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TI TLE SEQUENCE.
EXT. BELFRY. DUSK

An antique bell tolls. The figures of Time and Death wait
before two small doors. They fly open. The figures nmake their
bri ef appearance and chunter back in on their rails. End title
sequence as the great bell swings up towards the canera and we
are swallowed in its great, black 'O.

I NT. NEWGATE PRI SON'S CONDEMNED KEEP. DAY

Pitch-black. The ‘O begins to reappear |ike a reversing
eclipse. Nowit is a nmanhole cover being | aboriously lifted
away and set down with a harsh, bell-like clang. A plunp
turnkey (SMOLLET) appears in the hole, squinting past his
flickering candle into the darkness bel ow

SMOLLET
Ratsey... Ratsey... Ganaliel Ratsey.

RATSEY V/ O
Captain Montressor to you. Captain
Mont ressor, you ol d bel ch.

A | adder starts down.

SMOLLET
Up you cone.

RATSEY V/ O
Is it today?

SMOLLET

Today and now.

A heavy silence indicates Ratsey digesting this. Possibly a
smal| fart, and then the clank of irons as he bestirs hinself.

| NT. PASSACE ABOVE KEEP. DAY.

At the centre of the shadowy vault is the nanhole. The top of
the | adder projects above the rim before it is a snmall anvil.
Next to SMOLLET is the prison chaplain (FIELDING, a spare,

clerical hack. Their attitudes reflect the tediumof routine.

Dirty fettered hands grasp the top of the | adder and GAVALI EL
RATSEY heaves hinself into view, blinking at the light. A
burly, vigorous ruffian and ('till lately) swaggering whore-
house bully, his face is filthy and | ong unshaven. The battered
hat atop his | ousy head dejectedly sports a raggedy broken
feather. H s coat and shirt, once fine, are griny now and

f oodst ai ned;



one sleeve is ripped at the shoulder, at his throat and wists
are bits of tattered lace. Yet his bearing is not w thout
aut hority.

SMOLLET puts RATSEY's hands to the anvil and starts tapping them
free.

FI ELDI NG
A few words of confort before we begin
the service. Resignation to God' s
will -

But RATSEY is concerned with matters of greater inport.

RATSEY
How s t he weat her?

SMOLLET
Gor geous.

RATSEY
(pl eased)
Much of a crowd?

SMOLLET
Packed solid fromhere to Tyburn.

RATSEY
(assuned i ndifference)
None of the nobility | suppose.

SMOLLET
Au contraire. Mbst of the court.
Feverish with excitenent they is. Cot
a good rousing farewel | speech for
t hen®?

Wth a smrk of self-assurance, RATSEY gives SMOLLET a taste.

RATSEY
“Let British pluck match British
generosity and we nmay bid defiance to
the world”. (conversationally) That's
just the start.

SMOLLET
Ch that has aring toit. They |l be
cheering |ike Bedl ans. Ladies
swooning. And it’s just the start.
Legs.



He's referring to RATSEY S fettered | egs with which RATSEY now

straddl es the anvil, his soiled and | addered stocki ngs droopi ng
about his calves and ankles. He fingers his beard and surveys

his attire as SMOLLET resumes worKk.

FI ELDI NG
A few words of confort before we begin
the service...resignation to God’s
will -

RATSEY
(to Snoll et)
What about a drink? And a razor?

SMOLLET
And a conb? And a needl e and thread?
RATSEY
That’s the spirit. | can’t go out
there like this.
SMOLLET
Show ne your noney.
RATSEY
If | had noney would I have spent siXx
weeks in the Condemmed Hol e? | asks a
favour.
SMOLLET
Oh yes, you' d like a favour now,
woul dn’t you? | told you nmany and

many a time - you be kind to Mot her
Snol | et and Mother Snollet will be
kind to you. But was you kind? You

was not .
RATSEY
Weren't personal. | was expecting a
reprieve. | didn’'t see the need.
SMOLLET

Didn't see the need? Wl when you
stands there with the rope around your
neck and no noney for Jack Ketch - to
grease the noose and pull hard on your
l egs so’s you're turned off quick,
when the cart noves out from under and
you' re thrashing and choki ng you
renmenber Mot her Snoll et and maybe then
you' Il see the need.

RATSEY tenderly massages his throat. After a nonent -



RATSEY
If you |ikes we can go to your room
this mnute.

SMOLLET
Ch it’s too | ate now.

SMOLLET turns away from RATSEY, |eaving himin a brown study and
obl i vious to:

FI ELDI NG
Resignation to God’'s will is the way
to his nercy. “Mercy?” You say, “For

nme? A H ghwaynman? A Miurderer?* Yes,
if you are resigned. And you shoul d
be, as | will now prove. There is
happi ness in suffering atonenent is
there not? It follows then, that you,
with the gall ows before you and the
possibility of roasting in hell
through all eternity, should be

happi est of all. Let us pray.

By now, SMOLLET has renoved the | adder, covered the manhol e and
stowed his tools. FIELD NG and RATSEY fol | ow hi m down the
passage. As they wal k, RATSEY leans in to FIELD NG

RATSEY
Parson, you know the ten mles of
Dover Road between G avesend and
Chat han? The right to work that
stretch belongs to ne. | paid the
Br ot her hood a hundred pounds for it.
It’s yours for a pound to give Jack
Ketch. You can sell it at a handsone
profit.

FI ELDI NG tuts and shakes hi s head.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
Tell you what, then - you ve heard of
t he hi ghwayrman, Captain Bai nes?

FI ELDI NG
Who has not ?

RATSEY
If I tells you where he’s hiding, wll
you go to himand borrow a pound for
nme? He’s ny mate, has been for years,
and there’s never been a better. Like
brothers we are.



FI ELDI NG
|"mafraid there’'s no tinme for that.

RATSEY
Wl | then suppose | sells you his
address for a pound and you turns him
in for the price on his head.

FI ELDI NG t akes out his watch

FI ELDI NG
W really must be getting on

SMOLLET opens the door before them RATSEY, after a futile
attenpt to tidy hinself, squares his shoulders and swaggers to
t he threshol d.

EXT. PRESS- YARD. DAY.

The press-yard is a high-walled enclosure with a great iron door
at the end. Near it, a SHERIFF and a few arnmed BAI LI FFS, al
mounted, are waiting in wide double file. Near SMOLLET is a
cart wwth horse and CARTER It’s a hot summer day. Tolling
intermttently in the di stance, some near, sonme far, are the
bel I s of perhaps ten of London’s 137 parish-churches, each wth
its distinctive tone. (Bells, in increasing nunbers in |ater
scenes, wWill never be silent until otherw se stated).

RATSEY can barely see in the sun. He cocks an ear.

RATSEY
What’s that? A call to arns? Bl oody
Dut ch invadi ng us?

SMOLLET
Passing-bells. Al for you.

Gatified, RATSEY squints into the glare. SMOLLET pushes him
towards the cart.

MAN S VA CE
Pick up the step, mate. The worns is
hungry.

RATSEY | ooks up. Newgate’s barred wi ndows are jamed with the
dirty faces of male and fenmal e PRISONERS. He waves a greeting
and straightens his neckband.

WOVAN S VA CE
Don’'t bother, dear. Ketch has a new
collar just your size.

RATSEY guffaws and bl ows her a ki ss.



MAN S VA CE
Ta-ta, cat’s neat

Various calls now blend into a prolonged roaring interspersed
with whistles and raspberries.

SMOLLET
Par don ne.

SMOLLET hel ps a WARDER slide a coffin onto the cart. As it
passes under Ratsey’s nose, his gaze grows thoughtful. At once
a clear tenor knifes through the din.

PRI SONER
It all cones out even
As you pays your debt Lilliburlero
bullen al a
Your nmouth nmay be dry
But your britches is wet -

RATSEY
Whose nouth is dry, you bastard?

He spits on the coffin, shaking his fist at the PRI SONERS, who
are roaring the chorus of the song. SMJLLET is about to hand
himinto the cart but RATSEY vaults in ninbly and | eaps on top
of his own coffin, spitting vigorously right and left. He then
executes a swift horn-pipe, hair tossing, a denon’s grin
splitting his face. The PRI SONERS speed up their chorus, RATSEY
dances |i ke a man possessed. He concludes with a thunderous
stonp and after a nonment’s hard-breathing silence is cheered to
the skies by the PRISONERS. Chest heaving, RATSEY takes a deep
bow and turns to face the exit. The SHERI FF nmakes a signal .
RATSEY adjusts his hat, standing with one foot on his coffin and
armaloft in an heroic attitude. A guard opens the netal door
and the cart, with its entourage, begins its exit into the
street. RATSEY takes a deep breath.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
“Let British pluck match British -

EXT. STREETS LEADI NG TO TYBURN.  DAY.

RATSEY’' S speech dies in his throat. The streets are utterly
desert ed.

RATSEY
Wiere i s everybody?

Bewi | dered, he turns back to see SMOLLET standing at the netal
gate, laughing hysterically and waving a soil ed hankie. RATSEY
spits and turns back, his eyes darting about.



Here and there, we see houses with shuttered wi ndows and
| ounging at the front doors, WATCHERS wi th hal berds in their
hands.

He turns to FIELDING who is intoning scripture, but is
forestall ed by what he sees as they pass the graveyard of a
smal | parish church. Munds of a dozen new graves, D GGERS at
work in others, MOURNERS follow ng a shoul der-borne coffin.

FI ELDI NG pauses in his recitation

FI ELDI NG
The Pl ague is upon us. The Bl ack
Pl ague.

EXT. TYBURN HI LL. DAY

The gallows sits on the crest of a hill in open country. A

| adder goes fromits cross-beamto the ground. The grizzled
hangman (JACK KETCH) sits on the ground snoking a pipe. On the
sl ope bel ow him fashioning a noose, is his norose assistant
DAN. By DAN is an open-faced ‘prentice, MORTI MER

DAN
No nore hanging' s after this for fear
the crowds’ || spread plague. Damn
hi m

He spits.

MORTI MER
Not his fault.

DAN
How do | support ny famly if no-one
hangs? Does the Lord Mayor ask
hi ssel f that?

KETCH
You want to think of it Iike this Dan.
They won’t be sendi ng nobody sonmewhere
el se for hanging will they? No,
they' Il just be accunmulating, |ike
nmoney in the bank. Think of it as
savi ngs Dan.

MORTI MER
Here they conme, M Ketch.

DAN t osses MORTI MER t he rope.

KETCH
Up you goes young Morti mer.



The cart containing RATSEY and FIELDING is led up the hill by
the SHERI FF and BAILIFFS. It stops directly beneath the cross-
beam The SHERI FF and BAILIFFS ride on a few feet before
reining in and di snmounti ng.

KETCH and DAN clinb into the cart. RATSEY is |ooking very |ow

KETCH ( CONT' D)
Now, now, it won't be so bad.

RATSEY
(expl odi ng)
A fine hanging! Not one bl oody
spectator! Bl oody plague.

DAN fingers RATSEY' s coat.

DAN
W won’t get much for this.

KETCH
It’s the customat this nmonent in the
proceedings to nmake me and ny |ads a
smal | gift by way of saying thank you
for whatever small courtesies we can
render, if you knows what | mean

RATSEY tends a wat ch.

RATSEY
WIIl this do?

KETCH
Ch a very handsone pi ece -

FI ELDI NG snatches it.

FI ELDI NG
That’s mne. Really, how could you?
At this awesone nonent? Let ne
i npl ore you again to make an open
confession of your sins -

RATSEY spits. FlIELD NG si ghs.

KETCH
Too bad, bucko. Ready up there, young
Morti ner?

Dan ties RATSEY s hands behind himas MORTI MER | ets down the
noose. FIELDING reads fromthe Litany for the Dying. KETCH
prepares to put the noose around RATSEY’' s neck.



KETCH ( CONT' D)
Any | ast words?

RATSEY
(as if to a crowd)
Let British pluck match
British...(slunping) Ch get on with
it.

He spits one last tinme, but nothing nuch conmes out. KETCH
rai ses the noose, and suddenly MORTI MER slips down the | adder to
t he ground.

KETCH
You wants to be nore careful young
Morti mer.

MORTI MER
M Ketch, | suddenly feels queer and

that’s the truth.
MORTI MER sits heavily by the cartwheel, holding his head.

A thought occurs to Fielding, the sane that has just occurred to
KETCH and DAN.

FI ELDI NG
It’s not the plague? Boy, you don’t
have the pl ague?

MORTI MER t oppl es over on his side, noaning. Wth a shout, the
SHERI FF and BAILIFFS fling thenselves into their saddl es and
ride off a-ways.

DAN
Let’s get on with it, quick.

KETCH rai ses the noose, but RATSEY jerks his head away.

RATSEY
|”ve changed ny mnd. | wants to
repent heartily of ny sins.

KETCH
Not now you don’t.

FI ELDI NG
W cannot deny hi m repentance.

KETCH
It won’t take long will it?



10.

RATSEY
(assum ng an orator’s pose)
Wen | was three years old -

DAN
Ch Chri st.

RATSEY expounds at |length on his childhood sins. As he does so:

KETCH
M Fielding, | appeals to you.

FI ELDI NG
(to Ratsey)
It’s quality, not quantity, Captain
Rat sey. Just one nonent’s true
repentance and the Good Thief’s case
was accept ed.

RATSEY is not to be stopped.

RATSEY
M/ next crine was a few nonths | ater,
when | was three-and-a-half. No, nore
like three-and-three-quarters. A
pl aymat e of mne, he had a spinni ng-
top and I had none. Well-

DAN
| don't care if | goes to hell for
t his.

DAN puts the noose around RATSEY' s neck, tightens it, shoves
FI ELDI off the cart, and junps off with KETCH

KETCH
Pul | away, quick

But the Carter, standing well away fromthe plague-infested
cart, shakes his head stubbornly. DAN rushes to the driver’s
seat and snatches up the whip.

FI ELDI NG
(qui ckly)
Depart, O Christian Soul, out of this
world. In the nane of -

DAN rai ses the whip. RATSEY closes his eyes.

HARRY V/ O
Hol d on.



11.

HARRY POYNTZ | eaps off his coach before it stops and hurries up
A prospering tradesman and rising politician in his early
thirties, he is self-made, self-confident and self-satisfied.
As he nears MORTI MER, FI ELD NG nakes a warni ng gesture.

FI ELDI NG
That boy may be i nfected.

HARRY recoils, but gathers hinself and addresses RATSEY.

HARRY V/ O
Ganaliel Ratsey - |'’mHarry Poyntz,
Al derman of St. Barnabas Parish. |'m

here to offer you the chance to escape
hanging. Wuld you be willing to
undertake the duty of corpse-bearer,

ri sking death by plague in return for
par don?

RATSEY nods, the noose still tight around his neck.

HARRY
Are you certain you understand? Death
by pl ague?
RATSEY nods.

HARRY ( CONT' D)
Free him

Taking a paper fromhis cuff, HARRY goes toward the SHERI FF
DAN overcones his reluctance to be close to MORTI MER, and unti es
t he dazed RATSEY.

HARRY ( CONT' D)
M Lawence directs you to place him
in nmy custody. You acknow edge the
Lord Mayor’s signature?

The SHERI FF gl ances and, eager to be gone, turns his nount and
gall ops off with the BAILIFFS. RATSEY freed, DAN shoves hi m of f
the cart, kicks his hat after himand | ooks up at KETCH on the
cross-beam picking at the knots in the rope. The CARTER ni ps
into the driving-seat.

DAN
For CGod' s sake, M Ketch, leave it.
"1l buy you another rope.

FI ELDI NG
What about the boy?
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DAN
Dam the boy and let’s be out of this.
He’ s poi soning the air.

HARRY, in the coach, puts his head out of the door inpatiently.

HARRY
Cone on then

RATSEY heads to the coach. As he clinbs in, his knees buckl e,
and HARRY catches his arm

HARRY ( CONT' D)
Too narrow a squeak for you was it?

HARRY grins and pushes RATSEY into a seat, nmaking a grinace at
hi s body odour.

HARRY ( CONT' D)
(to his coachman)
Hurry it up, Ned, I'’mwanted at hone.

KETCH cones sliding down the | adder with the rope. DAN haul s
himinto the cart.

DAN
(to Fielding)
In, if you' re com ng.

FI ELDI NG
You can’t | eave him

DAN
Bl oody well can and will.

The CARTER whacks his nag and the cart lurches off.

FI ELDI NG
No. Wait for ne.

FI ELDI NG runs after the cart, stops short in indecision and runs
back to MORTIMER. Again he runs to the cart and again returns.
Then he sits, |ooking at MORTI MER and pl ucki ng the grass.

I NT. COACH DAY

HARRY sits between PROTHERO his clerk, who is reading, and
BLANCHE, a white setter he loves. RATSEY is folded up in a
corner, looking white. PROTHERO is a neat, sleek intelligent
young man with a guarded but deferential manner.
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HARRY
(fondling Bl anche)
Ch God we'd like to be out in the
fields with a gun today, wouldn't we?
Rabbi ts, Blanche, rabbits.

BLANCHE bar ks.

HARRY ( CONT' D)
I f you were human, what a fine wife
you’ d nmake, you sweet, |oving, |oving,
| ovi ng gent | e- nout hed bi tch.

HARRY' s | ast words have brought with thema train of nelancholy
t houghts. He turns fromBLANCHE to stare at RATSEY with
curiosity.

HARRY ( CONT' D)
How did it feel ?

RATSEY
What ?

He’s hoarse. HARRY pulls out a flask and throws it to him

HARRY
The know edge that you were about to
nmeet your Maker.

RATSEY stares at him puzzl ed.
HARRY ( CONT' D)
Was there no revel ation? No nonent of
truth or clarity?

Despite HARRY' s habitually ironic tone, he's genuinely
i nt er est ed.

RATSEY
No there bl oody wasn’'t.

HARRY
Just curi ous.

RATSEY
Pl ague’ s bad then?

HARRY
No, no. It’s only in the suburbs.
Not a trace within the Gty wall and
none in our parish where you'll be

quartered.
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RATSEY
Doesn’t bot her ne, mate.

PROTHERO
Escapi ng one formof death, “Captain”,
is no reason to suppose you' Il escape
another. Corpse-bearers don't |ast
| ong.

RATSEY
Wat ch ne.

He smles his denmon’s grin, and settles back with the flask.
PROTHERO i s disconcerted. HARRY idly glances at PROTHERO s
book, then reaches over and takes it, looking at the title with
an i ndul gent smle.

HARRY
(reads)
WilliamLilly s Astrol ogica
Judgenents for the year 1665.

PROTHERO reaches for the book but HARRY nudges his hand away.

HARRY ( CONT' D)

(readi ng a page)
And in June, the Sun entering Cancer
will have many terrible effects, anong
themthe Plague. And a world of
m serabl e people will perish therein.

(1 ooki ng up)
Prot hero, Prothero.

PROTHERO
The man predicted June, M Poyntz, and
here is June and there’'s eighty dead
of plague and seven parishes infected
in |less than one nonth.

HARRY
Any nonth he nanes will find plague
sonewhere in the world. It is

nonsense to think it means London.

PROTHERO
Then what of that man seen running
t hrough the streets one night | ast
week, crying “We to London, woe to
London,” naked but for his drawers?

HARRY
Per haps the | ady’ s husband canme hone
unexpect edl y.
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RATSEY chortl es.

PROTHERO
What ?

HARRY whacks PROTHERO s t hi gh.

HARRY
Don’t worry about it. London wll
stand with or without her drawers.

PROTHERO
Wl |, of course, | nyself don't
believe in any of this.

HARRY
Nor should you. Wat is nore precious
to me than ny unborn child? If |
t hought it endangered by the plague
would | sit here so calnmy? Yet you
see ne.

RATSEY i nterrupts rudely.

RATSEY
If there ain’t no plague in your
pari sh, whose corpses’ || | be bearing?
PROTHERO
H s Wrship, the Lord Mayor, is
preparing for all eventualities. In

t he neanti ne, people die of other
causes, you won't be idle.

RATSEY
Pity.

EXT. ST. BARNABAS GATE. DAY

The coach approaches one of the gates in the nmassive Gty wall.
Thin streans of vehicular and pedestrian traffic flow through it
in both directions under the eye of a watchful CONSTABLE. The
coach stops and he cones to the w ndow.

CONSTABLE
Chit’s you M Poyntz. Wo's this?

He i ndi cat es RATSEY.

HARRY
Never m nd Const abl e,

it’s nothing to
concern you. Wat’'s all t

his traffic?
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CONSTABLE
You knows our orders M Poyntz. He
aint a vagrant? He ain’t froman
i nf ect ed house?

HARRY
No no, | vouch for him

The CONSTABLE nods and steps back as the coach noves on.
| NT. COACH DAY
HARRY

(shouting out of the w ndow)
Ned, get a nove on

PROTHERO

You' re not worrying about tonight?
HARRY

No, no. | just want everything to be

wel | - prepar ed.

PROTHERO
|"msure Hs Lordship will be nore
than satisfied. He prefers sinplicity
to grandeur, |I'mtold.

HARRY' s not sure he’s too pleased with that remark, but he lets
it pass.

PROTHERO ( CONT' D)
You know, if the plague should reach
the city we'll need additional
constabl es to keep undesirabl es out of
St. Bar nabas.

HARRY
Sweet Christ. Preparation is all very
wel |, but the expense..

PROTHERO

You coul d I evy a special plague tax.

HARRY
And never be elected to office again.
W nust find a way to cut corners.

PROTHERO
Wll, I'’ve pencilled in John Hayward
for one of the corpse-bearers...
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HARRY
Hayward? |s that safe?

PROTHERO
He hasn’t actually harnmed anyone as
yet. It won't be an easy position for
us to fill, M Poyntz.

HARRY

| was about to send himto Bedl am

PROTHERO
That woul d be anot her charge agai nst
the parish for his keep.

HARRY
Hayward for corpse-bearer it is.

Suddenly the coach stops with a spine-jarring crash.
EXT. HARROW ALLEY. DAY.

Entering the Alley froma cross-street, Harry’'s coach has | ocked
front wheels with another turning into the Alley by the Church.
The offending vehicle is ornately enbl azoned and has a liveried
COACHMAN, liveried Footman and a si x-horse team

COACHVAN
No bl oody eyes in your bloody head you
bl oody abortion?

This gentl e adnonition has HARRY' S COACHVAN (NED) out of his
seat to inspect the damage.

W are in a narrow, refuse-strewn way henmed in on both sides by
poky three-and-four-storey buildings. A few are tenenments. The
rest are shops with hones above, gardens and stables in the
rear. Projecting on iron branches over nost doors are vividly
col oured shop signs to catch the eyes of illiterate custoners.
Harry' s coach has reached St. Barnabas Church which has The Pye
Tavern opposite. The Church has a clock-tower in which we nmay
recogni se the figures of Tine and Death, ready to strike the
hour .

The weekday bustl e of haggling, street-cries, drovers with cows,
an old clothes man (with a tower of hats on his head) a snal
coals man with his sack, tinkers, street nusicians, and a Punch
& Judy show nmakes the place nore |ike a Hong-Kong market than
anyt hi ng el se.

HARRY steps out, about to join Ned, but what he sees stops him
in his tracks. Behind the ornate coach is a long |ine of
simlarly grand vehicles interspersed with baggage-wagons.
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Mount ed, arned RETAI NERS guard the flanks. Devil-nmay-care
CAVALI ERS race up and down the line as though out on a spree.
Fromthe coach with which HARRY' s has | ocked wheels springs a
young nobl eman (SIR FRANCIS) who beards his coachman with
irritation.

SI R FRANCI S

Abel ?  How much | onger, danmt?
COACHVAN

"1l have it right in a mnute ny

Lord.
SI R FRANCES noti ces HARRY

SI R FRANCI S
Wiy it’s the tail or!

