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and true. Then a nagging voice says, 'Don't relax, be vigilant, worry about 
everything, othenvise it will all fall apart.' 

22 June, London 

I saw several actresses and finally chose one I was not able to see - Janet 
;\lcTeer. She was on a distant location making a TV film. I saw some tapes 
of her work and, after some agonizing, made a leap in the dark. 

I had a long talk with her on the telephone. I told her she had three days' 
work. I would put her up in one of my cottages, feed and wine her, pay her 
£3,000 and she would have to wear her own clothes. She said yes without 
hesitation. She seems bold and brave. 

I now definitely call the film I Dreamt [ Woke Up. Here is the script: 

l\iT. GLEBE BEDROO."\. J\:IGHT
 

JO"N HURT (John Boorman '.I' alter ego) is sleeping alone in his big Imlss bed. He
 
awakes, hearing roices murmuring belom.
 
JH: (Voice orer) I dreamt I woke up.
 

1'\1'1'. Gl.EflE ST.'\lRS/DRAWING ROO\\. DAY
 

JH descends. He stops, looks dOll'n at the hall and drawing room, lIJhilh are
 
decorated IPith leares and branches. People are gathered round a cojjin. It is made
 
({stolle and c{l11:ed with elaborate Celtic runes.
 
JH: I bought that as a coffee table. It's not meant to be used. 

(They appear not to hear him. JH is not pleased to see that he himse(( is ()'ing 
in the coffin. 
Now he is inside the coffin, looking out as the lid slow(J' doses. The .faces of 
his .fami()' alld Fiends look down. They are smiling. There is a stranger 
among them, II reiled woman. She looks at him with ineffable lore and 
sadness. Her lips are moring but he cannot hear her.) 

-'": (Voice orer) Being dead seemed such a pity when the woman I had been 
waiting for all my life had finally appeared. I felt no pain, just regret 
for other lives unlived. 
(The lid doses. Darkness.) 
So this is it. You let go and you fall. I low good it is to let go at least,
 
to give up the struggle. But wait. Hold on. That woman. I must ...
 
before I ... Naaoo ...
 
UH '.I' face impacts on a sheet ofglass. The camera is under the glass ilnd
 
records his flattened .features and startled f}'es.)
 
and then I was back, watching ...
 
(The branches decorating the room are now bare and autumn lea'ves .fall ji-onz 
the ceiling. The mysterious l}Joman is running her/inger along the runes 
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f Dreamt I Woke Up 

Syed Aftab
Rectangle



56 PROJECTIONS 

carved into the coffin lid. Her lips move soundless~y as she translates their 
meaning. The mourners watch tensel)'. The woman makes a gesture: voila! 
The lid opens and JH sits up, blinking and shaking his head. He is warml), 
embraced. He searches the room jur the woman. He catches a glimpse ofher 
back as she slips out of the room without looking back. The swish ofher hair. 
In the wa)' of dreams JH is watching all this .from the stairs. He turns and 
goes back up to the bedroom.) 

INT. GLEBE BEDROOM. NIGHT 

JB the dreamer is sleeping in the bed. 
JH climbs into the bed and into his own skin. The dreamer and the dreamed are 
reunited. 
JB: (Voice Oller) Soon I would have to re-enter the waking world and resume 

the pretence of being one person, and that a ridiculous man, a stranger 
to himself. 
(Close on JB ()ling asleep on his back, his profile ret'eating an absllrd~)' pointed 
nose. ) 
When I look at my face it does not look like the person I feel I am. So 
I don't look at it if I can possibly help it. 

INT. GLEBE BATHROOM. DAY 

JB is shaving in a fine eighteenth-centul), Waterford glass mirror. Big close-ups of 
chin and cheek fOllowing the path of the razor. 
JB: (Voice over) I just look at the bits I'm shaving. I'm embarrassed by me. 

UB pulls on his pants clumsi(y He ot'erbalances.) I trip. I stumble. I stutter. 
I'm self-conscious. I am not comfortable in my skin. I have never got 
used to myself. I'm not my kind of person. (He recovers, gets to his feet, 
looks in the mirror unhappy about what he sees. Fleeting images oj 
lHastroianni, Voigt, Marvin, Connery! appear in the mirror to replace JB.) 

Fortunately, making movies has allowed me to engage the charming, 
handsome, rugged men 1 ought to have been and to send them off on 
my adventures. UB towels his face and goes to the bedroom window.) 

