN Y.IAN - NIGHT 
HONIE'S P.o.v. 

The huge Scot, Alistair, is slov1ly rising to his full 
height literally wearing the little man on his neck .• 
The circle of drinkers cheer and applaud wildly. The 
giant begins a circuit of the bar executing as he does 
so some intricate Scottish dance steps. 

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

Howie hastily closes the door of the bar, and makes his 
way up the stairs to his bedroom. 

Mix through to the next scene.· 

43 INT: HOWIE'S BEDROOl-! - THE G_REEN I..fAJ.""q - NIGHT 

Howie lies in bed, uneasily watching the moon moving in 
and out of the tossing clouds. From the bar parlour 
below him snatches of song drift upwards to him. He 
finds such words as he catches distasteful. 

CHORUS (VOICES OVER) 
I put my hand all on her knee 
She says to me do you want to see? 

I put my hand all on her thigh 
She says to me do you want to try? 
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C:-IORUS (VOICES OVER) (Contd) 
I put my hand all on her belly 
She says to me do you want to fill'ee? 

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

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

There is a roar from the bar at the end of the song, 
and a sudden silence. In it Howie becomes aware of a 
noise outside in the back garden. He rises and 
cautiously looks out. 

EXT: THE BACI~ GARDEN OF THE GREEN !!A!.~ - NIGHT 

The backgarden of the inn from Howie's point of view. 
We see a very tall, dark man of about forty-five 
standing in the moonlight looking up at the bedroom 
window next to Howie's. He wears a kilt and a ruffled 
dress shirt op~n at the neck. This is Lord Summerisle. 
In his hands he holds a willow sapling and a dress 
dagger. \"•Ji th the f orrner he taps on the window he is 
looking at, and it is this sound that Howie has heard. 
Next to Lon1 Summerisle stands a yout.11 of about four
teen, '\·.rho also loo!cs up at the window, though somewhat 
apprehensively. Howie cranes forward as the window 
next to his creaks open. 

EXT: THE REAR ELEVATION OF THE GREEN' MAN INN - NIGHT 

Looking towards the back of the pub we can clearly see 
the occupants of the two windows standing next to each 
other in their respective rooms. In the left hand 
windoi-;, looking to his left is Sergeant Howie. In 
i:he right hand window stands Willow MacGregor, leaning 
languidly outwards to let her opulent breasts rest on 
the window sill. The camera cuts in close on Willow, 
then pans along to a close up of Howie's scandalised 
face. 

EXT: THE BACK "4-r;.RDEN OF THE GREEN t•l2\J.~ - NIGHT 

Lord Su.Ttlltlerisle passes his willow sapling and dagger to 
the youthr who starts rhythmically to chop off all the 
branches, until the sapling is stripped. The youth 
then moves forward and plants it firmly, questioningly 
under Willow·s window. 
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LORD SUMHERISLE 
Nillow MacGregor, I have the honour 
to present to you Ash Buchannan. 

NILLOW 
Corne ~p, Ash Buchannan. 

Ash Buchanrian walks to the back door of the Inn and 
disappears inside, leaving Nillow and Lord Summerisle 
facing each other. 

He bows. 

LOP.D SUMHERISLE 
Another sacrifice for Aphrodite, 
Willo\·T. 

WILLON 
You flatter me, your Lordship. 
Surely you mean~ Aphrodite. 

LORD SUHMERISLE 
I make no such distinction. You 
are the Goddess of Love in· hwnan 
form, and I merely your ·humble 
acolyte. · 

She blows him a kiss. 

LORD SUI.£,IERISLE 
Enjoy yourself, and him. Only 
make sure you're ready for 
tomorrow's tomorrow. 

WILLOW 
(breathless) 

The day of death and resurrection ••• ? 

LORD SUMHERISLE 
Yas. And of a someNhat more serious 
offering than tonight's. 

He turns and sweeps away into tha moonlight. We hear 
the noise of footsteps and then Willow's door opening 
and closing. Hillow, seen from Howie's POV, disappears 
from the window. 

INT: HOWIE ·1 S BEDROO.M - THE GREEN MAI~ - NIGHT 

Ho,-,ie goes thoughtfully back to his bed·. We watch 
face as he listens to Willow greet Ash Buchannan. 
walls are very thin, and the windows are open, so 
every sound of the encounter is clearly audible. 

his 
The 

that 
As it 
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increases in intensity and the noises become more 
animal, the sergeant starts to squirm and sweat with 
embarrassment. Finally he raises his hands and hangs 
on to the brass bedrail as if his life depended on it. 
A long cry of ecstasy during which .Ho,·lie covers his 
ears brings the scene to a fade out close. 

EXT: THE GREEN MAN - :·1.2'\IN STREET - UORNING 

Willow is standing on a bench polishing the bar window 
in the early morning sunshine as Howie looking unrested 
emerges from the doorway of the inn and stands blinking. 

She points 
briefly. 

EXT: .rlAIN 

WILLOW 
Good morning, sergeant. Isn't 
it glorious? 

HONIE 
Very nice, Miss. 

WILLOW 
I exp9ct you'll be going back 
home tonight? 

HOWIE 
That depends. t·There 's the village 
school please? 

WILLOW 
On the far·side of the green. 

up the steep rise of the hill. Howie 

STREET LEADI~~G TO GREEN - MORNING 

looks 

We see the beginning of the Green from Howie's POV. 
It appears to be deserted. 

!'1ILLOW (VOICE 'OVER) 
It's the white building. You can't 
miss it. 

EXT: GREEN MAN - MAIN STREET - MOiu'\JING 

Howie slides past Nillow as she steps down from the 
bench. 

HOWIE 
Thank you, Miss. Er, what's 
happening here on tomorrow's 
tomorrow? 
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WI!.,LON 
(innocently} 

That's a funny way to put it. 
Do you mean the day after 
tomorroi·1? 

Hm-JIE 
Yes, I suppose so. I thought 
t.11e other was a local expression. 

WILLON 
How quaint. 

33 

She moves to·wards the door of the inn without answering 
him. 

H0~7IE 
Well? 

WILLOt'? 
Now let me see. The day after 
tomorrow will. be Hay the second 
••• Nothing as far as I know. 

She smiles demurely at him and starts to go through 
the doorway. Howie turns away then swings back. 

HOWIE 
I mean tomorrow. Nhat's happen
ing here tomorrow? 

The doorway is empty. He half makes a move to follow 
her, then shrugs and starts up the hill. 

EXT: THE M.i.;.IN STREET - t-10RNING 

The camera oans Howie unto the fringe of the green 
as it did the night before. But this time all is 
openess and light. Some of the passing villagers even 
offer him friendly "Good mornings" and "Nice days" as 
he walks, and he is induced. to respond with a cautious 
nod or half gesture of hand. But at the top of the 
hill, where the land levels out to make the Green, he 
halts suddenly, as the sound of cheering comes to him. 

52 EXT: THE GHEEH - i·IORNING 

From HO'l;.•Tie 's POV we see that in the middle of the 
green, a large group of school boys have just finished 
erecting a huge Haypole. It is a thirty foot,·freshly 
cut spruce tree, and its branches lie neatly stacked 
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nearby. We are just in time _to see "the crowning of 
the pole". As we look a huge wreath of laurel is being 
lowered over the top of the spruce so that it hangs 
freely about· four feet from the top and is attached 
by long streamers which, after being fastened to the 
wreath, hang down to the ground. A youth who has 
climbed the pole wi tt1 the · aid of a stout leather belt. 
is effecting the final adjustments. As he climbs down 
there is a great cheer, and the schoolmaster who is in 
charge of the group leads them in song. We cut back to 
see Howie approach the group as they sing, slowly 
circling the Haypole. 

BOYS 
(singing) 

In the Summerisle woods th~re growed 
And a very fine tree was he. 
And on that tree the-re was a limb 
A.'1d on that limb there was a branch 
And on that branch there was a spray 
And on that spray there was a nest 
And in that nest there was an egg 
And in ti~at egg there was a bird 
And on that bird there was a feather 

a tree, 

.. ·• 
Howie walks past the chanting group, noting that the 
boys are well dressed, happy looking youngsters who 
are obviously having fun doing some thing ,:1hich to them 
is a familiar ritual. He makes for the white school 
building behind them,· on the far side of the green. 

EXT: SCHOOLHOUSE - MORl.~ING 

The school building is t.~e typical Highland schoolhouse 
with b~o entrances -- one for boys and one for girls, 
and two schoolrooms, back to ba.ck, lookin'J out over a 
com.-non playground which in this case faces the green. 
Howie, having passed the empty boys' classroom, finds 
his attention directed to the open window of the girls' 
classroom. He is ob•.riously fearful that they are over
hearing what the boys, dimly seen in the background, 
are singing on the green. 

BOYS 
(singing) 

And of that feather there was a bed 
And oi:i that bed there lay a girl 
A.1d on that girl there was a man 

Il~T: GIRLS ' SCHOOLROOi-1 - HORNING 

i•7e see a close up of the girls through the open window. 

. I 
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They sit at their desks absorbed in the song. Their 
teacher is a handsome lady of a!:>out 35 • 

BOYS (VOICES OVER) 
(singing) 

And from that man -there came a baby 
And from that baby there grew a boy 
And then that boy planted an acorn 
And from that acorn grew a tree ••• 

EXT: THE GREEN - MORNING 

The tempo of the song has speeded up, and we cut back 
to the village green to see the boys now whirling round 
the Ma~{pole ch~nting. 

BOYS 
(singing) 

And the tree grew in the Summerisle wood 
In the Summerisle wood, in the Summerisle wood 
And the tree growed in the Summerisle wood 
In the Summerisle wood, in the Summerisle wood 
A.~d the tree growed in th~ Summerisle wood 
In the Summerisle wood, in the Summerisle wood 
And the tree growed in the Summerisle wood 
In the Surnmerisle wood! 

EXT: SCHOOLHOUSE - HORNING 

Howie stands rooted to the spot, unable to believe the 
evidence of his ears or his eyes. t·Jhen the song ends, 
neither the girls nor their schoolmistress have noticed 
him standing in the playground, underneath their window. 

INT: GIRLS ' SCHOOLROOH - ;.IO RN ING 

This time we have cut inside the classroom·to see the 
schoolmis'tress call for the girls' attention. 

HISS ROSE 
No,-1 that 's enough, girls! l:t • s 
time to pay attention to me. 
Daisy , ,,rill you tel 1 us please 
what the maypole represents? 

Daisy sits there not em½arrassed but just looking blank. 
Around her grm-,s a chorus of "Please Miss Rose .• • • ", 
uI know, etc." as some of the other girls hold. their 
hands up and otherwise jump up and down in order to 
attract attention to themselves. 
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MISS ROSE 
Really Daisy, I've told you 
often enough. Al1yone? 

CHORUS OF CHILDREN 
Phallic Symbol! Phallic Symbol! 

HISS ROSE 
Quite right. It is the image 
of the penis which is venerated 
in religious systems such as ours, 
as symbolizing generative power 
in nature. 

36 

The door of the classroom is thrown violently open and 
Sergeant Howie stands in the doorway, glaring with 
disgust at Miss Rose. 

HOWIE 
(shouting) 

Filth! Absolute filth! 

He strides into the room and up onto the dais where the 
frightened t~acher is standing. 

MISS ROSE 
How dare you come in here, shouting, 
and frightening my children. Who 
are you? 

HOWIE 
I'm a Police Officer from the 
mainland, Miss, and you can be 
very sure I shall report this 
to the proper authorities. 

MISS ROSE 
. Report what may I ask? 

HOWIE 
This abomination I've heard today. 
Everywhere I go on this island 
I find degeneracy -- brawling in 
the bars, indecency in public 
places, corruption of the young, 
and now I know where it all stems 
from --- the fi 1th taught here in 
this schoolroom. 

MISS ROSE 
I was unaware that the police had 
any authority on matters of education. 
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HONIE 
Maybe not. But we work closely 
with those who do. And as I say, 
this will not go unreported. 

HISS ROSE 
Io that why you came here today? 
To snoop? 

HOWIE 
No it was not, M.iss. And let me 
make it plain. I do not snoop • 
I investigate. 

?1ISS ROSE 
May one know, without too much 
s~lf-important mystery making, 
what it is you have come here to 
investigate? 

HOWIE 
I've come to find a missing girl 
-- a girl whom everyone says never 
existed. 

MISS ROSE 
How quixotic of you. 

HOWIE 
Quixotic? 

MISS ROSE 
From Don Quixote -- an enthusiastic 
visionary, a pursuer of lofty but 
impracticable ideals. 

HOWIE 
·Also a man of honour, I believe. 

MISS ROSE 
l~1ioh did not prevent him from 
continuall~ making a fool of 
himself. 

HOWIE 
We shall see about that. 

He turns to the class of girls. 

HOWIE 
Girls, I want your attention please. 

(HORE) 

37 
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Hot•-.TIE (Contd) 
As you heard me tell your school
mistress, I am a police officer 
from the mainland who has come 
over here to investigate the dis
appearance of a young girl. This 
is her photograph which I will 
ask you to pass round the class
room while I am writing her name 
on the blackboard. 

38 

He produces the photograph of Rowan Morrison which he 
hands to the nearest girl. After a ~~o or three seconds 
she shakes .her head and passes it to the next girl. 
Whilst it is going from desk to desk round the room, 
Hoi1ie turns to the blackboard and prepares to write, 
when he sees what is already written there. 

"The Cock-Knee Stone praserves the pith of the milk. 
The Snail Stone preserves the eyes from the darkness. 
The Toad Stone preserves the newly born from the 

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

Impatiently, he rubs it off, and writes in bold letter
ing the name: ROWAN MORRISON. AGE 12-13. 

HOWIE 
That 's her name • Rowan 1"1orr ison • 
Do any of you recognise the name 
or the photograph? 

There is complete silepce. The photograph is passed 
back to the first girl whc hands .it up to Howie. Still 
staring at the class, he puts it away • 

HISS ROSE 
.You have vour answer. 
existed we wo.uld know 
Now please go away. 

If she 
of her. 

Howie continues to·stare at the class. His eye is 
at·tracted to the one empty desk in the room. He crosses 
to it. 

HOWIE 
Whose.desk is this? 

MISS ROSE 
No one's. 

He opens the desk. Inside it is quite empty except that 
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in the middle there is a nail driven into the wood. 
Attached to the nail by a thread is a black beetle. 
The thread, about four inches long is already wound 
several tirne.s around the nail. Daisy sitting next to 
the empty desk leans over and explains to Howie. 

DAISY 
The little old beetles goes round 
and round -- always the same way, 
you see, until at the end he's 
tied right up tight to the nail -
poor old thing. 

HOWIE 
Poor old thingl Then in God's 
name why do you do it? 

He slams the desk shut and walks back up to the dais. 

HOWIE 
I'd like to see the school 
register please. 

i•I:l:ss ROSE 
Do you have Lord Sum,merisle 1 s 
author.ity? 

HOWIE 
You seem to forget, this is a 
police matter. 

MISS ROSE 
I'm afraid you will still need 
a search warrant, or permission 
from •••. 

Howie ignores her, and suddenly· throws open the top of 
the teaeher's desk. Inside is the school register which 
he lifts out. 

MISS ROSE 
(outraged) 

Well • • • l Just you put that 
back ••• Right now, if you please. 

HOWIE 
I'm ~orry, Miss. You'll have to 
bear with me. 

Howie looks down the list and we see an insert of the 
page headed "Spring Term 1

'. He runs his finger down a 
list of girls, the Christian names in each case being 

. I 
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thos.e of a tree or flower, but there is no Rowan 
Morrison. He turns back to the previous page and 

40 

finds it headed "Belthane Term". Again he traces his 
finger down the list, but this time it stops half way 
do"m. Ne cut into an extreme close up of the page to 
read, crossed out but still legible, the name of ROWAN 
MORRISON. Howie looks up at the silent class in a fury. 

HONIE 
You despicable little liarsJ 
Rowan .t-1orrison is a school mate 
of yours. Isn't she? She 
attends this class. That's her 
desk. Isn't it? 

The class remains silent avoiding his raking gaze. 

MISS ROSE 
I think you ought to know ••• 

HOWIE 
And you're the biggest liar of 
them all. I warn you, if you 
tell me one more lie, I'll have 
you inside for obstruction. And 
that's a promise, Miss. Not.,, 
for the last time, where is this 
girl? 

MISS ROSE 
I will have to speak to you 
outside. 

HOWIE 
Alright. 

MISS ROSE 
· Children, get on with your 
reading for the next few minutes 
-- The Rites and Rituals of May
day, Chapter Five. I won't be 
long. 

She leads him firmly out of the classroom. 

58 EXT: P~'\YGROUND - DAY 

Miss Rose and Howie come out of the school building and 
face each other in the playground. In the background, 
the boys are streaming back from the village green 
towards their classroom. 

----·-. . ___ J 
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HOWIE 
Well? 

:-USS ROSE 
You don 't understand. No one 
was lying to you. I told you 
plainly, that if Rowan Morrison 
existed we would know of her. 

HOWIE 
You mean that she doesn't exist 

that she is dead. 

MISS ROSE 
You would say so. 

HONIE 
No hocus,. Miss, if you please. 
Either she's dead or she isn•t. 