HARRY
Sir Frances.

Two COURT- LADI ES poke their glittering heads out of the coach
wi ndow.

SI R FRANCES
M/ dears, this is ny tailor and the
finest in England.

HARRY bows, controlling his irritation at being held up. The
LADIES smle. The contrast between HARRY s sober attire and SIR
FRANCI S's curls and ruffles could not be nore marked. SIR
FRANCES draws HARRY of f apace.

SIR FRANCI S
| say, you' re not here for the noney |
owe you are you?

HARRY
No, no Sir Frances, of course not. |
live in Harrow All ey, and in actua
fact -

SIR FRANCI S
Do you, M Poyntz, do you? Hurry up
Abel , there’s a good soul. (to Harry)
Listen - haven’t a penny with nme now,
never travel with cash, not with
Captain Baines still abroad. Cone and
see ne in xford though and we’ ||
settle it there.

HARRY
Oxford, Sir Francis?
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SI R FRANCI S
W' re all going. The entire court.
No plague in Oxford you know. Cone
and see ne there.

HARRY
|"mremaining in the Gty, Sir
Franci s.
SI R FRANCI S
Despi te the plague?
HARRY
W really don't expect it to arrive in
the Gty. 1It’s not severe.
SI R FRANCI S

Then you haven't seen this week’s
Mortality Bill? No no, how could you?
Doesn’t go on sale ‘till tonorrow

SIR FRANCI S takes a sheet of paper fromhis cuff and hands it to
HARRY. PROTHERO has materialised by his side.

SI R FRANCI S ( CONT' D)
There. See? One hundred and ni nety-
three dead of plague and five nore out-
pari shes infected. Al in one week.
Frightful, eh? Keep that, do.

COACHVAN
Ready ny Lord.

SI R FRANCI S
Cood, Abel, good. (To Harry) No need
for such a long face. Turn your coach
about, cone along to Oxford and you’ ||
be safe.

HARRY
| wasn’t thinking of nyself, Sir
Franci s.

SIR FRANCI S
What t hen?

HARRY
It’s just with all of you going off,
Hs Majesty will be left to carry the
entire burden al one.
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SI R FRANCI S
Hs Majesty, M Poyntz? H's Mjesty
was the first to | eave!

Wth that, SIR FRANC S bounds into his coach and speeds down
Harrow Al |l ey and t hrough Barnabas Gate to the open country
beyond. The caval cade foll ows, acconpani ed by | aughter and song
as though bound for the nerriest of picnics.

HARRY, deeply disturbed, neets PROTHERO s gaze.

HARRY
Wll. 1'mglad Hs Mjesty had the
good sense to | eave.

PROTHERO
H s advi sors probably had their hands
full persuadi ng him

HARRY
Yes. How he nust have protested.

By the carriages, VENDORS offer up food for sale. A sturdy,
good- | ooking WOVAN is selling | oaves froma basket, running
al ongside to catch the coins. She bunps into HARRY and | aughs.

BETTY
Ch | amsorry Harry. lIsn't it a merry
si ght ?

HARRY | ooks di stracted, as BETTY counts the coins in her hands.

HARRY
| s the cake ready?

BETTY
You asked ne that this norning and
it’s still ready. Wat’s this?

She holds up a coin for HARRY to see.

HARRY
It’s French coin Betty. They' ve
dunned you.

BETTY
- Ch you Rogue -

She takes off after a coach, shouting. HARRY |ooks after her,
t hen opens the door of his own coach, which now cannot get by
for the Court traffic.
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HARRY
Look at this traffic. It’'s
i npossible, we'll walk, it’Il be
qui cker. Ned - neet ne round the back
alley, I'll need to go on to the Lord

Mayor’s after |’ ve been honme. (to
RATSEY) Cone on you - out. Cone
Bl anche.

BLANCHE and RATSEY energe. As they wal k of f.

RATSEY

Did | hear you say you was a tailor?
HARRY

You did. | am
RATSEY

Any chance of doing sonething with
this for nme?

He hol ds out a portion of his threadbare coat. HARRY doesn’t
respond, but urgently shoulders his way into the Al ey.

EXT. HARROWNALLEY. DAY.

Conti nuous shot. Near the entrance to the Pye Tavern is a
recessed angle in the wall. Standing init is SOLOMON EAGLE, a
gaunt elderly man, eyes fixed on the ground, preaching in a

st eady nonotone, seem ngly not caring whether anyone pays
attention or not. No-one ever has. HARRY S group approaches
the Pye as MAG FEENY, the harassed and slatternly wife of the
Proprietor, exits to enpty a bucket of slops into the open
dr ai n.

HARRY
Wul d your husband be about Ms Feeny?
| have anot her boarder for him

MRS FEENY
Ch no. Qut before dawn he was,
scavenging for food to feed the extra
nmout hs we al ready has -

RATSEY exam nes the slops for anything edible. He finds sone
potat o peelings and pushes theminto his nouth. PROTHERO wat ches
him disgusted. Suddenly a roar conmes fromthe open upstairs

wi ndow. JACK FEENY, all unshaven jow and bl uster, appears at
the wi ndow with a chi pped potty.

JACK FEENY
Who’ s pi ssed on the soddi ng accounts?
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He fi shes a soggy booklet fromthe potty.

HARRY
M Feeny! | need a word -

Seei ng HARRY, FEENY’s face darkens. He shakes the accounts book
out and everyone avoi ds the drops.

FEENY
What nore can you want with ne
Al derman? You see how | is beset.

HARRY
This i s Ratsey.

RATSEY
Captain Montressor if you pl ease.

HARRY
Ratsey. He's for corpse-bearer.
You re to provide bed and board.

FEENY
Not another. |In heaven’s nane M
Poyntz -

HARRY

The nore you take in, the faster your
debt to the Parish will be cleared M
Feeny.

FEENY
Have a heart Al derman - consider -
we’'ve the weird sisters, we've the
bl ack devil Toby, M Prothero has just
sent us mad John Hayward what we
expects himto nmurder us in our bed
every nonment, another will break nme
for certain.

HARRY
You shoul d’ ve thought of that while
you were drinking your tax-noney M
Feeny. Ms Feeny. My | present M
Rat sey. Show himto his quarters.

HARRY pushes RATSEY forward. He nakes an el aborate bow with his
broken hat to the scow i ng MRS FEENY

HARRY ( CONT' D)
(to Ratsey)
You' re back fromthe brink -
try and keep it that way.
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RATSEY
| will, M A derman Poyntz Sir.

He grins and follows MRS FEENY off, as HARRY and PROTHERO resune
their course. FEENY stares after themw th hatred.

FEENY
Bl ood froma stone he wants.

FEENY spits.

FEENY ( CONT' D)
Mags, send Toby for Beck. Hodges
nmust’ ve had enough of her by now, we
needs an extra pair of hands.

I NT. DR HODGES S BEDROOM  DAY.

BECK shuts the door to the ante-roomand turns to DR NATHAN EL
HODGES, who is sitting cross-1egged on the bed. She is eighteen
with a pretty, sulky face and a figure that makes nen gasp.
HODGES, al nost seventy, is a corpulent giant, cynical,
irreverent, humane and m sant hropic; he has absolutely no
illusions. Each wears only a bl anket.
BECK

Says he’s a patient of yours nane of

Spicer. Should | tell himto wait?

O do you want to try again?

HODGES
What’' s the use, Beck?
BECK
Maybe a drink woul d hel p.
HODGES
A drink would kill me. No, |I’'mdone
with that and it seens |’'ve done with
you t oo.
BECK
Maybe tonorrow wi || be better.
HODGES
Tonorrow | Il be even ol der.

BECK shrugs. A pebble rattles the w ndow pane. She |ooks out.
Her P.O V. of the street bel ow where stands a gentle, sad
Jamai can naned TOBY.
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TOBY
Your ma wants you imediate if you re
done.

Beck nods and turns back to DR HODGES.

BECK
| have to go. Lots of the gentry seem
to be travel ling.

She starts to dress. HODGES gestures towards some coins on a
t abl e.

BECK ( CONT' D)
Ch that’s all right. ANt as though
sonet hi ng happened.

HODGES
Take sone .... take sone Beck.

BECK
How rmuch?

HODGES
As nuch as you |ike.

BECK
The usual, then.

HODGES, hol di ng the bl anket about him goes into the ante-room
as BECK resunes dressing.

I NT. HODGES S ANTE- ROOM  DAY.

SPI CER, a sl ack-jawed nmechanic, gets up as HODGES enters and

hol ds out to hima beaker half-filled with liquid. HODGES takes
it and goes to the window He holds it up to the light, squints
at it, dips his finger in and tastes it.

HODGES
| wish | had your kidneys Spicer.

BECK enters, dressed fromthe bedroom and goes toward the door
to the staircase.

HODGES ( CONT' D)
(t o Beck)
Deliver a nessage to M Poyntz for ne,
like a good girl?
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EXT. HARROWNALLEY. DAY.

HARRY' s hurrying down the Alley, clutching the Mortality Bill.
He’ s accosted outside a shop by SAMKILLI GREW the bluff, shrewd
proprietor. Sitting by Sam upon a gigantic and odori ferous
cheese is Sami s tense six-year-old son, Dickie. In the crowded
shop behind them Sal Killigrew, his good-hunoured, plunp wfe,
is unl oading a barrow groceries.

SAM
Harry! A word -

HARRY
Wat is it San? |'min a rush -

Sam i ndi cates D ckie s cheesy throne.

SAM
| think the cheese is too big.
| got carried away, what with it being
for the Lord Mayor and all -

and the fact is, Harry, | don’t know
what to charge you for it -
HARRY

It doesn’'t matter Sam -

SAM
Is that the Mortality Bill?

SAM takes the Bill and peruses it while HARRY exam nes the
cheese.

HARRY
It is quite large, isn't it Dickie?
D CKI E
(thrilled)
‘ Nor nous!
SAM
St. Brides’s parish nowtoo. 1’'mglad

| changed ny m nd about opening
anot her shop there. Trade will be
fallen to nothing. And St. Janmes’s

| tell you Harry boy, death’s
com ng too close for confort.

DICKIE s face puckers. He lets out a wail. HARRY | ooks at him
with concern

SAM ( CONT' D)
Wat is it Dickie? Tell ne, son.
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Dl CKI E
Hunphrey says when | die they || put
me in a hole in the ground and the
wornms’ || eat ne.

SAM
Now now now, would your Da-da |let that
happen to you? Wuld I? 1°d keep out
t hose worns by shutting you up in a
ni ce strong wooden box, |ike that one.

He points out a grocery box by the shop entrance. HARRY gives
SAM a war ni ng | ook but SAM i gnores him

SAM ( CONT' D)
Then 1'd put you in the hole, see.

DICKIE stares at the box and | ets out an even bigger wail .

HARRY
Ch, for God s sake Sam give himto
nme. N ce strong wooden box.

HARRY takes DICKIE in his arns.

HARRY ( CONT' D)
Now you listen to your Uncle Poyntz.

Dl CKI E
You' re not ny uncle.

HARRY
True enough, but we’ve known each
other a long tine haven't we? Ddn't
you dandl e ne on your knee when | was
a baby?

Dl CKI E
(del i ght ed)
You dandl ed ne on your knee.

HARRY
Ch was that the way of it? Anyway, no
one's going to shut you in a box, and
no-one’s going to put you in a hol e,
and if you ever die which | very nuch
doubt, you'll fly straight to Heaven
to drink tea with Jesus and
furthernore if you see any worns
you're to catch themand we’'ll go
fishing, you and ne and Bl anche.
Agr eed?
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DI CKIE nods with vigour, and hiccups. HARRY reaches for the
Mortality Bill but SAM has noved away.

SAM
Sal. He's got the hiccups again.
It’s not natural. Do something.
SAL

‘“Course it’s natural .

SAM
Can’t you give hi m sonet hi ng?

SAL
Sam You' d think he was the first
child we'd ever rai sed.

SAM
He's the first male. They need
speci al attention.

BECK approaches, smling provocatively at HARRY, who nanages to
grab the Bill from SAM

BECK
M Poyntz, sir. Dr Hodges sends you a
nessage. He says he will not be at
your celebration this evening, nuch as
he regrets.

HARRY
h? D d sonething cone up?

BECK
(after a giggle)
No, sir. H s spirits is |ow, he says.

HARRY
Thank you.

BECK wal ks on. The two nmen watch her progress.

SAM
(sotto voice)
Ever cross your mind you d like to -

HARRY
Ch no, no, no. No.

SAM
How many no’s was that?
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HARRY
|"moff, Sam |I'mon ny way to see
hi s Lordship.

SAM
But he’ll be at your house tonight

won’t he? Eating ny cheese.

HARRY
| mhardly going to bring up the
pl ague tonight am1?

SAM

Probably not. Not really party-talk

isit? (indicating Bill). That's bad
news, soit is. |It’s not so much for
me, I'’mconcerned, it’'s the little
ones. |I'mtold that just fromthe

not her’ s having seen a plague victim

a child died in her wonb -

He | ooks at HARRY's stricken face and a thought strikes him

SAM ( CONT' D)

Lord, Harry, forgive ne. Take no
notice of that, it’s an old wonan’s

tale, of course it is.
HARRY starts away.

HARRY
Cone Bl anche.

SAL
Harry, send Nan home wll you?

HARRY waves, and qui ckens his pace down the all ey.

EXT. HARRY' S SHOP. DAY.
HARRY' s shop has a sign for Tailoring. It

i's nunber 6 and has

this nuneral painted above the door. He enters at speed,

BLANCHE ganbol | i ng at his heels.
| NT. HARRY'S SHOP. DAY.
HARRY' s el derly journeynman-tail or OKESHOTT,

is fitting a Patron

before a mrror. WLL and HARVEY, the apprentices, sit cross-

| egged on the work-table, sew ng.
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HARRY
WIl, see where Ned is. Round the
back somewhere - 1’|l be | eaving at

once.
HARRY nods to the Patron and dashes up the stairs.
INT. PARLOUR HARRY & JEM S HOVE. DAY

JEM MAH (JEM POYNTZ, a beautiful girl six nonths pregnant, sits
pl aying the spinet and singing with NAN KILLI GREW who is of the
sane age and lively with it. They break off as Harry enters
with Blanche, NAN with a wel comng smle and JEM soberi ng
instantly, all the vivacity fading.

NAN
Did you hear us Uncle Harry? Wsn't
it atrocious? Like two cats on a
wal | .

HARRY
Your Mot her wants you, Nan.

NAN ki sses JEM and gat hers her shaw .

NAN
Wait till you see me tonight, Uncle
Harry. Mther says | nay wear beauty
patches here and here, like a | ady of

the court.

NAN pecks HARRY' s cheek and trots out, |eaving the POYNTZES
alone with their silence.

HARRY
Ms. Poyntz |I’ve cone to check the
arrangenents for this evening - howis
the child? Does it stir?

JEM
Not for a while.

HARRY
Not for a while? Then let nme send for
Dr. Hodges.

JEM
The child is sleeping | think. It
ki cked this norning hard enough, and
all night too.

HARRY
It is well then?



JEM
Yes.

HARRY nods. The gulf between t hem yawns.

HARRY
Everything’' s ready then?

JEM
M Poyntz -

HARRY
Yes?

JEM

| amwell too ..

The resentnment in her voice is designed to provoke.

HARRY
| see that well enough with nmy own
eyes since you have tine to loiter
about with your friends before the
nost inportant feast-day this house
has ever seen.

JEM
| have prepared all - | decanted the
wi ne nyself, | saw the silver was
polished, | told Gosnell how | wanted
t he chickens roasting and the carp
stewi ng -

HARRY
CGosnel | ?

JEM
Yes of course. Cosnell. Qur cook.

HARRY tries very hard not to expl ode.

HARRY
| told you. | asked you to hire
anot her cook for this evening. The
Lord Mayor hinself is comng to our

house -
JEM

| know - but | -
HARRY

Cosnell is a terrible cook -

30.
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JEM
She is not. She is clean and
reliable.

HARRY

| don’t need clean and reliable. |
need delicious food for ny i medi ate
superior, Sir John Lawence - how in
CGod’ s name d’ you expect ne to inpress
the man if he’s choking on CGosnell’s
gullet-throttling slops?

JEM
| couldn’t find anyone el se -

HARRY
Then why didn't you tell ne?

JEM
You weren’t here. Leave CGosnel
alone. You' re so rough with her. It’s
only because |I chose her -

HARRY
It is not because you chose her, it is
because she is inefficient and
gorm ess.

JEM
She is not gorniess.

HARRY
Added to which she is the worst cook
in London - Geat God, all eyes are

upon us, Ms Poyntz, we’'ll be the
| aughi ng-stock - 1’1 ask Sal to help -
JEM

Don't interfere!
She rises, full of enotion. Harry watches, alarned.
HARRY
Enough. Sit down for God’ s sake,
don’t upset yourself.

JEM
M/sel f? O the baby?

WLL appears timdly above the rimof the top step.
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W LL
Excuse me M Poyntz, your coach is at
Pye corner. Ned says he can’t get
nearer the house for the traffic.

WLL disappears fast. JEM has subsided into still sadness.
HARRY breathes in, and thunders off downstairs. JEMstarts to
cry, thinks better of it and breaks a cup instead.

EXT. HARROWNALLEY. DAY.

HARRY hurries toward Pye Corner with BLANCHE. He passes SOLOMON
EAGLE and sees that one or two people have stopped to |isten.

He reaches the coach, and stares at the sight a nonent | onger
before turning to face NED

HARRY
Do you know, Ned, in twenty years or
nore that is the first tinme |’ve known
anyone pay the slightest attention to
Sol onon Eagl e.

HARRY clinbs into the coach

HARRY ( CONT' D)
To the Lord Mayor’s if you pl ease.

He settles back into the seat, putting his arm around Bl anche.
After a nmonment, he |eans his head agai nst her warm fur.

I NT. PYE TAVERN. DAY.

The Pye is a dim lowceilinged affair, none too clean, with a
staircase | eading to the upper floors where there are roons for
guests. BECK has brought a pitcher of beer and nmugs for FEENY
and PROTHERO who sit at one of the tables. She has al so brought
a much smaller nug and a heel of stale bread for RATSEY, who
sits with them RATSEY shuts his eyes and sniffs at her.

RATSEY
Ch God. Two nonths since | snelled a
f emal e.

RATSEY tosses off his beer and attacks the bread. FEENY wat ches
him eyes narrowed.

FEENY
And how | ong does | board this
bottom ess pit?

PROTHERO
It’s all being credited to what you
owe, M Feeny.

(MORE)
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PROTHERO (cont'd)
If the plague lifts tonmorrow, back to
Newgat e for hanging he goes. [If it
strikes our parish and grows hot, then
he stays as |ong as he survives.
Whi ch won’t be very | ong.

RATSEY guffaws and reaches for the pitcher. FEENY snatches it
out of reach.

PROTHERO ( CONT' D)
That’ s a nost peculiar, superior
attitude toward the plague you have
friend, and I’ mwondering why.

RATSEY chews his hard bread, taps the side of his nose.

RATSEY

(I owering his voice

dramati cal |l y)
"1l tell you why. | once nmet a Gypsy
in the woods. Gypsies, they knows
things we don’t. He'd been poachi ng,
see, and he was caught in a trap.
Wen | frees him he says “1’ve no
noney to give you, but 1I’'Il show you
how ny peopl e protects thensel ves from
pl ague. There's a certain plant,”
says he. (Yawni ng) Were does |

sl eep?
FEENY
Wait. Wiat plant?
RATSEY
Wll - all right to have sonme -?

He gestures at the pitcher. FEENY eagerly refills his nug.
RATSEY knocks it back, |owers his voice again.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
He takes ne to the Gypsies’ graveyard.
It’s mdnight and there’s a full noon.
He heaves up a great rock and | seen a
trap-door. Down we goes -

RATSEY refills his nug, indicating his dry throat.
RATSEY ( CONT' D)
W re in a cave, see? He lights a
candl e and what do | see before ne?

A dar k- ski nned hand has crept up fromunder the table toward the
remai ns of RATSEY s bread.
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RATSEY seizes it and drags up the terrified TOBY. Tw sting his
arm RATSEY sends TOBY spi nning across the room

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
Can’t stand their colour | can't. And

t hey stinks.
PROTHERO
So do you
RATSEY
Ah, but mne’'s a white stink. There's
a difference, see how | nean?
PROTHERO
No.
FEENY

What did you see?
Puzzl ed, RATSEY turns to FEENY as BECK cones to cl ear

FEENY ( CONT' D)
The story, man, the story. Wat
happened t hen?

RATSEY
h. Ch - well | went for a shag with
t he duchess right there on the poop-
deck. Captain’s parrot shat on ne
britches.

RATSEY roars with laughter, and reaching for the pitcher, | ooks
up at BECK.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
And what m ght your nanme be darling?

FEENY snat ches the pitcher and stonps off. RATSEY squeezes
BECK s bottom but she evades him RATSEY turns to two wonen at
a nearby table: MRS TOLLIVER, a bleary drunkard of sixty, and
MRS POVEY, a feeble-mnded creature of fifty. They are dressed
in black and each carries a white staff of office. Ratsey

i nspects MRS TOLLIVER, rejects her and turns to MRS POVEY.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
And who m ght you be darling?

MRS POVEY
| m Povey. |’ msearcher of the dead.
| am Wen they dies, | searches

them Her too.

Bot h wonen thunp their staffs of office inportantly.
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RATSEY
Are you now? Cone to the stable dear -
| ain't dead but you can search ne
anyhows -

G ggling and clanping MRS POVEY's wist, RATSEY pulls her to her
feet.

PROTHERO
If it’s a Gypsy charmyou’ re dependi ng
on for protection fromthe plague,
friend, I pity you

RATSEY
(snaps his fingers)
That was the yarn I was spinning. |
couldn’t remenber. Stick the pity,
friend, where it’ll do nost good.
You'll need it nore than nme if the
pl ague comes cl ose.

PROTHERO
What makes you so certain, friend?

RATSEY brings his face very close to PROTHERO s.

RATSEY
Because | once had the plague, friend,
and you don’t ... get it ... twce.

RATSEY points at PROTHERO s stricken expression, shouts with
triunph, and whirls MRS. POVEY out the rear-door

PROTHERO
(perhaps to Cod)
But that’s not just.

EXT. LORD MAYOR S HOUSE.  DAY.

M NGS, an efficient head clerk, is on the doorstep issuing
instructions to nounted couriers. There are a |ot of people

out side the building, sone with the new Mortality Bill, all
trying to ask questions of the busy couriers. Wrd of the death
toll has clearly started to get out.

HARRY bounds up the steps w th BLANCHE.
M NGS

M Poyntz. | was about to send for
you. Hs Wrshipis in the office.
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I NT. LORD MAYCRS OFFI CE.  DAY.

I n the spacious, sunny, austere room JOHN LAWRENCE, Lord Mayor
of London, is dictating to his clerk (TEDD MAN). LAWRENCE is
sixty, with a westlers build and stubborn chin. The atnosphere
is urgently busy.

LAVWRENCE
Qur principal task is to prevent the
infection fromentering the Gty -
therefore, | order all assenblies
prohi bi ted, except for worship.
want the schools closed, theatres
cl osed -

HARRY enters w th BLANCHE.

LAVWRENCE ( CONT' D)
Ah Harry. Cood.

HARRY
|”ve seen tonorrow s Mortality Bil
John. A hundred and ni nety-three dead
of the pl ague.
(fishing)
The situation’s very bad, isn't it?

LAVRENCE
A hundred and ninety three woul d nmake
it sad enough but not too bad.

HARRY
(bri ght eni ng)
There’s no cause for alarm then.