INT. GLEBE BEDROOi\1. DAY 

JB looks out to the east at the new /IIorning. 
JB: (Voice orer) And the world itself has never looked quite right to me. But 

when I came here to Wicklow in Ireland twenty-two years ago, I felt 
I'd come to a place ... 
(The view out ~r the windom. Towering limes lead the eye dOllJn to the river 
and across a meadow planted mith thousands of.young trees, and on to the 
fidds oIfiJOthills.) 
... that had always existed in my imagination, that here J could 
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somehow come to myself at last. Is that what home is? Finding in the 
outer world a place that coincides with an inner landscape? 

EXT. THE GLEBE AND MOUNTAINS. DAY 

From outside looking in at ]B at the bedroom window. 
The Glebe itselffrom the river meadow, its reflection walT and insubstantia1 in the 
water. 
The house, small and square like {/ child's drawing, couched in trees, the ~Vicklom 

mountains stacked up behind it. 
The soft folds of the mountains. Cloud shadoms scud across them, light and shade, 
playing havoc !pith the cartography ofcolour - gorse-yellom, bracken-bro!pn, granite­
grtj', moss-green, lichen-white, heather-heather. 
]B: (Voice over) \Vhat makes a landscape? Is it the contours, the colours, the 

light, the rock, the things that grow upon it? What is the mysterious 
thing that touches us, that says, 'This is your place?' 
OB is looking at Djouce mountain. Its shape resembles a reclining moman.
 
He stares at it with intense concentration. A !poman 's bo~}' appears Jaintly
 
superimposed, close~)' following the contours of the mountain. ]B blinks in
 
surprise and the apparition disappears.
 
JB walks tilt: bog at Sa/~)' Gap. He is an amkward figure. His Jeet sink into
 
the soggy soil.
 
JB 's [riOt sinks into the squelching bog. The next step sets his fOot alongside a
 
rotting sheep's jam.)
 
The roof of the Wicklow mountains is a sponge, a bog that soaks up 
the relentless rain. It is bleak and desolate up here. I like that. It's a 
salutary corrective to my tendency to romanticize nature. The soft folds 
of the mountains give them a feminine aspect, but that softness came 
about by the glaciers grinding at the hard granite. Djouce Mountain 
was sacred to the Celts. They saw the Mother Goddess lying there, 
wrapped in moss and heather with the fickle light playing on her slopes. 
Ha! There I go! Remember, there's a stony heart under all that. In 
winter it's the bleakest place on earth. A wasteland - which is exactly 
what I needed for my film Excalibur. 
(Excalibur Excerpt: A knif{ht rides across the bleak land IPhere peasants grub 
among their rotting crops.) 

JH: (Voice our) A great hurt has been done by man to the earth. Crops will 
not grow. The knights set out on a quest to find the lost Grail. Only 
the Grail can heal the sick King and make the land fertile once more. 
OB comes across tll70 mCll cutting tuif in a peat-bog. They are pulling a healy 
object out ofa pool ofblack Ivater. It is a man perftct~J1 preserced kJ' the 
sterile bog. T1ie TCRF-CUTTf.R looks lip shiJli6' as JB approaches.) 
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TURF-cvrTER: Finding a few of these, lately. Could be a thousand years 
old, this lad. The old bog'lI preserve them for ever. 
(Thefigure is tanned the colour of the bog. As the water mns off it, JB studies 
the leathety ancient fi/ce.) 

.113: If only it could speak, eh? What tales he could tell. 
(A hiss of air escapes the bog-man '.I' mouth. JH is replaced by JH, who looks 
urg;entl)' at the BOG-,\1AN. He stoops close as the creature whispers.) 

BOG - \1 A:'-i: They buried me alive.
 
JH: Who did that to you?
 
BOG-.\IAN: The Druids. They made me half-dead.
 
JH: Why?
 
BOG-!\IAl": My sin was great. I did rape on the holy mountain.
 
JH: The Druids. Where did their power come from?
 
BOG-\L\!\i: Down there. The lough.
 

01\ tllrllS to look at Lough Tay. a sih'er dish oflvaterfar below. He looks 
back at the BOG-\IAN, who is trembling, his body callght in com:lIlsions.) 

Be warned, you who dig and delve, 
You who knows no peace himself, 
Never waken those who die, 
Let sleeping bogs lie. 

