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139. (c'ont inue d)

MISS, GIDDEN3' (cont:)
. Itt's, my decis ion. He put me' in

charge -·sole charge, Mrs. Grose.
Tomorrow I must be alone here - wi.th
Miles •.

MISS GIDDEm' bas crossed to the door. As she reaches it:

MRS GROSE
. Miss, may I ask -

. MISS GIDDER) looks a t her.

. . " MRS GROSE
. ,(continuing)

- what· am I to tell their uncle?
- .

MISS GIDDE1f3 '
The truth.

MRS GROSE
(looking at her steadily)

The truth. Yes, miss. Thank you.

DISSOLVE TO:

",;_..

. ".

/"
", .,'

140. EXT :BLY ROUSE: MORNING: (LOCATION):

It is a grey, overcast day. The carriage is standing
ready- in front of the house. The horse strains and
paws .the ground. FLORA is already in the carriage.
She sits looking straight in front of her.

141. INT: FRONT HALL: DAY:

MRS GROSE is dressed to go. MISS· GIDDENS comes out
of the drawing. room.

MISS GIDDENS
Have you got my letter?

:MRS GROSE
Which letter, miss?

MISS GIDDER)
To their uncle. I left it on the
desk.

(Gestures towards drawing
room)

"BQ.

141_.
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1.41. (continued)

:MRS, GROSE,
I've not- t.ouched it, miss.

MISS GIDDEliB
Then who -

. (She breaks' off in'
. realisation),. .

Of' course. Miles ...

MRS' GROSE
You, accuse him - of stealing?

MISS GIDDENS
(looks at'MRS GROSE,
then) ,

Well, what- matter? It's just one
thing more for us to talk about
whenwe1re:alone.

MRS GROSE
Where is Master Miles?

. MISS GIDDE:NS
He went out early this morning.
But I shall wait - he'll come to me.

MRS GROSE.
Then I suppose - I suppos e Miss
Flora and I had best be on our way.

(She starts out)

MISS GIDDENS
. Please, Mrs. Grose - wait till you
, see Miles again - b8fore you judge

me .'

, MRS GROSE
(st-ops, looks a.t her)

A body can only judge themselves.
There is.no other judgment.

(Then, almost inaudibly)
May God be with you, miss -

MRS GROSE goes quickly out of the door.

CLOSE ON - MISS GIDDENS.

Her eyes are tightly clos ed. She waits - hearing the
SOUND. OF FOOTSTEPS receding, the carriage door SLAMMING
SHUT. The sudden sharp SOUND of a Whip CRACKS like a
gunshot.

141,
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141. (continued)

MISS GIDDENS opens her eyes. They are brimming over
with tears. The SOU1ID of carriage-wheels, as they crunch
along the drive, increases t lessens, begins to pass away.

She starts towards the front door, as if to call them
back. She looks out into the garden. The carriage is
gone as though it never existed. Only the SOUND of its
wheels remains, for a moment, then seems to become the
faraway cawi.ng of circling rooks.. MISS GIDDENS goes out-·
to~

142. EXT: TERRACE: DAY:

She moves slowly along the terrace, looking to either
side. She sees the stone dryad, grey as slate ••• a
corner of the house, rising s.harply •.• windows
reflecting a cold light ...

Everything is very still and quiet.

142-,

'DISSOLVE TO:

143. INT: THE SCHOOLROOM: AFTERNOON:

CLOSE ON - THE SCHOOLROOM CLOCK.

Its. hands stand at 2 0' clock.

OAMERA PULLS BACK TO REVEAL MISS GIDDENS

falling in her time tidying the schoolroom. She picks
up doll of Flora's left spreadeagled on the floor. She
smooths its dress and hair, and puts it gently on the
chair of Flora's desk.

She hears a distant NOISE o.s e and lifts her head
expectantly. There is nobody there.

DISSOLVE TO:

144. TNT: CORRIDOR: Ll~TE AFTERNOO~T:

MISS GIDDENS is walking along the corridor. She glances
up at the grandfather clock as it OHIMES. It is five
0' clock. She moves on a pace - then turns as she hear.s

144.
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144. .< conti!1E.~..1)

a NOISE,. a slight, mewing 'sound, from Mrs o Grose's
room. She opens M'rs ~ Grose's door and the housekeeper's
large, complaisant cat runs· out past her and down the
stairs.