LAVWRENCE
Not if it were only a hundred and
ninety-three. But the true figure,
|"d say, is nearer four hundred.

HARRY can only stare.

LAVWRENCE ( CONT' D)
Harry, you know the Bills never show
nore than seventy dead fromall causes
in any one week. Tonmorrow s shows
five hundred. One hundred and ninety-
three fromplague - the rest laid to -
what ?

He picks up the Bill fromhis desk and slaps it with his hand.
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LAVWRENCE ( CONT' D)
A d Age, Consunption, Pox, everything
but. There's a great tenptation to
lie when soneone in your famly dies
of plague and you face forty days

guarantine in an infected house.

HARRY
Four hundred. |In one week.

LAVWRENCE
It’s an ugly truth and we face many.
A lot of the high-ups who left with
the court turned out their servants -
wi thout a penny - for us to take care
of. Christ | hate those powdered
popi njays. The King, god rot him -

HARRY
John, for God’' s sake -

HARRY gestures in alarmto the clerks to-ing and fro-ing.

LAVRENCE
The King, God, as | said, rot him is
spending all our civic funds on the
war with Holland - oh and the farners
are threatening to stop delivering
goods to the nmarkets for fear of
infection. Cnh ‘tis a nerry dance
we're starting Harry, make no m st ake
about it.

HARRY sl unps in dejection.

LAVWRENCE ( CONT' D)
Still, it’s not as if there’ s nothing
to be done.

HARRY
(recovering)
O course. Wiat provision did Hs

Maj esty nmake before he left?

LAVWRENCE
Hs Majesty? H's Majesty graciously
granted me a two-m nute audi ence as he
stood with a foot in the coach, ready
to depart. It m ght have been | onger,
but his spani el began choking on a
chi cken-bone and that being a truly
serious matter, the audi ence ended.

(sees Harry’s despair)
(MORE)
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LAWRENCE (cont'd)
Never mnd, Harry. Wen | said
there’s sonething to be done, | neant
we wll doit. Dr. Aston has assured
me the College of Physicians will soon
devi se effective preventative
nmeasures, and from now on no-one will
be allowed to | eave the Gty without a
health certificate signed by his
Parish Alderman. That’|| soothe the
farmers. All's not |ost.

HARRY
It’s not nyself I’ m concerned for
John, but | have a child soon due.

LAVWRENCE
And | have five already here.

HARRY
John - 1’ve waited so long - |’ve
wanted a child for - well. John, 1’'ve

been happy to serve as al derman, but -
this child will be very dear to ne,
and -

LAVRENCE
(forestalling)
O course it will be dear to you. And
that’s why you |l want your child to
be proud of you when it’s old enough

to understand. You'll want it to know
you stayed and did your duty in a
crisis.

HARRY

What | have in mnd, John -

LAVWRENCE
No, Harry. Wat panic you' d feel if
the sun failed to appear one day, or
the noon. Wll, we are the planets to
Londoners, we are the surety that
order will be preserved and suffering
alleviated. Many will surely |eave
but those left behind will be the ones
who need us nost - the poor, and
tradespeopl e who can’t |eave their
busi nesses - we can’t turn our backs
on them Harry. | will ride through
the streets every day to let nyself be
seen and | expect every alderman to
di scharge the trust reposed in himto
t he ut nost.

(MORE)



39.

LAWRENCE (cont'd)
"1l break any nman who tries to
wiggle out of it, I'Il fine him I’1I
bl acken his nanme, 1'lIl see to it he
never again holds office. This Gty
wi |l be maintained.

HARRY
"1l send the child - | mean, ny wfe,
to her parents in Dover.

LAVWRENCE
It won’t do, Harry. How can we assure
people of this Gty that they are safe
when al dernmen are sending away their
famlies?

HARRY
M/ god, what sins have we conmtted to
deserve all this.

LAVWRENCE
G eat ones, surely. [|’mproclaimng
tonorrow and every Wednesday a day of
public confession. W wll all attend
church and inplore his Mercy by
openi ng our hearts.

MRS LAWRENCE comes in with the gold chain of office and pl aces
it about her husband’ s neck.

MRS LAWRENCE
The al dernen are gathering, Jack.

LAVWRENCE
Thank you, wife. You needn’'t stay for
the neeting Harry, you ve heard it
all. Teddiman will bring you a copy
of the plague orders as soon as
t hey’ re drawn.

TEDDI MAN
It won’t be before norning, M Poyntz.

LAVWRENCE
Read themin church after the service
so that all may know.

LAWRENCE starts to | eave and then turns back.

LAVWRENCE ( CONT' D)
Ch Harry - 1’1 not be able to conme to
your feast, there’'s too nmuch afoot.
Forgive ne. And good | uck.
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HARRY nods and wal ks away.
EXT. HARRY'S GARDEN. N GHT

A tabl e has been set out under a tree. The feast is over, and
GOSNELL is renoving the still-rather-full dishes. She is
inefficient and gorm ess and HARRY, clearly, was not
exaggerating the sorry level of her culinary expertise. Left on
a separate table is a huge celebration cake. Sitting on chairs
and on the grass are the wonen, JEM BETTY BUCKWORTH, SAL and
NAN KILLIGREW DICKIE is still sitting on the cheese which
appears larger still for having been partially eaten. At the

ot her end of the garden the nen are standing tal ki ng: HARRY, the
vi car CECI L CHANDLER, JASPER BUCKWORTH t he Baker, SAM Kl LLI GREW
and PROTHERO Between HARRY' s building and the next, the drift
of coaches and wagons toward Barnabas Gate is visible. W join
the wonen first - SAL and NAN are playing a gane. JEM casts a
rueful glance at the half-full plates.

JEM
Wel| at |east your cake will be good,
Bet .

BETTY

Ach, don’t fret. Chickens are al
tough these days. Farners are getting
soft, letting themlive too long ...

JEM
| shoul d’ ve asked for help.

She gl ances over to HARRY, her body stiff w th unspoken
anxi eties. BETTY watches her kindly.

BETTY
How s the famly?

JEM
Ma and Pa are | ooking to nove cl oser
t han Dover now the baby’s com ng.

BETTY
That’s good. But | nean your famly.
JEM
Ch | amwell. The baby’ s kicking ne
to pieces.
BETTY
And Harry?
JEM

Ch.
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W join the nen on the other side of the garden. SAM has been
cocking an ear to the bells.

SAM
Brickbats and tiles say the bells of
St. Gles. That’'s the second death
bell for St. Gles in less than five
m nut es.

JASPER
Shhh. Listen. Oanges and | enbns say
the bells of St. Cenent’s. GCod rest
whoever it be.

CHANDLER
Amren.

HARRY
| hear one of the aldernen is thinking
of goi ng away.

SAM
|’d tell himwhat for if I could. 1'm
staying and |"mjust a grocer.
HARRY
Are you, Sanf
SAM
Course. | can't |leave ny stores can

|? GCot enough to feed an arny for a
year. Howwould I carry it?

JASPER
| wish Betty and | could go away.
PROTHERO
What ' s st oppi ng you?
JASPER
Fol ks need bread don’t they. Wo'd
bake it?
PROTHERO

That al derman nust be truly
contenpti bl e.

On the other side of the garden, JEM and BETTY continue their
conversati on.
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BETTY
Don’t be too hard on Harry, Jem
know he’ s busy but he wants to do well
- for you and the child -

JEM
For hinself. He wants to do well for
hi nsel f.

BETTY
VWll it’s all one isn't it? You and
he are one, a man and wi fe shoul d be
uni t ed.

JEM

Not everyone’s as |lucky as you and
Jasper. You can work together in the
Bakery. Harry’'s got WIIl and Harvey
to do his sewing, and he’'s out
directing parish-affairs the rest of
the tine -

BETTY
But with you at heart, Jem

JEM
| amnothing. Nothing but a vesse
for his heirs.

BETTY s rat her shocked.

BETTY
You' re too sharp for your years
Jem mah.

JEM

What should | be? Soft? Silent? |Is
that what’'s want ed?

Her voice rises. SAL and NAN | ook up fromtheir game as BETTY
soot hes her. HARRY | ooks over fromhis group, his brow
furrowng. JASPER tries to lighten the nood.

JASPER
Time to cut that cake, don’t you think
Harry?

The nmen start to wal k off. HARRY hol ds SAM back

HARRY
Samif it cones to the parish, 1"l be
inthe thick of it. M house will not

be safe.
(MORE)
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HARRY (cont'd)
May Jem stay with you, if need be, and
the child? Till the infection’s gone?

SAM
O course, Harry, of course. And
Sal’s a good mdwife too if it comes
to that. Don’t you worry.

They wal k back armin-arm Everyone is standing around the
cake.

HARRY
D cki e, your father says you never
touch cake, and your nother swears you
don't care for it, but if I asked you
specially, would you be willing to try
it for us first, just for politeness?

Dl CKI E nods vi gorously.

Dl CKI E
Which bit should | take?

HARRY
Wiy, the top bit of course.

DI CKIE gets off the cheese and cones forward, eyes glittering.
He stands on tip-toe, and reaches up to the creany top.
Suddenly, he | oses his bal ance and topples toward the cake,
going inup to his arnpits. There is a nonment’s silence.

HARRY ( CONT' D)
O the bit in the mddle.

NAN and JEM start to | augh.

Dl CKI E
Ch Uncl e Poynt z.

DICKIE is stiff with shock

DI CKI E ( CONT' D)
Are you cross?

HARRY can’t speak, being doubled up with mrth. DICKIE pulls
his arnms out of the cake which collapses. BLANCHE attacks him
licking hhmwildly. D CKIE starts to cry. JEM nakes a
decision. She goes firmy up to the cake, sticks her armin up
to the elbow, takes it out and starts to lick it. D CKE

| aughs. He throws sonme cake at NAN. CHANDLER gets a gobbet on
his face. He licks it off.

CHANDLER
Ch that is good.
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BETTY
Not too sweet?

Al'l tension dispelled, the guests join the ol d-fashioned food
fight. Alarge lunp hits HARRY and slides el egantly down his
cheek. JEMgives an involuntary shout of l|aughter. As he | ooks
over to her, she quells it down to a smle that he cannot help
but return. Suddenly CHANDLER holds up his arnms and shouts.

CHANDLER
Qui et, everyone! CQuiet!

They all stop and | ook at hi mexpectantly, thinking a gane is
under way.

CHANDLER ( CONT' D)
(his face ashen)
Two sticks .... and an apple. Say the
bel s of Wiitechapel. The plague is
within the wall.

Everyone is still as a statue.

CHANDLER ( CONT' D)
| must prepare tonorrow s sernon.

Li ke a sl eep-wal ker, he makes his way slowy to the garden door,
and out. Each famly draws together.

SAM
W' d all best go hone.

I NT. HARRY' S BEDRCOM N GHT.

JEM i s washing the cake off her arns in her shift. HARRY

wat ches. She gets into bed. He stares at her with longing. He
reaches a hand towards her. She stiffens. He lets out a gasp
of breath.

HARRY
Christ. Not since our wedding night.
JEM lies still, hardly breathing.
JEM

You can if you like.

HARRY beats the bed one savage bl ow.

HARRY
| know |l can if | like. Thank you for
nothing. |If there’s nojoy init for

you, there’s none for ne.
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He snuffs the candl e.
| NT. ST. BARNABAS CHURCH. DAY.

The place is heaving. Mny nust stand in the rear and agai nst
the side walls. W see the KILLI GREW5, BUCKWORTHS, FEENYS
PROTHERO, HARRY & JEM at the front. CHANDLER is in the m dst of
hi s sernon.

CHANDLER
...This mnute I was well and the next
| amill. W polish every stone with

whi ch we build that building, Health,
but in a mnute a Cannon denol i shes
all ...

TEDDI MAN enters at the back, |ooks for HARRY, nakes his way
t hrough the press, hands HARRY the plague orders and | eaves,
CHANDLER preaching and watching all the while.

CHANDLER ( CONT' D)

Behol d us, O CGod, here gathered
toget her in confidence of Thy prom se
that when two or three are gathered
together in Thy nanme, Thou wilt be in
their petitions. W confess that we
are not worthy. Vanities have covered
us. Licentiousness hath inflamed us.
Vol upt uousness hath fed us. But with
as many of us as begin their newness
of life this mnute, O God, begin Thou
Thy account with themand put all that
is past out of Thy renenbrance... W
will pray nowsilently, and |et those
who wi sh to confess, rise and do so.

Everyone bows his head. After a nonent, little D CKIE KILLI GREW
gets to his feet.

Dl CKI E
| took an apple fromthe barrel and
brought it to bed with me and ate it
in the dark when I was told not to.

He sits and then rises on an afterthought.

DI CKI E ( CONT' D)
| won't do it again.

He sits. CHANDLER waits but no-one el se rises. Perhaps the
peril is not yet close enough.
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CHANDLER
Al der man Poynt z?

CHANDLER | eaves the pulpit as HARRY turns to face the assenbly,
unrol ling the plague orders.

HARRY

(reads)
Orders concerning the Infection.
First it is ordered that every
househol der keep the street before his
house cl ean and swept. That the
sweepi ngs and filth of the houses be
daily carried away by the rakers.
That no hogs, cats or tane pigeons be
kept within the Gty and that all dogs
.. be killed .... by dog-killers
appoi nted for that purpose ...

HARRY' s voice trails off. H's eyes neet JEMs. He recovers.

HARRY ( CONT' D)
That special care be taken that no
rotten fish, unwhol esone flesh -

EXT. ST. BARNABAS CHURCH.  DAY.

HARRY st ands dazed with JEM as t he PARI SH ONERS fl ow out past
them Energi ng, PROTHERO pauses next to HARRY who hands himthe
pl ague orders with a few nuttered words and dully watches as
PROTHERO scans the crowd, sees the man he’s | ooking for, and

rai ses a hand.

PROTHERO
(cal l'ing)
Hayward. John Hayward. Over here.

JOHN HAYWARD, |ounging in the doorway of the Pye, is a hul king
brute with a set twisted smle and mad eyes. At PROTHERO s
sunmons he crosses the traffic in the Alley. People give hima
wi de berth.

PROTHERO ( CONT' D)
You' re to kill every dog in the
pari sh. Do you understand? They
carry the infection in their hair.
Kill themall. [If anyone tries to
prevent you, report themto ne.

HAYWARD is thrilled. Stooping, he rips up a | oose cobbl e and
| ooks about for game . A nongrel is gnaw ng of fal nearby.
HAYWARD | opes toward it. It scurries behind a barrel.
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There, HAYWARD catches it. HARRY shudders at the sounds.

pul I's himoff towards hone.

JEM

Across the Alley, two strangers travel in the opposite direction
to nost of the traffic which is nmaking its way out of the Gate.
They stop at the house next to the Pye. MERLINis a tall
AZAZEL, his

emaci at ed bl ack-cl oaked figure with an eye-patch.

assistant, is a fat little man with a greasy smle.

addresses BECK in the Pye’s doorway.

AZAZEL
Is this the Robinson house?
BECK
Yes, but they left the Gty this
nor ni ng.
AZAZEL

| know. They’ ve rented it to us.

He

AZAZEL opens the front door with a key, lets MERLIN in,

starts to beat a small drum Curious SPECTATORS gat her.

AZAZEL ( CONT' D)
Merlin is here, Merlin the wi se and
all -knowi ng, Merlin the great. He
knows the past, the present and the
future and has been praised by all the
crowned heads in the world. He has
infallible preventive pills against
t he pl ague, sovereign cordi als agai nst
t he consunption of the air, and a full
line of charnms and amul ets agai nst al
ills. And friends, he directs the
poor GRATIS, absolutely free of
charge. Merlin, Merlin is here.

BECK
You say it’'s free?

AZAZEL
| saidit’s free and it is free.
(1 ower)
H s advice, that is. For everything
else, there is a small fee.

BECK
W1l the sickness cone to this parish,
can you tell ne?

and
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AZAZEL
The pl anets have revealed to Merlin, |
regret to say, that it will - and many
of you, I will not nention the nanes,

no, no, don't press nme, nmany of you
will die. Unless, that is, you avai
yoursel f of Merlin's help.

Wth a final rat-tat of his drum AZAZEL enters the house and
shuts the door.

INT. HARRY'S SHOP. DAY

BLANCHE bounds up to HARRY and JEM as they enter. She darts
away agai n and HARRY opens a drawer and takes out a knife.
BLANCHE cones to HARRY and |lays a slipper at his feet and begs.
HARRY picks it up and flings it into the garden. BLANCHE rushes
after it, yapping with joy.

JEM
No. You can’t. Not you. Let
Prothero. O WII. O Harvey.
HARRY

They m ght hurt her.

He goes into the garden. JEM S eyes follow himuntil, abruptly,
she turns away. After a while, HARRY cones back in panting,
tears running down his cheeks. He throws the bl oodied knife
into a corner and snatches up a sack. He goes back into the
garden. Sobbi ng now, JEM picks up the knife to wash it. HARRY
cones back with the sack contai ning BLANCHE s body, and white-
faced, passes wordless into the street.

I NT. PYE TAVERN. DAY.

Trade is brisk. The inhabitants of Harrow Al l ey have nuch to
discuss and it’s better over a tankard of beer. RATSEY enters
fromthe rear-door with MRS POVEY in tow. They re covered with
bits of straw. RATSEY goes to FEENY who's jawing with his

pat rons.

RATSEY
| "' m hungry.

FEENY i gnores him

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
| says |’ m hungry.

No response. After a beat, RATSEY lets out a how that silences
the room doubles up and clutches his thigh.



49.

FEENY
For the | ove of God, what was that?

RATSEY
Sorry mates. Happens every now and
then. Ever since |l was little and had
the plague. It’s easing off a bit
NOW.

FEENY
Had t he pl ague.

He snorts.

RATSEY
Pl ague’s what | said and pl ague’ s what
| had. Look here. See?

RATSEY shows FEENY a deep, criss-cross scar behind his ear.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
That’s where the swelling was before
they cut it and let out the pus. Some
gets it there, some under the arm
sone in the crotch. Sone in al

t hr ee.

FEENY
My Cod.

RATSEY
See that?

RATSEY shows off his scar

PATRON
And you still suffer after all these
years.

RATSEY

You knows how it is with rheumatics
when the weat her changes? They gets a
twinge? It’'s that way with nme when
|”min a roomwhere soneone has the

pl ague.

It takes a nmonent for this to sink in. Then, with terrified
shouts, a dropping of mugs and overturni ng of benches, the room
is enptied. RATSEY starts to help hinself to the abandoned

di nners, and, noticing HAYWARD i n a corner studying what appear
to be small, hairy whips, goes over to him HAYWARD hol ds t hem
out for inspection.



50.

HAYWARD
A tail for every dog I killed.

RATSEY
No fear of plague mate?

HAYWARD
| had it too, and |ived.

RATSEY
G arn.

HAYWARD ri ps his shirt fromhis shoul der and shows RATSEY a
scarred arnpit.

HAYWARD
‘Twas after that ny head began to hurt
so. After that.

RATSEY
Now there’s a mracle. There can’t be
a hundred in all England who' ve had it
and lived. And two of us is here.

Pondering the ways of the world, RATSEY saunters out into the
al l ey.

EXT. HARROWALLEY. DAY.

W see RATSEY exit the Pye and settle to his neat and drink upon
a small barrel. A shadow falls across him Looking up, he sees
DAN, the hangman’ s assi stant.

RATSEY
How s young Morti ner?

DAN
Ch it’s you. They buried himl ast
night. M, |I’mlooking for work. All
publ i c hangings is stopped, did you
know? | nust’ve wal ked over half
London and there’s a hundred nen for
every openi ng.

RATSEY
| " monto sonething steady here,
nmesel f.

DAN hungrily licks his |ips as RATSEY takes a bite of neat and
loudly chews it.
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DAN
| wasn’t even able to buy food for ny
famly yesterday. W' d planned on
eating you. That’'s how we speak of it
in the craft.

RATSEY
Very col ourful.

DAN
What’ s going to happen to ny wife and
l[ittle ones I don't know.

RATSEY
Starve to death, sounds like. |If the
pl ague don’t kill ‘emfirst.
DAN
Don't say that. | couldn’t bear it.
RATSEY

Maybe you won’t have to mate. M ght
kill you first.

RATSEY | aughs i mmoderately. DAN | eaves him cursing.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
Hangman.

He spits.
EXT. COLLEGE OF PHYSI CI ANS. DAY

HARRY' s coach stands before a small, stately building. HARRY is
hurrying up the steps.

I NT. OFFI CE OF COLLEGE PRESI DENT. DAY

In the handsone room littered with busts of nedical deities,
SIR EDWARD ALSTON, fleshy, m ddl e-aged and highly successful is
packi ng the gold head of his cane, actually a scent-box, wth a
pi nch of this and that fromvarious jars before him

HARRY ent ers.

HARRY
| beg your pardon.

Startled, ALSTON cl aps the head of his cane shut and holds it to
his nose as he fearfully backs away from HARRY
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ALSTON
There’ s no plague in your hone?
You ve not got it? Your parishis
free frominfection?

HARRY
No, no, |I'mHarry Poyntz, Al dernan of
St. Barnabas. |'mlooking for the

Presi dent of the Coll ege of
Physi ci ans.

ALSTON
| am Sir Edward Al ston.

He starts stuffing docunents into a travel -bag.

ALSTON ( CONT' D)
| " ve been besi eged by people at every
step. Many who cone directly froma
victim s deat h-bed. Can you inmagi ne?
No consideration at all.

HARRY
The Lord Mayor told ne you' re devising
ef fective neasures agai nst the
epi dem c.

ALSTON
Oh yes. Trenendously effective.

HARRY
| mvery concerned, naturally -

ALSTON
O course you are. O course.

HARRY
| can’t tell you howrelieved | amto
hear fromyour own |lips there's
sonet hi ng we can do.

ALSTON
Plenty to do. Got one of these?

ALSTON shows HARRY the gold head of his cane.

ALSTON ( CONT' D)
It’s a scent-box, you see? Fill it
wi th wormwod, rue, thyne, even garlic
and take a deep breath whenever you
suspect you're in the vicinity of the
di sease.

(MORE)
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ALSTON (CONT'D)
It hel ps conbat the effluvia, the
invisible little beasties in the air
that carry the sickness. A garland of
roses about the neck is
extraordinarily effective. Fill your
pockets wi th posies; that hel ps, too.
O a dead dried toad -

HARRY
Sir Edward, ny wife is expecting our
first child in August -

ALSTON buckl es his travelling bag as he speaks.

ALSTON
Ch don’t fret about it, this is what
you do. Keep the good | ady indoors.
Bar doors and wi ndows, then purify the
air inside the house. Burn noxious
materials night and day - pitch, tar,
bri mstone, old shoes. |f anything
unt oward happens to your w fe and
child | shall be very much surprised.

HARRY
Sir Edward -

ALSTON
| rmust be off. M/ patients have al
gone to xford and | shoul d be
derelict in ny duty if I did not join
them at once. Goodbye, goodbye.
Don’t worry. Joy, Tenperance and
Repose, slamthe door on the doctor’s
nose, eh?

He’ s gone, cane stuffed tightly up one nostril. A dry chuckle
is heard. HARRY turns and sees DR HODGES at a bookshelf in a
far corner.

HARRY
Am | to take it you have no faith in
hi s reconmendati ons?

HODGES
Wio am | to doubt the words of
Procopi us who devi sed t hose
trenmendously effective neasures six
hundred years before Christ? And
applied themtoo, trenendously
effectively, until the Black Death
killed himand twenty mllion nore.
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HARRY
There nmust be a way to conbat it -

HODGES
How can we find that when we cannot
say what causes it Harry? W know it
al ways starts with the poor and we
know it often stops with the com ng of
col d weat her, but beyond that -

HARRY
| refuse to be told that there's
not hi ng to be done.