MISS ROSE 
We never use the word dead here. 
You see we believe that after the 
human life is over, the soul 
lives on~- in air, in the trees, 
in animals, in fire, in water --
so that Rowan Norrison for example 
has simply rejoined the life force , 
in another form. 

HOWIE 
Do you honestly mean to say 
you teach the children this stuff? 

HISS ROSE 
Of course. I told you. It is 
what we believe. 

HOWIE 
And you teach them nothing of 
Jesus Christ? 

MISS ROSE 
Only as a comparative religion. 
I'm afraid they find reincarnation 
far easier to picture than resur
rection. Those rotting bodies 
have always been such a stumbling 
stone to the childish imagination 

HOWIE 
And where, may I ask, is Rowan 
dorrison I s rotting body? 

••• 

41 
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UISS ROSE 
Where you would expect it to be. 
In the earth. 

HONIE 
In the churchyard? 

MISS ROSE 
In a manner of speaking. 

HONIE 
I told you, Cut the hocus. 

MISS ROSE 
I mean precisely what I say. 
The building attached to the 
ground in which the body lies 
is no longer used for public 
Christian worship so whether 
that still makes it a church 
or the ground a churchyard is 
debatable. Now, if you'll 
forgive me, I mu~t get back 
to rny class. Good morning 
officer. 

42 

A baffled Howie watches Miss Rose march back to the 
school building and disappear inside it. He then 
turns and walks away from us towards the green and a 
distant Church which stands at the far end of it. 

EXT: SU.M!-lERISLE CHURC-riY~.RD - DAY 

Howie cones off the far end of the green, and stands 
at the Lychgate looking at the church and graveyard. 
The Church itself is the usual plain stone building 
to be found on the .islands, though somewhat larger 
and consiqerably more run down. The grave stones 
nearest to us have celtic crosses cut into them •. ffe 
opens the gate and steps into the graveyard. The 
camera pa"'ls with him over the graves. Many carry 
elaborate Druidic symbols and epitaphs a couple of 
which we stop to read. The first one has the follow
ing inscription under the name and dates of life and 
death t·rhich are mostly concealed by ivy, "Del.iver me 
from the wildly roaming, supernatural woman who took 
my head, mine ear a.T1d my life's career from me". The 
second grave carries the epitaph, "'Here lieth Beech 
Buchannan, protected by the ejaculation of serpents". 
Other more recent graves are planted in pairs with a 

· wooden hoop joining them. Roses and other climbers 
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have been planted in each grave and grow together and 
intertwine on the hoop. Howie wanders about in the 
graveyard for a while, peering here and there. 
Suddenly he stops and looks closely at a fresh grave 
of some,ihat less than adult size which has been dug 
against the graveyard l·rall. A young Rowan tree a 
couple of feet high is grot·1ing from it, and attached 
to the tree is a reddish piece of what looks like 
dried, stringy skin. He is just about to stoop down 
to examine it, when he suddenly becomes aware that he 
is being watched. The perfectly still figure of an . 
old gardener stands in the shao.ow of an old yew tree 
which has been clipped to resemble the fearful face 
of the British Sun God. He carries a pair of shears. 
Both God and man stare unblinkingly at Howie. 

I-JOt'1IE 
Good morning. 

OLD GARDEHER 
Morning. 

Howie points to the little tree. 

HOWIE 
What tree is that? 

Slowly the gardener detaches himself from the shadow 
of the yeT., tree and a:,proaches the small grave. 

OLD GARDENER 
It I s a Rowan. 

HOWIE 
Who lies there? 

OLD GARDF:NER 
.Rowan Morrison. 

HO!·YIE 
~-!ow long has she been dea 
there? 

••• 

OLD GARDEMER 
Seven or eight months. They're 
a mite late with the headstone. 

Ho~·de bends down and e:xaminGs the stringy bit of flesh. 

HONIE 
Hhat's this? It looks like 
skin. 

• • • 
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OLD GARDENER 
Why, so it is. 

44 

The gardener turns away and walks off. Howie rises, 
his face taut, and strides after him. 

HONIF. 
But what is it? 

OLD GARDENE~ 
The poor lassie's navel string, 
of course. Where else should it 
be, but hung on her own little 
tree. 

Howie is dumbfounded once again. The two men look at 
each other, the older man solicitous, the younger man 
baffled. 

HOWIE 
(in a rage) 

Who's your parish priest? 

OLD GARDENER 
Priest? 

The gardener smiles gently ar.d walks away, slowly 
shaking his head. Howie watches him, greatly distressed. 

'HONIE 
(to himself) 

Good God! 

EXT : r-1r~IN ENTRANCE TO CHURCH - DAY 

Howie walks round the corner of the church to the main 
door, and. 1.lith some difficulty, throws it open. His 
eyes open wide in amazement at what he sees. 

INT: THE CHURCH - DAY 

At first sight it is obvious that it has not been used 
as a church for vears. The floor is littered with 
rotting vegetables and fruit. Some old pews are piled 
up in a corner. Howie enters the church and walks 
over to the sanctuary where the bare altar still stands. 
~·1e recognise it at once from the harvest festival photo
graphs. A young woman sits astride the sanctuary step, 
her legs open, and a ba~y at her breast. In hef open 
left hand there lies an egg. Howie looks at her in 
amazement, than quickly looks away. He sees there is 
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no crucifix in front of the whitewashed wall beneath 
the east window, only a huge enamel receptacle for 
flowers obviously for use at the harvest festival. 
Hmvie stands looking up for a moment at the Gothic 
windm,, then undoing his collar and taking the crucifix 
from around his own neck, he drapes it round the vase, 
crosses himself, genuflects, and leaves the church. 
He does not look at the woman weaning her child, nor 
does she show iny sign of noticing him. 

EXT : THE HAIN ENTRANCE OF THE CHURCH - DAY 

Howie comes out of the church and slams the door b.ahind 
hi~. He disappears round the side of the church towards 
the Lychgate. 

EXT: GRAVEYARD OF CHURCH LOOKING TOWARDS LYCHGATE - DAY 

Howie comes into shot walking towaro.s the Lychgate. 
The sound of a spade digging in the earth behind the 
Sun God yew tree captures his attention. He walks 
towards it and passes out of sight behind it. 

EXT· DEEP OPEN GRAVE BEHIND YEW TREE - OAY 

Howie discovers the old gardener digging a grave. It 
is already at least nine foot deep. 

HOWIE 
So you're the grave digger as 
well as the gardener? 

The old man stops digging and looks up surprised. 

OLD Gl'~RDENER 
I keep it tidy and dig when it's 
wanted. 

HONIE 
That's a bit more than the tradi
tional six feet isn't it? 

OLD GARDErTER 
Got to dig 'em deep otherwise 
they'd be at 'em. 

HOWIE 

OLD GARDENER 
Those who need the Hand of Glory, 
for a start. 

, I 
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HONIE 
What? 

OLD GARDENER 
You know, to make people sleep. 
Grave earth for a light sleep•
Hand of Glory for a deep 'un. 
I don't mind 'em taking a bit of 
earth -- that don't make no 
extra work -- but the other's 
something else. 

HO!UE 
Nhat exactly is the Hand of Glory? 

OLD GARDENER 
Don't you ever stop asking 
questions? 

The old man turns back to his digging. 

HONIE 
(annoyed) 

It's my job to ask questions. 

The gardener continues to dig, unperturbed. 

HO~HE 
Look, I'm a !?Olice officer, and 
when I ask them I expect answers. 

The gardener pauses briefly in his work. 

OLD GARDENER 
There are some answers you wouldn't 
understand. Go home. You've found 
what you came looking for. 

46 

He goes b'ack to work, col'!lpletely ignoring the fuming 
Hot·1ie who continues to stare dm·m at him. 

HO!UE 
I'm not so sure of that. And 
seeing you like digging so much, 
old man, I think I can get you 
some extra employment, pretty 
soon. 

Howie. -storms away towards the Lychqate hidden by the 
yew tree. The old man turns, spits and goes back to 
work. 
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INT: MRS. MORRISON'S PART.JOOR - DAY 

The scene opens on an extreme close up of Myrtle's open 
mouth. Ne ease back to see the child has been crying. 
A hand holding a frog comes into frame and pops the frog 
into the open mouth. 

MRS • MORRISON (VOICE OVER) 
Nhat a silly child you are to be 
sure, making all this fuss. It's 
just a little frog. Anyone would 
think you didn't want to get better. 
Now in he goes ••• 

The frog is removed and Myrtle closes her mouth and 
starts to whimper. 

MRS. f.10RRISON (VOICE OVER) 
••• and out he comes, and it's 
all over. There, that didn't 
hurt, did it? Now you can have 
a sweetie. 

We cut back to see Mrs. Morrison move away from Myrtle, 
who is seated in an easy chair, towards the table on 
t:hich stands a transparent plastic biscuit box pierced 
with holes. She pops the frog into it, and replaces 
the lid as the shop bell jangles. 

INT: .MRS. MORRISON '.S SWEET SHOP - DAY 

Sergeant Howie enters as Urs. norrison bustles in from 
the parlour. She starts to unscrew a large jar of 
"gob stoppers 11 

• 

MP.S • MORRISON 
Come in for .some sweeties, sergeant? 

HOWIE 
Don't try me, t1rs. Morrison. I've 

. just cor:1e from the graveyard. 

MRS • MORRISON 
Oh dear, and we've been so remiss 
about the headstone. I hope poor 
Rowan will forgive us, wherever 
she is. 

HOWIE 
?1rs. Morrison, why did you tell 
me that riyrtle is an only child? 

rms • MORRISON 
She is. Rowan isn't my child any more. 
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HOWIE 
(angrily) 

I suppose you're going to tell me 
her soul lives on in a bush or an 
animal. 

!1RS • MORRISON 
Of course it does. But as I say 
she's not my daughter any longer. 
She's something else. Excuse me 
I've got to take this sweet to 
Myrtle. 

48 

r1rs. Morrison screws up the gobstopper jar and carrying 
a huge one, she makes her way behind the counter to the 
door leading to the parlour. Howie follows. 

INT: MRS. MORRISON'S PARLOUR - DAY 

?-lyrtle is crollching near the transparent biscuit box 
containing the frog as Mrs. Morrison enters followed 
by Howie. 

MYRTLE 
I didn't like that frog in my 
mouth, mummy. It tasted horrid. 

MRS • ?~ORRISON 
I know, dear, but it's all over 
now. Here's · your sweetie for 
being a brave girl. 

Mrs. Morrison gives Myrtle the gobstopper which the 
latter takes greedily. Howie once again can scarcely 
believe his ears, as his eyes fall on the frog to which 
Hrs. Horrison is pointing. 

MRS • MORRISON 
He's got your horrid old sore 
throat now, hasn't he, poor 
creature? Can't vou hear him 
croaking? -

The frog croaks mournfully as Myrtle goes to work on 
the enormous sweet in her mouth. Mrs. Morrison notices 
Howie standing in the doorway, 

MRS. MOP.RISON 
Anything I can do for you, sergeant? 
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HOWIE 
I doubt it, seeing you're all 
raving mad but there is just one 
thing I'd like to know. Where 
is Rowan Morrison's death 
certificate? 

MRS • MORRISON 
Doctor Ewan would have it most 
likely. Why don I t you talk to 
him. He only lives over the 
street, next to the chemist. 

49 

Howie closes the door behind him without a word. The 
frog croaks again. 

68 EXT: CHE?•llST SHOP AND DOCTOR'S RESIDENCE - DAY 

The scene starts with the distorted face of Howie seen 
reflected in the brass plate of Doctor Ewan. He has 
obviously been standing there some time, and as the 
shot widens he rings the bell above the plate again. 
The door of the chemist's shop opens, and its dessicated 
proprietor emerges. 

LENNOX 
He's out on his rounds till lunch 
time I'm afraid. Perhaps I could 
take a message or assist in some 
way? 

Howie looks at the chemist, then up at the name above 
his shop which in a close shot insert we read as T. H. 
Lennox. 

HOWIE 
You are Mr. Lennox, the photographer? 

LENI-JOX 
I am firstly a chemist; secondly 
a photographer; and thirdly a pur
veyor of thermos flasks and hotties. 

HOWIE 
Hotties? 

LENNOX 
Hot water bottles. More efficacious 
than most of Doctor Ewan's specifics, 
believe me. Do you want your photo
graph taken? 

. I 

I 
. I 
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HO!'TIE 
No thank you, but I would like 
a word. 

LENNOX 
Come inside then. 

50 

Lennox leads the way into the shop. Howie follows him 
but his attention is arrested by what he sees in the 
shop window. 

INSERT - INT: SHOP WINDOW OF CHEMIST'S SHOP - DAY 

A panning shot of the window reveals it is full of jars 
containing bizarre objects like leeches and fillets of 
snake, omen sticks, and strips of :•witches mummy" -
looking like exactly what it is, dessicated corpse
flesh. Nearest camera is a glass container of fore
skins, slightly bloodstained and packed tight together. 
Everything is clearly labelled. 

EXT : CHErtIS T'S SHOP - DAY 

Howie's capacity for incredulity is again strained 
almost to its uprnost, as ha backs away from the window 
up_the stairs into the shop~ 

HOWIE 
Foreskins? How do you get 
fnresJdns? 

LENNOX 
Circumcicison. How else? I 
pay Ewan a reasonable price 
for them. 

HOWIE 
But what for? 

LEHNOX 
If ritually burnt they bring 
the rain. But of course, up 
here, there 1 s very little call 
for them. 

He goes into his shop, followed by the mystified Howie. 

INT : CHE.MIST 'S · SHOP - DAY 

The shop is an odd jumble of the modern and the medi
eval. It's as if a chain store like 11 Boots 11 has joined 
forces with a 16th century alchemist. 
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Lennox comes through the door and goes behind his 
counter. Howie follows. 

LENNOX 
Now, how can I help you? 

51 

Howie, dazed by what he ·has seen, and the chemist's 
bizarre explanation, struggles to put his thoughts in 
order. 

HOWIE 
You take the Harvest Festival 
photographs every autumn, don't 
you? The ones I saw in The 
Green Man? 

LENNOX 
Yes. It's rather humdrum work 
I'm afraid. Though mind you, 
I do think the one about ten 
years ago that's slightly fogged, 
is just about the most literal 
realisation of "the season of mists 
and mellow fruitfulness" that could 
be contrived. Don't you? 

HONIE 
What happened to last year's 
picture? 

LENNOX 
Isn't it there with the others? 

HOWIE 
No. Apparently it got broken, 
or in some way destroyed. 

LENNOX 
What a pity. 

HOWIE 
Yes. Would you have a copy 
of it? 

LENNOX 
Oh no. I don't keep copies. 
I've got the negative of course 
and r·could have one printed up 
for you if you like. 

HOWIE 
Thank you. Yes, I should like 

{MORE) 

.1 
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Het-JIE (Contd) 
that. I've never seen pictures 
quite like them before. 

LENNOX 
NO? ••• Nell perhaps they are 
rather special. 

52 

The chemist turns away, assuming the conversation is 
ended. 

HOWIE 
There's just one more thing. 

LENNOX 
Yes? 

HOT'1IE 
Can you remember who the girl 
was in the Harvest Festival last 
year? 

Slowly Lennox turns back to the detective, shaking his 
head. 

LENNOX 
'I've taken so many. 

HONIE 
Could it have been Rowan Morrison? 

The eyes of the two men lock. 

LEtrnox 
I'm sorry. I get so confused 
with all the different names. 

He shrugs _apologetically and looks evasively away. 
Howie drags his photograph of Rowan Morrison out of his 
pocket and thrusts it under Lennox's nose. 

HOWIE 
This girl. Was it this girl? 

LENNOX 
It's difficult to say. 
we consult the picture 
the tricks of memory • 

HOWIE 

Why don't 
and avoid 

It was only eight months ago. 
Surely you can remember whether 
or not ••• 
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LENNOX 
There's Doctor Ewan nc:,w ••• If 
I were you I'd get him before· 
he starts his lunch. He's very 
particular about the times of 
his meals. 

Howie turns to look out of the window. 

EXT: CHEMIST SHOP/DOCTOR'S HOUSE - DAY 

53 

Doctor Ewan gets off his ancient motor bicycle and makes 
his way towarrls his house. He is a very typical country 
doctor, middle aged and greying, with his plump figure 
more than adequately filling his creased tweed suit. 
He carries the usual black bag. Howie runs out of the 
chemist's shop to intercept him. 

HOWIE 
Doctor Ewan? 

EWAN 
Yes? 

HONIE 
I'm a police officer, and I'd 
like a word with you. 

EWAN 
Before lunch? 

HONIE 
Yes. Now, if you don't mind. 

ENAN 
But I do. Come back at two thirty. 

HOWIE 
I don't think you can have heard 
me. I said I was a police officer. 

EWAN 
(sniffing the air) 

On second thoughts as it seems to 
be braised oxtail, you'd better 
make it three o '.clock. The old 
digestion takes a bit longer to 
work these days then it used to. 

He passes on towards his front door. Howie yells after 
him. 

. I 
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HOT·TIE 
Doctor D.van, did you sign Rowan 
Morrison's death certificate? 

The doctor stops in his tracks. 