013 is back. He looks at the BOG-.\IAN, now lifeless and inert.) 
.113: You'd better get in touch with the National Museum. 

(The two TCRF-(TTTERSS willk at each other and grin with the specialjo.J' 
that men who do hard JVork derive from ea~J' money.) 

TlRF-ClTTER: .'\h, no, i\1r Boorman. There's a fellow in Roundwood 
makes them up for us. \Ve sell them to the tourists. It's softer work 
than cutting turf. 
~4 stream runs down from the bog into the magicalmllq ofLuggala. LOllgh 
Tay lies below couched in mountains, a mirror .fur the heavens, a chalice.) 

J13: (roire over) The rain, bog-filtered, beer-coloured begins its fall to the 
sea. It drops into Lough Tay at Luggala, and a few miles on it will 
pass my house. 
013 I/lIn:es dowll towards the IOllgh, pushing his W{~J' through tangled brallches.) 
There's an easier way down, all right, but I favour the steep slope to 
the lake with its tortured oaks entangled in the mossy rocks - a memory 
of how life looked after the ice receded. 
(Views ofLuggala in all its aspects ji-01l1 abo've and below.) 
This valley of Luggala is an enchanted place, a chalice cupped by 
mountains. I felt sure it was here, in the heart of her mystery, that the 
Lady of the Lake might offer up the sword of power - Excalibur. 
(Excalibur excerpt: The sword Exmlibur, held in the hand of the Lady of the 
Lake, rises ji-011l the water. 
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JB stands where Merlin stood. The lake is a mirror reflecting an upside-down 
mountain. As JB watches the lake, two strange creatures appear before him, 
GARECH BROWNE in norfolk jacket, bearded and pony-tailed, and MAfRTfN 

MACSIURTAIN, the tree man. MAfRTfN is peering myopical(V at a leaf 
while GARECH 's head is temporari(JI concealed by the young tree he is canJling. 
In ftct he looks like a mobile tree. It is an extremely rare Korean tree and they 
are disputing its history and pro-venance. MAfRTfN sudden(v disappears into 
a hole and GARECH hands him the tree.fOr planting. 
JB watches GARECH and MAfRTfN as they walk towards the house, a Gothic 
hunting lodge at the foot of the mountain commanding vielPs of the lake. 
Many trees have been planted in little cages to protect them from the deer that 
abound in the l'alley.) 

JB: (Voice over) Here is the habitat of the Hon. Garech Browne, my friend 
and neighbour. He is the custodian of this valley of Luggala. He 
nurtures it, as he nurtures Irish music and poetry. Mafrtin MacSiurtain 
is the tree man who plants for Garech and me. I put down mostly native 
broadleaves, whereas Garech favours rare and exotic species. That goes 
for his life. He is a collector of the rare and exotic - whether it be 
objects or people. He is a rare bird himself. 

EXT.!INT. UTGCjAL\. DAY 

JB looks through a windom (!!' the house. A number of people are draped about the 
room. There is an air of shabby decadence and exquisite good taste, a potent mix. 
GARECII and '\lAl RTf1\; enter. 
JB: (Voice our) Here he collects poets and pipers, druids and drunks, landed 

and stranded gentry. 
(Faces are picked out for JB to identi}jl: the poet JOHN MONTAGUE, the 
piper PADDY :\lOLONEY, the novelist GERAl.D HANLEY, DESMOND 

l\lACKEY, STAN GEBLER-DAVIS.) 

He likes to have his friends about him and when they die he keeps 
their death masks close at hand, and indeed their hands. 
(Mol'ing across the death masks on the wall and a pair of bronze hands on 
the sideboard among the vodka bottles. Across the open pages of the visitors 
book, over the Irish Georgian furniture and on to the portrait ofa young 
Garech hanging on the wall.) 
His own likeness by Lucien Freud is a death mask of his youth, for 
the face has gathered the wisdom and sorrow of years to itself since 
then. 
(Dissoh'e to GARECH'S present face, his eyes sad. He is now standing by the 
window looking out at the lake and the little temple on its shore.) 
About Gareth and this place the poet John Montague wrote ... 
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(MONTAGUE, seated in the room, has his New Selected Poems open in 
his lap. A dose shot of the poem 'Luggala' un the page. He reads. 

J1\I: Again and again in a dream I return 
to that shore ... 