HODGES

Ch, there’s much you can do. Isolate
yoursel f in your house, never | ook at
the ugliness outside. No? Wat about
choosi ng a scapegoat, piling all your
sins upon it and stoning it into the
desert? Too bad there are not enough
Jews in London to natter.

HARRY
| will not have you nock ne.

HODGES
Then take ny advice. The best
preparation for the plague is to run
fromit. Get out. Like A ston. Like
nost of the other physicians. Like

ne.
HARRY
You? You're |leaving us?
HODGES
| " m goi ng back to Montpelier where |
studied. | can teach there and be of

sone use. You' ve heard ne say tine and
again that’s what I'd do when | could

do nothing else. And |I’ve reached an

age where | can do nothing el se.

HARRY stares at him full of fear and rising rage.

HARRY
By God, | hope you go straight to hel
when you di e.

HODGES | ooks searchingly at HARRY for a nmonent, noting his
savage nood.
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HODGES
Ah well Harry, heaven for holiness and
hel | for conpany. Wat would be the
good of ny staying?

HARRY
You - could confort us at |east.
Confort us by your presence.

HODGES
Wiy should |? Wat are nost of you
anyway but producers of dung? Besi des,
| "ve al ready experienced a plague. In
Italy, before you were born. And what
| saw then filled ne with no great
love for ny fellow nen. You wait,
Harry, wait, and you'll swear it’s
only by chance they wear human form
and but for this, one mght class them
with beasts.

HARRY turns in disgust. HODGES calls after his retreating back
HODGES ( CONT' D)
Don’t be a fool Harry. Run. Run.
Run.
EXT. LONDON STREET. EVEN NG
LAWRENCE, preceded by his MACE- BEARER af oot, parades the street.

SPECTATOR ONE
Cod Bl ess you, Jack.

LAVRENCE
Cod Bless us all, friend.

SPECTATOR TWD
| 1ook for you each day, Jack. It
gives nme heart to stay.

A househol der runs out with two mugs of wine. He hands one up
t o LAWRENCE

HOUSEHOLDER
Your health Jack Lawence. | drinks
toit.

LAVWRENCE
Thank you friend. | drink to yours.

HARRY cones running up as LAWRENCE drains his cup and tosses it
back.



HARRY
John, | nmnust speak to you

LAVWRENCE
|"mlistening Harry.

HARRY
The King has fled, the Co

urt has fl ed,

so has the Parliament, the | awers,

nost of the physicians.
justify asking me to rema

LAVWRENCE
The King has fled, the Co

How can you
I n?

urt has fl ed,

the Parlianment and the | awers and the
physi cians. How can you justify

asking ny | eave to go?

HARRY
| am goi ng, John. |’mgo
LAVWRENCE
No you’'re not.
HARRY
Fine ne to ny |ast penny.
care.
LAVWRENCE

| know t hat woul dn’t keep

HARRY

ing, | say.
| don’t
you, Harry.

And it doesn’'t matter to ne if | never

hol d office again.

LAVRENCE
| never thought it would,

HARRY
There’ s not hi ng, not hi ng,
make ne stay.

LAVWRENCE

Harry.

that can

Yes there is Harry. You'll stay

because you’ re good.
HARRY is stopped dead in his tracks.

HARRY
Dam you, John. Damm you

LAWRENCE anbl es on.
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EXT. HARROWNALLEY. DAY.

Househol ders sweep before their honmes, watching the traffic pass
whi ch now i ncl udes, anong t he coaches, poorer folk, pushing
barrows with their neagre possessions, children in their arns
and the elderly on their backs. HARRY and PROTHERO on a round
of inspection, are noving towards the Pye. HARRY appears calm
but there’s a new tightness in his jaw and an anxi ous furrow to
hi s brow.

HARRY
Did | hear a voice at your door during
t he ni ght?

PROTHERO

It was soneone requesting a health
certificate.

HARRY
At four AW

PROTHERO
Peopl e wake up in a sweat and deci de
t hey cannot stay in London anot her
mnute. |If they can prove they’ re not
froman infected house, | haven't the
heart to turn them away.

HARRY
You cannot work night and day. W' lI
engage anot her cl erk.

PROTHERO
The parish cannot afford it.

They wal k on.

Qutside the Pye, an ostler holds a baggage-| aden horse for
HODGES. SAM in his grocer’s apron, is holding up a bottle of
brandy as farewell.

HODGES
What would | do with it San? One
sniff of brandy woul d be the death of
ne.

SAM
It’s nedicinal, isn't it? Take it for
your patients.

HODGES opens hi s saddl e-bag. HARRY and PROTHERO reach the Pye.
HARRY nakes a show of inspecting the filthy stoop in order to
avoi d HODCES s eye.
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HODGES
|"mleaving now Harry. | doubt we’ll
ever neet again.

HARRY i gnores him and noves on with PROTHERO. HCODGES shrugs
and goes back to stowing the brandy in his saddl e-bag.

HARRY and PROTHERO stop to speak with BETTY and JASPER in front
of their spick and span establishment. BETTY indicates a poor
famly in the passing traffic.

BETTY
That’'s the Wckses. Ms Wcks!

The poor MOTHER turns and sm | es weakly.

BETTY ( CONT' D)
Wiere are you headed?

MRS W CKS
To ny nother’s in the North.

BETTY
Have you provi sions?

MRS. W CKS
Littl e enough.

BETTY flies into the shop as the WCKSES wait hopefully.

JASPER
(sotto voce to Harry)
It’s a good thing she don’t know ‘em
all, else we’d be out of stock by
[ unchti ne.

BETTY flies out again with a sack of bread for the WCKSES t hen
she re-joins HARRY and PROTHERQO

BETTY
What’s to beconme of themall? Heaven
knows there’s danger from pl ague, but
the road - her nother’s in Sunderland
for God' s sakes - there’s hi ghwaynen
and hunger and - oh | can't be
thinking on it -

She goes back into the Bakery, muttering. HARRY calls after
her .

HARRY
Wl | you ve the cleanest stoop in
Harrow Al | ey, Bet, well done.
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HARRY i s about to nove on when he notices JACK FEENY who is
hovering on the periphery of what is now a continuous fixture -
the crowd around SOLOMON EAGLE. W see that DAN has becone a
nmenber of this crowd.

HARRY (cont’ d)
M. Feeny -

EAGLE
-- and when they shall have fini shed
their testinony the beast that
ascendet h out of the bottom ess pit
shal | make war agai nst them and shal
overcone themand kill themand their
dead bodies shall lie in the street of
the great city --

HARRY
M Feeny, will you please attend to ne
and not to that nonsense.

FEENY
There’ s much in what he says,
Al derman. | do not understand it al
nysel f but there’s nuch in what Eagle
says. ‘Tis deep

HARRY

Is it as deep as the shit on your
doorstep M Feeny?

FEENY
You | eave ne alone! The tine for
atonenent has cone. Look to yourself
Al derman and stop pestering the nmeek -

EAGLE
-- and they stood upon their feet and
great fear fell upon them which saw
them and they heard a great voice from
heaven ...

Suddenly an astoni shing thing happens. For the first tinme in
twenty years, and with sonme effort, SOLOMON EAGE raises his
eyes fromthe ground and | ooks to the sky. Everyone follows
EAGLE S gaze, including HARRY, but except HODGES, who watches it
all with detached anusenent.

EAGLE ( CONT' D)
An angel in white. Wth a flamng
sword in his hand. Do you see it?
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A WOVAN
| do. | see it plainly.

A MAN
Yes. Yes. There's the sword, as
pl ai n as can be.

EAGLE
And | ook, how he points that terrible
sword at us.

ANOTHER WOVAN
(shri eking)
| see it. Ch spare us.

HARRY
There is nothing there.

DAN
You don’t see the sword? 1It’'s there,
M. Poyntz, right there.

HARRY
It’s a scrap of cloud.

FEENY
It’s God’ s anger. Dreadful judgenents
are at hand and the alderman denies it
- he denies it!

FEENY points at HARRY fromam dst the rising nenace in the
crowd. PROTHERO pul | s HARRY away, as FEENY cones snarlingly
towards him HODCGES catches HARRY's eye and grins at him
There is no saying where it mght end but for the interruption,
a piercing and sustai ned screamfromthe house opposite.

Everyone turns and sees a DELIRIQUS MAN, stripped of his shirt,
who runs out the front door, alnost under the hooves of a coach-
horse, and there sinks to his knees, beating his head i n agony
upon the cobbles. dustered in the doorway fromwhence he cane
are a MAN WTH A HOT PCKER and several WAl LI NG WOVEN.

The COACHVAN heaves his teamround and detours it down a side-
street, all traffic following it. Everyone, notionless ‘til
now, dashes helter-skelter into houses, shops and doorways.
FEENY grabs EAGLE by the armand hustles himinto the Pye,
foll owed by PROTHERO and many ot hers. There is a slamm ng shut
of doors and wi ndows up and down the Alley, |ike scattered
gunfire.

Si | ence.
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HARRY | ooks round. CHANDLER is on the church steps, peering to
see what has happened. HCDGES has one foot in his stirrup,
preparing to nount, just as the screamcaught him In every

wi ndow and partly open door, a frightened face | ooks at HARRY to
see what he will do.

CHANDLER hurries down the steps and runs toward the DELIR QUS
MAN, who now lies inert. HARRY takes a deep breath and noves to
join him

HODGES V/ O
Stop - back, both of you. 1'Il see to
hi m

HARRY pauses. CHANDLER kneel s beside the DELI R QUS MAN and
gently raises him resting the bl oodi ed head on his knee.

HODGES
(in self-disgust)
Dam, damm, damm.

HODGES t akes out the brandy, glugs a vast tot and tosses it
aside to shatter on the cobbles. Then he goes to squat next to
CHANDLER. Exam ning the DELIRIQUS MAN, he addresses the NAN
WTH A HOT POKER

HODGES ( CONT' D)
Wen was he taken ill?

MAN W TH HOT POKER
Thr ee days ago.

HODGES
An icy chill at first? Then
shi veri ng?

MAN W TH HOT POKER
Yes, yes, we thought he’d never stop
sneezi ng.

HODGES
After that convul sions and nausea?

MAN W TH HOT POKER
And then the swellings cane.

HODGES
And you tried to burn them out.

MAN W TH HOT POKER
W were told it mght save him
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HODGES
Wiy didn’t you ask nme? You didn’t
want anyone to know, is that it?

The VAN WTH A HOT POKER is silent.

HARRY
Is it plague?

HODGES
It’s plague. Buboes or swellings
under both arns, big as your fist.
And his chest’s covered with the
t okens.

HARRY
Tokens?

HODGES
These |ittle knobs. Mrtified flesh.
Hard as a bunion. They die within
five hours after the tokens cone.
He' s dead now.

The MAN WTH A HOT POKER starts to sob. One of the WOMVEN keens.

CHANDLER
The Al mighty and nerciful Lord grant
t hee pardon and rem ssion of all thy
sins and the grace and confort of the
Holy Spirit. Amen.
(to Harry)
"1l have his grave readi ed.

CHANDLER heads for the church. HODGES crosses the arns over the
chest of the body. HARRY cannot tear his eyes fromthe corpse.

HARRY
(cal l'ing)
Prot hero. Prothero.

PROTHERO s head appears at the door of the Pye.

HARRY (CONT' D) (cont’ d)
He' s dead.

PROTHERO pul I's his head in. A nonent |later, the door opens w de
and MRS TOLLI VER and MRS POVEY march out side by side

brandi shing their staffs of office. From HODGES S position,

| ooki ng up at them agai nst the sky as they approach, they have a
weird dignity.



HODCES
What the hell do you want you old
crows?

MRS TOLLI VER

W are here because we took the oath:
“Diligently to search the corpse and
report the cause of death faithfully,
honestly, unfeignedly and
inmpartially.”

MRS POVEY
And then we gets our fee.

MAN W TH HOT POKER
Psst. Doctor. For God s sake, don't
say what it is - I'Il give you every
penny we have. Doctor they' Il |ock us
in for forty days, in with the
infection. Doctor please, there are
four children in the house.

HARRY suddenly turns and runs to SAM s hone.

HARRY
San? San?

He pounds on the cl osed door with his fists.

SAM V/ O
CGet away fromthat door.

HARRY
Sam it’s Harry.

The door opens a bit and SAM | ooks out.

HARRY ( CONT' D)
Sam it’s come. 1’'Il send Jemto you
as soon as -

SAM has | evelled a pistol at his head.

SAM V/ O

Nobody cones in here but ne and ny
famly. W're staying inside ‘till
it’s over and I'll kill anyone who
tries to force a way in. Do you hear
all of you? Anyone who tries to cone
in here, 1'll blow his brains out so
hel p ne CGod.
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HARRY
Sam - please - you said -

SAM sl ans the door shut. The church bell starts to toll.

SAM V/ O
Nan. Nan. Play that pretty song.

The nusic of a spinet begins inside. HARRY turns away in

di sbelief. HODGES catches his eye and grins the sane nocking
grin. HARRY runs to his own house.

| NT. HARRY'S SHOP. DAY.

OKESHOTT, WLL and HARVEY step back fromthe front door as HARRY
bursts in and dashes to the staircase at the rear.

HARRY
Ms Poyntz. Ms Poyntz.

JEM | ooks down fromthe upper floor |anding.

JEM
|”m here, M Poyntz.

HARRY
The sickness is in the alley, do you
understand? | order you to renmain up

there. Up there. You' re not to cone a
single step below. Is CGosnell wth
you? She’s to do the sanme. And close
the shutters, you re not to | ook out
into the street. Don’t ask questions.
Do as | say.

HARRY rushes back to the front door, to WLL and HARVEY.

HARRY (CONT' D) (cont’ d)
You' re not to go up there. Ever. For
any reason.

HARVEY
But we sleep up there.

HARRY
You |l sleep in the stable. Not
anot her word, boy. Not another word.

HARRY | eaves the shop
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EXT. HARROWNALLEY. DAY.

RATSEY, HAYWARD and TOBY, who is beside hinself with fear, are
lifting the corpse onto a broad plank. A CONSTABLE herds the
MAN WTH A HOT PCKER and the WOMEN back into the house with his
staff. ANOTHER CONSTABLE nails shutters to the ground fl oor

wi ndows. HODGES is unloading his horse. A WATCHER with a

hal berd is standing by, ready to go on duty.

MAN W TH HOT POKER
No. No, please. It means our death.
You' re sentencing us to death.
Pl ease. Pl ease.

The first CONSTABLE firmy shuts the door and padl ocks it.
HAYWARD i s ready at his end of the plank.

RATSEY
(to Toby)
Take hold and of f we goes.

TOBY is wi ping the hands with which he touched the corpse on his
shirt, as though they woul d never be free of the taint.

RATSEY (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Hear what | said, you m serable,
cowardly little black |unp? Take hold
or I'll skin you alive. Take hold.

RATSEY cracks TOBY on the back and hurls himat the plank
HAYWARD and TOBY |ift it and, with RATSEY al ongside, start
toward the churchyard. On the way RATSEY sees the corpse’s
shoes are nuch finer than his. Discreetly, he whips themoff,
and hoppi ng al ong, exchanges his.

The corpse gone, PROTHERO ventures out of the Pye and joins
HARRY at the door of the quarantined house. And now that the
Alley is clear, the procession toward the Gate resunes.

HARRY
(to the Watcher)
You nust fetch themwhat they require.
Water, food, fuel, nurses and doctors
if they ask. Anything. But if even
one of them breaks out, I’'Il have you
whi pped through the Gty.

Above, the mddle floor wi ndows open. The MAN WTH A HOT POKER,
t he WOMEN and CHI LDREN appear, some crying, sone dunb with
appr ehensi on.
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MAN W TH HOT POKER
Pray for us. Pray for us. Ch God
what have we done?

PROTHERO hands a |unp of red chalk to HARRY who steps to the
front door and inscribes a cross. Belowit, in large letters,
he wites: LORD HAVE MERCY UPON US

FADE QOUT.
FADE I N. EXT. HARROWALLEY. DAY.

Sone weeks later. Three children are at play. Each wears a
garl and of roses around the neck as they trudge about in a
little circle, holding hands.

CH LDREN
Ring a ring of roses, A pocket full of
posi es, A-tishoo, A-tishoo, we all
fall down.

Suiting the action to the word and giggling, they fall down.

CH LD
Pl ague got you. You're dead.

And getting up, they play it again. There are now FOUR WATCHERS
| oungi ng at the padl ocked doors of infected houses on either
side of the Alley. A trickle of exodus flows toward the Gate,
nostly afoot, nostly poor. Business is going on but not as
usual. A quarter of the shops have cl osed, and only a few
"prentices bawl wares before those still open. CQustomis thin.

From an upstairs wi ndow in the KILLI GREW house, DI CKIE, bored
and unhappy, watches the children. SAMfinds him pulls him
away, then sees sonething below that alarnms him He tw tches
the curtain across. It is a young MOTHER with a baby’s coffin
in her arms. Followed by a few MOURNERS, she wal ks with
unseei ng eyes toward the churchyard.

A MAN com ng down the Alley sees the wake and quickly crosses to
the other side. There, ANOTHER MAN i s heading his way. Seeing

each other, they quickly raise scent-balls to their noses and in
passi ng, give each other a w de berth.

The MOTHER and MOURNERS enter the church as HARRY slowy rides
into the Alley wearing his chain of office. He has |ost flesh,
and al though his features renmain officially inpassive, he is
growi ng bone-weary. As he rides, he acknow edges the

i nhabitants of the Alley. An INVATE sits at one of the m ddl e-
fl oor wi ndows of an infected house and HARRY checks his horse to
speak to him
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HARRY
Have you enough food? Water? |Is
t here anyt hi ng you need?

The | NVATE shakes hi s head despondently and HARRY noves on. As
he rides past the house of the first plague victimthe WATCHER
hail s hi m

WATCHER
M Poyntz, sir. There ain’'t been a
sound inside since | come on duty this
norning. |’ve knocked but nobody’s
answeri ng.

HARRY reins in.

HARRY
The Stoners isn't it? Can’t you raise
the nurse? Fetch a |adder and | ook in
at one of the windows. |If you see no-
one, open it and shout for them

HARRY ri des on and di snounts before the BUCKWORTHS bake-shop.
| NT. BAKE- SHOP. DAY.
JASPER kneads dough while Betty serves Harry.

HARRY
One | oaf pl ease, Betty.

BETTY
Just the one?

HARRY
The ‘prentices are going home. No
trade, so | thought it best.

JASPER
Any word of the sickness passing?

HARRY
Al nost 2000 dead | ast week. But it
can’t go on nmuch longer. It nust lift
soon.

JASPER starts to cough, a terrible, racking sound that reels him
out into the back.

BETTY
(hastily)
That’s his bad chest, he’'s had it for
nmonths. 1t’1l pass.
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HARRY takes a coin and is about to drop it into a jar.

BETTY (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Wait. The vinegar’s dried up.

She refills the jar and HARRY drops in his coin.

BETTY ( CONT' D)
D you suppose that really disinfects?

HARRY
Probably not, but we nmust do what we
can.

BETTY joins in with the last words, it clearly being a kind of
mantra. She drops Harry’s change into the other jar and he
takes it out.

EXT. HARROWNALLEY. DAY.

HARRY | eads his horse fromthe bake-shop to his house. He
passes SAM's house. NAN is playing the spinet. HARRY tethers
the horse at his own front door and enters with the | oaf.

INT. HARRY'S SHOP. DAY

OKESHOTT, WLL and HARVEY are waiting for himin their trave
cl ot hes.

OKESHOTT
The boys and nme will be goi ng now,
sir. W’ve only been waiting to say

goodbye.

HARRY
Well. There' s nothing to say, is
there, except God Bless. | couldn’t

have asked for better ‘prentices, or a
better journeyman-tailor. You know
we' || all be working together again as
soon as | can nmanage it.

HARVEY sni ffl es.

HARVEY
You' ve been like a father to us, M
Poynt z.

HARRY

Thank you Harvey. That’'s kind. Wite
to me when you' re hone to | et me know
you' ' re safe. Goodbye

(MORE)
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HARRY (cont'd)
CGod be with you. M Prothero’ s given
you your health certificates?

They all nod and taking up their bundles, |eave the shop. HARRY
pul I's hinself up and goes to the stairs, tearing off a hunk of
the | oaf.

HARRY (CONT' D) (cont’ d)
Ms Poyntz? Gosnell? 1'mhome. |’ve
br ought br ead.

He puts the torn hunk on a snall table and goes to the mddle
fl oor |anding where he | eaves the rest of the bread. He then
returns to the shop and shifts the table to the bottom step,
brings a chair and gets hinself a knife and spoon.

GOSNELL, | ooking catatonic, descends to the mddle floor |anding
and | eaves a platter of grey-looking food and a nug of ale. She
goes back upstairs with the | oaf which she sets at another snall
table by the balustrade. She holds the chair out for JEM who
cones to sit. JEMwatches HARRY, who is sitting at his table in
great weariness, rubbing at his eyes. GOSNELL pl aces a
simlarly grey confection before JEM before disappearing

noi sily.

JEM
Are you well M Poyntz?

HARRY
Yes, thank you, Ms Poyntz. Well
enough. And you?

JEM
Yes. Thank you.

HARRY
For what we are about to receive Lord,
we t hank thee.

HARRY t akes sone food and swallows manfully. JEMtakes a
swal | ow and puts aside her spoon.

JEM
You re right. Gosnell is a terrible
cook.
HARRY | ooks up, anused by the chagrin in her tone.

HARRY
Ch |'’msure she does her best.

JEM gl ances at himwyly. She takes another small bite of food.
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JEM
(after a while)
How do matters go in the parish?

HARRY
Remar kably wel |, all things
consi der ed.

JEM
What does that nean, M Poyntz?

HARRY
|"d prefer you didn’t trouble yourself
about it.

JEM

| don’'t think the child as yet
under st ands what we say.

HARRY | ays aside his fork to consider this.

HARRY
Ms Poyntz - ny concern i s not
entirely for the child.

JEM gazes at himsadly. GOSNELL brings a lighted candl e and
sets it on the table between them She clatters off.

JEM
Wiy did you nmarry ne?

HARRY | ooks up at her. He hasn't the strength to dissenble.

HARRY
| found you .... beautiful. | knew
you were reluctant to have ne but |
found you beauti ful .

JEM
Wul d you have nmarried ne w thout ny
dowry?

HARRY toys with his bread unconfortably.
HARRY
| don’t know. | did want ny own shop.
Very badly. But | think I would have.

JEM
Wiay? | gave you no reason to | ove ne.
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HARRY
Love? |If nmen and wonen waited for
| ove before marrying, the race woul d
have died out |ong ago. Anyway |'m
not certain | know what the word
neans.

JEM
It’s the feeling you had for your dog.
A tender concern for her well-being,
the joy of playing with her, being
with her.

HARRY
If that is what it nmeans then | did
not | ove you.

H s honesty tunbles the words out, bluffly, alnost roughly.

HARRY (CONT' D) (cont’ d)

| was nore concerned for nyself. |
found you beautiful and I lusted for
you - and that was all. | suppose |
felt that love, if you will, would
cone to both of us given tine. From
bei ng together. | imagi ne many nen
make that m stake.

JEM
Wien were we ever together?

HARRY | ooks up at her, flushed with disconfort. CQutside a hand-
bel I approaches and passes.

RATSEY V/ O
Bring forth your dead. Bring forth
your dead. Dead cart’s a-com ng.
Bring forth your dead.

JEM stiffens. Suddenly nore aware of her than he has ever been,
HARRY rai ses his voi ce.