El·TAN 
Rol·ran Morrison? 
••• Why? 

• • • 

HOWIE 
can I see it? 

E!iAM 

Yes I did 

Did you say you were a police 
officer? 

HOWIE 
Twice. 

Et·7AN 
T~en you should know that death 
certificates are kept in the 
public records office. Now if 
you'll excuse me. 

54 

The doctor opens his front door and half disappears 
inside it. 

. HO!v!E 
One more thing, Doctor. How 
did Rowan die? 

Et-1.AN 
She was burnt to death -- as 
my lunch will be if I continue 
to stand here talking to you. 

The ~octor slams the door of his house. Lennox emerges 
fro~ the chemist's shop. 

LEI!NOX 
I told you h~ was particular 
about meal times. 

HO!·T!E 
And I. am particular about truth, 
I1r. Lennox. ?Jot half truth or 
evaded truth, but, in so far as 
it can be achieved, unadulterated 
truth. 
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LENNOX 
Did I hear you tell Doctor Ewan 
that you were a police officer? 

HOWIE 
You did. 

LENNOX 
I thought so ••• Truth is a very 
laudable objective. 

HONIE 
I'm glad you t~ink so. 

LENNOX 
Oh I do indeed ••• Nell I must 
go and have my lunch, too ••• 
though it's nothing as rich as 
braised oxtail, I'm afraid. 
Just a little cold tongue and 
pickles. 

HCY:'7IE I 

!:X. Lennox, did you come bustling 
out here, jt!st to tell me about 
your lunch menu? 

LE!n-TOX 
Oh no, of course not. I just 
wanted to tell vou that I'd 
m.=maged to have·· a quick look 
for the negative of that Harvest 
Festival picture you wanted, but 
I couldn't seem to find it ••• 
I'll keap looking, of course. 

55 

Lennox gives Hm·rie a guileless stare and skipping into 
his shop,· closes the door, and pulls down the blind. 
Howie turns stonily away, and starts to walk down the 
High Street. 

EXT: A TURNING INTO TF..E !·JAIN STREET - DAY 

Howie comes to a corner and pauses, his eye is caught 
by a puppet doll which floats rapidly dm·m the stream 
which runs alongside the high street. High treble 
childr~n•s voices accompany the puppet's progress 
through the village. 

CHILDRBN (VOICES OFF) 
{singing) 

Ue carry death out of the village. 
We carry summer into the village. 
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Suddenly a group of half a dozen children march round 
the corner, bearing aloft a new tree cutting to which 
is fastened another puppet clothed in white. 

CHILDREN 
(singing) 

Ue carry death out of the village. 
ne carry summer into the village. 

The children sweep past Hmrie and head down the high 
street in pursuit of the floating puppet. 

CHILDREN 
(singing) 

1:Ye carry death out of the village. 
~1'e carry summer into the village. 

Howie runs after them. 

HOWIE 
Just a moment please ••• just 
a mer.tent. 

The singing trails off. 

HQT•1IE 
I ,-1onder if any of you kids 
could tell me where the public 
records office is. 

The children look at each other blankly. l1ost shake 
their hea1.s. 

1st CHILD 
Dunno. 

2nd CHILD 
Dunno mister. 

3rd CHILD 
Pu-1:>lic 't-1hat? 

HOWIE 
The pw~lic records office. 

4th CHILD 
It's in the library, isn't it? 

5th CHILD 
Yeah.· That's right. 

I-101:·iIE 
And ';lhere' s the library? 
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4th CHILD 
Over there. 

57 

The child points across the street, and then the group 
goes off singing as before. 

C!!ILDREM 
(singing) 

We carry death out of the village. 
l·7e carry summer into the village. 

Their voices die away dor•m the high street as Howie 
crosses the road and walks tm,ards the library. 

INT~ HALL!"7AY PUBLIC LIBR'\RY - DAY 

HOi·Tie comes up the stairs into the hallway of the 
library. On each side of it is a door. One says 
Public !1ecor~.s Office. The other says Public Library. 
In the middle between them, sits the librarian behind 
her desk, eating a frugal lunch of tinned cling peaches. 
Ho·wie approaches her. 

HO!·'IE 
The Public Records Office, please. 

LinRARIAN 
:::>o you have authority to use it? 

Howie shm·rs his police card. 

LIB!mRIJ.1'1 
I meant from his Lordship. 

HONIE 
I don't need it. 

LIBRAlUAH 
I'm afraid that vou will have to 
get pennission from ••• 

HrnUE 
(explosi•,1ely) 

If you don't let me in that office, 
you'll be in a cell on the mainland 
tonight. Is that clear? 

The Librarian realises ha means l:rhat he says. 
Frightened, she rises to her feet and taking a key from 
a nail behina her, comes out from behind the desk and 
leads the way over to the door marked Public Records 
Office. She unlocks it, and stands aside as Howie 
strides into the room. 
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INT: PUBLIC RECORDS OFFICE ·· DAY 

The Librarian stands in the doorway as Howie looks 
about him at the rows of filing cabinets which fill 
the bleak room. 

HONIE 
Death Certificates? 

t·!ordlessly the Librarian points to the relevant cabinets. 
Howie walks do\•m them till he comes to the letter M. 
The camera cuts to a close u~ as he fingers through 
the Ms until he comes to two marked Morrison. One is 
for Benjamin Morrison died aged ninety··eight. The other 
is for Rachel Morriso1:1 died aged ninety-six. 

Hot·7IE 
Did you know Benj ardn and Rachel 
Ilorrison? 

LIBAA~IAf-1 
Yes. They hacl. the cottage up by 
the t·rindrnill. T:1ey both died 
last y<?ar ':ri thin a few days of 
each other. 

HO~·JIE 
They had names from the Bible -
Benjamin and ~achel. 

LIBR.'\.RIA!-l 
Yes. ~hey ,-,ere very old. 

Howie looks at the Librarian thoughtfully. Then slips 
the carts back in tha file. 

HO't·JIE 
(to himself) 

But no death certificate for 
Rowan Morrison. 

(aloud) 
Did you know Rowan Morrison 
w·hen she was alive? 

Yes. 
LI13RtiRIAN 

Of course. 

Em,1ie slams the file cabinet and crosses to stand by 
the Librarian 't·1ho cowers away from him. He shows her 
his photograph. · 

P.ONI!:: 
Is that her? 
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The Librarian st,1di.e~ it carefully. 

LI3P,.'\RIAN 
Yes, that's her. 

HOT'1IF, 
Hot·1 did she die? 

LIBRARIAN 
I don:t know. 

She flinchC:!S away from Hot·rie 's gaze. 

LIB !?.AP.I A:!11 
(shrilly) 

I don: t knoi r a:iything about her. 

59 

F:owie ,-,alks slo,;:11~,r out of the Pul1lic Records Office. 

II-TT: H.ALL~·IAY OF LIBRARY - DAY 

Th-= flusteren L.:.~:,rarian locks uo the Public Records 
Office, and ignoring Bouie' s gaze, tralks back to her 
desk, and her cling peaches. Hoi:.-;rie turns and pushes 
09en the door marked Public Library and goes inside. 

INT: PUBLIC LIBR~.RY - DAY 

The librar~, is deserted, except for an old man reading 
at one of t;.1e tables. Howi~ goes over to one of the 
bookshelves or. ,;·.rhich stand the Encyclo?edias, and 
selects t~e or.e containing the letter H. He then sits 
do.wn emd o~:>enE th~ book, flipping through it till he 
finds Harvest Festival. A clos~ up insert shows us 
what he is readi::.g. Tl1e ca!'!'!era then studies Howie's 
increasingly horrified face as we listen to his thought 
voice telling us wh?.t h-= is rr-;arinq. 

EO:'J!E (T!-IOUGP.T VOICE) 
In societies as ~isparate as 
ancient Eqynt and pre·"Colornbian 
Incan, the rrarvest Festival was 
strangely enouqr.. celebrated in 
much the s arne ~-,ay. A young virgin 
~,!as chosen to Person.if~., the ~oddess 
of Fertility ... She was- mac1e much of 
by th~ ,:.-1hole cor,,muni ty and. i·1as 
dressed in the clothes and adorn
ments sacrGd to the Geitv. The 
whole co~.:nuni tv attcnder:f the feast 
in the temple ~,here. the fruit and 

(!10RE) 
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r-IO':-!IE (THOUGHT VOICE) {Contd) 
vegetables and grain were piled 
high. On a platform, above the 
heaped produce, the child stood, 
worshipped by the multitude. At 
a predetermined point in the 
·ceremony, the priests would seize 
her, fling her down, and cut her 
throat, allowing the blood to 
saturate the produce and mark the 
walls of the temple. The chief 
p.riest then skinned the child, 
and \'learing the s ti 11 warm skin 
like a mantle, led the rejoicing 
crowd through the streets. The 
priest thus represented the 
Goddess reborn and guara~teed 
another successful harvest nexf: 
year ••. 

HO~•TIE 
(aloud) 

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

The old man looks t.1p from his reading. 

OLD MAN 
Ssh! 

Howie aives him a sour look and continues with his 
reading. 

HONIE (THOUGHT VOICE) 
In Europe on the other hand, 
the young virgin uas usually 
burnt, together tli th the abundant 
produce in a huge sacrifical hon-

.. fire ••• 

HOWIE 
(aloud) 

Burnt! 

The old man glares at Howie. 

Ssh! 

60 

Howie rises unsteadily and with some noise and to 
continuec1 disapproval from the old man, replaces the 
encyclopedia on the shelf, and tiptoes from the 
library, an appalle~ man. 

l 
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Ej-.'T: THE HIGH STREET OUTSIDE THE GREEN MAN - DAY 

A pony and trap are standing in the road outside the 
pub. A youngish, weather-beaten 11 Gillie" stands 
beside it, wrestling a couple of casks of beer into 
place. Howie is standing talking to him. 

GILLIE 
Aye. I'll take you up with me 
to the castle if you like. This 
beer is for his Lordship. 

HONIE 
I'd appreciate that. Is it far? 

GILLIE 
It's up through the Mistletoe 
woods. It won't take a half hour. 

Howie climbs aboard the trap followed by the Gillie, 
and they set off. 

EXT : COUNTRY ROAD - DAY 

The cart moves through the countryside. 
orchards line the route. Howie looking 
notes a couple of girls walkipg amongst 
trees touching them ritualistically one 

HOWIE 
What are those girls doing? 

GILLIE 
Praying. 

HOWIE 
Praying? 

GILLIE 
That they're in pod. 

As before, 
about him, 
the fruit 
after another. 

Howie looks baffled. The Gillie laughs and whips up 
the horse. 

EXT: A PATH LE.~DING UPWARDS THROUGH OAK TRE~S ANO 
EXT: CASTLE AND STONES • DJ\Y 

The trap moves through a wood of oak trees, covered in 
mistletoe. It emerges into open ground so that we see 
that the wood rings a bare hill top on which stand two 
structures. The first is a huge circle of giant stones, 
some of them capped by other pedirnental rocks. The 
second, standing further away, is a Gothic Castle. 
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The trap makes for the front door of the castle, 
passing as it does so, fairly close to the circle of 
stones. This gives us a glimpse of a ceremony in 
progress there. In the centre of the circle a fire 
is blazing. A tall naked female figure stands by the 
fire surrounded by apparently naked little girls. 
They are dancing clockwise in a circle round the fire, 
and sinqing a song which floats do\•,1n to us on the wind, 
Occasionally one of the little girls detaches herself· 
from the circle and .jumps through the fire. 

GIRLS 
(singing) 

Give way, and be ye ravisht by the Sun, 
And hang the head when as the Act is done 
Spread as He spreads; wax less as He does 

wanei 
And as He shuts, close up to Maids a9ain. 

The trap draws up to the front door and Howie scarcely 
able to tear his eyes away from the ceremony in the 
ring of stones, dismounts. 

GILLIE 
This is Castle Oak. I'll be 
going round to the back. 

The trap moves on towards the back of the castle. 
Howie wrenches himself out of his fascination. 

HOWIE 
( callinq) 

Thank you for the lift. 

GILLIE 
I'll be going back in haif an 
hour. 

HOWIE 
I ' 11 be ready. 

The Gillie waves his whip and is gone round the corner 
of the building. Howie walks to the great front door 
and bar.qs on it with a huge iron knocker. It is opened 
by Broome the Butler. 

B,ooME 
Good afternoon, sir. 

HOHIE 
I wish to see Lord Surnm~risle. 

(.MORE) 
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HOtilIE (Contq) 
.My name is Hm7ie. I'm a police 
sergeant from the mainland. 

. BROOME 
Ah yes sir, his Lorc1ship is 
expecting you. 

HOWIE 
Expecting me? 

BROOME 
That's what his Lordshio told me. 
Non't you please come in. 

Broome steps aside to let Howie pass inside. 

Ii'1T: TSE GREAT HALL OF THE CASTLE - DAY 

63 

The stone flagged floor has the pelts of deer and seals 
strewn on it. The high vaulted stone walls bear 
arrangements of ancient weapons and shields, mainly 
from the Norse era. The fireplace .is huge. 

BROOME 
I will inform Lord Smnmerisle 
you're here, sir. 

As Broome withdraws Howie glances, a little awed, ,:-ound 
the room. Finally he wanders over to the window and 
looks out. 

EXT : TH~ STO:,!ES - DAY 
HOWIE'S POV 

The children dancing and leaping through the fire. 

LORD SUMt-,IERISLE (VOICE OVER) 
Good afternoon, Sergeant Howie. 
I trust the sight of the young 
people refreshes you. 

INT: TUE GF.EAT HA!.L :_ DAY 

Howie whirls round from the window to find Lord 
Summerisle standing behind him. His .face is taut 
and strained. 

HOWIE 
Ho, my Lord, it does not ·refresh 
me. 
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LORD SUMIIBRISLE 
I'm sorry. One should always be 
open to the regen,~rati ve influences. 

After his initial shock of being taken by surprise, 
Howie has the opportunity to study Lord Summerisle. 
He is dressed in the kilt nnd a loose woolen white 
shirt. On his feet are a pair of sandles and round 
his neck he wears a thick intricately woven gold chain 
in the style of the pre-Christian Scandinavians. 

HOWIE 
Your man said you were e,-:pecting 
me. How was that? 

LORD SUMMERIST.,E 
It had to be only a matter of 
time before you came here. I 
hear you're looking for a 
missing child. 

HOWIE 
I've fou!'\.d her. 

LORD SU.MMERISLE 
Good. 

HOt11IE 
In her grave. I want your 
per~ission as a Justice of the 
Peace, to exhume her body and 
have it removed to the mainland 
for a pathologist's report. 

LCBD SUMMERISI,E 
Yon suspect foul play? 

HOT·TIE 
Yes. Murder and conspiracy to 
murder. 

LORD smn·:ERISLE 
In th~t case, you must go ahead. 

HOWIE 
Your Lordship doesn't seem very 
concerned. 

LORD su:-JMERISLE 
I'm confident your suspicions are 
wrong. He don't murder people 
here. 
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HOWIE 
You mean there are ~o killings? 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
I mean there are no murders -- not 
as we see it, anyway. 

HOWIE 
There can still be murder done, 
even if the victim is complicit. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
~·7e have our own be liefs. As 
you've probably noticed, we're a 
deeply religious people. 

HOWIE 
~eligious ! ':!ith ruined churches 
and no priests? 

LORD SUM!-lERISLE 
Of course. Nhen I came in just 
no\J, I couldn't help noticing 
that you were observing those 
children at the Stones with 
particular atten~ion. They are 
enjoying a divinity lesson. 

HONIE 
But they're naked! 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Naturally. It's much too 
dangerous to leap through a fire 
with your clothes on. 

HOt-7IE 
(scornful} 

T•Jhat kind of religion can they 
be learning, jumping over bon
fires in the buff? 

LORD SU.MM.BRISLE 
Parthenogenesis -- literally, as 
Miss Rose would do11btless explain 
in her assiduous way -- reproduction 
without sexual union. 

·aot1IE 
Hhat nonsense is this? Fake 
biology, fake religion? You 
should be bringing those children 
to Christ. 

.. ~- . ·. 

_;·.·-----~"~------· .. ··~--····---

65 

r 

r 
• 1 



··~:•. 

E 

f) 
§~-

t □~ 
c'· 

~· 

[ 

r·• 

L,. 

83 CONTD (3) 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Himself the son of a virgin impreg
nated, I believe, by a ghost. 

Howie looks outraged and dumbfounded by turns. 
Summerisle motions him to a chair and proffers a 
cigar which is silently refused. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Do sit down. Shocks are so 
much better absorbed, with the 
knees bent. 

He smiles at HO\'Yie 's bewildered face. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Oh yes, sergeant. Even Christians 
believe in parthenog~nesis. As 
for those children out there~
they're leaping through the flames 
in the hope that the God of fire 
may m;:i.ke them fruitful. 1'.Jld really, 
you know, you can hardly blame 
them. After all what girl would 
not prefer the child of a God to 
that of some ac~e-scarred Artisan. 

HONIE 
And you encourage all this ••• 
this rubbish, my Lord? 

LORD SUMt!ERISLE 
Actively. It 1 s most important 
that each new generation born on 
Summerisle be made a\1are that here 
the Gods aren't dead. 