EXT. J.UGGAJ.A. DAY 

JOHN MONTAGUE walks to the tomb ~)' the side of the lake. 
J1\I: (Voice over) There is 

a wind rising, a gull is trying to skim over the pines, and 
the waves whisper and strike along the bright sickle of the 
little strand. Shoving through reeds and rushes, leaping 
over a bogbrown stream, I approach the temple by the 
water's edge, death's shrine, cornerstonc of your sadness. 

(1M stands against one of the pillars. He looks duwn at the circular stune basin 
filled with water like an echo in artifice uf the lake beyond.) 

I stand inside, by one of the pillars of the mausoleum, and 
watch the water in the stone basin. As the wind ruffles 
cease, a calm surface appears, like a mirror or crystal. 

(Dissolve to GARECH'S face at the window. Superimpose the image on the 
stone basin ofblack water.) 

And into it your face rises, sad beyond speech, sad with an 
acceptance of blind, implacable process. For by this grey 
temple are three tombs, a baby brother, a half-sister and 
a grown brother, killed at twenty-one. 

(The lake, circled by gulls, falls into deep shaduw, forbidding. MONTAGUE, a 
small figure, lea"us the tomb and walks back towards the huuse.) 

Their monuments 
of Wicklow granite are as natural here as the scattered 
rocks, but there is no promise of resurrection, only the 
ultimate silence of the place, the shale littered face of the 
scree, the dark, dark waters of the glacial lake. 

INT. I.UGGALA. DAY 

The guests are engaged in cml"l'ersation. 
JB: (Vuice uver) Magic leaks out of that lake and people and things are 

intensified in this house, made better or worse, and whatever they are, 
they are made more so here. 
(In the drawing room one of the guests is looking through an album of 
photugraphs of Cared!'s wedding in Ivhich he wears an enurmuus turban 
and urnate robes.) 
Garech's marriage to an Indian princess gave full rein to his pleasure 
in ritual and regalia. 



61 BRIGHT DREAMS, HARD KNOCKS 

(Garech is there in the drawing room, back to the fire sum:ying his guests,
 
who are in animated conversation.
 
PADDY MALONEY has picked up his pipes and plays a haunting air that
 
seems to touch the very! spirit ofLuggala. It silences the cle7..'er tongues.
 
GARECH is moved 17)1 the music as he looks out over his guests. Still standing
 
~)' the fire, he levitates slight~J'. His guests applaud. 'That '.I powerfitl piping,
 
Paddy, ' they say.)
 

GARECH: Paddy, put me down. 

EXT. WICKLOW J\10UNTAI]';S. DAY 

From high abOl'e Luggala a 7.iem sweeping down from Lough Tay across tlie moun­

tains to Lough Dan.
 
JB: (Voice orer) From Lough Tay at Luggala the bog water begins to form
 

a river in the glacial Yalley and it cuts a path into a second lake, Lake 
Dan. UB on the grassy edge ofLough Dan, which is tamer, //lore benign tliall 
Tay. He turns and walks through the dark, tangled thicket and e111eIges ill 
the oakwood that rises from the shore. The floor of the ll7{Jod is dusted IlJith 
a haze of bluebells amid the hol6' and brackell.) On the lower shore a 
tangled thicket discourages intruders, but if you can pass through it 
you come upon a secret corner of the valley where lies one of the last 
fragments of primal oak forest. Much of northern Europe looked like 
this a thousand years ago. The oak was sacred to the ancient Celts. 
They cut it down on pain of death. They feared the wrath of the Green 
Man, the malevolent spirit of the woods. If the Green Man lived still, 
he would live in such a place. 
o figure gradua/~J' emerges from its SIIrroundillgs ofbark alld leal It appears 
to be a soldier in camouflage. JB has become JH. He studies the face.) 

JH: Is this a military exercise? In here of all places? 
1\1AN: Come closer. 

UH studies tlie face. The face is camoldiaged in brown alld black. Liellell and 
moss grow out of his beard and eyebrows.) 

JH: Camouflage? 
MAN: You could say that. (He raises a lIand. Tlie fingernails are long, spikj' 

points. The eyes are malevolent.) 
JH: It's you again. The Green Man. Can't you leave me alone? I just want 

to take a walk - ALONE! 
UH walks away; the GREEN MAN calls after him.) 

GREEN J\IAN: Alone? Only a fool would come to a wood like this to be 
alone. You're in the midst of life, death-dealer. You're in the heart of 
the world. 
(The GREEN MAN is suddell~J' in the branches ofa tree ill the path ofJB, 
who stops and looks up.) 
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Trespasser! Desecrator! Tree-feller!
 