HARRY
D d you hear the nightingale in the
garden |l ast night? 1’ve never known

such a sumer for nightingales. O
for flowers. The town snells of
lilacs wherever you go. | wonder if
there’s a connection. Between lilacs
and nightingales | nean. Do you
suppose -
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JEM
Harry.

HARRY | ooks up m d-extenporisation to see JEMwith a smle on
her face.

JEM ( CONT' D)
He’ s gone now.

HARRY
Who?

JEM | aughs and shakes her head.

JEM
Just for that, tonmorrow I will cook.
| think you will notice a difference.

HARRY
Thank you Jem

JEM gets up with her plate. Before she goes she | ooks down at
HARRY who’'s | ooking a bit cheerier.

JEM
Do you see how easy it is?

HARRY doesn’t know what she’s tal king about. She wal ks off. He
frowns in confusion, but then can’t help | ooking up at the enpty
| andi ng and sm ling.

EXT. HARROWALLEY. N GHT.

HAYWARD drives the dead-cart slowy over the cobbles. RATSEY
rings the hand-bell beside himcalling out all the while. TOBY
precedes on foot carrying a torch. Al three wear snocks.

There are three corpses in the cart, one in a shroud, one

bundl ed in a bl anket and one fully dressed. The WATCHER at t he
Stoner house is on a | adder |ooking in at the open wi ndow on the
mddle floor. Witing below are MRS POVEY and a new sear cher of
t he dead, MRS HOARE.

WATCHER
(to Haywar d)
Over here.

HAYWARD pul | s up as the WATCHER descends and opens the padl ocked
door .

RATSEY V/ O
Any alive in there?
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WATCHER
| don't think so. | can't rouse the
man, or the woman or the nurse.

RATSEY
Keep your fingers crossed then, we
aint had a chance at a house all day.

WATCHER
Lean pi cki ngs?

RATSEY
Not a sausage. Every corpse we found
in the street soneone el se got to
first. Enpty pockets was all they
| eft us.

TOBY puts the torch in the socket at the driver’s seat and they
all enter the house.

INT. FIRST VICTIM S HOUSE. BEDROOM NI GHT.

The WATCHER | ooks in, holding his lantern up in one hand and a
scent-ball to his nose with the other. One of the KEEN NG WOVEN
lies on the bed. A NURSE is in a chair, a bottle in one hand.

WATCHER
The woman’ s dead anyway. Nurse is
dr unk.

RATSEY goes over and shakes the nurse.

RATSEY
Joke’s on you. She’'s dead.

WATCHER
Were’'s M Stoner?

MRS POVEY
(pointing to bodies)
Pl ague. Pl ague.

MRS HOARE
That’'s two fees.

HAYWARD goes to the bed and waps the body in its sheet. TOBY
hangs back in the doorway.

RATSEY
(to Watcher)
What roons does you want ?
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WATCHER
The di ning-room M m ssus has broke
nost of our plates.

RATSEY
Right. The rest’s ours.
(To Toby)

To work, damm you. GCet theminto the
cart. Still frightened after all this
tinme?

TOBY
You d be frightened too, if you never
had the pl ague sane as ne.

RATSEY
| aint in no wise sane as you, and
don’'t you never forget it. CGo to work
| says.

As TOBY reluctantly approaches the NURSE, RATSEY | oots the
war drobe. He finds nothing of note except a very fine hat.
examnes it, clucking his tongue, and then throws it aside.
TOBY wat ches curiously.

TOBY
Aint you taking that? 1It’'s finer
than yours by a | ong chal k, anyone can
see that, I'd take it if I was you.

RATSEY
Wll you ain"t me, as | believe | was
a- poi nting out not |ong ago. Anyhow
you don’t swap a |ucky hat for
anyt hi ng, however fine, and this -

Swi ping his hat, with the broken feather fromhis head and
smacki ng TOBY over the head with it.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
- is a lucky hat.

TOBY
Wiy | ucky?

RATSEY
Saved ny life, this hat.

He smacks it back on his head and TOBY gi ngerly picks up the
fine hat and starts to put it on his head.
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RATSEY ( CONT' D)
You can’t wear that. You d |look like
apiginafrock. Put it in the cart,
it’'ll fetch a few bob naybe.

Sul ki 'y, TOBY curses RATSEY in his nother tongue and gets to
wor k. The WATCHER cones in |aden with plates.

WATCHER
No sign of the man yet.

RATSEY
That’ s where you're wong friend.

RATSEY points to a rear wi ndow, where a rope nade of sheet has
been fastened to the window. As the WATCHER hurries over,
RATSEY probes the mattress.

WATCHER
Escaped. The Al derman won’'t be happy.
Said he’d whip nme through the town.
What ' || | do?

MRS HOARE
Cet a drink? Cone on dear

MRS HOARE and MRS POVEY | eave. RATSEY rips a purse out of the
mattress. He pockets a dianond ring and a gold | ocket, and then
di vides the coins in the purse between hinself and HAYWARD
HAYWARD | ifts the body off the bed. TOBY |ifts the NURSE

RATSEY
Are we set? Then shall we shog?

And he | eads themoff, singing a rude sea-shanty.
| NT. HARROWALLEY. N GHT.

They exit with the bodies. As HAYWARD and TOBY toss theminto
the cart, RATSEY renoves his snock, flings it into the cart and
takes fromit a magnificent gol d-headed cane. Everything he
wears i s gorgeous - apart, incongruously, fromhis dusty ragged
hat .

RATSEY
That does it for today. Fetch the
harvest to the Sexton, stable the
horse and I'I| see you at the Pye.

Fluffing his jabot, he swaggers off into the tavern.
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I NT. PYE TAVERN. N GHT.

Trade is brisk. The roomis crowded and noisy with riff-raff.
STREET MUSICIANS play a jig. People dance, a TIPSY TENOR si ngs
on a table, the crowd join in with the chorus. RATSEY enters
and strikes a pose. Many salute himenthusiastically. BECK
sits on sone RUFFI AN s knee. RATSEY pushes his way to the bar
where MAG FEENY is slaving. She cocks an ear to his whisper and
replies with an irritated gesture: upstairs. RATSEY nmakes for

t he upper fl oors.

I NT. PYE TAVERN. UPSTAIRS. N GHT.

Qutside an attic door, RATSEY takes out the dianmond-ring,
polishes it on his cuff, and then knocks.

INT. ATTIC. PYE TAVERN. N GHT.

The attic extends over the I ength and breadth of the tavern.
Sol onon Eagl e has been ent hroned upon an arnthair atop a crate,
a velvet cloak about him The attic is full of True Believers
in a state of hysteria. A few, JACK FEENY and DAN anong them
are practising self-flagellation.

EAGLE
And |l et the evil anmpbngst us show
t hensel ves.

FEENY
The evil anobngst us!

EAGLE
Let them show t hensel ves that they may
be puni shed.

In response to the knocki ng, FEENY backs toward the door, not
st oppi ng his devotions for a noment.

EAGLE ( CONT' D)
He that killeth with the sword nust be
killed with the sword.

FEENY
Must be killed, oh must be kill ed.

I NT. QUTSIDE ATTIC DOOR. PYE TAVERN. N GHT

RATSEY hol ds up the ring as FEENY appears and |listens to RATSEY
with one ear and to the revelations with the other.

RATSEY
How much wil |l you give?
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FEENY
Ch he that bears the nunber of the
beast shall stray anongst us two
pounds ten.

RATSEY
It’s worth seven if it’s worth a
penny.

FEENY

Shal | stray anongst your |anbs Ch Lord
take it or leave it it’s the best |
can do.

RATSEY
"1l take it.

FEENY, |ashing hinself, takes coins fromhis pocket and gives
them to RATSEY.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
Are you in the market for furniture?

FEENY
Strike himdown oh nerciful Father we
beseech you too hard to handl e and
there ain't nmuch demand.

He slans the door in RATSEY' s face.
| NT. PYE TAVERN. N GHT.

The nusic has stopped. BECK is still with her RUFFI AN. TOBY
and HAYWARD are at the bar. RATSEY cones down and pauses on the
| andi ng.

RATSEY
Ms Feeny. Here. Drinks for all.

He tosses her a piece of gold. The crowd cheers him RATSEY
flings coins to the MJSI Cl ANS.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
Let’s hear it good and | oud.

The DRUMMER scranbl es for the coins as the FIDDLER and BAGPI PER
start to play. Couples cone to the floor. RATSEY takes the
gol d I ocket fromhis sleeve and nakes his way to BECK.  Com ng
up behind her, he dangles the |ocket in front of her nose. As
she squeals with delight and reaches for it, the RUFFI AN

nmenaci ngly gets to his feet. Of-handedly, RATSEY raps his head
with the cane and drops himlike a side of beef.
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RATSEY (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Like it darling?

BECK
It’s alove. Is it for nme?

RATSEY | aughs and starts to pull her towards the stairs.

BECK (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Don’'t be so sudden.

RATSEY
It won’t be sudden. | neans to dance
with you first.

RATSEY and BECK join the whirling throng. RATSEY then pulls
BECK towards the stairs, plastering his |ips upon hers.
Suddenly, HAYWARD screans. The MJSI Cl ANS stop, the DANCERS
stop, even RATSEY stops. Al eyes are on HAYWARD as he totters
a few steps, clawing at his shirt and ripping it open before
col l apsing at RATSEY s feet.

MRS FEENY
M/ God. He’s covered with the tokens.

RATSEY
WHAT?

RATSEY bends over to exanm ne HAYWARD

MRS FEENY
Heave hi m asi de, soneone.
(to rmusi ci ans)
You lot. Get on with it.

The nusic and dancing resune. RATSEY straightens, his face a
study. Then he rushes towards the front door.

I NT. HODGES S ANTEROCOM NI GHT.

Despite the hour, the walls are lined with waiting patients. As
HODGES | eads one to the door and sees hi mout, another cones
f orward

HODGES
You' Il have to excuse ne for a nonent.
| need nourishnent.

Slack with weariness, HODGES enters his bedroom and shuts the
door.
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I NT. HODGES S BEDROOM NI GHT.

HODGES takes a bottle of brandy and raises it to his |ips.
After several swallows, he puts his hand to his heart and nmarks
out the beat.

HODGES
Boonmt bonpa- boom  Boom bonpa- boom

Looki ng doubtfully at the bottle, HODGES deci des to have anot her
swal | ow. RATSEY bursts in.

RATSEY
Dr Hodges. Doctor. You can’t get
pl ague tw ce can you? You can't get
it again if you ve had it.

HODGES
You dam wel | can.
RATSEY
But | thought -
HODGES
An old wives’ tale.
RATSEY
Maybe it wasn't plague that he had
bef or e.
HODGES
Who’ s that?
RATSEY
Hayward. John Haywar d.
HODGES
Yes, he once had it. Wen he was a
boy. | treated himnyself. But he

survived in spite of that. Wy?

RATSEY
He's got it again.

HODGES
It will be the last tinme, take ny
word. Wiat does it matter to you?

But RATSEY has gone.
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INT. HARRY' S SHOP. SUNR SE

Cl ose on HARRY' s drawn face as he’s wakened by a cock crow ng.
H s face brightens and he smles involuntarily. For a noment he
can’t think why. Then his eyes nove to the upper floor. He
flings off his blanket, gets off the work-table which is now a
bed, and slips his feet into his shoes. He's fully dressed, bar
his hat and coat. Yawning, he reaches for a pitcher of water
and accidentally knocks the basin to the floor with a clatter.

JEM V/ O
Harry?
HARRY
(1 ooki ng up)
|"msorry. | didn't mean to wake you.
JEM V/ O
|"ve been up an hour. Breakfast is
ready. Gosnell. M Poyntz is ready.

HARRY spl ashes his face hurriedly and goes to the table on the
m ddl e fl oor where GOSNELL has laid his dish. He brings it down
to his table and sits. JEM peeks over the banisters.

JEM
CGood nor ni ng.

HARRY
CGood nor ni ng.

JEM
(sitting at her table)
Did you sleep well?

HARRY
| did. Better than | have in nonths.
It was strange. Good Lord, we thank
thee for thy Bounty this day, Amen.

HARRY t akes a nout hful .
HARRY ( CONT' D)
Has Cosnell been visited by the Lord?
This is delicious.

JEM
Did | season it enough?

HARRY, realizing Jemhas cooked it, |ooks up at her.

HARRY
To perfection.
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JEM

"1l cook from now on
HARRY

It’s not too much for you?
JEM

It gives ne pleasure.
HARRY

What about Gosnell? Doesn’t she m nd?
JEM

She hat es cooki ng.
HARRY

Then - forgive ne for asking - why did
you hire her?

JEM
She’'s known ne since | was little. |
i ke her. She nmakes ne | augh.

HARRY
Cornl ess CGosnel | ?

JEM
What is gorm ess?

HARRY does a passable imtation of Gosnell at her nobst gorn ess.
GOSNELL suddenly appears behind JEMw th a potty which she
enpties out of the window As she di sappears HARRY and JEM
can’'t stop thenselves fromlaughing - in JEMs case at | east,
rather guiltily. Suddenly, HARRY sees sonething out of the
front door and rises, grabbing his coat. JEMS face falls.

HARRY
Wait - there' s sonething | nust see to

He dashes off. JEM I ooks m serably at his unfinished porridge.
Suddenly HARRY rushes back in | ooking up at her anxiously.

HARRY (CONT' D) (cont’ d)
Pl ease save ny porridge. 1’|l be back
very soon.

He pushes a quick nmouthful in, and disappears. JEMrelaxes with
asmle.
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EXT. HARROWNVALLEY. AM

What has drawn HARRY out is the sight of the WATCHER from t he
St oner house on his way to his new post, with a CONSTABLE.

HARRY
Hey! You!

The WATCHER recoils at the sight of HARRY.

HARRY ( CONT’ D)
| was told last night that you let M.
St oner escape.

WATCHER
It weren't ny fault M Poyntz sir, he
just took off -

HARRY
Al right, all right. 1’ve decided
not to have you whi pped through the
streets. I’'Il take your word for it

that you weren't bri bed.
The WATCHER i s nmanifestly relieved and surpri sed.

WATCHER
Ch thank you sir.

HARRY
But by letting M Stoner escape from
an i nfected house you were rem ss and
|"mfining you a week’ s wages.

WATCHER
Ch yes, | knowed |1’'d be the one to
suffer. A ways the poor man. It

aint justice. Especially since M
Stoner won’t infect no-one in the
pari sh seeing as he’'s left the Gty.

HARRY
Left the Gty?

CONSTABLE
| passed himthrough the gate neself.

HARRY
What ? How dared you? He had no
health certificate.
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CONSTABLE
But he did. One of them new printed
ones? Signed by you?

HARRY
Signed by ne? | haven't even spoken
to M Stoner since we | ocked himin.

WATCHER
Didn't he send ne with a seal ed
nmessage to your house day before
yesterday? And didn’t | get a seal ed
nmessage back? Depends who gets the
bribe; that’s the heart of it -

HARRY
Are you telling nme you brought ne a
seal ed nessage from M Stoner,
containing a bribe?

WATCHER
Wll, | brung it to M Prothero. Sane
thing aint it?

INT. HARRY'S SHOP. DAY

HARRY stands arns aki nbo as PROTHERO gathers up the last of his
bel ongi ngs and nervously turns to him

PROTHERO
M Poyntz, I’'Il return the favour one
day, believe ne.

HARRY
Don't insult me. Do you actually
believe I’ve not had you arrested as
sone sort of favour? The norale of
this parish is | ow enough without the
scandal. They’'re ny concern, not you.

PROTHERO
| wasn’t the only one who did it.
Many in this Gty now take bribes, why
shouldn’t 17

HARRY
Many in this Gty now die. Wy
shoul dn’t you? Dear God, get out of
ny sight.

PROTHERO | eaves as boldly as he dares. Harry sl unps.
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JEM V/ O
|"d confort you if | could, Harry.

HARRY
Ch, it’s nothing.

JEM V/ O
Ah, share it with ne. Share it.

HARRY
| mean, Prothero. For all we know
he’ s responsi bl e for spreading the
pl ague God knows where. Wat’'s becone
of people? Wat’'ll becone of this
Cty if they all turn so? You know,
Dr Hodges said this woul d happen, he
said we'd all becone beasts.

JEM V/ O
Not all. He hasn't.

HARRY
True. That's true.

JEM
And there’s an even better exanple.
Look in the mrror.

HARRY | ooks up and smiles and then suddenly gets very
enbarrassed and | eaves. CLCSE on JEM s face between the

bani sters smling. The door closes and she runs to the w ndow
to look out for him Cut to her P.OV. of HARRY pulling his
coat on outside. He stands very straight, his face still red
and wearing a grin. He |ooks up at the window. JEMyelps and
hi des, but then is sorry she’s done so and goes back to wave,
but he’s gone.

I NT. PYE TAVERN. DAY.

A norning-after atnosphere. MRS, FEENY yawns with true
exhaustion as she wi pes up slops. TOBY takes the cloth for her,
and wordl essly, nakes her sit down while he takes over the job.
RATSEY sits apart, still |ooking stunned by the inplications of
Hayward' s fate. He and TOBY both wear snmocks. PROTHERO enters
and sets down his bel ongi ngs.

PROTHERO
M/ norni ng draught if you please, Ms
Feeny.

MRS FEENY haul s herself over to the beer-barrels. PROTHERO
gestures towards RATSEY.
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PROTHERO ( CONT' D)
He's not hinself is he?

MRS FEENY
Because of Mad Jack’s deat h.

PROTHERO
Ah yes. Qite so.

Taking his ale, PROTHERO sits by RATSEY

PROTHERO ( CONT' D)
Well, how does it feel to be norta
li ke the rest of us?

RATSEY doesn’'t seemto hear him

PROTHERO ( CONT' D)
Wiy should you take it so bad? You
nmust have faced death nmany tinmes when
you were - what is it? - a gentl eman
of the road.

RATSEY

, (gropi ng) ,
It ain"t the same. It ain’t the sane.
When a man goes on the road, he faces
death, yes, but of his own free will.
But when you’ve got nothing to say
about facing death, when it mght come
any time, not just when you invites
it, when it mght conme in spite of
you, no matter what you do, then it
ain"t the same. No.

A cheery gent nanmed ROPER interrupts this cosy discussion.

ROPER
Morning one and all. Roper’s the
nane. Sent to fill in for one

Haywort h? Haywi g? Deceased? |’'ve to
speak to a M Prothero -

PROTHERO
| amhe - actually it’s no | onger ny
concern, but you go with Ratsey here
and Toby there and you coll ect the
night’s dead and fetch themto the
chur chyar d.

ROPER
No bother. Let’s go mates.
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RATSEY
What the hell are you so chipper for?

ROPER
First work I’ve had in two nont hs,
that’s what I’ mso chi pper for.

RATSEY
W starts by picking up the man whose
pl ace you’' ve taken. Let’s hear you
| augh about that.

ROPER
| aint worried. 1t’ll never get ne.

RATSEY
We've all heard that one.

ROPER
(touchi ng his breast)
| got a powerful charm see?

RATSEY gazes incredul ously at ROPER, bl ows a gardal oo and ri ses.

RATSEY
Wiere is it Ms Feeny?

MRS FEENY
Qut back.

TOBY, RATSEY and RCOPER exit the back door.

MRS FEENY ( CONT' D)
Did | hear you say it ain’t no |onger
your concern M Prothero?

PROTHERO
You did. [I’'ve left office. |'m
setting nyself up in trade. A man
wants to get ahead you know.

EXT. BACK OF PYE TAVERN  DAY.

HAYWARD s body lies on a | arge heap of refuse. (It’s a wonder
anyone’s still alive in the Pye.) A cautious way off, RATSEY
and mates stand shoul der to shoul der eyeing it.

ROPER
Ri pe enough, for soneone as only died
last night. Wll - here goes.

But no-one noves.
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ROPER ( CONT' D)
You take himby the |l egs, and you take
hi m by the arns.

RATSEY
You take him you' re the one with the
bl oody charm

ROPER
(touchi ng charn
Al right. Here |I goes.

But no-one noves. Then ROPER sees a plank, gets it and sets it
at the front of the heap.

ROPER ( CONT' D)
Roll himonto that. Go on.

RATSEY
You go on.

ROPER
|”"mthe one got the plank, aint |?

ROPER gr abs TOBY.

ROPER ( CONT' D)
CGo on, you heard ne -

TOBY
No, please. Please. | can’'t no nore.
ROPER snorts.
ROPER

Look at that. He's afraid. He's -
The words are cut off by RATSEY's grip on ROPER s throat.

RATSEY
So am |. So aml. So aml.

TOBY stares wi de-eyed. RATSEY shoves ROPER asi de and pushes
HAYWARD s body onto the plank with his feet. ROPER and TOBY
l[ift the plank and carry it off. RATSEY wi pes the sweat from
his face and stares at a virgin sight - his own hands shaki ng.

EXT. OPEN FI ELD. DAY.

Sone weeks later. Geat pits are being dug. Each is a hundred
feet long, thirty wide and nine deep. The Lord Mayor’s coach is
by, and JOHN LAWRENCE | eans out of it, speaking to HARRY who's
astride his horse reading a Mortality Bill.



88.

I n the background, worknen cone out of the pits w th sacks of
earth on their backs, sone directing black | ooks at Law ence.

HARRY
Seventy-three parishes infected. Five
t housand seven hundred and thirty-nine
dead, of which four thousand three

hundred and twel ve of the pl ague. In
one week.

LAVRENCE
But we still have a Gty. The Counci

of Al derman neets, justice is done,
even the price of bread remains the
sane. And no one can as yet say we’'ve
not been able to bury our dead.
There’ s cause for grief but not for

| oss of heart.

HARRY
Save the pap for soneone who needs it,
John. M heart is sound enough. [|’'m

only wondering if we’'re doing as nuch
as we mght.

LAVWRENCE
Wiy, what a lion you ve becone. |Is
this the man who was ready to run?

HARRY
Stop the bells, for one thing, John
They din death into our ears, even
when we sl eep. Oder death-carts and
burials for night-time only, so they
aren’t seen so nmuch. Spirits are |ow

enough.

LAVWRENCE
Not yours it seenms. Sound advi ce,
Harry. 1’1l take it. But only if you
tell me what’s caused the change in
you.

HARRY
Is it so marked?

LAVWRENCE
M/ God, yes.

HARRY

| have fallen in love with ny wfe.

LAWRENCE | ets out a roar of |aughter, which fades upon seeing
HARRY' s rat her chagrined | ook.
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LAVWRENCE
And she with you?

HARRY
Ch. | haven't dared to hope. M/ own
feelings are alnost nore than | can
bear. | should be ashanmed | suppose,
for knowi ng happiness at a tine |ike

this.

A gob of nud strikes the coach-door. HARRY and LAWRENCE turn
toward the WORKMAN who's thrown it.

WORKIVAN
Is this what you have in store for us?
Are you going to bury all of London in
‘ere?

A FOREMAN restrains him

HARRY
| would pay that no m nd, John.

LAVRENCE

| won't. They nust let it out at
someone.

(To his coachman)
Horre, Davi d.

(to Harry)
What you feel, Harry, is nothing to be
ashaned of. To the contrary, it is a
cause for general rejoicing. For if a
man falls in love with his own wife
surely the mllenniumis at hand.

LAWRENCE s coach lurches off towards the Gty walls. HARRY
follows at a |l ope, until he sees, running towards him a
CONSTABLE of his pari sh.
CONSTABLE

M Poyntz! M Poyntz. |It’s your

wife. Her tine has cone.
HARRY digs his spurs in and passes the coach at full pelt.
| NT. BAKE-SHOP. EVE

BETTY | ooks up as HODGES comes downstairs with his kit.