HONIE 
But t·rhat of the Christian God 
to whose glory monasteries and 
churches have been built on these 
islands over the centuries? What 
of Him? 

LORD SUM1ERISLE 
Oh He's o.ean alright • • • and He 
can't.complain. He had His chance, 
and in modern parlance, blew it. 

HONIE 
(scandalised) 

Nhat! 11 
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LORD SUMMERISLE 
Don't you mean how? The people 
were persuacled that He had become 
less powerful tllan the old Gods 
who still lived on in the woods 
-and the water and the fire and 
the stone • 

HOWIE 
It's not possible after so long. 
Who did this? 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
My grandfather, actually. It 
wasn't all that difficult. The 
tradition of the arcane and the 
mysterious cleaves to the people 
of this island with a tenacity 
which Makes it seem an inherent 
and inalienable possession. And 
as even you must be aware sergeant, 
there,s no race which cultivates a 
keener sense of spiritual vision 
than the Celtic. 

HOWIE 
I don't understand. 

LOP.D Str!-1MERISLE 
It's very simple. In the last 
century the islanders were 
starving. Mat\Y were emigrating 
to Can~da and Australia.· Fishing 
and sheep brought in a marginal 
income, much as it does today on 
ou.r neighbouring islands, but 
mullet and mutton, so to speak, 

,..are hardly the counters of pros-
, · perity. Dutifully, e,,ery Sunday 

the people -- Baptist and Catholic, 
Presbyterian and Free Kirk bowed 
as low as their respective religions 
permitted, to the Christian God and 
prayed for prosperity. But in
evitably ~one appeared. In due 
course they crune to realise that 
their. ret•,ard was to be either in 
the colonies, or as the various 
priests indicated in a rare moment 
of agreement, in the next world. 

''"'-- (HORE) 
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' LORT) STJMlIBRISLE (Contd) 
Then in 1868 my grandfather bought 
this island and set about changing 
things. He was a distinguished 
Victorian scientist, agronomist 
and free thinker -- the T. H • 
Huxley of the Trossachs you might 
call him. Look at his face. How 
formidably benevolent he seems, as 
only a man incredulous of all human 
good can. 
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Lord SuJmnerisle indicates a large oil painting on the 
wall which shows a man in Victorian dress. Howie rises 
and looks at the picture with distaste. 

HOWIE 
You are very cynical, my Lord. 

LORD SUMMElUSLE 
I simply know my family, sergeant. 

He steers the sergeant away from the picture and towards 
a door at the far end of the room. 

LORD StJMMEP.ISLE 
But be that as it may, my grand
father had not bought the island, 
solely for the society of its 
inhabi t:ants. t•fuat had attracted 
him, apart from the profuse source 
of wiry labour that it promised, 
was the unique combination of 
volcanic soil and the warm gulf 
stream ·which surrounded it·. 

Lord Surn.~erisle opens the ~oor, and the two men pass 
through i~to the next room. 

I 

84 INT: LABORATORY - DAY 

Lo·rd Summerisle leads the way into the laboratory. It 
is equippad as any laboratory would be in a horticul
tural resec:.,:ch station. The two men walk down the 
centre aisle while the camera chooses its own path 
picking up here a growing graft, there a shrunken apple, 
pear or apricot, preserved i!1 a glass case, with its 
history and achievements beside it. 

LO RD S UMt1E RI SLE 
You see, his experiments had led 
him to believe that it ·was possible 

(UORE) 



-~ .,.: 

:_I 
., 

mf .. ~ / 

::· .·<-:\'!,I 
, ,-'"l...t.....-

i0 

I 

ti, 
! □: 

lo 
C 
C 
[ 

r\d l_, -· 

[ 

[ 

[ 

[ 

. [ ,·· 

[ 

[ 
\,- .. 

L'-_) 

L 

84 CONTD 

LORD SUMHBRISLE (Contd) 
to induce here the successful 
growth of certain new strains 
of fruit which he h~d developed. 
So with typical Mid-'llictorian 
zeal, he set to work. But of ~\' 
course, almost immediately, he \ 
met opposition from the funda
mentalist priests who threw tons 
of his artificial fertilizer into 1 

the harbour on the grounds that 
if God had meant us to use it, 
He'd have provided it. My grand
father took exactly the same view 
of priests, and realised he had 
to find a way to be rid of them. 
The bast method of accomplishing 
this, it seemed to him, was to 
rouse the people from their 
poverty-induced apathy, by giving 
them back their joyous old Deities; 
so he encouraged, as it were, a 
retreat down rneMory lane backwards 
from Christianity, through the 
Aaes of Reason and Belief to the 
Age of Mysticism. ,.. 

HOWIE 
I ask aoain sir, how was this 
possible? 

LORD SUMl·lERISLE 
And I refer you again sir, to the 
spiritual vision of the Celts. 
These islanders needed little 
ur~ing. My grandfather simply 
told them about The Stones -- hatt 
they in fact formed an ancient 
t,~mple, and that he T:1e Lord of 
the Manor would make a sacrifice 
there every day to their old Gods 
and Goddesses particularly those 

,of Fertility and Fruitfulness, and 
that as a result of this worship 

(preacher's voice). 
the barren island would burgeon 
and bring forth fruit in great 
abundance. 

(normal voice) 
For an atheist, grandfather had 
a singularly biblical turn of 
phrase, don't you think? 

69 
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HOWIE 
(incredulous) 

~.nd they believed him? 

LORD SUMI-!ERISLE 
. Nell of course at first people 

worked for him because he fed 
and clothed them. Then naturally 
when all the trees started 
fruiting it became a different 
story. The priests told the 
people to withdraw their labour 
as they were "trucking with the 
devil 11

• My father told the 
people that if they did so, he 
woulcl leave and the island would 
become as barren again as all 
the others. It will come as no 
surprise to you to hear that the 
old Gods defeated the Christian 
God, and the priests fled the 
island never to return. 

HOWIE 
But how did the trees come to 
fruit, when so many other attempts 
to grm·~ things on these is lands 
have failed? Don't tell me your 
grandfather really worshipped the 

(choking on the phrase) 
Go~s of Fertility? 

LORD SU?-Ir-IERISLE 
Come, come, sergeant. As I've 
already told you, he worshipped 
science. t·Jhat he did of course 
was to develop new cultivars of 
hardy fruits to suit local condi
tions. Out here we have his 
original experimental orchard, much 
developed of course. Come and have 
a look. 
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Lord Surr.inerisle opens a door which leads out to the 
experimental orchard. He stanc.s aside to let Howie 
pass. 

EXT: E¼PERif-1ENTAL L1' ... 3ORATORY - DAY 

Howie emerges from the laboratory into the orchard 
followed by Lord Su:mmerisle. They start to walk about 
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amongst a number of trees in blossor.1, which have been 
elaborately tagged and bound. Beside many of them 
stand small refrigerators. Lord Summerisle identifies 
them as he passes. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
You are looking at the parents 
of the Sumrnerisle Apple. Ashmead's 
Kernel here on my left was originally 
raised by a Doctor Ashmead of 
Gloucester in the year seventeen 
ten. It is a grey brown russet 
·which is not particularly attractive 
in appearance but was originally 
selected on account of its age, 
and excellent flavour, superior 
many have judged to the famous 
Cox's Orange Pippin. Here, see 
for yourself. 

He opens a re::rigerator and produces a slightly 
shrivelled brown apple which he cuts open with a knife. 
He offers it to Hoi·1ie who takes and eats it . 

HOWIE 
Very sweet. 

LORD SUH!-IBRISLE 
As I say it has a fine flavour, 
but its appearance is somewhat 
as-ainst it and it has a regrettable 
tendency to shrivel in refrigeration. 

Lord·sum.'1lerisle leads the way to the next tree • 

LORD SUilMERISLE 
In order to cor.-.l:',at this latter 
disadvantage grandfather crossed 
it with St. l';thelstane • s Pippin, 
an orange flushed russet of great 
sturdiness and quite phenomenal 
shelf life discoverec about 1830 
by a Mr. Talmage cif St. Ives in 
Cornwall. Receptivity to the bene~_ 
ficial effects of ~he Gulf Stream, 
combined with high resistance to 
salt water air currents, were bred 
in at this stage. Note the large, 
partly open eye i.·Tith convergent to 
erect sepals set in a wide shallow, 
unusually even basin • 

. I 
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While he has been talking Lord Summerisle has ta.ken an 
orange flushed russet out of another refrigerator and 
cut it open for Howie. Howie goes tq taste it but Lord 
Sumrnerisle throws it away. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Don't bother to taste it, it's 
quite unremarkable, unlike those 
splendid deep purple flushed 
Pauncefoot Pearmains which you 
can see in that refrigerated tray 
over there and which were brought 
in as the last crossing, in order 
to correct appearance. 

He indicates the apple in question. While Howie's 
attention is distracted he produces suddenly, a huge 
red apple uhich he cuts open Nith his knife. Juice 
flows from the creamy flesh. 

LORD SU!·!MERISLE 
But save your appetite for this 
feller -- the reno~med Sumr'lerisle 
Famous. 

He offers a piece to HO\vie who eats it and can hardly 
conceal his delight. 

HOWIE 
E~traordinary, my Lord. Naturally 
I have had them before. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Yes, yes, of course you have. 

He caressas the apple lovingly. 

LORD SUH!-1ERISLE 
Crea~ white flesh, firm, full 
flushed, blood red bloomed skin 
with a truly noble sweet vinous 
flavour. It took years of my 
grandfather's and my father's 
life, but it was worth it, for 
on this we base our prosperity. 

I-IOWIE 
(uncomfortable at the 
other's ecstasv) 

I didn I t knm11 your lather was as 
keen a horticulturist, my Lord • 
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LOR') SUP.MERIS LE 
Oh yes. He went on developing 
and improving the apples and 
produced other fruit here as well, 
notably Star of Summ~risle, a 
remarkably i1eady pear, and Flame 
of Summe~isle, a~ extremely juicy 
slightly sub-acid apricot of 
superb colour. 

73 

Lord Surnrnerisle leads the way out of the experimental 
orchard by a gate in a wall, and they ,,1alk back towards 
the front of the castle. 

EXT: A PATH LEADING FROM TI-IE ORCHARD TO 'l'HE CASTLE -
DAY 

The two men walk up towards the front of the castle. 

HOWIE 
And did he too keep up the Godless 
charades of your grandfather, sir? 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
He became fascinated by the old 
ways, if that's wh:!t you mean. 
Indesd, he went further. What my 
grandfather had started out of 
expediency, he continued because 
he truly believed that it was 
infinitely more spiritually 
nourishing than the life denying, 
God-terror of the Rirk. And I 
might say, sergeant, he brought 
me up the same way -- to love 
the music and drama and rituals 
of the old pantheism, and to love 
·nature, and to fear it, and r.ely 
on it and appease it where 
necessary. He brought me up 
to ••• 

HOWIE 
{shouting) 

To be a pagan. 

There is a silence between them. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
(softly) 

A heathen, conceivably, but not 
I hope, an unenlightened one. 
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HOWIE 
(tightly) 

I'm only interested in the law, 
Lore Summerisle, and I must remind 
ynu that you are still the subject 
of a Christian country. If people 
practice obscenities and murder, 
it is my duty ••• 

LORD SOMMERISLE 
Let us not debate the laws relating 
to obscenity, sergeant. The police 
in the British Isles haven't come 
off too well lately in that context. 
But murder ••• ? 

HOWIE 
As I said, I suspect so. Murder 
past and murder planned. Now may 
I have permission to exhwne the 
body of Rowan Morrison? 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
I was under the impression that I 
had already given it to you. 

The horse and trap driven by the Gillie rounds the 
corner of the castle • 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Ah, here's your transport. 
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He extends his hand which the surpris,!d Howie takes. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
It's been a great pleasure mee~ing 
a Christian copper. Goodbye. 

tord Summerisle walks into the castle and closes the 
door behind him. Howie climbs onto the trap and looks 
slowly from the door to the children dancing round the 
bonfire in The Stones on the hill behind him. Occa
sionally a child jumps through the smoke. We zoom in 
to a close up of one such child to see that her ex
pression is ecstatic. 

EXT: THE COMMON. AND GRAVEYARD - EVENING 

Sergea.~t Howie and the ~ld gardener walk across the 
common towards the churchyarr!. The former carries an 
oil lamp, and the latter a spade. We track with them 
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across the common and through the lychgate into the 
churchyard. We see a number of people watering graves 
with watering cans. The old ga~dene~/grave digger goes 
straight to Rowan's grave and starts to dig. Mix to 
next scene. 

88 EXT: THE GRA'VEYARD - NIGHT 

89 

Night has fallen and Howie now holds aloft the lighted 
oil lamp to illuminate the grave digger's work. 
Suddenly we hear the sound of spade on wood and see 
a child's plain pine coffin lying in the earth. 

OLD GARDENER 
'Ere give us a hand to lift this 
lot out. 

He throws up a cord to Howie, who catches it and starts 
to pull. Together they slowly raise up the coffin 
until it can be placed by the pile of earth from the 
grave. The grave digger uses his spade as a lever 
and we hear the squeak of protesting nails as they are 
pulled out. Suddenly the lid gives and we see the 
faces of the two men surprised at what they see, 
changing in Howie's case to an expression of fury. 

An insert shows us the inside 
empty except for a dead hare. 
inside and picks it up. Fade 
laughs. 

of the coffin -- quite 
.Howie 's hand reaches 

to black as the gardener 

INT; GREAT HALL OF CASTLE - NIGHT 

The body of the hare is thrown violently down on the 
flagstones. We pull back to see the whole room with 
Howie standing confronting Lord Summerisle. In front 
of the fire I-!iss Rose reclines on some skins, while in 
the huge £ireplace a graat fire roars. 

HOWIE 
(furious) 

I 'found this in Rowan Morrison'$ 
grave. 

LORD SUMt!ERISLE 
Little Rowan loved the March Hares. 

HOWIE 
It's sacrilege. 
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russ ROSE 
Only if the ground were consecrated 
to Christian belief. Personally, 
I think it's c1 very lov·ely trans
mutation. I'm sure Rowan is most 
_happy with it. 

HOWIE 
(to Miss Rose) 

Look here, Hiss. I hope you 
don't think that I can be made 
a fool of indefinitely. 

(shouting) 
t'lhere is Rowan Morrison? 

MISS ROSE 
(pointing to the hare)· 

Nhy there she is, what remains 
of her physically. Her soul of 
course may even now be ••• 

Eowie turns impatiently to Lore Sumrnerisle. 

HONIE 
Lord Sumrnerisle, for the last 
time where is Rowan Morrison? 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
(cooly) 

I believe, Sergeant Howie, that 
you are supposed to be the detective. 

HOHIE 
My Lord, a child is reported missing 
on your island. I come here and 
at first I'm tola there is no such 
child. I find there is and that 
she has been killed -- burnt to 
death, according to Doctor Ewan. 
I subsequently discovn.r there is 
no death certificate, and now I 
find that though there is.a grave, 
there is no body. 

LORD SU!-mERISLE 
How perplexing for you. What do 
you th.ink could !1av·e happened? 

HOWIE 
Though I have no evidence for t.~is, 
it is my beli~f that Ro·wan Morrison 

(!.!ORE) 
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HOWIE (contd) 
was murdered under circumstances 
of pagan barbarity which I can 
scarcely bring myself to believe 
as taking place in the twentieth 
century. It is my intention to 
return to the mainland tomorrow 
and report my suspicions to the 
Chief Constable of the West High
land Constabulary, and demand a 
full investigation into all the 
affairs of this heathen island. 
Goodnight sir. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
You must of course do as you see 
fit, sergeant. It is perhaps just 
as well that you won't be here to 
be offended by the sight of our 
May Day celebrations tomorrow. 

Light dawns on Sergeant Howie. 

HOWIE 
Tomorrow's tomorrow••• of course. 
My Lord, I may even return from the 
mainland in time to prevent their 
taking place. 
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Lord Summerisle rings the bell and Broome appears. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
I think it will take stronger 
powers than yours to stop them, 
sergeant. Over the centuries 
they have proved very durable. 

Broome opens the door. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Ah Broome. Will you kindly show 
the sergeant out. 

BROOME 
This way, sir. 

Howie hesitates and then strides from the room. Broome 
-closes the door, leaving Lord Summerisle and Miss Rose 
smiling at each other enigmatically as the sergeant's 
footsteps retreat down the stone flagged corridor out
side. The great door bangs closed behind him. Lord 
Summerisle seats himself at the piano. He and Miss 
Rose sing the 'Ram of Derby' tog~ther - uproariously -
(It is a very very old version of the song dating from 
when the RAM was a MAN). 
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EXT: CHEMIST'S SHOP NIGHT 

Howie crosses silently to the chemist shop. Looking 
car.::fully about him to see;: that he is unobserved, he 
slips n piece of mica bet;ween the yalc catch and door 
jamb of e1e shop's front door, and opens it. Noise
lessly he slips inside. 

INT: CHl:,:HIST'S SHOP - NIGHT 

Howie carefully clos-3s the door of the shop behind him. 
He li;hts a match and takes his bearings, then blows 
it out, r~turning the scrccm to dark!less. Suddenly a 
light goes on in what appears to be a dark room at the 
back of the shop. 