(The GREE:'-I :\1-\:'-1 1I1akes a slashing pass with machete-like blade. .4 branch
 
crashes down on JB. He falls to the ground, pinned I~l' it. JB '.I' fare pops out
 
fr01l1 the lall'es that COl'er him.)
 

JB: (AngriM You've always been at war with us, long before we began to 
destrov vou. 

GREEN :\1 A1\;: Because you're the enemy. Always have been. 
JH: (Furious) Peace! Peace and harmony is what we want, you malignant 

hastard! 
(IB hauls hi1l1selt'0llt }rom under the branch, then gets tangled in briars, trips 
and falls headlong. The G REE:'-I "IAN'S laughter rings in his ears. Although 
it is JB who falls, it is JB who pain}itll)' stands up in his place, }reeing his 
feet }imn the briars. JB looks up at the tree abU7.'e him. Frayed ropes hang 
}rom seTeral branches.) 

JB: (Voice lJ7:er) The ropes are still there after more than ten years. It was in 
this same wood and on this very tree that we strung up ... 
(Excalibur Excerpt: Knights in armour hang }rom many of the tree '.I' limbs, 
sllJaying and creaking. A rook picks out the qe (lone oft/wn.) 
... the knights of King Arthur, who had failed to find the Grail and 

heal the land. They hung like rotting fruit. This oakwood, so vibrant 
with life, is also a place of death and decay. 

EXT. ANNA:\IOE. DAY 

17u camera follows the rh:er as it sweeps past an oak-ballked emupment, through
 
sih'er birch and gorse and meadow-sweet to the bridge at A nllamoe.
 
The camera passes under the bridge and dOllJn into]B 's domain.
 
The Glebe house, reflected ill the river. Youllg trees planted in cages line the banks.
 
The great lime trees standing about the house are in the first flush ~f leaf,' their
 
colo II I' at its limest. Pan to the slender bridge ll'hich spam the ri·cer.
 
Dissolve to the pell-antl-ink drawing oj'the design oj'the bridge.
 
JB: (Voice over) Just helow Lough Dan the river passes my house and divides
 

my land. \Ve built a bridge across it, which the architect Jeremy 
Williams designed. I wanted a sword-bridge, so narrow that one man 
with a sword could defend it against an army. It gives access to thirty­
five acres on which we have planted thirteen thousand native broadleaf 
trees. Jeremy helped Mafrtin and I plan the series of groves and the 
network of walks and rides between them. 

INT. GLEBE DRAWING ROOM. DAY 

JEREMY is drawing a perspectit'e view of the house set among the groves of trees 
giving an impression ofhow they will look in maturity. J Band MAfRTfN lean over 
him as he works. Spread out on the table are Jlairtlll '.I' plans ofthe groves, indicating 
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the species planted. They remark that tli!!.)' will all be dead when the woods look like r this. MAfRTf", comments on the suitabiliO' of the soil and the ecological eflects. JB 

tells ofhis wish to restore the ralle)' to its original natural condition. JEREMY speaks 
of landscaping, Capabili~)' Brown, and the fOrgot/en people who planted the mature 
trees here. They also were dead before their trees came to their full glo/J'. 

EXT. GLEBE. DAY 

!vL\IRTfN and Jfl walk the land, inspecting the young trees, the damage done l~)' 

rabbits, the trees cut kJ' hares angl)' that trees hal'e been planted on their runs. 
l\IAIRTfN points out that although our aim is to restore we are also imposing an 
ecology. All growth is resisted, all nature is in competition. 'mIat about reaching a 
state of harmony?' asks JB. 'We drain, plough, fence, plant, banish the gorse. Are 
we doing the right thing? Some experts claim that we shouldn't plant at all. We 
should allmp these fOrests to regenerate natural~)'. ' 
The GREEN "1'\'\1 appears at their side. 
GREE:" !vIA'\!: Exactly. Nature? It's become a third world country. We live 

on hand-outs of fertilizers. Look at those groves with their barbed­
wire fences - refugee camps for trees. 