HODGES
| mnce no words, Betty, you know
that. Your man is very ill. He has

t he Consunpti on.
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BETTY
Ch thank God. | nean -

HODGES
| know what you nmean. But it is
serious now Bet, you' |l have to nurse

hi mday and night. The greatest
difficulty will be to keep himin bed,
he seens desperate to get bread out to
our m serabl e pari shi oners.

BETTY tries not to cry.

BETTY
He’s a good nman alright.
HODGES
Useful at any rate. |If only | could

say the sane of nyself.

HARRY bursts in.

HARRY
Where the hell’ve you been? 1’ve been
hunting you for hours. Jemis in
| abour. Cone on, hurry.

HARRY tries to pull HODGES out of the shop

HODGES
You don’t want ne.

HARRY
(1 ooking at hin
My God, you’re drunk

HODGES
O course I'’mdrunk. But you don’t
want ne sober either.

HARRY

What are you tal king about? Cone on.
| don’t know how to deliver a baby.

HODGES hol ds up hi s hands.

HODGES
Look. 1’ve seen nore than forty
patients dying today. Wth these
hands, |’ve w ped the deat h-sweat from

their faces, |anced the buboes and
hel d their heads while they vomted.
(MORE)
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HODGES (cont'd)
Do you suppose a baby’s prepared to
withstand all that? Get a mdwfe.

HARRY
| can’t. | tried to when I couldn’t
find you. Think of something else -

HODGES
| can’t. Drink?

HARRY
Betty, can you -

BETTY
Ch Harry, Jasper needs ne -

But HARRY is already off.
EXT. HARROWALLEY. EVE.

HARRY races fromthe bake-shop to the KILLIGREWS and pounds
upon the front door.

HARRY
Sam Sam Sam Jemis having the
baby. Let Sal be the md-wife. | beg
you. There’s no-one el se, Sam
pl ease, for CGod s sake, do you hear?
Saml  Sal!

| nsi de the KILLI GREW house the spinet strikes up. HARRY kicks
the door with despair and rushes back to the shop.

| NT. HARRY' S SHOP. EVE.
HARRY flies in.

HARRY
Cosnell!  CGosnell. Cosnell.

GOSNELL | ooks cal My over the banisters, a sheen of sweat on her
face.

GOSNELL
Wer e’ ve you been?
HARRY
Were'vel - ? |'ve beento find a

bl oody doctor, you sl ack-faced nelly.
Where d you think 1’ ve been?

GOSNELL
There’ s no need for | anguage.
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HARRY
How i s she?

GOSNELL
I n pain.

HARRY

Alright, nowlisten to ne, youre to
hel p Ms Poyntz have the baby -
there’s no-one else - so do as | say
or I'll tear you linb fromlinb - what
you need is -

GOSNELL
Hot water. Towels. Sharp, clean
knife. Thread. dean cloths, sheets.
Abit of calm ‘Tis all ready M
Poyntz, don’t fret yourself.

HARRY stands with his nouth hangi ng open.

GOSNELL ( CONT' D)
What | was trying to tell you, M
Poyntz, afore you ran off in a tizzy,
was |’ve seen nmany a bairn into this
worl d, and delivered ‘em and cal ves
too which is harder ‘cos you re in up
to your elbows. So don’'t fret, all’s
well, right way up and everyt hi ng.

There’s a pause. HARRY is transfixed.

GOSNELL ( CONT' D)
You |l want to shut that M Poyntz,
el se sonet hi ng unwhol esone’ || fly in.

She indicates HARRY' s wi de open nouth. JEM screans.

GOSNELL ( CONT' D)
CGet along with you. W’ re working
her e.

EXT. HARROWNVALLEY. EVE

RATSEY conmes out of the Pye, and after sone hesitation knocks at
the door of Merlin's house. JEM S | abour can be heard. AZAZEL
opens the door.

AZAZEL
Cone in. You are expected.

RATSEY
What d’ you nean, expected?
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AZAZEL
The stars foretold it. Merlinis
ready to receive you.

INT. MERLIN S STUDY. EVE.

The roomis furnished for quackery, with zodi ac signs, black
vel vet, skulls and an alligator hanging froma beam MERLIN
sits in meditation. AZAZEL ushers RATSEY in, bow ng as he
appr oaches.

AZAZEL
The man is here, Master, as you
pr edi ct ed.

MERLI N s one eye pi erces RATSEY.

MERLI N
Leave us.

AZAZEL
Yes Mast er.

Bowi ng hi nsel f out, AZAZEL cl oses the door.

RATSEY
Look here, | wants -
MERLI N
To avoid dyi ng?
RATSEY
|”ve heard tell -
MERLI N
That | can help you? | know Sit.

Sone who yet survive attribute their
lives to ny Arabi an Abracadabra Anul et

whi ch sells for one shilling.
RATSEY
Aach.
MERLI N
But you, | was about to say, would not

be one of them (Qhers, who are good
enough to credit me with their
continuing health, daily drink a
bottl e of Iridescent

Const anti nopolitan Cordial, on which |
make no profit even at the price of
five shillings.
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RATSEY
Muck.

MERLI N
But you, as | was about to observe,
woul d not be anong them Still others

RATSEY is on his feet, his hands on MERLIN s throat, hol ding him
hal f-way out of his chair.

RATSEY
Don't play games with ne, don’t think
you can gull me as you do the rest.
|”ma nenber of the Brotherhood nyself
and there ain’t a quack born who can
take e in.

MERLI N remai ns i npassi ve, even anused.

MERLI N
Then why have you cone?

RATSEY rel eases MERLIN, unsure of the answer.

RATSEY
| don’t believe in charnms and anul ets
and pl ague-waters. There’s no good in
them There’s no good in them | say.
I's there?

MERLIN sits as notionless as a spider.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
They' re fools who believe and you
knows it. You knows they’'re fools,
don’t you.

MERLI N renmins still.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
| scorns ‘“em But what if there
really was a magi cal way to escape
death? You sit there, calmas the
devil hisself and it don't seemto
touch you. Are you helpless as | an?
O do you have sonet hing you yoursel f
uses? Do you? Answer ne!

In a passion, RATSEY picks up a skull and threatens to bring it
down on MERLIN s head. MERLIN renains inpassive.
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RATSEY ( CONT' D)
| wants the real thing, if there is
one. The real thing!

MERLI N makes no response. RATSEY drops the skull to the table.
Then:

MERLI N
It’s very expensive. Cushed pearls
are just one of the ingredients.

RATSEY
Price don't matter. If it’'s the real
thing. Is it?

MERLIN slow y sm | es and nods.
I NT. HARRY'S SHOP. EVE.

JEM gi ves a roar, |ouder than anything before. HARRY, who has
been pacing, flies to the stairs to ook up. There is silence
for a few nonents. Then a baby’s cry.

HARRY
Cosnell. Cosnell.

No answer. HARRY beats his hands together, paces and tries
agai n.

HARRY ( CONT' D)
Cosnell. Cosnell.

Still no answer.

HARRY ( CONT' D)
Oh pl ease God. Please. Please.
Pl ease. Please. Please. Please.
Pl ease.
(1 ouder)
Cosnel | .

GOSNELL’ s red face appears calnmy at the I anding.

GOSNELL
Yes M Poynt z?

HARRY
How is she? How is she?

GOSNELL
She’ s knacker ed.

HARRY al nost weeps with relief.
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HARRY
But -

GOSNELL
Resting easy. Be a help if you' d stop
st anpi ng about shaki ng the place up
t hough M Poyntz -

HARRY
Yes I'I| stop, I'll stop -

GOSNELL
It’s alittle boy, by the way.

HARRY
Ch. Oh. Howis he?

GOSNELL
Looks alright to ne. You never can
tell though. Once | saw a new bairn
turn blue -

HARRY
Yes, yes, thank you Gosnell, go back
to her, she needs you.

I NT. BEDRCOM HARRY' S SHOP. EVE.

JEMlies in bed with the baby. GOSNELL cones back in clucking.
She smles fondly at JEM

GOSNELL
That was a nice bit o pushing m ssus,
very nice.

JEM

What did he say?

GOSNELL does an imtation of HARRY | ooki ng up, hands cl asped at
her breast.

GOSNELL
“How i s she? How is she?”

She chuckl es.

JEM V/ O
He asked after me before the baby?

GOSNELL
Didn't seemto be bothered about the
baby. D dn't even ask what kind it
was. After all that tizzying.
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GOSNELL moves around the room nmuttering and clearing up. JEM
i es back, an exhausted smle on her face. FADE QUT.

FADE I N. EXT. HARROWALLEY. DAY.

Sone weeks later. A rather handsonme coach is nmaking its way
slowy down the Alley. As it passes the Pye, we see RATSEY
pauses in his | abour of sweeping to hoik out a little gl ass-
encrusted bottle fromthe depths of his rainent. Looking about
himw th suspicion, he raises the bottle to his |ips and takes a
swig. He returns it to its hiding-place with great care and
continues to sweep. As the grand coach continues down the

Alley, we see that trade seens to be at a standstill. Al nost
all the shops are closed and there are no ‘Prentices, no Food-
Vendors and very few Custoners. The exodus has ended. A score

of houses now have Watchers outside them- the ones previously
guarded are now boarded up. W notice that the bells of the
Gty s parish-churches have stopped and the only sounds heard
are the muted groans and | anents of the quarantined. The

at nosphere is hot, airless and desol ate, the expressions of the
peopl e guarded and care-worn. Eventually, the coach stops
out si de HARRY' S shop, where sone children are at play. W can
hear the BABY babbling within. The coach door opens and out
steps PROTHERO, carrying a snmall chest. He |ooks very well-to-
do.

INT. HARRY'S SHOP. DAY

HARRY is beam ng up the stairwell at his infant son. JEM
dressed in her night-gown, holds the child for himto see.

HARRY

| think he recogni ses ne.
JEM

Harry, he can’'t even see you
HARRY

No, no he's just sml ed.
JEM

That’ s wi nd.
HARRY

Nonsense, it was -
He breaks off as PROTHERO enters.
PROTHERO

CGood day M Poyntz. May | be anongst
the first to offer nmy congratul ati ons -
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HARRY
Get out of here.
PROTHERO
WIllingly. 1 did think, though, that

you’ d put aside personal differences
if you could save the parish noney, |
know how | ow the coffers are -

HARRY gl ances up, but sensibly, JEM has taken the baby off.

HARRY
What are you tal ki ng about ?

PROTHERO
The goods and services | can provide
at prices no conpetitor can neet.

He opens his chest.

PROTHERO (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Take this, for exanple.

PROTHERO t akes out a stiff paper sign with LORD HAVE MERCY UPON
US printed on it.

PROTHERO (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Notice how clearly the words stand out
agai nst the white background. Only
three shillings the gross. No? Then
have a | ook at this padlock. No
securer lock for a quarantined house
can be bought. Si xpence each.

HARRY
W need locks. 'l take a hundred.
At fivepence.

He stares hard at PROTHERO, who neets his gaze with remarkabl e
st eadi ness.

PROTHERO
One hundred at fivepence it is.
They' Il be delivered to you first
thing in the morning. Now how are you
of f for shrouds?

He pulls a shroud fromhis chest and nodels it.

PROTHERO ( CONT' D)
You can use it nmore than once, which
is sonething to bear in mnd now the
pl ague’ s taki ng eight thousand a week.
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HARRY
Shrouds are a luxury we’ ve |l ong since
sai d goodbye to.

PROTHERO
Bad as that eh? Then you wouldn’'t be
interested in coffins, | take it. O
horses for the dead carts? Scarce,
very scarce. |’ve only a few left.

HARRY
Can’t afford it.

PROTHERO
You mght be interested in ny rental -
service then - cart, horse and
handbel | for only four shillings a
day. No? Then I’'Il bid you good
norni ng. The padl ocks wll be
delivered as stated and ny terns are
cash only, no credit. Care for a
sweet - neat ?

HARRY shakes his head. PROTHERO pops a sweet into his nouth and
bustles out. HARRY can't help chuckling at the absurdity of it.

EXT. HARRY'S SHOP. DAY

PROTHERO t hrows a handful of sweets to the children. Gets into
his coach and is driven off.

EXT. KILLI GREWHOUSE. DAY.

Little DICKIE can be seen watching the children scranbling for
t he goodi es. Furtive-looking, he | eaves the window. A few
nmonents later there is the sliding of bolts at the front door.
It opens and with a cry of joy, DICKIE runs to join the
children. He sees a sweet on the cobbles and pops it in his
nmouth. He is enjoying it hugely when:

SAM V/ O
(roaring)
Di cki e.

SAMis standing at the door in shock. Behind him NAN and SAL
appear. They all |ook haggard. The children scatter.
Frightened, DICKIE runs to the front door. As he reaches it,
SAMslans it in his face.

SAL
No. No. Dickie. Let ne.
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NAN
Papa. You can’t. Papa.

The door opens a bit and the hands of SAL and NAN appear at the
edge as they strive to pull it open. But they re pulled away
and the door shuts. The sliding bolt is heard. NAN and SAL
screamendl essly. DI CKIE slaps at the door.

Dl CKI E
(sobbi ng)
Let ne in, Dada. Let mein. | won't
do it again. | promse. Dada, let ne

in.
EXT. OPEN Fl ELD. NI GHT.

Bl ack night. Full dead-carts roll toward the pits, men with
torches preceding themafoot. Bearers and buriers do their
wor k, some carrying the corpses down the |adders, some rolling
them and sone flinging the lighter ones. The night is filled
with the creaking of cart-wheels, snatches of drunken song and
i di ot | aughter.

The St. Barnabas cart is already being unl oaded. TOBY and a
BURI ER renove the corpses and shove themover the |ip of the
pit. RATSEY has paused for a nonent to take out the small
bottle of the Real Thing and put it to his lips.

BURI ER
Ch, | knew this one. Walthiest man
in our parish. Know how nuch he |eft?

TOBY, hardly |istening, shakes his head.

BURI ER (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Al he had.

The BURI ER pushes the body over the edge, |aughing i moderately
and drags another fromthe cart.

BURI ER (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Ch, she’s a pretty thing, she is. Ch,
now this was sonething to cuddle with
on a frosty night. Wat a waste.

He calls to a WORKER in the pit.
BURI ER (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Hey. Gswald. Have a look at this
l[ittle darling.

The BURI ER tunbl es the body over, and turning for another,
addr esses RATSEY.
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BURI ER (CONT' D) (cont’d)
What about a hand, mate? Want us to
shift all this nmeat oursel ves?

RATSEY has drained the bottle. He licks the nouth of it, tosses
it aside and goes to a body on the cart.

BURI ER ( CONT' D)
No, we already has this one. GCet your
own. CGod knows there’s plenty for
all.

RATSEY reaches in, grabs the foot of another body and heaves.
The corpse slides out and RATSEY finds hinself staring into
MERLI N s face, black eye-patch and all. RATSEY staggers back
with a groan. He drops the body, the cart | oses bal ance and
topples into the pit. Amdst |oud shouts of protest, RATSEY
stands staring, rooted to the spot, his eyes wild with new
terror.

INT. HARRY'S SHOP. N GHT.

HARRY |ies on the work-table unable to sleep. |It’s very hot and
he wears only his shirt. He shifts about and the tabl e creaks.
JEM VI O
Harry?
HARRY
Yes?
JEM VI O
Are you asl eep?
HARRY
No.
There’ s a pause.
JEM VI O

It’s so quiet. You can hear the
river. Harry?

HARRY
Yes.

JEM V/ O
Cone here, let nme see you.

HARRY sits up and casts about for his trousers.
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JEM V/ O (CONT' D) (cont’d)
You don’t need to dress for nme Harry.
" myour wife.

Slightly disconcerted, HARRY protects hinself with his shirt and
goes to the stairs. He |ooks up at JEMwho sits staring at him
t hrough the bani sters, her nightgown danp fromthe sweat. JEM
pushes her face up to the banisters.

JEM

Wll isn't that the way of it.
HARRY

What ?
JEM

Now | want to, |’mnot allowed to.
HARRY

You want to - ?

JEM nods. She smles. HARRY lets out a tiny noan and covers
hi nsel f up anew.

JEM
(whi speri ng)
Show nre.

HARRY, torn between nortification and erotic desire, tw sts
away. Then he finds his courage, lets his arnms hang | oose and
turns back to her.

JEM (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Qoen your shirt.

He obeys, unable to take his eyes off her. JEM devours his body
with her eyes and | ays her forehead agai nst the banister with a
sigh of frustration. Then she sits up and pulls the ni ghtgown
away from her breasts. HARRY takes a step forward on a gasp,
one hand up in yearning. He rests it bel ow the bani ster and

| ooks back up at her with inexpressible |onging.

JEM (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Tell me - what you' d do - speak it.

HARRY tries to speak but cannot. Tears well in his eyes.
JEM ( CONT' D)

It won’t be long. My love, it won't
be | ong.
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I NT. PYE TAVERN. N GHT.

The night’s carouse is reaching its zenith. TOBY is al one at
his corner table rocking back and forth. He |ooks up briefly as
RATSEY sits down heavily on the bench next to him and then
resumes his rocking, a faraway |l ook in his eye and the trace of
a smle on his |lips.

RATSEY
What be you thi nki ng?

TOBY
O hone.

RATSEY
Where is it?

TOBY
Across the sea. An island called
Jamaica. | don't want to tal k about
it with you.

RATSEY

VWat's it like?

TOBY
C ear blue sky. dean blue water.
Wite sand. Palmtrees in the breeze.
Sh sh sh, they go, like ny nother did
when | had bad dreans. Sh sh sh. nh
CGCod, | mss it.

RATSEY
So do |I.

RATSEY has started to rock with him

TOBY
You’ ve never seen it, man.
RATSEY
Even so. | can mss a place like

that. Sanme as you.

TOBY
You ain’t in no way sane as nme. And
don't you forget it. That island s
not for you man. Al of us there has
bl ack skins. And bl ack stinks.

RATSEY
Maybe our skins is different. And
ours stinks.

(MORE)
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RATSEY (cont'd)
But we suffers, both, and in the end
we dies. That we has in common,
Brot her Toby. That we has in common.

They rock together.
EXT. LONDON STREET. DAY.

Most of the houses are boarded up. |It’s baking hot. A few
WATCHERS sit in a stupor. Two or three bodies |lie here and
there, one uncovered. JOHN LAWRENCE sits slunped in a saddl e.
Not hi ng el se noves until HARRY rides up to the LORD MAYOR

LAVWRENCE
Do you see? The night’s are not |ong
enough to bury our dead. W’ re done
for, Harry. 1t’s the end.

HARRY
Dam you John, it’s not the end.
LAVWRENCE
W’ ve done all we can and it’s not
enough.
HARRY

No. No. Light fires. Large ones.
Up and down every street. Brinstone.
Pitch. Tar. Keep them burning.

LAVWRENCE
What’' s t he good?

HARRY
Perhaps it will cleanse the air. Even
if it doesn't, it will lift our

spirits. W can't let thembelieve
there’ s no hope.

LAWRENCE
Even when there isn't.
HARRY
John. John Lawence. Your Wrship.
Dam you, lift your head and consi der
what |’ ve said.
LAWRENCE
Very well. Bonfires it is. In your
hands, Harry. And if it fails -
HARRY
If it fails, we'll think of something

el se.
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EXT. HARROWALLEY. EVE

There are large druns filled with wood, coal and tar in the
centre of the alley before every sixth house fromthe Gate to
the Church and beyond. A WATCHER stands in readi ness near each,
burning torch in hand. Here and there along the Alley are great
piles of fuel to keep the fires burning. HARRY gallops into the
Alley, calling to the WATCHERS who seemto have been woken from
their stupor by the energy and drive of their Al dernman, who
seens |ike a man possessed, for once, by a beneficent devil.

HARRY
Ready? Ready? All ready here?

W see JEMfly to the window She watches HARRY di smounti ng,
tying up the horse, taking a lighted | antern froma WATCHER and
headi ng towards the house opposite, which is clearly abandoned.

HARRY (CONT' D) (cont’ d)
Wait for ny signal. Wit for it.

He enters the house.
EXT. ROOF. ABANDONED HOUSE. EVE

HARRY energes onto the roof through a trap-door with the

| antern, and takes out his watch. He |ooks over to JEM at the
wi ndow. He grins at her, and then - aware that all eyes are
upon him- blows her a massive kiss. JEMI|eans out of the

w ndow.

JEM
Be careful up there.

HARRY
| s the door of the baby’s room shut?
There’s going to be a terrible stink.

JEM
All’s safe. He's asl eep.

HARRY gl ances at his watch again and springs to his feet. He
swings the Iantern about his head and shouts to the WATCHERS
bel ow.

HARRY
Now. Now Start the fires. Now

EXT. HARROWALLEY. EVE

The WATCHERS all toss their torches into the druns and fl anes
| eap up. Geat clouds of black snoke rise.
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EXT. ROOF. ABANDONED HOUSE. EVE.

HARRY surveys the Alley, the parish and the entire Cty. The
sight is magnificent: fires burning in orderly Iines, along
every street, along London Bridge and across the Thanes.

Suddenly, feeling sonething, he | ooks up and holds out his hand:
it’s raining. The drops cone faster and faster, becom ng a
deluge. Lightning flickers and thunder crashes. By ones, twos
and then tens, the fires in the Gty are quenched and there is
only foul snmoke. HARRY stands on the roof drenched. He |ooks
up at the sky. W see JEMwatching himfromthe w ndow.

HARRY
What have we done? Dear God what have
we done? Are you telling us there’'s
not hi ng but Chaos? Are you telling us
there’s no purpose to any of it? That
justice and nmercy and pity are just
dreans we’' ve invented? Wat is it you
want fromus? Wat sins have we
conmtted? For what nust we atone?
Tell us, tell us, because we cannot
bear nuch nore.

He drops down and sits staring about himin the rain. He |ooks
at the window for JEMs face but she has di sappeared. Slowy,
like an old man, he picks up his lantern and rises. Then he
hears a door slam and glancing into the Alley, he sees JEM
hurryi ng al ong.

HARRY (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Jen? Jem

I NT. ST. BARNABAS CHURH  EVE

There are a few people in, sone praying, sone dozing. As JEM
enters, a PEN TENT confesses, beating his breast as he does so.

PENI TENT
| confess. | confess. M/ father kept
his savings behind a brick in the
chimmey. | stole the noney and he

accused ny brother and drove himfrom
the house. M father died blessing ne
as the good son. And now | confess ny
sin and may God forgive ne.

The PEN TENT sits weeping. No-one has paid any particul ar
attention. JEM nerves herself and ri ses.
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JEM
Before | married, there was a boy and
we | oved each other. But ny father
betrothed ne to another - nore
i nportant man, and we were desperate,

the boy and I. W lay together - we
didn’t nean to, we were going to wait,
but - it nmade us - and | conceived. |
married the other and I |let himthink
the child was his. But it - he
wasn't. | freely confess it, | ask

only for guidance so that | may know
how t o at one.

No- one pays the slightest attention. Panting with exertion JEM
kneels for a nonent, and then rises to |leave. She turns to see
HARRY standing in the doorway. He stares at her as though he’s
never seen her before in his life, and turns on his heel.

JEM ( CONT' D)
Harry.

She runs after him
EXT. HARROWALLEY. EVE
JEM rushes out after HARRY

JEM
Harry!

He strides al ong, gazel ess.

JEM ( CONT' D)
Harry, listen to ne! That was before -
it was before | - listen. Everything
is different. | thought. | thought

V\e -
HARRY' s stride doesn't falter.

JEM ( CONT' D)
Pl ease. Ch Harry, please.

She struggles to keep up with him Finally she gives up, and
gul pi ng back her sobs, watches hel pl essly as HARRY wal ks on
wi t hout once breaki ng his pace.