92 INT: DARK ROOM - NIGHT 

Howie stands in the dark room listening intenttl{. He 
opens a door which disclosas in an insert a flight of 
stairs leading upwards. We hear the racking snores 
of Mr. Lennox from the bedroom above. These continue 
th.roughout the sc0ne. Howie starts to search through 
boxes of negatives filed away on shelves in yellow 
boxes. They arc l,3~elled weddings, sports days, 
portraits, etc., etc. Finally he comes to a box 
marked Harvest Festival. He opens it and finds inside 
a number of negatives, each marked with its date. The 
negative for the previous year which r-ir. Lennox claimed 
h~ was unable to find lies at the bottom of the pile. 
Iiouie holds it up briefly to the light to make sure 
there has been an exposure, then quickly pours out some 
Hypo in a photographic dish and slips the negative into 
it • 

Nhile the photograph is developing he tiptoes to the 
.foot of the stairs to check on th~ sleeping Mr. Lennox. 
Satisfied that all is well, he starts to examine other 
boxes of photographs. He selects one labelled Divina
tion and opens it. Inside are a number of photographs 
in folQers. The first is labelled The Blade-Bone of 
the Black Pig (Slinncineachd) ,'l~'ld contains a photograph 
of a crowd of islanders standin~ in a circle round 
Lord Su."lU!lcrisle who is minutely scrutinising the bone 

.of an animal. The second is labelled Omen Stones (Coel 
Cocth) and contains a photograph of half a dozen people 
throwing white round stones into the embers of a fire. 
The third is labelled The Seer in the Bull (Taghairrn) 
and contains the photograph of a man wrapped in the 
hide of a bull being rocked by others on the bank of 
a river. The fourth is labelled The Elucidator 
(Peithyrnen) and contains a photograph which shows 
Lord Summerisle manipulating a machine consisting of 
several staves on which judicial maxims have been cut. 
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(Nhen turned the staves spell out messages of three 
or four lines.) The fifth is labelled The Living and 
The Dead Graves and contains a photograph which shows 
a woman wrapped in a blanket lying on the ground 
between two holes. One has a sign by it reading 
Living Grave; the other reads Dead Grave. A small 
circle of people looks on with concern. Sickened, 
Howie thrusts the photographs back into the yellow 
box, and moves over to the bath of Hypo. A photograph 
of the familiar scene of the Harvest Festival emerges 
before our eyes. He takes it out and lays it on a 
table to dry. Searching round he finds a magnifying 
glass and holds it to the picture. After a lot of 
distortion due to magnification, we see that the girl 
standing amongst the fruit and vegetables is not Rowan 
Morrison but Daisy who we met in the schoolroom. 
Ho·wie 's face shows his perplexity. He applies him
self to examining the photograph in detail and we note 
the surprising fact that there is virtually no produce. 

HOWIE (THOUGHT VOICE} 
There's hardly any produce ••• 
A few old pears, and tomatoe3 
and cauliflo·wers ••• and a dozen 
tiny little apples. 

(out loud) 
The crop failed last year, that's 
it 1 The crop failed • • • No wonder 
I got canned soup and vegetables 
last night ••• No wonder there 
were non~ of the famous Summerisle 
Apples ••• 

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

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

LORD SUMMERISLE (VOICE OVER) 
He brought me up the same way --
to love the music and drama and 
rituals of the old pantheism, and 
to love nature, and to fear it 
and rely on it and appease it 
where n.acessary ••• 

HOWIE 
(appalled, out loud) 

Appease it where necessaryl 
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He finds himself st~ring at a wall calendar with May 
Day ringed heavily in rGd. His eyes widen. 

LORD SDllt-lERISLE (VOICE OVER) 
Only make sure you're ready for 
tomorro~.., 's tomorrow • 

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

HONIE 
My Godl I've got to find that 
girl! 

His vehemence has interrupted the even flow of the 
snores. There is a sudden silenca from upstairs· which 
Howie noticos an:i r-=gister.s by glancing towards the 
staircase. Hastily he replaces the negative in the 
box, grabs the wet photograph, and turns out the light. 
He goes through to the shop. There is dead silence 
for an appr~ciable time; then the snores resume at 
first softly but gr.owing to reach a crescendo. We 
hear the front door of the shop opcm and close. Fade 
to blacJ~. 

INT: BJm ROOI•l - GREEN MAN - NIGHT 

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

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

HONIE 
I'll have a pint please. 

Willow turns to draw thi:1 beer. Howie contemplates the 
empty space on the wall where last year's Harvest 
Festival photograph is missing, then brings out his 

·own recently stol~n photograph and makes a comparison. 
The difference between plenitude and famine is obvious. 
He puts his photograph back in his pocket and walks 
over to the bar •·:hare his beer stands waiting. He 
lifts it and drin1(S deeply. 

HONIE 
Nillow, what did you mean by the 
phrase 'the day of death and 
resurrection ' • 
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HILLON 
I don't re!nem0er saying that. 

HOi•7IE 
You said it last night to Lord 
Summ0risle when he was in the 
garden. 

WILLOW 
Oh, so you overheard that, did 
you, Sergeant Sleuth. 

IIOt"1IE 
I'm right next door you know. 

NILLOT'i 
I know where you are. I only 
hope Ash Buchannan didn't keep 
you awake. He's a lively boy 
and very anxious to learn. 

HOWIE 
I'm only interested in the meaning 
of the phrase 'the da:l of death 
and resurrection'. 

WILLOt-1 
rt•s just a saying. It's some
thing to do with fertility, and 
ilay Day, and all that. 

HOWIE 
'Nillow, what happens on May Day? 
Does anyone • • • Hell, I mean, is 
anl'one specially chosen for a ••• 

WILL0~·7 
You must think of it as a day of 
rebirth, sergeant ••• That's the 
best way. 

H0~1IE 
(impatiently) 

Do you know where; they're keeping 
Row a:., r-lorrison? 

inLLm•7 
Who cares? But why don't you 
come to my room later tonight. 
I'm sure I can tell you something 
to your advantage. The door won't 
be lockeu. 
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She moves away frm11 him, dm·m the bar. He watches her 
go, evidently disturb2d by her proposition. He drinks 
off his beer as a means of regaining some lost control. 

INT: SERGEANT HOWIE 'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Howie lies awake in his bed listening to the sounds 
of the house. He hears !·7illow open the door of her 
room, and looking tm1ards the window he sees that the 
light next door has gone on. He listens to her moving 
about, then suddenly he hears noises up against the 
dividing wall between the two rooms, as of flesh being 
rubbed up and down against the plaster. The sounds 
become more and more rhythmically insistent and are 
now accompanied by soft moans mixed with snatches of 
a tuneful humming. Howie sits up in bed, feels for 
the cross he left in the church, and nfter a struggle 
with himself gets up nnd walks in his underwear almost 
trance-like to the wall. He feels it with his hands · 
as if it were flesh. Then gently at first, he presses 
the top half of his body against it, stretching out 
his arms in the shape of a cross. He starts to shake, 
and gradually is forcad, as it were against his own 
will, to press the lower half of his body against it. 

INT: WILLOW'S BEDROOH - NIGHT 

Willow is standing by the wall, naked. Alternatively 
she rubs herself up against it and traces with her 
fingers the shape of the man on the other side of it. 
She is humming to herself, but suddenly placing her 
mouth close to the wall she breaks into the words of 
the song. 

WILLOW 
{singing) · 

I sa~-.1 a maid milk a bull 
Nell done Liar. 
I saw a maid milk a bull 
Give him his due. 

INT: Sl::RGE1u'1T HOWIE 'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Howie is forcing his body away from the wall, an effort 
which seems to take all his strength. We can hear 
Willow's voice clearly through the wall. 

t'!ILLOW (VOICE OVER) 
(singing) 

I saw a maid milk a bull 
Everv stroke a bucket full 
Isn't that a comical thing to be true. 
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Accompanied by a peal of ironic laughter from Willow, 
Howie totters across the room to regain his bed. He 
lies there sweating and exhausted, as if he has been 
in a great fight. Fade to black. 

INT: SERGEANT HOWIE'S ROOM - DAY 

It is the next morning. Sunshine streams in through 
the window. Willow comes briskly into the room with 
tea and toast on a tray, and puts them down on a bed
side table. This wakes him up. 

WILLOW 
Wake up. Sergeant Sleuth. It's 
May Day. 

HOWIE 
What time is it1 

WILLOW 
It's past nine. 

She draws back the curtains and the room floods with 
light. Slowly Howie props himself up on one elbow. 

WILLOW 
I thought you were coming to see 
me last night. 

HOWIE 
I never said so. 

WILLOW 
I invited you. 

HOWIE 
I'm sorry. I'm an engaged man. 

WILLOW 
And that stops you? 

HOWIE 
Yes, of course. 

WILLOW 
Would you have come if you 
weren't engaged? 

HOWIE 
I don't think so. 
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~n~r.ow 
I must say you're a gallant fellow, 
sergeant. 

HOHIE 
It's not personal. It's just 
that I don't believe in it before 
marriage. 

NILLOW 
I'd have thought that if you 
didn't believe in it before, 
you're not going to believe in 
it much after. Still, suit 
yourself. I expect you'll be 
going back today, won't you? 
You wouldn't want to be around 
here on 1'1ay Day . -- not the way 
you feel. 

HOWIE 
I shall be going, and I shall 
be returning tonight ,;.-,i th a 
nurn .. ':)er of police officers. 
You'd better tell your father 
to make ready at least another 
three rooms. 

UILLOt-7 
I'll tell him. 

84 

She leaves the room and shuts the door behind her, but 
a second later op€ns it again catching Howie just 
getting out of bed. He covers himself embarrassed. 

WILLOt·l 
Tell me sergeant, do they all 
think like you? 

She laughs and closes the door, leaving him sitting on 
the edge of the bed, in confusion. 

E,:XT: HIGH STREET - DAY 

Howie walks down the high street towards the harbour. 
He notices that it is entirely deserted. He looks 
down the side streets and up towards the green but 
there is no sign of a human being anywhere •. He turns 
to find Miss Rose standing in his path •. 

MISS ROSE 
Ah sergeant. You're about early. 
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HONIE 
Nhich is more than cun be said 
about everyone else. 

MISS ROSE 
They're all inside preparing. 

HOWIE 
For May Day? 

MISS ROSE 
Of cou=se. 

HOWIE 
Hiss Rose, you'ra a skilled 
instructor. Tell m~ about May 
Day. 

r1ISS ROSE 
It is a feast of fecundity, 
sergeant, celebrated in the 
form of an ancient dance drama 
which hE1.s, as you may well 
expect, a complete cast of 
characters. Firstlv there is 
the hoboy horse or man-animal 
who leads the ceremony chasing 
the girls with tarred skirts. 
Secondly there is a man-woman 
figure, what we call the Betsy 
or Teaser al·ways played by the 
com.munity leader, in this case 
Lord Sumrnerisle. Thirdly there 
are the Sword Dancers who through
out the dance continuously make 
a Lock of their Swords -- a 
clear symbol of the sun. And 
fourthly there is the victim 
·i::rhose death and resurrection of 
course is the climax of the 
dance. But I've surely said 
more than enough to one who is 
at this moment on his way to 
make out his report to the 
Chief Conr;table of the Nestern 
Highlands. Good morning to you. 
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She passes him-and continues on up the street. After 
a pause, HO'wie moves on towards the harbour. 
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EXT: HARBOUR - DAY 

Shooting from the quayside up towards the high street 
we see Howie come towards quayside, passing the harbour 
master who is sitting on a bollard, doing nothing much 
in particular. 

HARBOUR MASTER 
Morning, sergeant • 

Morning. 
plane. 

HOWIE 
I need to get to my 

HARBOUR MASTER 
You won't find ·a cat stirring 
this morning. I'd best take you 
out myself'. 

The harbour master rises and the two men make their 
way down the steps of the quayside to a small dinghy 
which they proceed to board. The harbour master casts 
off and takes the oars. Mix through to next scene. 

100 EXT: HARBOUR - DAY 

The harbour master is rowing Howie across the water 
to the seaplane. We see the scene in long shot f'rom 
the POV of the quayside. The camera pans round to see 
the crowd of boatmen we have previously met, staring 
silently out to sea at the retreating row boat. All 
wear elaborate animal masks - otters, badgers, foxes~ 
eagles, stoats, rats, etc., etc. 

101 EXT: HARBOUR - DAY 

102 

The row boat arrives at the seaplane, and Howie 
scrambles up into the cockpit. The harbour master 
waves. 

HARBOUR MASTER 
Have a good flight, now. 

We hear Howie try to start the engine, and the attempt 
fail. He tries again and again with similar results .• 
With a grin and a final wave the harbour master starts 
to row back to shore. 

INT: COCKPIT OF SEAPLANE - DAY 

Howie desperately presses the starter button. He then 
tries the switches of the radio; but it is dead. The 
engine again fails to start and finally refuses to 
turn over at all. With a grim face he climbs out onto 
the wing. 
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EXT: SEAPLANE - DAY 

Standing on the float Howie bleakly regards the 
retreating harbour master. 

HOWIE 
Hey you! Come back! 

The harb~ur master continues rowing. Howie waves. 
The harbour master waves back and continues rowing. 
Howie remembers his loud hailer and takes it out of 
the cockpit. 

EXT: 

HOWIE 
( loud hailer) 

Come back! 

QUAYSIDE - DAY 

From the P.O.V. of the quayside we see the harbour 
master turn his row boat round and head back to the 
seaplane. The masked figures walk away down the 
quayside and melt into the town. 

EXT: SEAPLANE - DAY 

The row boat draws up alongside the seaplane. 

HARBOUR MASTER 
What's the matter? Won't she go? 

HOWIE 
No. Has ~nyone been near her? 

HARBOUR MASTER_ 
Not to my knowledge, sergeant. 

HOWIE 
Are you sure? Bit of a coincidence that 
neither the engine or the radio are 
working. 

HARBOUR MASTER 
If any of the kids had been interfering 
with it I think I'd have seen •em. 

HOWIE 
And you didn't? 

HARBOUR MASTER 
No. 

HOWIE 
I 1 11 want a boat. 

HARBOUR MASTER 
On May Day? 

I 
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HOWIE 
Yes, on Hay Day. 

HARBOUR MASTER 
It's not possible, friend. 
Nothing puts out from her~ today. 

HOWIE 
This is police business. I've 
got to have a boat. 

Hl\RBOUR MASTER 
(suddenly tougher) 

Let me speak frankly, sergeant -
no one wants you here on May Day, 
but equally no one will give it 
up to take you to the mainland. 
Now I cc,.n either leave you here 
on this seaplane: or take you back 
to the island. Nhich is it to be? 

HOWIE 
You'll hear more of this. 
Obstructing a police officer 

HARBOUR MASTER 

·• .. 
No one's obstructing you. Use 
your plane -- if you can. 

88 

Ill humouredly Howie steps into the boat. The harbour 
master digs in his oars and Howie sprawls on his back 
in the bottom of the boat. They ro~-1 away from us as 
he .attempts to right himself. Mix _through to next 
scene. 

106 EXT: QUAYSIDE - DAY 

Howie leaps ashore from the boat, and after a look 
round the deserted harbour naked of boats as well as 
of men; he runs to a row of boathouses advertising 
boats for hire. All are locked and shuttered. He 
grows more desperate as he tries them all in turn, 
watched by the harbour master who has tied up his 
row boat, _and sits again on his bollard. 

Hi\RBOUR I•1ASTER 
You're a very persistent man, 
sergeant. 

HOWIE 
I've got to get to the mainland. 

\ 
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HARBOUR !-'11\STER 
Well I reckon you'll have to swim 
fo:- it. 

HOWIE 
Where have they put all their 
boats? 

HARBOUR MASTER 
'l'hcy '~ locked up • They don't 
leave 'em in the water on May 
Day. 

HOWIE 
Why not? 

HARBOUR MASTER 
You never know what might happen 
to 'em. 

HOWIE 
(to himself) 

Then I'll have to find Rowan 
myself. 

89 

Howie runs from the quayside up to the entrance to the 
village high street. 

107 EXT: VILLAGZ HIGH STREET - DAY 

The high street is completely deserted. Howie starts 
to walk up it looking carefully dm·m the cross streets 
all of which are equally empty. Suddenly an enormous 
hobby horse breaks cover from a side street near the 
-top of the High Street, crosses it from right to left 
and disappears. Howie quickens his pace and crosses 
th~ road to where the hobby horse disappeared • 

10 8 EXT: VILL.~GE HIGH STREET OPPOSITE GREEN MAN - DAY 

Howie stands outside the chemist's shop with his back 
to it. He is looking cautiously about him, his ears 
-straining for every sound. Suddenly with a great 
clatter the hobby horse again breaks cover, this time 
travelling across the high street from left to right. 
This time it is very much nearer to us and we are 
able to see in detail the monstrous details of the 
half horse half dragon as it trails its collosal 
hooped skirt across the road and disappears finally 
into the back courtyard of The Gre~n Han. Stealthily 
Howie creeps across the road after it. The camera 
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do~s not follow him, but zooms instead into a tight 
close up of the glass door of the chemist shop. 
Standing in the shadows staring out at Howie is 
Mr. Lennox, his head covered by the malevolent mask 
of a weasel. His arm rests on an old fashioned 
tripod camera which stands beside him. 

