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148. (continued)

. MISS GIDDENS'S VOICE (o.s .. )
. she were trying

to draw his attention to
the face 100r:J.ing behind him)

Miles -1

MILES'
It's becaus e you're·' afraid - you're

· afraid might be crazy. So you
keep on' and on - trying to make me
'admit something that isn't true.
Trying. to me. The way you

· frightened Flora -

. MISS GIDDENS' VOICE (o.s •. )
Miles, please •.

During the next speech, the SOUliJD OF QUINT'S LAUGHTER,
faint· at first, underlines MILES'S VOICE. And the two
faces, MILES' e and .QUINT's, seem to blur and merge - as
though MISS GIDDENS, the observer, was on the point of
fainting.

MILES
, (screatling at 'her, his

· . faqe ·pouring sweat)
But· I'm not Flora. I ttl no baby.
You think you can runto my uncle

, with a lot of. lies. But he won't
believe you -not when I tell hin
what you are - a damned hussy. A.
damned, dirty-minded bitch. You
never fooled:B.§. always knew -

He begins to laugh, and his LAUGHTER rises and mingles
with the merciless LAUGHTER OF QUINT.

148:

.;:.
; ....;:.:.

: '
......."1"

:. ",

'...

I., ,

".,

',,'

149. ANOTHER ANGLE - MILES AND MISS GIDDENS, EXCLUDING WINDOW: 149

MISS GIDDENS stands as though in. a trance.

As the SOUJ:iID OF ·LA UGHTER DIMINISHES, MILES turns and
runs out of the conservatory•.

150. EXT: THE GARDEN: DUSK:

MILES runs down the steps of the terrace and fast
across the lawn.
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l50. (continued)

'MISS GIDDENS, comes out on the terrace and runs after
him •.
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ANOTHER ANGLE'~
-

MILES' is running, terrified.
the lawn.

CLOSE SHOT ~ MILES

{' ." '

He stumbles and, falls on to

.-
\ ,I'. .,.

(
........

lying- spread out on the grass •. , MISS GIDDE1iIS meels
beside him and puts out her' arms., :e:e turns and she holds
him. They are on the lawn in front of the terrace steps.
They are breathing hard with mingled exertion and emotion.
Beyond them, the statues, stand against the sky.

MILES,
For'give me -, I didn't mean. -

, MIS S GIDDENS
(cradling him in her arm',
and looking down into his
face as he looks blankly
up at the sky)

Hush, darling, hush~ ,It wasn'c you.,
That voice, thos e words - they
weren't yours., '

MILES '
(as though he bas' not
heard her :as though he
were in a state of deep
shook) .

Forgive me •••

.MISS GIDDENS
Admit it, Miles.- Say his name.
Then it will all be over -

,MILES

/

MISS GIDDENS
The· man who taught you. The man
you've been meeting - that you've
never stopped meeting -

MILES
(suddenJ.y alive again,
and struggling to be
free of her arms)

You're wrong - you're crazy - you
~ crazy -
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.150. (continued)

. . MISS GIDDENS
. (struggling to hold him)

. Shall I tell. you h:isname?

Before he can stop himself, MILES screams:

MILES
He's dead"!

Even, as he speaks

l5J..ANOTHER ·ANGLE:
. . . .

On the top of the steps that lead up to the terraoe,
by the statues and against the s.ky,a figure seems to

. be sta~ding. It: is QUINT.

MIS S GIDDENS
Look, Miles

. MILES
.(a scream)

No 1

MIS S .GIDDER)
He- t shere 1 On the terrace 1. He's
here - for the last time I

MILES jumps to his feet, turns his head from side to
side, like an animal in pain•.

MILES
. Where? Where is he?

MISS GIDDElE
(as she stands up)

His. namel You must say his natle t

MILES
(a scream)

Quintl Peter Quint 1

He turns to MISS GIDDE:NS, rushes at her - his arms
flailing the air.

MILES
Where·? You damned devill Where?
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152,.. EXT: THE GARDEN~ DUSK:

And, as he SaRE.A:M3, the figure of QUINT is gone, as
though 'it neve~ existed.

And 'MILES fS b~ath seems to stop, his arms' fall" a
s,trange, puzzled look comee oyer his. face _. the look of
a child faced .with something beyond his understanding.
He begins to fall, quite slowly, only a short distance
from MISS GIDDENS.

MISS GIDDENS, as though suddenly released, moves towards'
him, catches him in her 'artas. " .

!£SECj

Holding him tightly, she whispers almost:

,. MISS· GIDDENS
He fS gone, Miles ••• you f re safe
you 're free ••• he f s lost you '.
forever ••••.

•••
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He bas, gone limp ,in her arms. She holds him to her.

MISS GIDDE:NS
Miles ......

Suddenly, she puts her- hand under his coat and on his
heart. She gives a small, hardly audible GASP of horror
as she realis es what it is she truly holds. She gathers
the child in her arms and lifts him - carries him towards
the house., Her face is frozen in grief.

As she' mounts 'the white steps and goes to th~ empty
house, the statues are ",hite against the sky.

She stands still:, .. holding the I')hild, for a long minute.
Then, slowly, she'kisses his white face.

She looks up •.

153. ANOTHER ANGLE:

From the roof of the house, the pigeons fly ina great
white cloud.

She moves towards the dark doorway as we:

FADEOUT.

THE END

j