EXT. HARRY'S SHOP. EVE
A short tine later, a coach stands with PROTHERO before it. The

ashes of the dead fires still snoke. HARRY cones out of the
shop | ooki ng bl enched, with his noney-box.
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PROTHERO
The coach and horse will not remain in
Dover, is that correct? Merely bring
Ms Poyntz to her father’s home and
return. Then that will be, let ne
see, six pounds will cover it.

HARRY opens the box and, in a daze, counts out the cash.

PROTHERO ( CONT' D)
If I may say, you're very wi se to send
your famly out of the Gty. You saw
last week’s Bill? El even thousand?
Frightful. And no end in sight.

Cheerily, PROTHERO pockets his cash

PROTHERO ( CONT' D)
Thank you. And if there’s anything
el se you require, you know where to
find ne.

PROTHERO whi stl es, marches up the Alley. HARRY re-enters the
shop.

INT. HARRY'S SHOP. EVE

HARRY puts his cash-box on the table and sits. JEM GOSNELL and
t he BABY conme downstairs dressed for travel. GOSNELL and JEM
carry health certificates. The silence is funereal. JEM stops
in front of HARRY but he doesn’t | ook up. They |eave. A nonent
later, with a crack of a whip, the coach runbles off.

HARRY gets up, opens the cash-box and takes out all the noney,
stuffing it into his pockets. He stunbles out.

EXT. HARROWALLEY. EVE

HARRY, hatless, still danp fromthe downpour and dirty fromhis
clinmb, walks into the clouds of snmoke as if into the nouth of
hel | .

I NT. PYE TAVERN. EVE TO N GHT.

Crazily drunk, RATSEY is having the tinme of his Iife. The
crowd, scranbling to get out of the way and packed agai nst the
walls, is being treated to a brawl. Al one, and getting nuch the
worst of it, RATSEY is battling hal f-a-dozen BULLY BOYS. They
beat himinto a corner, and onto the floor. At MRS FEENY' s
pronpting, the MJSI Cl ANS cone out from behind the bar and begin
to play. The crowd, bored w th watching RATSEY get punmel |l ed,
turn back to drinking and danci ng.
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The BULLY-BOYS gi ve RATSEY the heel a few tinmes and wander off
tojoin the revels. RATSEY hauls hinself up, spitting blood and
sits on a bench next to a conpletely DRUNKEN NAN.

RATSEY
Ah, that was a good one, that was.
That was a tonic.

The DRUNKEN MAN falls backwards onto the floor. RATSEY' S about
to nick his drink when he sees HARRY wal k in.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
Bl oody hell is it that tine already?

RATSEY wal ks over to HARRY.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
Sending the carts out early are we
Al der man?

HARRY | ooks at RATSEY in a daze. BECK runs up eagerly.

BECK
M Poyntz -

HARRY
CGet ne a drink will you? Strong.

RATSEY' s benused. BECK goes off, a little chagrined at HARRY' s
rough tone.

RATSEY
The Al derman drinking with the rabble.
That’s a first ain't it?

BECK returns with a pitcher of gin. HARRY glugs it back,
straight fromthe jug.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
Bliney. Wat's up with you?
(Harry keeps dri nking)
Easy mate. Easy there.

RATSEY sits at HARRY' s tabl e, beckons for nore gin, and regards
HARRY with interest.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
|11 get this, A dernman.

For answer, HARRY pulls out his noney and lays it all on the
t abl e.
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HARRY
| don’t need your noney.

RATSEY | ooks at the coins and then adds his own purse-full to
the pile. BECK returns with nore gin which HARRY drinks fast.

RATSEY

(half to hinself)
You know, it ain't right. They brings
you up to think this is worth
sonet hing. You' re supposed to spend
your life getting it any way you can.
But it don't help with nothing
inmportant. Can’t buy off death.

He takes up the coins in his hands.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
When | thinks of what |’ve done in
time to get ny hands on sone of th
And what is it? Shit.

ny
S.

He flings the coins into the room There is a brief scranble
for them HARRY starts to |laugh. The gin has gone straight to
hi s head.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
What’' s the joke, friend?

HARRY | aughs | ouder. Eager for any diversion, sone of the crowd
turn to | ook at HARRY, who rises, still |aughing.

HARRY
M/ friends -

He assumes a nock-sol enrm expressi on
HARRY ( CONT' D)

“Early to bed and early to rise nakes
a man healthy and wealthy and wi se.”

A NMAN
What’'s so funny?

HARRY
M/ friends -

Sone have recognised the Alderman - and that the Alderman is
drunk. People crowd round to stare.

HARRY ( CONT' D)
“Every cloud has a silver lining.”
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He gi ggl es and drinks nore gin.

HARRY ( CONT' D)
M/ friends - oh this is a good one,
you'll like this - “where there is
life, there is hope”.

Now a few see what he’'s getting at and | augh with him

VAN
“Ask and ye shall receive.”

HARRY crows and points a jabbing finger as he rocks on his feet.

HARRY
“Where there’s a will there’'s a way.”

Now everyone | aughs, and people start to call out proverbs that
have | ong been rendered sensel ess by the extremty of their
situation. “Honesty is the best policy,” “Wen one door shuts,
anot her opens,” “Good deeds al ways have their reward,” etc. The
| aughi ng continues as the MJSI Cl ANS stri ke up, the crowd sings
and HARRY grabs BECK, hurling away her tray, and whirling with
her into the |eaping, fantastical throng.

EXT. PYE TAVERN. SUNRI SE

A breeze fans the petals of a dandelion am dst the di sappearing
cobbl es outside the Pye. Sone RUFFI AN exits, throws up agai nst
the wall and staggers off cursing. The air is still dark with
snoke.

I NT. PYE TAVERN. SUNRI SE

You can al nost snell the stale beer and sweat. A few |ost souls
lie on and under furniture. Flies buzz. RATSEY energes from
under a table, his finery covered in sawdust and ot her | ess
pal at abl e subst ances.

RATSEY
Chri st.

He tries to wet his desiccated thrapple, grabs a tankard but
there’s only muck init.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
Beck! Beck! Find us sone water and
sonething to eat - bread and water for
the |l ove of Christ.

H s voice hangs in the silence. Cursing his hangover, he haul s
hi nsel f upstairs.
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RATSEY ( CONT' D)
Beck. Get up you |l azy cow.

I NT. UPSTAIRS. PYE TAVERN. SUNRI SE

RATSEY stops outside BECK s roomfor a dry-heave. Then groans
and flings open her door.

RATSEY
Cone on you -

She lies, naked, in a deep sleep. Facing away fromher, in an
attitude of despair, is a very naked HARRY.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
Qoh.

The sound seens to wake HARRY from his stupor and he rises to
pul I on his clothes.

HARRY
VWhat does it matter? Wat does
anything matter?

This is nmuttered as nmuch to hinself as to RATSEY before HARRY
stunbles of f without so nuch as a backward gl ance at BECK.
RATSEY | ooks at BECK, picking his teeth reflectively, before
foll om ng HARRY out .

EXT. HARROWALLEY. AM

RATSEY wat ches HARRY wander ai messly off down a side-street,
then staggers off in search of vittles. Qutside the bake-shop,
BETTY struggles to carry a sack of flour. RATSEY watches,
sniffing the air.

BETTY
Hel p nme then

RATSEY
Eh?

BETTY

Help nme get the flour in. Dont just
stand there.

RATSEY
Bread snells good m ssus.

BETTY
Want to buy a | oaf?

RATSEY checks his enpty purse. BETTY regards himirritably.
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BETTY ( CONT' D)
Just carry these sacks in and |||
give you a |loaf for your trouble.

RATSEY noves forward.

BETTY ( CONT' D)
You' Il have to wash first of all.

RATSEY noves backwar d.

BETTY ( CONT' D)
| know your trade. Can’t have a
cor pse-bearer handling ny flour unless
he washes. Ch cone on, I’'Il add a
[ unp of butter.

RATSEY reluctantly heads for the door.

BETTY ( CONT' D)
Wait. Round the back’s where you
bathe. Go on.

EXT. BETTY S GARDEN. AM

A |l arge wooden tub of water sits by the punp. RATSEY eyes it
with suspicion. BETTY joins himvia the back door |ugging a
caul dron of hot water.

BETTY
|”ve just had mne so you can get in
directly. 1'Il warmit up a bit.

RATSEY nmakes a |l ow growl in the back of his throat.

BETTY ( CONT' D)
What’s the matter with you?

RATSEY
| " m a-wondering what this will do to
ny heal t h.

BETTY

Have you never washed all over before?

RATSEY
‘Course not. Not since | were a boy
and went swimmng. But | washed ny
feet last Christmas and caught a cold.
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BETTY
Wll this won't kill you. M/ nman had
a bath every single day of his life
fromthe nonent he becane a baker’s
“prentice.

RATSEY
And where is he now? Six feet under,
that’s where.

BETTY shoots hima | ook. RATSEY shuffles beneath it,
unconfortabl e about what he’s said. Tight-1ipped, BETTY pours
the water into the tub

BETTY
There’ s many where he is now, and he
was ill a long tine, poor man. W' ve
all just to get on as best we can.
RATSEY
What he bathe so nuch for anyhow?
BETTY
Bakers nmust be cleanly in their
person. It's arule of the Guild

goi ng back ever so far. M man was a
sweet-snel ling man. Li ke honey.

She | ooks at RATSEY with di staste.

RATSEY
Alright, suppose | tries it one linb
at a tine, see what happens.

BETTY
Ch get in. | need that flour for
toni ght’ s baki ng.

RATSEY
Where does | - ?

He mnes taking off his clothing, uncharacteristically bashful.

BETTY
Her e.

RATSEY
Ch-ho. And where will you be M ssus?

BETTY
For heaven's sake. A man’s body is no
great nystery to ne even if | cared to
ogle you, which I don’'t.

(MORE)
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BETTY (cont'd)
"Il be round and about. That’'s the
soap. | suppose you know what to do
withit. Get onwith it and I'll get
you sone clean clothes, those are for
the bonfire.

RATSEY
Don’t you touch ny hat. That’'s ny
| ucky hat that is.

RATSEY fingers his filthy finery with chagrin. BETTY goes and
he begi ns to undress, glancing about hinself suspiciously.

EXT. QUTSI DE THE PYE. DAY.

A BUTCHER unl oads nmeat fromhis cart at the door. He |ooks up
as HODGES suddenly hoves into view, touting his nmedical bag and
a bottle of brandy, and lustily singing a vulgar song. He
passes a corpse here and there on the way.

BUTCHER
Morni ng to you, Doctor, norning.

HODGES st ops before the BUTCHER and bows el aborately.

HODGES
Ah, ny fell ow butcher

BUTCHER
|"mglad to see soneone cheerful
What do you celebrate, if | may ask?

HODGES
| " mcel ebrating - sonething. But
what ? Don’t remenber.

BUTCHER
Success with one of your patients
maybe?

HODGES

That would call for celebration if it
happened. But it’s so unlikely. Sau
hath slain his thousands and Nat hani el
Hodges his ten thousands.

BUTCHER
Ach, you re too harsh with yourself,
Doct or.

The BUTCHER |ifts a snmall tub fromthe cart, preparing to bring
it into the tavern
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HODGES
Wiy, that’s true, considering the
marvel | performed not an hour ago.

| magi ne, a worman in the prime of life,
dyi ng of plague. Al hope abandoned
by one of ny coll eagues. And then,
ent er Nat hani el Hodges.

BUTCHER
You saved her |ife?

HODGES
No, no, | shared ny brandy with her
and thus sawto it that when she dies,
for "tis certain she will, she'll die
happy. Uproariously happy. Wat have
you t here?

BUTCHER
Tripe. Wiy not go in and have them
cook you sonme? |It’s a great soberer.

HODGES exami nes the tripe.

HODGES
"1l bet it is. Sobers me just to -
(he trails off)

BUTCHER
What is it Doctor?

HODGES
That tripe. Do you realise no-one has
ever anatom zed a pl ague victin®

BUTCHER
You nean, open one up and | ook at the
guts? That woul d be death for certain
wouldn’t it? And what use would it

be?

HODGES
Who can say what use it would be? One
day.

A coach followed by a cart piled high with furniture rolls past
into the Alley. Deep in thought, HODGES turns away fromthe
BUTCHER and totters after it.

EXT. HODGES S HOUSE. DAY

The coach and cart slow and conme to a stop at a nei ghbouring
resi dence.
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PROTHERO descends fromthe coach and, taking a key fromhis
pocket, unl ocks the nei ghbouring residence’s door as the CARTER
and his HELPER start unl oading the furniture.

PROTHERO
(to the Carter)
Not so sl ap-dash with that table.
That’ s nmahogany, that is.

HODGES comres to his front door as the CARTER and the HELPER
carry the table past PROTHERO i nto t he house.

HODCES
It’s Prothero, isn't it?
PROTHERO
Yes, it is. Good norning, Doctor.
HODCGES
| wasn’t certain, you ve grown so
grand.
PROTHERO
Well, we’'re to be nei ghbours, Doctor.
| " ve bought the Rutland house fromthe
heirs.
HODCES
That’s comng up in the world.
PROTHERO
Only the beginning, Doctor, only the
beginning. |If a few business ventures

prove successful, as they’'re bound to -

He breaks off as the CARTER and t he HELPER cone out of the
house. PROTHERO calls to them

PROTHERO ( CONT' D)
The bed goes to the |arge roomon the
ri ght overl ooki ng the garden.

HODGES
You were sayi ng?

PROTHERO
Hmm? Ch, if you ve any noney to
invest, let me know and | can put you
inthe way of tripling it in six
nont hs.

HODGES
&ld mne in Brazil? 1Indigo in the
Carol i nas?
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PROTHERO
No, no, nothing so specul ative. |
prefer a safe bet. Coffins and wood
for coffins here in the CGty. And
horses. And linen for shrouds. |1’ve
i nvested every penny | own and all |
coul d borrow besides. Let ne know if
you’ re interested.

HODGES
Very kind. Thank you.

HODGES fishes in his pocket for his key and conmes up with a
fol ded paper. Opening it, he reads briefly and then sw ngs
around to face the Pye.

HODGES ( CONT' D)
This is what | was celebrating. Hey,
But cher .
But the BUTCHER i s | ong gone.

HODGES ( CONT’ D)

Ah, wel|.

PROTHERO
Speaking to ne?

HODGES
No, but you're welcone to it. Today's
Mortality Bill. Only ten thousand
dead | ast week. The plague’s on the
wane.

PROTHERO s nouth falls slack as he takes the Bill from HODGES
The CARTER calls to him

CARTER
Wiere d’ you want the dresser?

PROTHERO stares at the ornate dresser with an expression of
bewi | dered fright. The wheels in his head are turning very
qui ckl y.

PROTHERO
Dresser? | ordered no dresser. Put
it back.

And, to the protestations of the CARTER, PROTHERO starts to
hustle the furniture back into the cart. HODGES stands, his key
in hand, thinking hard. Then he seens to cone to a decision
and, stuffing his key back into his pocket, he wal ks swiftly
away fromthe house.
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HODCES runs in.
cl ean, though unshaven,

cl ot hes.
HODGES
Betty, ny dear, | have a favour to
ask.
BETTY
Anyt hi ng, Doct or.
HODGES
I's ny nenory correct? You read and
wite?
BETTY
| do.
HODGES
Wul d you mnd doing a bit of witing
at ny dictation?
BETTY
O course. Wenever you |ike.
HODGES
Al nost certainly |ater today, perhaps
tonight. | shall call for you -
And he’s off,

I NT. PYE TAVERN. DAY.

It is a picture of neglect.

silently.

RATSEY is wol fing bread and butter.

BECK is clearing up

119.

| eavi ng BETTY and RATSEY staring after him

weepi ng

FEENY, unshaven and unkenpt, stands over her.
enters in a state of urgent excitenent.

HODGES
Jack Feeny. The very man.

FEENY
Betrayed. Betrayed by one and all,
and now ny child, ny only child,
offers herself in sin to ny greatest
wor | dly eneny, the Al derman Poynt z.
It hurts, Doctor, and nothing your
kind can prescribe will dull the pain
you TROLLOP-

He | ooks
and is wearing some of Jasper’s old

HODGES

He swipes at BECK with a tankard but she avoids it and scoots

upstairs.
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HODGES
Feeny, | wish to speak to you about
your wife -

FEENY

The ot her snake in the grass. Run off.
Run of f with the Bl ackanobor Toby - the
Bl ackanoor that the Al dernman brought
to our house...

He spits. HODGES interrupts with increasing urgency.

HODGES
|"msure he is. But let nme ask you -

FEENY
(imtating Ms. Feeny)
“Toby does not beat nme. Toby does not
| eave me to do all the work. Toby is
gentle and five tines the man you ever
was in bed”. Imagine that, Doctor.

HODGES
Yes. Very sad - but you do know t hat
Ms Feeny is now very ill -

FEENY
Run of f, the whore, because | spend ny
days and nights listening to the
prophet, himw th the earthly nanme of
Sol onon Eagle, thirsting for God’ s
retribution upon the man with the
nunber of the beast which is six
hundred, three-score and six -

HODGES
Quite so, but | have just come from
your w fe’'s bedside...

FEENY
Pl ague?

HCDGES nods.

FEENY ( CONT' D)
Just puni shnent. May she find peace.
God knows, | bear her no ill-wll.
How near is the end?



121.

HODGES
| cannot tell - it may be three
mnutes, it may be three hours but
certainly by tonorrow she will be
gone. Wat |I'd |ike fromyou, as her
next of kin, is permssion to perform
an autopsy on her body. It is vital |
have your perm ssion M Feeny, wll
you grant it? |If you do I can begin
t he autopsy al nost at the nonent of
death and ny findings shall be that
much nore accurate.

FEENY
You want to cut her open?

HODGES
No- one has yet anatom sed a pl ague
victim M Feeny. Wo knows what it
may teach us.

FEENY
Look to God for your teachings, Dr
Hodges, not inside the corpse of a
fallen woman. CQut her open, a
horrible thought to a sensitive man.
And she alone in the world.

HODGES
No no, not entirely, Toby is with her.
FEENY
Then you may cut her to ribbons for
all | cares.
HODGES
That won’t be necessary, but thank
you, | shall bring the necessary

certification for signature later -

FEENY
Wiere do | sign?

HODGES
Lat er.

HODGES | eaves in a hurry.
EXT. HARROWALLEY. NI GHT.
HARRY wanders the streets with a vacant gaze and |istless step.

Finding hinself at his own door, he stops. There s a whispering
and a shuffling within.
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He wanders in and sees that the place is being |ooted. He |ooks
so like a looter hinself that no-one pays himany mnd. He

wal ks upstairs. Two elderly wonen and a nman are goi ng through
everything in the bedroom taking whatever is to their I|iKking.
Harry watches without interest. One of the women conmes across
Jem s night-gown. She holds it up to herself, but al nost

i medi ately the other woman snatches it away. Then the man
snatches it fromher. The three start to argue, grabbing and
pul ling at the night-gown. The gown rips and HARRY suddenly
goes berserk. He attacks them and in a flailing whirl of arns
and | egs, they wheel towards the landing. Al four fight
savagely, and their wei ght against the bannister-rail causes it
to creak and sway. Finally, with a loud crack, it gives way and
they all fall into the shop. One of the wonen lands with a
sickening thud on the work-table, her head striking HARRY s
enpty cash-box. HARRY gets up and chases the | ooters out,
screamng like a lunatic. Behind him he hears a man gasp. W
see it’s DAN, unkenpt and w | d-1 ooki ng.

DAN
She’ s dead.

HARRY whirls around. HARRY wal ks past DAN and sees the WOVAN on
the table, who is indeed dead.

DAN ( CONT' D)
She’s dead. You killed her. Like you
killed ny famly. You stopped the
hangi ngs, Al derman. They' re dead now,
ny chickens. Al dead.

HARRY
Everybody’s dead. You're dead. [|'m
dead.

DAN
You killed that woman, Al derman.
You' || have to pay the price.

HARRY | ooks at him suddenly understanding his situation. He
runs out of the shop and up an Alley. DAN sets up a roar.

DAN ( CONT' D)
Murder! Aldernman’s killed a wonan!
Mur der !
The curtains by SAM KI LLI GREW s door tw tch.
| NT. BAKE-SHOP. N GHT

HODGES runs into the bake-shop, calling out.
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HODGES
Betty, ny dear! Forgive the |ateness
of the hour! Al is ready, cone to ny
garden as soon as you can arrange
your sel f.

Runni ng out, he alnost trips over RATSEY, who’'s sl eeping on an
enpty sack, his hat over his eyes. RATSEY grunts and re-settles
hi nsel f. BETTY cones downstairs with a |antern.

BETTY
| thought you were going to sleep in
t he back?

RATSEY

| prefers it here. The snell’s good.

BETTY
|1l be at Dr Hodges’s.

She | eaves, | ooking apprehensive. RATSEY alters his sl eeping
posi tion.

EXT. HODGES S GARDEN. NI GHT.

A coffin has been set to rest upon two saw horses not far from
the rear-door of the house. On a snmall table close at hand is a
lighted | anp; neatly arranged about it are HODGES S surgi cal
instruments. Another small table has been set at the far end of
the garden, laid with pens and paper. The night is cool and
fromtine to tine a dead leaf drifts fromthe trees across the
scene.

HODGES enters the garden fromthe house with BETTY. He is alive
wi th purposeful anticipation and excitedly puffing his pipe.

HODGES
There’s your station, ny dear - | hope
| ve expl ai ned everything to your
sati sfaction.

BETTY stops in her tracks and regards the coffin, her customary
courage deserting her for a nonent.

BETTY
You said there would be fum gati on,
Doct or.

HODCES
Ch. Yes. It’s nonsense ny dear, but

if it soothes you -
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HODGES st oops by the coffin and knocks the enbers from his pipe
into a porringer of sul phur, which, after a nonent, begins to
send up snoke.

HODGES ( CONT' D)
There. You have it now

Sol ermly, BETTY skirts the coffin and goes to the witing-table.

HODGES ( CONT' D)
Are we ready?

BETTY
Yes, Doctor.

HODGES renpves the coffin-lid to reveal MAG FEENY' s naked and
ravaged cor pse.

HODGES
Beautiful. Wite this: that |’ ve
never seen a skin so beset with the
t okens, both black and blue. They are
nore remarkabl e for nultitude and
magni tude than any | have yet
obser ved.

As BETTY wites, HODGES sharpens a surgical knife. He stops,
hearing far-away shouts, but then conti nues.

HODGES ( CONT' D)
And wite this: | amagoing to nake an
entrance now into the | owest region.

He is struck with fear. He takes a gulp froma brandy-bottle.
St eadi es his hand. The knife cones down.

INT. FEENY'S ATTI C NI GHT.

FEENY is with EAGLE s other followers, all pursuing their
vengeful devotions |loudly. The door opens and DAN runs in.

DAN
Mur der ! Al der man Poynt z nmurdered a
wonan!

FEENY
The Al der man!

The prayers die away as the crowd turns to |isten.

FOLLONER 1
That’s a serious charge there, boy.
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FOLLONER 2
You nmust be m staken, |ad, the
Al derman’ s no nurderer

DAN
| sawit! | saw it happen with these
eyes!

FEENY
He saw it!

DAN

Li ke a lunatic, he was, straight out
of Bedl am he pushed them and they
fell and one of ‘enis dead! Murder!

FEENY
D d he invoke Satan as he done it?

DAN
|’ mcertain he did.

The crowd start to murmur anongst thensel ves.

FEENY
He drinks, he fornicates and he
commts murder - his true nature is
reveal ed as his power over us
di ssol ves - the Al derman brought the
pl ague and now he flees as it fl ees!