EXT: COURTYARD OF THE GREEN MAN - DAY 

In the courtyard of the Green Man, the hobby horse is 
being dismantled by a crowd of men, most of whom we 
have seen before either in the harbour or in the pub. 
Out of the hobby horse steps Alistair the giant, red 
in the face and sweating profusely. Someone hands 
him a pint which he drinks at a draught. Lord 
Summerisle looks on approvingly. He himself is 
dressed in the Teaser's costume -- a long straight 
dark wig and a dark purple, very simple, Edwardian 
Governess's dress, faintly reminiscent of a priest's 
habit, which h..::l starts to get out of as he talks. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Everything in working order, 
1~1istair? 

ALISTi.IR 
Aye my Lord .• 

Lord Summerisle turns to !\lder MacGregor who is climb
ing out of a Punch costume flanked by six men in white 
dance uniforms who are practicing making a "knot" 
with their swords. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Hr. !-lacGregor, I trust we aren •t 
going to have to let your costume 
out again this year? 

There is a general burst of laughter. 

ALDER !-1.'\CGREGOR 
I'll manage, my Lord, though it 
seems to shrink a bit every year. 

Lord Summerisle crosses to the s~.;ords rn~n and watches 
as they lock and wi thdrai.-1 a couple of tirnGs. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Are you men alright? 

FIRST S:·70ROSi-1AN 
We will be, my Lord. 
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Lord Surnrnerisle smiles and passes over to a group of 
dancers with antlers on their heads practicing a 
complicated_dance step. He watches for awhile, then 
moves over to stand by some men who are heating up 
a barrel of tar. All around him, onlookers stand 
drinking beer. 

An insert shows Howie has crept into the stables of 
the yard and is looking out at the scene from behind 
a pile of straw. Lord Sumrnerisle raises his hands 
for silence, and this is immediately accorded him. 

LORD SUM!:<lERISLE 
Gentlemen, enough nowl We will 
all reassemble on the Green at 
three o'clock sharp, and process 
through the village and country
side, to the beach under "The 
Stones" by the routci which has 
become sacred to our rite. This 
year, at the procession's end, 
as has been proclaimed, a holy 
sacrlfice will be offered up 
jointly to Nuada, our most sacred 
Gou of the Sun, and to Avellenau 
the beloved Goddess of our orchards 
in order that we might furnish them 
with renewed power to quicken the 
growth of our crops. Hail the 
Queen of the r.tay! 

ALL THE r-1 .. ?i.N TOGETHER 
Hail the Queen of the May! 

The men che-!er and stream over to the Ale Bower which 
has been set up in a corner of the yard. The Bower 
itself is decoratec1 with fruit blossoms and sprigs of 
flowering garlic and white handkerchiefs. Inside men 
dressed as "Green Men 11 or "Jack-in-the-Green" serve 
the thirsty men with ale. In the hurly burly, Howie 
slips from his place of concealment and leaves the 
;Yard • 

110 EXT: HIGH STREET - HAY MO!tRISON I S SHOP - DAY 

Ho~-1ie turns into the empty High Street and moves quickly 
across the road towards May Morrison's shop. A clock in 
the window sho~,s eleven o'clock. He knocks at the door. 
Mrs. Morrison bustles up and unlocks it. A chicken 
masl~ dangles from her hand. 
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MRS. !!ORRISON 
~--thy sergeant, I thought you'd 
gone back. 

HOWIE 
Mrs. Morrison, I've no time to 
waste on games and half answers. 
I've got to find Rowan. 

J\1RS. r10RRISON 
But you told me yourself that 
you went to the graveyard ••• 

HOWIE 
!lrs. Morrison, whether you know 
it or not, Rowan's not dead. 
They've got her hidden somewhere • 

.MRS. MORRISON 
They? 

HmvIE 
The village ••• the whole island. 
Everyone's in it. 

She looks at him blankly, but courteously. 

HOWIE 
••• I suppose you're in it too. 
Dear God, what kind of a woman 
are you to stand by and watch 
th~ slaughter of your o~-m child? 

MRS. HORRISON 
I've already told you, sergeant. 
This is my child. 

92 

She moves aside to reveal a child dressed in a chicken 
mask. Hpwie snatches it off to reveal the face of 
Myrtle. S!1e bursts into tears and runs back into the 
shop. 

MRS. MORRISON 
Now see what you've done. If I 
was you I'd go back to the main
land, serg~ant, and stop meddling 
in affairs which are no concern 
of yours. 

HOWIE 
But they are ~y concern. 

I 
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HRS. r-!ORRISON 
No they arc not. You simply 
cannot understand the true 
nature of sacrifice. 

93 

She smiles at him sadly and closes the door. He stands 
there as.if turned to stone. 

HO!vIE 
(viciously) 

Heathens. Bloody heathens! 

Suddenly galvanized he runs to the first house in the 
High Street and pounds 011 the door. A surprised man 
of about forty-five opens the door. ThG camera pans 
to look in t..ltrough the window into the sitting room 
as Howi~ pushes his way into the tiny house. 

HOWIE 
I'm a police officer, looking 
for a missing child. Please 
take the mask off that child. 

INT: SITTING ROOi'l OF HOUSE - or .. Y 

Through the window we !3ee Sergeant Howie bulldoze his 
way into the room and point to a child wearing a hare's 
head mask. Two older wcmen who are dressing the child 
look astonished at the interruption, but quietly and 
quickly remove the mask. It is not Rowan Morrison 
but another child ·who we might have recognised as 
having be~n in the schoolroom. Howie runs up the 
strtirs, the camera panning back to see him do so. 
The man pursues him. · 

MAN 
Hey wait a minute. Have you 
got a search warrant? 

INT: TOP STOREY LANDING OF HOUSE - DAY 

Howie stands looking do~m menacingly at the houseowner. 

Hot"1IE 
No. I do not have a bloody 
warrant, simply because there 
is absolutely no way I can get 
one. · But I intend to search 
every house in this town in the 
next three hours, just the same, 
and any man who tries to stop me 
t·1ill be arrested as an accomplice 
to murder. 
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He throws open the door of a 
search it. 

EXT: HIGH STREET - D~Y 

94 

:corn and starts to 

Howie storms out of the house and walks to the next 
one. He. bangs on the door. The top window shoots up 
and three cats' heads masks look out. 

GIRL IN WINDOW 
Yes? 

um·nE 
Take those masks off. 

GIRL IN WINDOW 
Cheek! 

HOWIE 
I am a police officar 
'for a missing child. 
those masks off. 

looking 
Take 

The three small girls remove their masks. None of 
them are Rowan Morrison, though we may have seen them 
before. The front door opens and a large woman 
obviously their mother -- confronts Howie. 

W01-U'.N 
What do you think you're doing? 

HOWIE . 
I'm a police officer, madam. 
I am searching e"Tery house in 
this village for a missing girl. 
I hope you will co-operate. 

The woman stands reluctantly aside. 

WOUAN 
We've got no missing girls here • 

. Howie shoulders his way into the house without ceremony. 

r-!ONTAGE SEQUENCE 
INTERIORS AL~D EXTERIORS HOUSES - DAY 

The camera follows Howie as he goes from door to door 
throughout the village streets. ~-1e intercut with this 
progress interior shots of him searching the houses -
looking under beds, and in cupboards and attics observed 
by costtu~ed children and adults who he has asked in dumb 
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show to unmask. In each case the masks are of animals 
indigenous to the Highlands. He then starts on the 
shops. 

115 INT: 1i70I1ENtS HAIRDRESSING SALON - DAY 

116 

Half a dozen women are sitting in chairs in front of 
wash basins having their hair arrangsd to suit the bird . 1 

masks which they are wenring. They turn their heads 
as one, like part of a rnar~uding flock of birds of prey, 
to look at Howie as ha bursts in. He opens curtains and 
cupboards and finally turns to speak but cannot because 
of the noise of a couple of driers in a back cubicle. 
He steps in and turns them off. Two peacock masks look 
up at him from under the driers. 

HONIE 
I am a police officer. I must 
ask you to remove those masks. 

They stare at hi~ in silence. 

Ht .. !RDr{ESSER 
I have spent the morning setting 
their hair round those maslcs. 

Howie comes to a decision. I-le moves s1.1iftly down the 
row of women at the basins and under the driers examin
ing their hands. None of them are those of a thirteen 
year old child. E.e talks as he goes. 

Hm1IE 
Alright, keep the masks on, but 
I need your help. As you all 
must know by now Rowan Morrison 
is missing, and I believe she is 
being held scrnewhere on this 
is land for a hidco1is purp0se. 
!•:rhatever your beliefs may be, 
you must see you cunnot as decent 
women and mothers, allow your
selves to become accomplices to 
murder • • • Tel 1 me where can I 
find this child? 

The women remain silent staring at him through the pird 
masks. After a moment he goes out slam.~ing the door 
behind him. 

INT: BAKER I S SHOP - DAY 

The baker's shoo is piled high with newly baked, flat 
loaves impressed with the face of the Sun God. Howie 
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is see.rching the shop, watched laconically by the baker, 
who is one of the six swordsmen we have previously seen 
in the courtyard of the inn. Howie moves to the back 
of the shop and stops beside a huge iron door set in 
the wall. 

HOWIE 
'What's in here? 

BAKER 
That's my oven. Would you be 
thinking I've toast~d the little 
girl up in it? 

Hot\TIE 
Opcm it. 

BAI<ER 
I don't like -opening my oven 
when she's cooling. 

He moves to bar the way to his oven but Howie thrusts 
him aside and opens the oven. 

Insert oven. Inside the oven is a long coffin shaped 
baking tin about seven feet in length. Howie stares 
at it for a long moment before reaching to remove it. 
He bur.ns his hands and is forced to look around for, 
find, and put on a pair of oven gloves. With their 
help he takes out the huge baking tin and lays it on 
a table. He removes the top to reve·al the figure of 
John Barleycorn (a symbolical corn figure usually made 
from plaited sheaves) baked in bread and filling the 
tin. The baker laughs. 

HOWIE 
What's this? 

BAI<ER 
The life of the fields -- ·John 
Barleycorn. 

HOWIE 
(furious) 

I've warned you, baker. If this 
girl is harmed, I'll h.ave the lot 
of you. · 

He stay on the baker's thoughtful face as Howie leaves 
the shop. 
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117 INT: FIS:IMONGER'S SHOP/Pci.RLOUR - DAY 

Howie is searching through the big refrigerator in the 
fishmonger's shop. Fish of all sorts lie in trays 
around him. He emerges into the shop and from thence 
makes his way behind a curtain to a parlour. He is 
followed by the fishmonger, a man ~'le have previously 
seen stirring the warm tar in a barrel in the court 
yard of the inn. In the parlour Howie notices a tall, 
thin hanging cupboard, and throws it open. Inside 
hangs an eight foot high fish costume. 

FISHHONGER 
That's my costume. Uhat do you 
think of it? ••• Splendid eh? 
It's the Salmon of Knowledge, It 
is said that it acquired mystical, 
lore, through eating the nuts of 
the divine hazel trees which fell 
into a w~ll beneath them. These 
nuts conveyed to the Salmon know
ledge of everything that was in 
the world; and by extension those 
who can catch and eat of its flesh 
acquire supernatural sight. 

1 

He looks around for Howie but the sergeant has gone. 
He smiles softly to himself and gently shakes his head. 

118 INT: BUTCHER 1S SHOP - DAY 

The butcher stands behind his block, facing Howie 
across it. Between them a wall clock registers a 
quarter to two • 

BUTCHER 
Well you've been through my 
freezers and looked all over the 
place for her, sergeant, and as 
you can see she ain't here, so 
I'll be getting on if you don't 
mind. It's ?retty late. 

Howie glances at the clock as the butcher picks up a 
.big cardboard box from the shelf behind him and starts 
out for the staircase which leads upwards to his living 
quarters. 

HOWIE 
t-r.-iat have you got in there? 

The butcher takes off the top of the box to reveal its 
contents -- the mask of the head of a white bull. 
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HOWIE 
(sarcastic} 

What's that The Bull of 
Ignorance? 

BUTCHER 
That's Old Brazenface, that is. 
Couldn't do without him. 

98 

He givas Ho\·rie a broad wink and tramps off upstairs, 
leaving the policeman standing there. 

INT: REFRIGERATED APPLE STORE - D1\.Y 

A very exhausted Howie climbs down to ground level 
amongst the empty apple crates and leans heavily 
against an upright beam. Disconsolately he kicks a 
few rotten apples which lie at its base. 

HONIE (THOUGHT VOICE) 
I can never search this whole 
island in ·time. I haven't even 
started on the castle or the 
caves, or the outlying farmhouses. 
l'.nd they can ali.,mys see me coming, 
and hide her back in some place 
I've already senrched. It's 
useless. I'd best get b~ck to 
the inn, rest up for an hour, 
~nd be on my toes for the pro
cession. 

He t1alks out of the barn and into the sunlight. 

120 EXT~ APPLE STORE - SIDE STREET - DAY 

121 

Howie comes out of the store and stands in the sunshine 
looking about him~ Behind him on the building we read 
the emblem: "Summ~risle Famous The Best Apple in the 
i·Jorld". · The street is deserted. He walks down it 
to,;v·zi.rds the main high street. Suddenly his attention 
is arrested by an undertaker's shop importantly styled 
Summerisle Funeral Parlour. His eves widen as an idea 
hits him and he crosses over to it: 

EXT: FUNER\L Pl~P.LOUR - DAY 

Howie knocks ori the door of the funeral parlour, but 
receives no answer. Cautiously he looks in through a 
back ,;-;ri.ndow. 
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Ii:JT: FUNERAL PARLOUR - DAY 
HOWIE'S POV 

On a tressle table in the middle of a bare room lies 
a sme.11 coffin about the right size to house the body 
of a thirteen y~e-told child. 

EXT: FUNERI~L PARLOUR - DAY 

Howie creeps round to the back door and tries the 
latch. It is unlocked, a~d he lets himself in sound
lessly. 

INT: FUNERAL PARLOUR - DAY 

Ho·wie approaches the coffin on tip toe, and after 
pausing to ascertain that he has not been overheard, 
gantly removes the unsecured lid of the coffin to 
reveal the shrunken body of an old, old woman. She 
has a tiny, yellow, shrivelled face, and a little 
apple is in her mouth, and bright pennies are on her 
eyes. He drops the lid with a clatter, and flees the 
room. · The camera pans round to see him pass the 
window and move off rapidly down the street. 

INT : BAR - GREEl~ MAN - DAY 

Willow and her father are in the empty bar. The clock 
stands at tv,o twenty. Howie staggers in breathing 
heavily and sags up against the bar. 

HOWIE 
Give me a beer please. 

Alder UacGregory moves to fill the pint pot. t'le notice 
a tit bird mask lying on the bar. Willow looks at the 
·clock. 

'NILLOW 
Hullo. You 're back early_. 
Where are the 0ther coppers? 

HOWIE 
I didn't go. ~01y plane wouldn • t 
start. 

1' .. lder r-1acGregor sets the pint down in front of Howie, 
who seizes it greedily and starts to drink it off. 

ALDER 11.2\CGREGOR 
So he spent the time instead 
turning th2 whole village upside 
dm·m. No won,:1er he's worn out. 
Did you find the girl? 
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Howie shakes his head and continues drinking. 

ALDER M~~CGREGOR 
I can't say I'm surprised. 

Howie sets down the empty pot. 

HONIE 
I think I'll rest in my room 
for half an hour. 

Z\LDER ?lu'iCGREGOR 
I'd stay ther~ till tonight if l 
was you. Tve don't relish strangers 
much today. 

100 

MacGregor and his daughter turn their backs on Howie 
and continue to ·tidy the bar. Howie walks away from 
the bar and up the stairs towards his bedroom. 

INT : HONIE 'S BEDROOM - DAY 

Howie lies on his bed, his eyes closed. 
becomes aware of whispering outside his 
noiselessly from his bed and tiptoes to 
listen. 

Suddenly he 
door. He rises 
the door to 

WILLOW (t·JHISPER OVER) 
I don't like to use it on him. 

ALDER MACGREGORY {WHISPER OVER) 
The Laird said we must take no 
chances, didn't he? · 

WILLON (NHISPER OVER) 
Yes, but with the hand of glory, 
there's no telli~g ,;•;rhen you wake. 
He might sleep for days •. 

ALDEn nACGREGORY (WHISPER OVER) 
All the better. We donat want him 
butting in. Light it up. 

He hear some scuffling and the striking of a match. 

WILr .. ow {~-n-IISPER OVEP.) 
Tha~'ll make you sleep, my pretty 
sergeant~ 

She laughs a stifled laugh. 
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101 

ALDER MACGREGORY (WHISPER OVER) 
What's the time? 

NILL0:'7 (WHISPER OVER) 
Nearly quarter to. 

ALDER MACGREGORY (WHISPER OVER) 
Well, I'll go and change. We can't 
do without Punch. You'd best get 
on ahead. They've given you girls 
five minutes start, haven't they? 