145.· INT: FRONT> HALLWAY: DUSK:

DISSOLVE TO:

..145·_..

(

MISS GIDDE:NS comes through the pantry door, carrying a
jug of milk. She crosses the hall. The emptiness and
her EOHOING FOOTSTEPS make her paus e for a moment and
look around.

,
She goes on and' into:

146. TNT: DRAWING ROOM: DUSK:

A. table is laid with cold food and two places are set •
. -She puts the' jug on' the table.' She moves to light the

lamps. As she is lighting them she hears the door OPEN,
and looks up •

. MILES. is standing in. the doorway.

MILES
So here you arel I say, are we
haVing tea in here?

MISS GIl)DENS
Yes, Miles.

MILES
(expans ive Iy )

How very grand! How grown up!

MISS GIDDENS
Yes, and we can talk together now.
Like two adults.

She has finished lighting the lamps. MILES comes to
the table and sits down. MISS GIDDENS takes her place.

MILES
Jolly nice. Jolly' nice, I call it.
I feel quite the mas~er of the house.

146_.
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146. (conti~~~)

He smiles at her, a smile she rather nervously returns.

\. '-MILES
. (looking around)

Where are the servants?

MISS GIDDENS
(unfolding a napkin)

Gone home.

MILES·
(slightly mooking her)

Oh? Did you send them? Or did they
take'fright and run: away?

MISS 3-IDDENS
What do you mean?

, MILES
Well - you're afraid.. And perhaps
you made them so.

MISS GIDDENS.
And of what - assuming you are right
- of what am· I afraid, Miles?

MILES
Pm not a mind reader, my dear.
I've told you that before. But I
sense things -

(He laughs)
Don't worry - there's a man in the
house -

MISS GIDDENS
Is there?

MILES
(tapping his chest)

Yes, me.. P·ll protect you.
(Then)

I say. - it is fun. We have the
whole house~o ourselves.

MISS GIDDENS
(looking at him with a
. pale smile)

More or less. There are still
the others ..

MILES ignores this. Then, looking up from his plate:

:'".\ '

J
I
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146. (continued)

MILES
Poor Flora. - is she awfully ill?
I mean, is,. it serious? Has she gone

. tc hospital?

MISS GIDDENS
No -, just.to.London. I think - Bly
didn't agree with her any more.
This house upset her -

MILES
What - suddenly?

MISS GITIDElre
Ohno, I'd seen it coming on.

MILES
Did you? T.hen Why didn't I? Flora
is my' darling - I know what she
feels before she feels it herself.
She" loved this house. She was as
happy here -i'

(a pause: then, looking
straight at MISS GIDDENS)

- as happy as I am.

MISS GIDDENS
Are. you?

MILES
What?

MISS GIDDE:NS
So very happy? .

MILES tries to meet he~ eyes, then lowers his gaze.
He rises from the table.

MILES
If you'll excuse me -

He starts towards the door into the conservatory.

MISS GIDDENS
Miles -

But he has gone. She rises and follows.

- .-
r ~'..
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147. INT: CO:NBERVATORY: DUSK:

MILES stands looking at the tortoise, prodding it with
his fingers,

There is, throughout' this scene, . the sensation of heat.
The windows are misted over, and, as, the ~cene progresses,
beads of perspiration bathe the faces of MILES and MISS
GIDDEliB. At times their voices echo against the glass,
rise and fall, become blurred, like fish swimming in an
aquarium.

As MIS S GIDDENS enters: C

MILES _
poor'Flora. She must have been
upset- to have forgotten Rupert.

. (Looks at her)
Why did you want to be alone with
me?

MISS GIDDE:NS
.. I think you know quite well.

MILES
(his back to her)

What do I know? Or rather - wriSt
, is it thu t you wan t to know'?

MISS GIDDE:NB
For one thing: why - that night
you were supposed to be in. bed ­
why were you in the garden?