The DEVOTEES start to cry out. EAGE S eyes roll back in his
head as he shri eks:

EAGLE
The nunber of the Beast is 666! And
it is the nunber of a man!

DAN
Al derman Poyntz - his shop’s nunber
six aint it?

FEENY' S eyes light up as he grasps DAN s arm

FEENY
You speak the truth! Hs is the
nunber of the Beast! |t was under our

noses all this tinel!

In the rising excitenent, and perhaps to return the attention to
hi nsel f, SOLOMON EAGLE begins to speak in tongues. Snatching

hi mup by the el bow, FEENY pushes EAGQ.E out of the door foll owed
by the DEVOTEES
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FEENY ( CONT' D)
He speaketh in tongues! God speaks to
us through the Bl essed Prophet and
| eadeth us the way! Take us to he
t hat bears the nunber of the beast!

The crowd, its nood turning very ugly, streans out of the door
as the sibilant sound of the word ‘six’ grows within it.

| NT. BAKE-SHOP. NI GHT.
RATSEY i s woken by the noise comng fromthe street.

RATSEY
Bl oody hell. 1It’s worse than the Pye
in here.

He cocks an ear and, frowning, rises, jans his hat on and exits
into the street.

EXT. HODGES S GARDEN. NI GHT.

HODGES
| see a thin liquid, variously
col oured, yellow, greenish, brown and
purple. (Fingering it all). The snal
guts are nmuch di stended and contain -
one nonment - and contain a great
gquantity of foul-snelling dross. Now
| amgoing to divide the vena porta,
spelled V-EENNA P-ORT-A and arteria
coeliaca spelled ART-EERI-A CGCOE-L-
I|-A-CA | find no rubified juice but
a firmy congeal ed substance of a very
dar k col our

HODGES pauses to cock an ear. In the Alley there is a
di sturbance, a confused shouting of nmen and wonen.

HODGES ( CONT' D)
How do you bear up, ny dear?

BETTY
You may proceed, Doctor

HODGES
Now for the Parenchyma of the liver
P- A-R E-
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EXT. PYE TAVERN. N GHT.

RATSEY i s watching as the horde of TRUE BELI EVERS i ssues from
the Pye, sonme with lanterns, sone arnmed with dismantled chairs
and tables. Leading the swarmis FEENY, with SOLOMON EAGLE, who
is frothing at the nouth and spouting nonsense.

The nob screans for blood. At |ast they have soneone to punish
for their suffering. FEENY turns EAGLE in the direction of
Harry’s shop. EAGQ.E pauses, rolls his eyes, then rushes down
the Alley towards it.

FEENY
| knewit! | knewit!

The inspired nmob streans down the Al ey behind FEENY and EAGLE.
FEENY grabs EAGE as they cone abreast of Harry’s shop and turns
hi mtowards the entrance.

FEENY ( CONT' D)
You see? You see the nunber?

FEENY hol ds the torch up to the nuneral 6. The crowd how s.
EAGLE snorts, spouts nore nonsense, and points at the shop. The
DEVOTEES babbl e about the significance of the nunber in the Book
of Revel ati ons.

FEENY ( CONT' D)
Yes! Yes!

MAN
But where is he? Were' s the
Al der man?

DAN
This way, he went this way!

Dan draws the crowd to the alley Harry escaped down earlier. As
they run off, we notice Ratsey who has been observing froma
doorway. The noi se grows | ess and Ratsey is about to energe when
he hears the sound of a sliding bolt. He draws back, and sees
the white face of SAM KI LLI GREW energe, | ook about him and then
wal k, with a curiously rusty gait, towards a different all ey.
RATSEY thinks for a noment and then decides to foll ow SAM

EXT. ALLEY. N GHI.

The noi se of the nob, the |anterns, torches and sticks, nake for
a Breughel esque picture as they bay for HARRY' s bl ood.
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EXT. BLANCHE S GRAVE. N GHT.

HARRY |ies huddled by a little grave in a piece of wastel and
that serves as a pets graveyard. The noise of the nob is
clearly to be heard, and its intent clearer still, but HARRY
seens unable to nove. The patter of feet nmakes himstart, until
he sees SAM approachi ng, sorely w nded.

SAM V/ O
Harry. | thought | would find you
here - get away. They're after you.
They’ ve nmurder in their hearts, Harry,
you must run

HARRY
Wy ?

SAM
Cod, Harry, get up

HARRY
Go away, Sam

SAM | ooks about the pets graveyard. He starts to cry, and
slunmps to his knees.

SAM V/ O

D ckie - oh God, D ckie. Wat have |
done?

HARRY stares at SAM conpassi onl esslYy.

HARRY
What have you done?
SAM
| shut himout. | shut himout.
HARRY
(listless)
It hardly matters, but you're a
cowar d.
SAM

Ch God, Harry. Forgive ne. Forgive
ne, at least. Dickie can't. Pl ease,
Harry, help ne, please.

HARRY i gnores him

SAM ( CONT' D)
Jenm s gone, hasn’t she? | saw
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HARRY
CGood ri ddance.

SAM
| suppose everyone’'s guilty conpared
to you. Harry. The high-m nded
Al derman. Well, you’ ve killed soneone
now, they say, so now you can join us
nortals in the nud.

HARRY just sits.

SAM ( CONT' D)
You just don’t know what you' |l do -
when t hi ngs happen. You do your best -
but you don’t know, and no-one can
hel p you, not any Al derman, or Mayor
or priest - not even God can hel p you.

HARRY | ooks up, recognising the truth of this. SAMcovers his
face with his hands and lets out a howl of nental torture.
Shocked, HARRY rises and takes himin his arns.

HARRY
Stop Sam stop. | do forgive you, |
do.

They kneel in the nud for a nonment in silence. At this nonent
t he noi se of the nob seens to augnent, as though it is getting
cl oser.

SAM
You ve got to run. GCet away from here
before they string you up - | heard
Feeny, he’'s determined. I’'I|l help you

get through the gate, then go up North
to ny cousin in Northunberland - he’'s
atailor, he'll find you work.

Quickly, Harry.

SAM as he speaks, tries to haul HARRY up, but weeks of
captivity and angui sh have rendered him al nost as feeble.
St aggering, they head off, away fromthe sound of the nob.
EXT. HODGES S GARDEN. NI GHT.

A fleeting shot of the strange scene, MAG FEENY's entrails
fl owi ng about the Doctor, as he cuts and dictates.

EXT. ALLEYS. N GHT

The nob surges, hate and rage on all the flickering faces.
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EXT. ALLEYS. N GHT.

SAM and HARRY dodge and stunble, trying to keep away fromthe
nob whi ch seens to be all around them

EXT. HODGES GARDEN. NI GHT.
Betty' s pen flies across the paper.
EXT. ST. BARNABAS GATE. N GHT.

HARRY and SAM approach the gate in the shadows. SAMis
whi spering urgently to HARRY.

SAM
Needl e Street. You' |l renenber that,
anyway, won’t you Harry? Say | sent
you.

The two CONSTABLES guarding the gate are standing away fromit
slightly, staring down the Alley, concerned about all the

hul I abal | oo. HARRY, | ooking weak and uncertain, allows SAMto
push himtowards the gate. Then two things happen at once. The
nob, | ed by DAN and FEENY, rounds the corner at a pace.

Si nul t aneousl y, the CONSTABLES raise their lanterns to see nore
clearly and HARRY's white face is caught in their light.

FEENY
There he i s!

The CONSTABLES turn towards HARRY and SAM

SAM
Run, Harry!

One of the CONSTABLES easily catches HARRY as he stunbles
towards the gate.

CONSTABLE
No, no, no you don’t.

SAM runs to shield HARRY fromthe nob, who approach
t hr eat eni ngly.

CONSTABLE 2
What’'s all this then? Now, now.

The CONSTABLES snatch up their hal berds, |ooking frightened.
FEENY yells out to the CONSTABLES.

FEENY
W' ve no quarrel with you, Constable.
Just let us have the Al dernan.
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CONSTABLE
Wiy? Wiat’ s he done?

DAN
Comm tted nurder!

FEENY
He brought the plague anongst us!

The CONSTABLE lets go of HARRY |ike a hot potato.

FEENY ( CONT' D)
And he shall pay!

The nob bays.

FEENY ( CONT' D)
Qut of the way, Killigrew, else we'll
have you t oo!

SAMis terrified. HARRY sees it.

HARRY

(quietly)
G0, Sam Sam go.

SAM struggling with his fear, seens to be in a battle for his
very soul .

HARRY ( CONT' D)
["1l run for it, Sam CGo hone. Think
of Nan and Sal .

SAM hesitates and then bolts. The crowd surges forward, and as
t he CONSTABLES | ay about them HARRY nakes his escape.

EXT. ALLEY. N GHI.

HARRY runs for his life. The nob and FEENY are hot on his
heels. He runs blindly dowmn a tiny alley, with | ow overhangi ng
wi ndows that neet, alnost in the mddle. At the end is a brick
wall. Too high to clinb. He turns. The entrance to the alley
islit up with torches and silhouettes. The air is rent with
bayi ng. He stands and squares his shoul ders.

Sensing his prey, FEENY wal ks slowy towards him then turns to
the nob, yelling at the top of his |ungs.

FEENY
The nonent of vengeance is at hand!
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At this precise nonment, a big fist reaches for HARRY' s col | ar
and just as if he were being hanged, he is haul ed upwards and
out of sight. FEENY turns back. HARRY' s gone.

FEENY ( CONT' D)

VWiere - the devil’'s taken himl Taken
his own!

The mad nob spills about in the tiny alley.

FEENY ( CONT' D)
Back! Back! He'll not escape us!

| NT. ABANDONED HOUSE. NI GHT
Bel ow t he wi ndow | edge | ean HARRY and RATSEY on their hunkers.

RATSEY nmassages his shoul der. They hear the nmob at the back of
the house. He pulls HARRY to his feet. HARRY s |egs give way.

RATSEY
Too narrow a squeak for you was it?
HARRY gr oans.
RATSEY ( CONT' D)
Wll, we ain’t out of the woods yet
mat e.

They hear the nob at the door of the house. RATSEY pulls HARRY
out of the wi ndow, and they scarper onto the roof.

The nob spill about the house and then out into the street
again. SCOLOVON EAGLE drops to the ground, exhausted. FEENY
tranpl es over him as do nost of the nob. SAMis nowhere to be
seen.

EXT. BETTY' S GARDEN. N GHT

It’s later, now, and quiet. HARRY stands by the punp as RATSEY
brings a horse in around the side.

RATSEY
This the one?

HARRY
That’'s she.

RATSEY slings a saddle onto the horse and starts to tighten it.

RATSEY
I"mglad | found you.
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HARRY
Wy ?

RATSEY
(shrugs)
You saved ne fromthe noose once, if
you recalls. W’ re square now.

HARRY
|”ve kill ed soneone.

RATSEY starts to bridle the horse quickly.

RATSEY
So have | mate. Wien | was working
the road. Not a-purpose. But they
was after me, see, and | swapped hats
with this fella that cane al ong. They
took himfor nme and shot him 1In the
back, too, cowards. Didn't sit well
with me, | can tell you. Anyhows, if
| can live with it, so can you

He slings a saddl e-bag over the horse’s runp and manhandl es
HARRY on.

HARRY

You' re a good man. Thank you.
RATSEY

Wiere will you go?
HARRY

(remenbering))
Needl e Street...

RATSEY
That’s right - you nmake a new start.

He smacks the horse’s runp and HARRY canters off into the night.
RATSEY sighs in a satisfied sort of way as though he’s sorted
sonet hi ng out for hinself.

Suddenly he’s lit up fromthe door. [It’s BETTY with her
lantern, returned fromher | abours w th HODGES

BETTY

(whi speri ng)

Was that Harry?
RATSEY

They was after him
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BETTY
You’' ve saved him then

RATSEY
Fromthem anyhows.

RATSEY wal ks up to her. He can't quite read her face, it’s in
shadow. He takes the hand holding the lantern and holds it up
so he can see better. She smles at him He exam nes her with
great interest for a second before leaning in to kiss her. Just
before this nonent of truth, however, a stone hits the front
door and the noise of the crowd mlling about in front of
Betty' s shop interrupts.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
Ch not agai n.

He strides through the bake-shop to the door.

BETTY
No! Cone back here.

EXT. BAKE-SHOP. N GHT

FEENY and his nob haven't given up, although it’s the hard-core
group that remain, sone others having stayed with the
unfortunate EAGE. FEENY is yelling at the closed, now dented,
door .

FEENY
W knows you’'ve got himin there. You
was seen with his horse. Bring himon
out and there won't be no trouble for
you.

FEENY cones grow ing forward, his mates behind him Suddenly,
RATSEY conmes out on a-roar, carrying a shovel of live coals

whi ch he swings wildly about his head, scattering the nobsters,
and then crowni ng FEENY who drops |ike a stone. RATSEY pursues
the rest, waving his shovel above his head and scream ng.

RATSEY
Cone on then! One at a tinme or all at
once! [I’'Il tear your ears off! 1’11l

break you, you pox-ridden weevil s!
Whor eson, snivelling, belly-up
bast ar ds!

He turns back to the shop, yelling further colourful insults and
enjoyi ng hinself hugely. Then he sees BETTY at the door and
changes his tune.
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RATSEY ( CONT' D)
Go on home now. Can’'t you see there’'s
a decent folks a-trying to rest here?

And back he goes into the shop

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
Where was we?

He approaches BETTY, who picks up her skirts and fl ees.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
What ?

He sits despondently on a flour-sack, pondering the ways of
wonen - well, of this woman.

RATSEY (CONT' D) (cont’d)
Bl oody hell. Wat’s a nan have to do
to get a shag around here?

There being no answer to this tender query, RATSEY |ies down,
casts around for his hat and then renmenbers sonething. Smling,
he cl oses his eyes to rest.

EXT. GCOUNTRY LANE. DAY.

It’s a beautiful autum day. HARRY |eans exhaustedly on his
exhausted horse. He slides off, and thinks to check in the
saddl e-bag. In one pocket is a |oaf of bread, a stone bottle of
wat er and a pi ece of neat.

In the other is RATSEY's stinking hat. Regarding it with a
benused frown, HARRY shrugs and puts it on. It fits himwell

EXT. BELFRY. HARROWALLEY. DAY.

The wooden figure of Tine takes a turn outside. The wind swirls
reddeni ng | eaves around the belfry. 1It’s clearly autum.

EXT. HARROW ALLEY. DAY.

A nunber of shops have been re-opened and they do not |ack for
CUSTOVERS. A few of the itinerant FOOD VENDORS are hawki ng
their wares. Here and there, OMERS are renoving the planks
wi th which they boarded up their doors and wi ndows before

fl eei ng.

| NT. BAKE- SHOP. DAY.
A hunk of dough gets plopped on the table. RATSEY, conbed,

cl ean-shaven and wearing one of JASPER s aprons, kneads it
expertly. BETTY wat ches him
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BETTY
Ready?

RATSEY cl oses his eyes in concentration.

RATSEY
Ready.

BETTY
What grains do we use to nake bread?

RATSEY
Wieat, rye, barley, mllet, oats and -
and mai ze.

BETTY
How nmuch barl ey woul d you use to nmake
a rai sed | oaf maki ng one pound?

RATSEY
|"d use - | wouldn’t use none. Barley
don't raise. It ain't right, trying
totrick mne.

BETTY
Ch the Guild will ask you harder
guestions than that before they accept
you as a 'prentice.

She wat ches hi m

BETTY ( CONT' D)
You do that well.

RATSEY

| like doing it. 1t eases ne.
BETTY

VWhat makes the soft crunb?
RATSEY

The fat.
BETTY

A customer buys a | oaf of bread and
forgets his change as he wal ks out.
What do you do?

There’s quite a | ong pause.

BETTY ( CONT' D)
Vel | ?
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RATSEY
I m t hi nki ng.

BETTY
You run out after himwth it.
There’s nothing to think about.

RATSEY
There is for ne.

BETTY
Narme the Ronman king who set up the
first baker’s school.

RATSEY
Troj an?
BETTY
Traj an, Trajan.
RATSEY
Damm, | can’'t never renenber.
BETTY
That’' |l do - set it aside and |||

cover it to rise.

RATSEY st ands back, breathing hard. He noves his shoul der which
is still painful. BETTY cones to him all commonsense and
strengt h.

BETTY ( CONT' D)
Here, 1'lIl rub it. Al that
kneadi ng’s stiffened you -

RATSEY | ooks at her, the devil in his eyes.

RATSEY
You never said a truer word m ssus.

She opens her nouth to scold him but he stops it with a kiss
whi ch she can’'t help but return. He lifts her up and WHAM down
she goes onto the table.

EXT. BAKE-SHOP. DAY.

A cloud of flour puffs out of the window There' s a |oud shriek
from BETTY and a roar of delight from RATSEY. A |ady CUSTOVER
stops and | ooks in the window W hear giggles fromwthin as
the CUSTOMER s hand flies to her nmouth and she runs off to tel
a FRIEND across the street about what’s going on in the baker’s
shop.
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They’ re com ng back to take a cl oser | ook when anot her, |arger
puf f of flour whooshes out of the w ndow, maki ng them choke.
Suddenly we hear DR HODGES S voice, loud in the Al ey.

HODGES V/ 0
Betty! Betty Buckworth, where are
you?

Covered in flour and struggling with her undergarnents, BETTY
appears at the door of the bake-shop. Her |aughing face

met anor phoses to horror and she lets out an involuntary scream
RATSEY appears next to her, naked fromthe waist up

BETTY
M/ God, he’'s wearing his shroud.

HODCES stands in the street, barefoot and naked but for his
shroud. dutched under his armis a manuscript. He would
appear comcal but for the tokens that pepper his face and neck.
He is clearly on the very brink of death. Hardened though they
are, PASSERSBY and | NHABI TANTS fromthe Alley shrink from him

BETTY ( CONT' D)
| " m here, Doctor.

HODGES
| rem nd you of your prom se. The
copies of ny report are in ny bedroom

BETTY
For the | ove of God, Doctor, go in and
lie down and | et us take care of you.

HODGES

No. [|’'ll pass the sickness to no-one
el se. The reports, Betty. One to ny
dear nother, one to Oxford, one to
Canbri dge, one to the Medical faculty
at the school in Salerno. |[|'ve
witten it all down, and | eft noney
for the posting. Can you hear ne?

BETTY
| hear you, Doctor. | prom se.

She chokes on her tears and RATSEY draws her to him

HODGES
That’s all then and goodbye to you.

He | ooks blindly about.
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HODGES ( CONT' D)
Are there any University nen with
hearing? |If there are, sing with
ny brothers. Sing with ne for th
[ ast tinme.

In
e,
e

Still clutching the manuscript and staggering toward and through
St. Barnabas Gate, HODGES lifts a surprisingly true, strong
voice in song. Past him traffic heads back into the Cty.

From af ar we can see BETTY crying i nto RATSEY' s shoul der.

EXT. OPEN FI ELD. DAY.

HODGES wal ks towards the dead pits. BEARERS and BURI ERS, still
at their work, afford himbrief, incurious glances. HODGES
sinks to his knees at the edge of one of the pits as his voice
fails himand he topples forward. A BURI ER hurrying past,

al nost wi t hout pausing, puts a foot against the body and sends
it rolling out of sight. Field-birds rise fromthe pit,
screeching protest, and then settle back to resune eating.

EXT. TOM STREET. DAY.

A desol ate, dusty figure on horseback rides slowy up the main
street of an unfamliar town. It is HARRY, still wearing
RATSEY' s tattered hat. 1It’s cold, and the bundl ed-up
TOMSPECPLE eye this stranger with unease. Suddenly, sonething
catches his eye. It is the window of a baker’s shop and

di splayed within is a celebration cake of the type he served at
his feast for the Lord Mayor. HARRY slowy reins in as he
stares intently at the cake. He smles faintly to hinself.

EXT. HARROWNALLEY. DAY.

Snow flutters down upon the crowded Al ley. Shops are open and
full of CUSTOMERS. Most of the abandoned houses are re-

occupi ed. VENDCORS, ‘PRENTICES and | NHABI TANTS throng and j ostl e.
Street-cries are heard on each corner as before. Stream ng back
into the Gty are the el aborate coaches of courtiers, filled
with smling, singing nobility.

Wat ching the nobles with keen and nerry eyes is an unfamliar
horseman with a shrewd and travel-worn look to him He is
novi ng towards the gate.

Suddenly his eyes open in an expression of total amazenent, and
he pulls up his horse. W follow his gaze onto RATSEY, who's
sweepi ng before the bake-shop in his apron, a pipe in his nouth.

CAPTAI N BAI NES
Captain. Captain. Captain.
Mont r essor .
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RATSEY | ooks about to see who’'s being addressed and then
renmenbers that it used to be his own nom de rue.

RATSEY
Captain Baines. Wat a fine surprise.
How are you nate?

CAPTAI N BAI NES
What the hell are you doing with a
broon? Never m nd, cone across the
way and let’s have a drink.

RATSEY
Can’t mate, thank you just the sane.
The wife’'s shopping and I has to tend
to custoners.

CAPTAI N BAI NES
Custoners? Wfe? Wat sort of dodge
is that?

RATSEY
Vell, it’s like this -

CAPTAI N BAI NES
It don't matter, because | has
sonething I knows will interest you
much nore. (Lowering his voice).
W' re going to work together again,
mate. |’ve already nmade arrangenents
with the Brotherhood, and the finest
stretch of road you could hope for is
ours - Twonbly HIl, no less. | was
on ny way to visit Captain Fortescue,
but who needs himnow that |’ve found
you?

RATSEY
Ah, thanks nate. There's no-one |'d
rather go on the pad with than you,
but I’"’mdone with all that.

BAI NES bl i nks - then | aughs.

CAPTAI N BAI NES
For a nonent there, you al nost took ne
in.

RATSEY
Cod’'s truth. |'ma baker now and it
suits ne.
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CAPTAI N BAI NES
Vell 1’1l be dammed. Captain
Montressor. A baker. Wiat the hel
will you get out of that?

RATSEY
Ch | don't know. Hard to explain.

CAPTAI' N BAI NES
Try me.

RATSEY
Vell - Well, this woman cones into the
shop this norning with her little
girl, she couldn’t‘ve been nore ‘n
two. And | says to her “that’s a
pretty dress you' re wearing darling”.
So she puts both hands on the hem and
shows of f the dress by lifting it over
her head so’s | could see her belly-
but t on.

RATSEY’ s | aughi ng.

CAPTAI' N BAI NES

Yes? And?

RATSEY
That’s it. It nade ne laugh, that’s
all.

BAI NES | ooks at hima | ong nonent.

They shake hands.
benusenent .

CAPTAI N BAI NES
What a hairy-arsed man you once was.
And what a dull one you now is.

RATSEY
| knows it.

CAPTAI N BAI NES
Coodbye then, Captain.

RATSEY
Capt ai n, goodbye.

BAINES rides off with an expression of utter

RATSEY wat ches hima nonent and then | aughs agai n.

RATSEY ( CONT' D)
That’s a pretty dress you re wearing
ny darling.
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He mnes the little girl lifting her frock and, hooting wth
mrth, resunes sweepi ng.

EXT. GARDEN. DAY.

CLCSE on two pudgy little hands clutching a finger. JEM stands
up, and away fromthe baby. It’'s a frosty day and the snowis

t hi ck upon the ground. She |looks tired and sad. She turns to

| ook at the sky, and notices sonething.

Above her, high on the hillside, a horseman sits. You can nake
al nost not hi ng out, except the ragged broken feather atop his
head which is etched very clearly upon the white horizon. JEM
shiel ds her eyes against the glare to | ook. The horseman starts
down the hill towards her.

END