WILLOW (WHISPER OVER) 
Alright! 'Bye. 

We hear t"7illow clatter off dm·m the stairs and MacGregor 
walk heavily do\m the corridor to his own room. When 
all is silent Howie cautiously opens the door and 
screams at what he sees waiting for him. 

INSEnT - CORRIDOR - GREE:l: !111.N - DAY 

The Hand of Glory -- a human hand, amputated at the 
wrist, stuck on the spike of an old fashioned candle
stick, and with aach finger aflame, stands on the 
floor outside his door. 

INT : HOWIE 'S BEDROOM - DAY 

Ho~de res ls over to his wash basin, retching. After 
awhile he straightens up, and filling a tooth mug full 
of water walks to the door. 

INT: CORRIDOR - GREEN !1..-i.N - D~Y 

Howie pours the glass of water over the hand of glory 
dousing the flames. It srno}ces horribly. He throws 
the tooth mug back savagely into his· room, kicks the 
hand of glory into a corner and picking up the candle 
stick moves softly down thG corridor towards Alder 
MacGregor's room, the door of which is partly ajar, 
and from which come sounds of movement. Howie peers 
into the room. 

INT: ALDER MACGREGOR 'S ROOM - DAY 

MacGr~gor is changing into his Punch costume and 
already has half of it on. Howie moves swiftly into 
the roo:rn and brings the candle stick down hard on the 
Innkeeper's head. MacGregor slumps across his bed, 
the trouser part of his costume attached to his legs 
only, like a half peeled skin. Howie pulls this off 
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himr and grabbing the coverlet from the bed, uses it 
to truss the unconscious man to the bedpost. Quickly 
looking at his watch, which registers seven minutes 
to three, he starts to cli~b into the costume. Having 
got into the first half, he turns to the dressing table 
on which, grinning at him, stands the hook nosed, hook 
chinned mask of Punch, and beside it a bladder on a 
stick. He dons the top of his costume with evident 
distaste, and then picks up the mask and puts it on. 
We now see, as he grabs his bladder and leaves the 
room, what it is that caused this distaste -- that of 
course his costume sports Pw1ch's well known hump and 
codpiece. 

131 EXT: THE GREEN - DAY 

132 

In enormous close up we see the eye of the hobby horse, 
winking at us. The church clock strikes three o'clock, 
and this is re-echoed by a drum baating three times. 
We pull back to see the hobby horse formed up on the 
green at the head of a large procession of men. Behind 
it, is Lord Sumrnerisle in his Teaser costume, and behind 
him Howie disguised as Ptmch. Behind him are the 
swordsmen, and behind tl1em are the antlered danc·ers. 
In the background we notice a crowd of men dressed in 
animal masks -- as when w.e first: saw the fishermen, 
otters, badgers, foxes, eagles, stoats and·rats pre
dominate. Ne also notice the effigy of John Barleycorn 
held aloft, and the Salmon of Knowledge costume, and 
the mask of Old Brazen Face. Flanking the procession 
are the musicians -- playing.drums, tarnbourines, horn
pipes, bagpipes, whistles and fiddles. As the drum 
continues to beat, the men we have previously seen by 
th_e hot tar barrel rush up to the hobby horse with big 
brushes dripping tar and proceed to paint its vast 
hooped skirt. The hornpipes and three holed whistles 
take up the beat, followed by the fiddles and at last 
the sustaining drone of the bagpipes •. As one they 
launch tnemselves into the ancient Morris Dance Horn
pipe Hunt The Squirrel. The procession moves off down 
the High Street led by the great, plunging, prancing 
ho_bby horse, dripping its i-:arm tar and clacking its 
hinged jaw. · 

EXT: HIGH STREET - DAY 

A bird's eye view of the procession as it dance$ its 
way down the High Street. At the rear, many of the 
dancers peel off, and enter the hous~s on either side 
of the street, going out by the back doors to enter 
the next house by the back doors, and so emerge on the 
street again ei th-~r to repeat the process or rejoin 
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the procession. These dancers carry branches of 
blossom and green leaves which in intercuts we see 
them leave in th0 livingrooms of the empty houses. 
Finally, at the end of t~1e High Street nearest the 
harbour, the procession forms up again and heads for 
the open country along a road which leads them between 
the open fields. 

EXT: COUNTRY ROAD - DAY 

Again from a bird's eye point of vii;w, we see the 
procession streaming out of the village along the 
country road. A few hundred yards ahead we see the 
women and girls of the village walking together. As 
tl1e procession rounds the corner, their delighted 
shrieks of anticipation float back to us on the wind. 
The procession surges forwara, with the monstrous 
hobby horse fair flying down the road, followed by 
the whirling Teazer, anc1 more lumbering Punch. 

134 EXT: COUNTRY ROAD - DAY 

The camera is <lo~-m among the women and girls, who are 
walking at no great pace, and who continually look 
back over their shoulders towards the advancing 
procession of me:.i. The giggles and hysteria mount 
the near~r the hobby horse gets, until suddenly with 
a darting, leaping run it is u~on them, clacking at 
their heels, and swinging his skirts to smear their 
clothes with tar. Sometimes he manages to seize a 
girl a..--id put her under his great body, only to release 
her a few seconds later squealing and blushing. 
Beh:L11d the foraging hobby horse, Lord Summerisle, in 
his r.reazer a.rass, dances wildly in counterpoint, his 
long black hair flying in the wind, but at his side 
Punch labours badly. The disguised Howie's performance 
has plainly infuriated-Summerisle. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
lvhat's the matter with you, 
HacGregor -- call that dancing? 
Let's have some capers • • • Use 
your bladder ••• Play the Fool, 
man. That's what you're hare for. 

Howie/Punch flicks his bladder feebly at a couple of 
girls who easily elude him. 

LORD SUM!.•lZRISLE 
I suppose you've gone and got 
drunk at your own bar. 
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Suddenly the ranks of the retreating women break, and 
Willow dances forward. We recognise her by the tit 
bird mask which she is w~aring and which we saw lying 
on the bar in the Green Man. She is carrying two long 
tong shaped castanets in her hand which to much laughter 
from all round, she aims at Punch, nipping at his cod
piece and· his bladder. Finally to a roar of applause, 
he attacks her furiously wib'1 his bladder, driving her 
back to disappear into the crowd of women. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
That's more like it! ••• Goodl 
••• GoodJ ••• Enjoy yourself! ••• 
Today 's the d,"iy you play the Fool ! 

The procession winds on away from us, into the country
side. The women scream: the hobby horse snaps and 
darts; e1e Teazer pirouettes; Punch is mockeJ and 
retaliates; the sword dancers whiffle their swords from 
side to side and clank them ritually together: the horn 
dancers advance, retire and cross sides; the men in the 
animal masks, dance and roar freely; and the musicians 
bang, and :!)low and scrapa with gusto. Slo~•rly we mix 
through to t.~e next scene. 

EXT: l\ ROAD AMOi.'1G THE APPLE ORCHARDS - LATE AFTERNOON 

A high shot of the fantastic procession winding its 
way along a path through the blossom covered apple 
orchard3. The music and screaming comes to us faintly, 
but clearly. Birds fly up out of the blossom to wheel 
overhead in the clear late afternoon sky, and hares 
bound away among the lines of trees~ A primitive 
$Ociety is at play. Another slow mix takes us to the 
next scene. 

EX'!': GORGE LEADING DOWN TO THE BE.i\CH - EVENING 
POV CLIFF 

The procession dances its way dm·m a tree lined gorge 
to the beach below. From our high position we can 
~ee that the defile gets narrower and narrower until 
where it debouches on the beach there is only room 
for three people to stand abreasto Suddenly Lord 
Summcrisle runs to the front of the procession and 
holds up his hands. There is instant silence • 

137 EXT: GORGE - EVENING 

The camera is now in the gorge giving us a close up 
of Lord Summerisle. He makes a gesture to the six 
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sword dancers who take up position facing each other, 
three a side behind him in the neck of the groge from 
where it opens out onto the beach. The swords suddenly 
leap up and thrust together forming a "knot" of inter
locking weapons. The camera pans across the masked 
faces as -everyone stands motionless, watching. The 
pan comes to rest to favour the Punch figure, somewhat 
isolated from the others, and very attentive. The 
musicic1.ns start to play the tune of Oranges and Lemons, 
and then Lord Sum.-rnerisle sings in the appropriate place. 

LORD Sill1MERISLE 
(singing) 

Now here comes the chopper to chop 
off your head. Chop, chop, chop, 
chop ••• 

EVERYONE 
Chop, chop, chop, chop, chop, 
chop, chop, chop ••• 

They continue to chant as Lord Swnmerisle turns and 
leads the procession under the knot~ in single file, 
and so out onto the beach. It descends harmlessly 
around his neck, and ha_rmlessly around each successive 
neck. The music grows in volume and menace. 

E7ERYONE 
Chop, chop, chop, chop, chop, 
chop, chop, chop ••• 

The procession stands out on the beach after it has 
passed under the knot, all that is except Lord 
Summer.isle who remains by the sword dancers seeing 
that everyone passes through. He spots Punch/Howie 
standing rigidly to one side. 

LORD SUNMERISLE 
Everyone must go through, HacGregor. 
It's a game of chance, remember? 

Howie/Punch moves reluctantly into the line, moving 
towards the knot, putting himself behind a man masked 
as a badger, and in front of a girl with a hare's 
head. We see the descending knot from Punch's point 
of "Jiew, and see him hesitate for a second to move 
forward. 

EVERYONE 
(crescendo) 

Chop, chop, chop, chop, chop, 
chop, chop, chop ••• 
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The man in front of him passes through safely, then 
he is thrust forward violently by the pressure from 
behind. The knot descends on his head, but harm
lessly. It rises and he is safely through. Behind 
him the knot descends on the girl with the hare's 
head. Instantly tha music ceases. Howie/Punch turns 
in time to see the swordsmen break the knot with a 
scream of ste.::1 and slowly raise their weapons. There 
is a moment's total silence, and then as he lurches 
forward to intervene, the swordsmen smash their swords 
down ona after another to decapitate the hare/girl. 
The head flias to some distance from the body, rolls 
and lies still. HOwie/Punch pulls up short in the 
dead silence. He is about to unmask, when to his 
astonishment and horror a sort of gurgling laugh 
cc,mes from the body. A figure who ir, recognisably 
Miss Rose in a golden cat mask runs and tears open 
the n~ck of the dress upon the top of the decapitat3d 
trunk. Ne see Holly -Grir.ir.tond's laughing face poke 
through the aperture in the chest. 

I-!ISS ROSE 
Come on, Holly. Come back to 
life. 

Everyone applauds wildly as she is helped out of her 
costume and gets to her f<:;et. Ev~r~i7one that· is except 
Punch, who walks off by himself onto the beach, a 
grotesque, sh~~en, disconsolate figure. 

13 8 EXT: BEACH - E',l'EN'ING 

The strand of sand is at least half a mile long and 
about fifty yards deep. _Howie/Punch stands watching 
as the islanders form a line, nlternating men and 
women, and arms on eac:1 others shoulders; walk cere
moniously down to the t:rater 's edge. They kneel down 
in a long line on either side of a horse and cart 
which is stanaing waiting for them. On the cart 
stands a large barrel of beer, and on top of it an axe. 
A ramo runs from the cart into the sea. When all are 
kneeling Lord Su!Cl~erisle mounts the cart and picking 
up the axe sweeps it through the air com.,nanding 
silence. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Shoney, God of the Sea, I give 
you this ale as a libation, that 
you may in the year to come 
bestow on us the rich and diverse 
fruits of your kingdom • 
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Nith a great blow he staves in t:1e side of the barrel 
with the axe so that the beer foams out. After a 
few moments he pushes the barrel do~·m the ramp into 
the sea. There is a great cheer from the islanders 
who rise to their feet shouting. 

EVERYONE 
Hail Shoney of the Lewsl 
Accept our offering! 

The staved in barrel slowly sinks in the sea. Lord 
Summerisle watches it disappear, thei.'l turns and points 
up the beach towards a large cave cut in the cliff. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
And now for our more dreadful 
sacrifice, to thosC":? .who command 
the fruit of the earth. 

He stretches out his hand in a commanding gesture. 
From the mouth of the cas:,e a horn sounds. I.t echoes 
sonorously in grent recurring waves, as if it were 
running along &ubterranean passages and then returning. 
Howie still dressed as Punch, who has remained stand
ing three quarters of the way up the .&,each from the 
sea, swings round to trace the source of this new 
sound. Ho sees the cave, and the camera zooms in to 
show what he is seeing -- the fi9ure of Rm'7an Morrison, 
her hair dressed in spring flowers, her frock the same 
as the one she was wearing in the photograph which 
accompanied the original anonymous letter. Round her 
neck is a large garland of flowers, rather like a lei, 
and round her waist is a white rope which binds her to 
a. central giant stalagmite, \vhich rises from the cave 
floor. Standing next to her is a young man who is 
blowing a ram's horn. 

HONIE 
Christ Jesus! 

He looks back at the beach to where the line of 
i$landers have turned to face the cava, and as they 
take their first steps towards it, he starts to run, 
stunibli!'lg over the loose sand. After a few paces he 
sto~s and starts to remove his Punch costume, but 
thinks better of it. 

HOWIE (THOUGHT VOICE) 
Perhaps I'll get more of a start 
if they think I'm .MacGregor. 
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He runs on toward$ the cave. Behind him the islanders 
move in the same direction. P.in~ed by the bulky 
costume and the shifting sands, his progress has some
thing in it of a slow motion nightmare, but finally 
he gains the cave and stumbles inside. 

139 INT: CAVE. - D,~Y 

The cave is dark but shafted with sunlight. The young 
man with the ram's horn steps up to meet him. 

YOUNG MAN 
Nhat 's the matter, Mr. MacGregor? · 
~'1hy are you running? 

Howie smashes the smiling youth into unconsciousness 
with one simple savage blow of his fist. As he 
crumples to the ground, Howie turns and breaks off 
a piece of stalagmite from a small growth near the 
floor. 'Ni t.h its sharp poi::it he goes to work on the 
white rope which binds Ro•,,an Morrison to the giant 
stalagmite. In the background wG see the islanders 
approaching, spread out in a long line. 

HClWIE 
Don't be frightened, I'm a 
of.ficer from the mainland. 
come to get you away. 

police 
I've 

ROWAN MORRISOM 
You' re not l:-1i ster MacGregor? 

HOWIE 
No. 

RONAN MORRISON 
You look like him. He's always 
Punch. 

Hot'7IE 
I know. I took this costume 
away from Miste;r :1acGregor so 
I could disguise myself and 
rescue you. 

ROW.?UiI i10RRISON 
Nhat's your name? 

HONIE 
Houie. Ueil Howie. ~low just 
help me cut this rope by sitting 
quite still. 

I 
I 
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ROWlu'\l MORRISON 
Hurry Mister, please ••• I don't 
like it here. They're going to 
••• They're going to ••• 

HQf'JIE 
I know all about it. Sit quite 

·· still now. 
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Howie works furiously with the point of the stalagmite. 
The strands of rope fray and part one by one. The 
islanders are nearer. 

ROl'71-'.N !10RRIS01'1 
I haven't seen mummy for ever 
so long, but I've been Queen, 
you know, and I 1 v·e had my own 
court ••• But I'm frightened 
now • • • May Day's nearly over. 

The rope suddenly parts and Howie pulls Rowan to her 
feet, and looks towards the mouth of the cave for 
escape, but it is blocked by islanders. 

RO~•TAN ilORRISOi-1 
·we can escape through the cave. 

I know the way. 

Houie, holding the child by the hand, runs for the back 
of the cave and disappears into the darkness. At a 
sign from Lord Summerisle four men bearing flambeaux 
break from the ranks of the islanders and give chase. 

INT: THE BACIC OF THE CAVE AND SUCCEEDING CAVES - AS 
NIGHT 

Faint flambeaux reflections shaft the darkness. At 
first we hea4only panting and breathing and footsteps 
on wet stone, and the sounds of trickling water. Then 
out of the murk come Howie and Rowan clambering and 
slipping on the wet surfaces. We pan round with .them 
to see that they have emerged into a Cat.;edral sized 
cavern of strangely coloured rocks and mosses, and 
glittering stalagtites and stalagmites. Rowan leads 
the '\•lay, pulling the policeman with one hand and 
pointing with the other. 

ROWAN MORRISON 
There's a ledge here on the left 
where we can hide, but it's a bit 
high. 



p 
kJ 

I [} 

L.: 

('. /, 

--( . 
... '--'J 

140 

,.•~ -.- - .. ,. ,-- -

.t~-T~~{ 

110 

CONTD 

They come to the ledge which is some five feet off 
the ground, and' Howie lifts the girl up onto it, and 
then with a great effort, scrambles up himself, and 
disappears from the viewpoint of those below, just as 
the four young men burst into the cave carrying their 
f lambeaux. From Ho,-rie and Rowan's point of view, we 
see them look carefully around, and then start to 
search the cave with their lights held high. Their 
search is a thorough one, and Howie and Rowan are 
pinned down, not daring to move, while they make it. 
At one point Howie cautiously lifts his head, and 
the light from one of the flainbeaux throws a huge 
distorted shadow of his PUi,ch mask onto the wall of 
the cave. Rowan points this out to him, and he 
hastily lowers his head before the shadow is noticed 
by any of the young men. ::~t last the four meet in 
the middle of the cave, confer, then split up and 
disappear down various branch tunnels, leaving the 
cave in virtual darkne~s. Howie and Rowan get 
cautiously to their feet. 