MILES
I ~ you -

_ .. MISS GIDDENS
. (sharply)

The ~. reason, Miles I

MILES
(sighs ,flaps his arms)

It's beyond De why you go on asking
a. fellow questions when every time
he answers you tell him it ,isn't
true •

MIss GIDDE:NB
(almost shouting)

Because you're not telling the
truthl

147
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l47. (continue d )

. . MILES
. (calmly, .coolly)

Don't shout... Don't' be so angry•
. It:' does s om.e'thing to' your face - it

'. makes you look ugly. And cruel

. MISS GIDDENS'
Miles -'listen to me. I'm-not a
orueT person. Sometimes II!!l. foolish

.' - T. make mistakes., But· I am not
cruel •. My father taught me to-Iove
people and help them. Help them.,
even if they refused my help. Even
if sometiI:l.es it should hurt them -

~(She· embraces MILES, holds .'
, him against her, strokes .

his hair)' ,
That's' the only reason I. am here:·
to help YOu•. Whatever you may have
done, I am not against you. I don't
think it's your fault -

MILES
(breaking away from her)

But I haven't done anything -

MISS GIDDENS
Then. why were you sent down from

.school?,
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MILES
(toying with the leaf
of a plant) -' ,_.

must be - because I'ci different

MISS GIDDENS
But you aren't. You r re like any
other boy.

MILES
(With a half-smile of
sad triumph)

Ah, and now who's not telling the
truth? n-you really thought that -

I we wouldn't be having these
conversations'-.
. (Staring up at her)
No, my dear, you don't think I'm
like any other boy. That's Why
you're afraid -
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147.' (continued)

. . .... MILES
That: 's all I read. I heard foot'-·

,steps.. -:- I threw it on the fire.
r' "

MILES turns and walks towards the misted windows.

'. 'MISS GIDDENS
(as' she follows after him)

\ . Did you take· other things -, is that
. '.' ,what you did at school?

MILES
No... Pm not a thief •.

" MISS GIDDE:NS
. Then; Miles - what did you do?

. .

A moment passes • MILES's', face twitches • He looks out
of the window. The glass is frosty-misty - like a train
window in cold weather: too opaque for the outside to
be visible.

MILES
I - well - I said things. And. I ­
drew picture,s •

. MnES'
Sometines - I hurt things.

. (Pause, then)' .
: And sometimes, at night, when' all·

the lights were. out -

MISS GIDDEffi
You what?

MILES places a finger tip against the window. During the
next several speeches he draws a circle on the glass that
makes an ever-widening clear space.

MILES
The masters heard about it.

(His voice falling to
a whisper)

They said. I frightened the other
boys •

MISS GIDDEffi
When did you first see - hear of
such things.?

"" .;
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147., (continued)

MILES
Why ~ I. - I made thet:!. up.

MIS'S GIDDENS
Who taught them to you?

MILES
'I told you _., they just caoe into oy
hea:cr:-

'MISS, GIDDENS
,What were they?

MILES
,'You kliow so much - can't you guess?

MISSGIDDElilS
Shall I. tell you who. taught you - ?

MILES spins round, faces her. The cleared ~pace he has
IJade on the window covers a 'large, moonlike area.

. ':.. .~.,

',.:.: i

.... . ...

'. , : ,.. :
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'.. ,. ....- ",

MILES
(his face twisted, his
manner midway between
fury and desperation)

I won' t ever again '- I promise -

MISS GIDDENS
Shall I tell you who 'taught you ­
the things you've said - the things

"you've done - shall I te11 you his
name?

/"
\

" )
-'-.-

148. AlWTHER ANGLE - MILES AND THE WINDON' BEHIND HIM: DUS K: ~"

SEEN FROM MISS GIDDElilS' P.O. V.

As MILES looks at her, his whole expression changes
and hardens:, his eyes narrow. And, as he begins to
speak, we see the face of QUINT take for1!l. inside the
windowts cleared circle - QUINT's face looming above
MILES's face.

MILES'
You don' f fool me. I know why you
keep on and on -
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148. (continued)

. MISS GIDDENS'S VOICE (o.s .. )
.(~sthough. 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 yo~ might be crazy. So you
keep on' and on - trying to make me
'admit something that isn't true.
Trying. to frigh~en 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:
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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 •.

-----\

,,/
\.

. ..".

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