HOWIE 
(whispering) 

Where now? 

ROWAN MORRISON 
(whispering) 

There's a tunnel that leads up 
to the top of the cliff. It's 
a bit steep, but it's jolly good. 
We found it when we were exploring. 

HOWIE 
(whispering) 

O.K. You go first. 

Rowan takes a dozen steps along the ledge, then rounds 
a corner and we find ourselves in a long tunnel. 

141 INT: TUNNEL - DAY 

The tunnel slopes precipitously upwards. It runs with 
water and the stone is lichenous and slimy. At the 
very far end of it there is a glimmer of daylight. 
Rowan goes first and shows greater agility than Howie 
who is cruelly hampered by his Punch outfit, which 
again thrm-,s the oddest shadows back to us as it moves 
away up the tunnel. From time ·to time the child stops 
to allow Howie to catch up. 

RONAN 
Come on, slowcoach. Not far now. 

. I 
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The ground gets steeper and steeper, and the two 
figures slip and pant and grunt \·.rith the effort of 
climbing. 

ROWZ\.N MORRISON 
I'm sorry. It's worse than I 
remembered it. 

HOWIE 
Never mind. I think we've lost 
our friends with the torches. 

111 

The light at the top gets steadily closer and stror.ger 
and suddenly with a last great gc1.s::;ing effort they 
emcrg~ from the tunnel into the open air. 

EXT: CLir:'F TOP BY THE STmms - EVENIUG 

Howie and Rowan stand in.the evening sunlight looking 
down at the beach below them. It is deserted except 
for the horse and cart which still stands by the 
water I s edge. HOv;,ie reels baci•;: from the appalling drop 
and turns to meet the final horror. In front of him 
are the huge neolithic circle of granite rocks -- "The 
Stones 11 

• • Around them are grouped all the islanders, 
masked and silent. lo\ little apart in front of them 
stands Lord Summerisle in his Teazer costume. Above 
everything, standing in the centre of the circle, 
looms The Wicker Man -- the dreadful sacrificial 
colossus of the Druids. Over sixty feet high, it is 
constructed of segmented wicker cages lashed together 
to form the shape of a man, and topped by the sem
blal'lce of a huge human head with flowing head and beard. 
The central partition.in the giant's stomach is empty, 
and a hinged wicker gate stands open to receive the 
victim. A ladder leads up to this section. All the 
other cages are filled to overflowing with farm 
animals of all sorts -- goats, pigs, sheep, chickens; 
and baby calves. Brushwood is stack~p at its feet. 
Howie looks wildly to the right and left but perceives 
that he is flanked by the four young men with flarnbeaux 
who have come out of different holes in the cliff top, 
and now stand ready to escort him to Lord Summerisle. 
They close in on him and start th•~ short journey. 
Ro\1an wrenches her hand from Howie I s and skips ahead 
to embrace Lord Summerisle. Ee picks her up and kisses 
her. 

ROWAi.''! 1'10RRISON 
Did I do it right? 
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LORD Sm.•F',J.ERISLE 
Dear little Rowan. You did it 
excellently! 

112 

He sets her down, and Hiss Rose steps forward in her 
golden cat mask and leads her away and back to her 
mother who is wearing the chicken mask whic~ we saw 
previously in her hand. i'lext to her stand3 Myrtle 
also ,;·rearing her chicken mask. Howie, flanked by 
the four men, stops in front of Lord Summerisle. His 
eyes follow Rowan as she rejoin.-; her mother. He is 
too dazed to struggle. 

LORD SUHMEP.ISLE 
Welcome, Fool. You have come 
of your own free will to your 
appointment with The Nicker Man. 
Ti.1e game is over. 

HOWIE 
What do you mean? What game? 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
The game of the hunted leading 
the hunter. You came to find 
Rowan Morrison. But it is we 
who have found you, just a.s we 
intended to do. 

HOWIE 
(dazed) 

I don't understand. Rowan 
Morrison was missing. I.had 
to come. I had a letter ••• 

L011D SUI!MERISLE 
Yes, I know. It was from all of 
us -- an irresistible invitation 
to visit, you might say. You 
see our research had told us 
that you were just the man we 
wanted, and we were determined 
to get you here. Of course we 
were equally determined to 
control your avery action and 
thought once you had arrivecl, 
and we were rather s,.iccessful, 
don't you think? 

HOWIE 
Successful? ••• 

; __ -

' ' 
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LORD StJ.M:i'1ERISLE 
Yes, remember ho-:.-1 at first you 
were led to think that Rowan 
Morrison didn't exist, and then 
that she had died, and then that 
she had been murd2red, and then 
f.inally that she was being held 
as a sacrifice because the crops 
failed last year? 

HOWIE 
But they did fail las·t year. 
I saw the harvest photograph. 

LORD sm-1MERISLE 
Oh yes, they f~iled alright -
disastrously so, for the first 
time since my grandfather came 
here. The blossom came, but the 
fruit withered and died on the 
bough. That must not happen 
again this year. That's why we 
needed a powerful sacrifice to 
prevent it. 

Involuntarily Howie glances up at The Wicker Man. Lord 
Summerisle catches the glance. 

LORD sm-:rrmRISLE 
Animals are fine, of course, 
but their acceptability is limited. 
No, I'm afraid my islanders realised 
that only a human sacrifice would 
do, and as their leader I could not 
deny it to them. Naturally, you 
must appreciate, it went against 
the grain to slaughter one of them 
-- I hold them all too dear. And 
besides, the sacrifice of a child 
wouldn't be nearly as effective as 
the sacrifice of the right kind of 
adult. 

HOWIE 
(horrified) 

The right kind of adult! 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Yes. What we needed was a stranger 
who would come here of his own free 
will1 who would come here with the 

(HORE) 
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LORD SOM!illRISLE (Contd) 
power of a king, as you have 
such power over this island by 
representing its secular lawr 
who would come here as a virgin, 
as incredibly it seems you still 
are; and who would cone here as 
a Fool. 

HOWIE 
A Fool? 

114 

Miss Rose and Willow come forward and help Howie out 
of his Punch costume. Ue stands before them naked. 
As Lord Summerisle continues to talk, they pour c!ear 
water from wooden buckets ov€r him, and dry him gently 
with fluffy white towels as if he were a little boy. 
They are punctiliously gen·i:le with him, and after they 
ha\re washed him, they ritually anoint his skin with 
oil, presenting it to him in cupped hands before 
rubbing it upon his chest and back and thighs. Howie 
accepts their favours, with the same shocked gravity 
as he acco:t-ds Lord Surnmerisle. 

7 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Yes, Punch is a Fool -- one of 
the great Fool/Victims of .. history 
in fact~ !'m sorry I had to chide 
you so publicly for your performance 
of the role in the procession, but 
it was spectacularly lethargic. 
After all, his part isn't all that 
arduous to play these days. 

Lord Summerisle picks up the top half of the Punch 
costume from the ground where the women dropped it, 
holding it by the hump. 

LO~D SUMMERISLE 
As you see he's got his padded 
hump to protect him from the 
traditional scourging of the 
multitude, and in the shadow of 
his death, he is always offered 
the most sumptuous women. We 
offered you Uiss t·7illow MacGregor 
who we thought to be the most 
delectable of our ladies, but in 
defence of your virginity, you 
rejected her, as we hoped you 
would, for I need hardly add that 

(MORE) 
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LORD sm-1::-mRISLE (Contd) 
that restraint makes your sac
rifice doubly acceptable to the 
Gods. You look dumbfounded, 
sergeant, but surely, even as 
a practising Christian, you must 
know that the outstanding function 
·of the Fool in folklore is to 
undergo death and revival. 

HOWIE 
Death .•• Revival? 

Lord Sumrncrisle drops the costume on the ground. 

LORD SUMMERISLE 
Exactly. Proceedings today have 
ti1us far been symbolic, but now 
I am afraid their nature has to 
change. If my people are not to 
go hungry next year, your death 
has to be a reality. The revival, 
of course, will not be yours, but 
will, hopefully, be in the field 
of horticulture. 

115 

Howie shakes his head in bewilderment, as if he can't 
believe his senses. 

. . . . . . . -----·--. -

LORD sm-1MERISLE 
You still seem puzzled, and that's 
a pity. You should be clear 
headed and joyous, taking comfort 
in the fact that even though we 
have dressed you as a Fool, you 
do die as our king. 

HOWIE 
You dressed me as a Fool? 

LORD SUHMERISLE 
We had to. It's traditional. 
The thought is, you see, that only 
a Fool ••1ould wish to be king for 
a ·aay. 

HOWIE 
You didn't dress me as anything. 
Itook that Punch costume from 
MacGregor. 
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LORD smmERISLE 
You know if you weren't in 
something of a state of shock, 
I'd be forcad to conclude that 
you're a pretty dull-witted 
detective. You we::re allo~1ed to 
take the costune away from 
!.•1acGregor, having previously 
been made aware of its existence 
both in the courtyard of The 
Gree:n Man, to which you were 
led by the hobby horse galloping 
through the empty town, and by 
MacGregor- himself, whispering 
outside your bedroom door that he 
was about to put it on. We set 
that up for you with great care, 
just as, as I've already explained 
to you, we've set up everything 
else tI1at 's har:,pened to you since 
you arrived on this island. We 
have spared no effort to outrage 
your C~ristian sensibilities and 
have used ev~rv device of evasion 
and irritation-to make you believe 
that the worst kind of foul play 
was being·conccaled from you, 
and the, t we earnestly desired you 
to leave hero, when in fact, the 
very reverse wc:is the case. After 
much prompting you did finally 
understand that there was to be 
a blood sacrifice here today. 
What of course you failed to 
guess, was that you yourself 
were going to provide the willing, 
virgin, stranger, king-like fool/ 
victim we all so desperately 
required. But here you are, you 
see, in all those roles. 

HOWIE 
(half to himself) 

So that's why my seaplane was 
d:i.sabled ••• 

LORD SU!ll·!ERISLE 
Of course. And later this evening 
we will sink it, so it will be 
assumed on the mainland that it 
crashed and that you went do~·m 
with her. 

116 
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!ly . . . 

HOl-vIE 
0:, it te r 1 y ) 

God, what a fool I've been 
to be taken in by a child 

LORD SUI1r1ERISLE 

• • • 

The child was hut the tip of the 
iceberg -- the part that shol·1ed. 
Do not reproach yourself, there 
was no way you could have known. 
I will not asJ: you to forgive us 
for manipulating you so shame
fully, but only urge you to try 
and comprehend that men \•7i th your 
attri~utes are rare, and we had 
to have vou. You must come now. 
It is time. 
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The four flambeaux bearers form a guard of honour round 
Ho\,,ie, and Lord Summer is le turns and leads the party 
through The Stones to the centre by the foot of the 
ladder which leads up to t~e empty compartment in the 
stomach of The Wicker Man. Howie looks upwards at the 
terrible effigy, shudders convulsively, and makes ·to 
run. But his intentions are anticipated by the guard, 
and he is held. Hm:ie looks round desperately but 
realises that escape is impossible. 

LORD SUI·li•1ERISLE 
There is no wa~t out. Go with 
dignity. 

He. points to the ladder. Howie cannot move. The giant 
Alistair disemburdened of the h,ohby horse costume steps 
forward, and picks up Howie like a child. He turns 
and s J.m·1ly mounts the ladder with his burden powerless 
in his hands. The camera moves UPl1ards with the men 
to see the animals penned insic1e The Wicker Han in 
close up. The giant reaches the empty central compart
ment and throws Ho~•1ie inside it. He then fastens the 
wicker door behi:rid him and retreats down the ladder. 
Back on the ground Lord Sum.~erisle turns and addresses 
t..'1-ie company. 

LO?.D SUi:Ii-lERISLE 
Nuada, mighty God of the Sun, 
accept our sacrifice and be 
appeased. 

EVERYONE 
Nuada, mighty God of the Sun, 
accept our sacrifice and be 
appeased. 
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LORD sm-r,'f.ERISLE 
Avellenau, bountiful Goddess of · 
our orchards, accept our sacrifice 
and make our blossoms fruit. 

EVERYONE 
Avellenau-, bountiful Goddess of 
our orchards, accept our sacrifice 
and make our blossoms fruit. 

LORD sm,!I1ERISLE 
Reverence the sacrifice. 

118 

The entire company unmasks and kneels. Everyone looks 
up at Hm·rie. We see them from his point of view about 
tltent~t five feet off the ground. There are about two 
hundred people and amongst .them we recognise everyone 
we have met: the fishermen, the harbour master, Mrs. 
May Borrison, Rowan and Hyrtle, Mrs. Grimmond and 
Holly, Willow, and the men in the bar of The Green 
Man, the waitress in the restaurant, and Ash Buchannan, 
and Miss Rose and the boys and girls of the school, and 
the old gardener and the nursing mother at the church, 
and Lennox the chemist standing to one side with .his 
camera, and Ewan the doctor, and the children singing 
in the street, and the Librarian and the old man in 
the librarv, and the Gillie who took Howie to the 
castle, and Broome the butler, and Alistair and 
Duggald, and the butcher and the baker and the fish
monger and the men and women and children of the 
houses he searched, and the women in t..i-1e hairdressing 
salon, and all the tarrnen and swordsmen, and antler 
da..,cers an6 musicians of the procession and even Alder 
!-1.:i.cGr~gor himself who has joined the company. They 
are silent. l'i.ll wa hear is c:1 light wind off the sea 
~nd the noise of animals. 

Howie grnsps th~ wicker bars of his cage and addresses 
the islanders urgently. The camera intercuts close ups 
of Howie's f~ce with those of his audience. 

HO'r:~1!E 
{shouting) 

X-1cn and \•;om~n of Summerisle, con
sider what you're doing. You are 
corr~itting murder. All of you will 
be guilty, and you will be doing it 
for nothing. This is a useless 
s~crifice. Thore is no Sun God. 
There is no Goddess cf the orchards. 
Your crops f~iled bacause the strQins 
f~iled. Fruit is not meant to grow 

{I-lORE) 
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HONIE (Contd) 
in these islnnds. It is ogainst 
naturG. True, for awhile, with 
cnruful grafting and fertilising . 
it did grm·1. But now those culti
vations are exhausted. To hnve any 
chance of restoring them you must 
go b~ck to the laboratory and renew 
your experiments. Burning me to 
death will not bring back your 
apples, or your pears, or your 
npricots. Summcrisle, tell them 
that you know it won't. 

We cut too close up of Lord Sununerisle. His eyes 
reflect utter conviction. 

LORD SUI-li1lERISLE 
(shouting) 

But I know it will. It is the only 
way. 

119 

He makes a gasture to the ·flnmbeaux bearers who step 
forward and light the brushwood, and the flames leap 
upwards o.t The Wicker !llan. We cut to a close up of 
Howie's face in front of t-1hich smoke is already begin
ning to drift. 

HOWIE 
(shouting) 

If tho fruit fails ugain this year, 
you .will need another blood sacri
fice, ona it will have to be a more 
important one thnn this one. Next 
yc~r it will not be a stranger -- no 
one less than the King of Sununerisle 
himself will do. Do you hear me, · 
Summerisle? If the crops fail your 
people will see to it thint it is you 
who will burn next May Day. 

We cut to a close up of Lora Sununerisl~•s face. For 
a flueting mom~nt it wears an expression of doubt and 
fear. Hiss RosE:: regarc1s him speculatively. We cut 
back tc a closo up of Howie. He sinks to his knees in 
the cage. ThG smoke is thicker and over his prayer 
we hear the noise of the disturbed animals. 

HOWIE 
o, God, Whose nature is ever to 
show mercy and forbearance, I humbly 
entreat Thee, for the soul of this 

(MORE) 
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H0!'7IE (Contd) 
Thy servant Neil H01:.-1ie, who will 
tcd<1y C:ep[";rt from this world. . Do 
not deliver mo into the enemy's 
h'1nds or put me out of mind for
ever, but bid Thy holy angels 
welcome mo nnd l.;ad me home to 
P~radise. Let me not undergo the 
ronl pains of hell, because I die 
unshriven, but establish me in that 
bliss which knot1s no enc.ling, through 
Christ, our Lord. Amen. 

120 

The crunera cuts back to a medium· long shot as the whole 
edifice is wrecthed in fire an(} smoke. The animals and 
bir.::s bello·w and shriek c'..nd cackle in terror, but sud
denly, ahov~ the violent din of their de~t.~ agonies we 
hear three long piercing hum~n shrieks. They are some
~·:hat spc1cec1 to allow the cnmere. slowly to move into a . 
tight close up of the he:1c1 of The Wicker nan. It 
catches fire, t..'rie blazing hair giving it for an instant 
the look of o halo. The he~d burns through and topples 
off, revealing behind it the bloou orange sun sinking 
into the w~t~r. The screen turns slowly to blackness, 
os the·agonizec1 bedlam of the sc:i.crifice fades away 
i11to silence. 

ENO 