JB: You are so melodramatic. 
(The GREEN J\1AN has disappeared. i\lAfRTfN monders if the remark is 
aimed at him. But then JB often talks to himself, so MAfR'rf'\l just ignores 
it. 
\IAfRTIN talks about trees, how that great oak, in its lifetime, mill consume 
on~)' a cupful oj'nutrients. These, the largest living things, take their sustenance 
from the air. The.!' Hi'e on carbon dioxide and replenish our oxygen. The.!' 
temper our climate and prOL'ide the enriromnent fOr alljOrms of life. They 
are noble, the.!' have no malice nor aggression. They prln'ide us mith n:elJ'thing 
from newsprint to jimziture. 
JB beamzes passionate on the subject. This is a tree planet, he claims. It belongs 
to them. vVe should rn'ere them as our ancestors did. I've mme to know these 
trees, he s{z)'s. T1lhen 1 stand among them the.!' calm me, the)' steady me down. 
Is that fancijitl? When 1 was in the Amazon there was a species being killed 
b)' a I'irus that was sloml)' moI'ing across the fOrest. A strange thing occurred. 
Trees in the path of the virus but which it had not yet reached, dn'eloped 
antibodies. When the virus arrz'z'ed, the)' were able to mithstand it. Did the 
{~)'ing trees send out some kind ofsignal? Do trees hal'e minds, iHairtln? He 
thinks the.!' do. 
The.!' walk among the grol'es, examining the tender young leaves flushing Oil 

the fledgling trees. Close shots of a leaf of each species, veined and vibrant. On 
the soundtrack '\lAfRTf'\l recites their names, oak, ash, beech, willow, black 
walnut, hornbeam, etc. It is a litany ofprojijsion. 
They examine oaks planted five years ago and now becoming sturdy. 
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MAfRTfN, JB and JEREMY are joined ky PADDY KENNY as they approach 
the point where two rivers converge. They discuss JB's wish to build a pagoda 
at the point ofconvergence. JB says that the meeting of rivers have alwa'ys 
been considered sacred places. They discuss holy places, wells, lakes, springs 
- holy meaning whole, complete, harmonious. Is it proper to mark this place 
with a pagoda or should it be left wild, untouched? U1t.y does man have this 
compulsion to impose meaning, order, .form? JB sa.Ys it is a wa,V ofcollnecting 
the real, turbulent, chaotic world to our dream TlJOrld. 
A large stone boulder sits in the grass a few 'yards from the Glebe house. 
BROTHER ANTHONY, a Benedictine monk, hammer and chisel in hand, 
chips at the hard granite. He is can'ing a series of Celtic spirals illto the 
reluctant stone. JB questions him. 
Tt71Y did he want to do it? Because it is so hard, almost impossible? Like 
being a monk in modern Ireland? 
BROTHER ANTHONY points out that the glacier took much longer and more 
care to produce this beautijid shape. He explains that this was a glacialralley 
and that 14,000 years ago we would hare had hundreds offeet of ice abore 
us. JB asks why me htll'e this urge to take an artefact of nature and improve 
it. 
Not improve it, BROTHER ANTHONY replies, but tlJi to knOlv it, reveal it, 
release it. The spirals follom the sZYIe ofthose .foulld at NeTl) Grange. 
Some illustrations ofthe New Grange spirals. 
JB comments that the spirals suggest tension within the rock, powerful opposing 
.forces held ill balance. Is that ridiculous? Do we impose our imaginations on
 
the inert and lifeless, needing to find meaning everywhere?
 
BROTHER ANTHONY might respond that he seeks God ill all nature. The
 
hard rock reminds him how hard He is to filld.
 
What about the rirer? Like me, says JB, 'you have the urge to submerge, onZl'
 

'you do it winter and summer. Is it a sensual pleasure or a may of scourging
 
the flesh?
 
Both at once, BROTHER ANTHONY laughs.
 
BROTHER ANTHONY and JB swim in the river. They speculate that the
 
river is the opposite of the rock. It is all movement and change and reflects
 
whatelYI' is in its path. T1Ihat is a river? Its path, its course, its flon)? It
 
changes at every! momellt of time. Yet when we say 'river', we see it in our
 
minds, we know it. Change is the onZy constant ofa river. A ri"1'er is an idea,
 
not a thing. It is like a movie, which we know is a big reel with a start and
 
a finish but we e>.perience it one frame at a time. So it is with the river. We
 
know it has a source and runs down to the sea. But we experience it a bit
 
at a time. JB sa.ys that rivers, .for all their elusiveness, are a great comjiJrt to
 
him. 'I can't be far .from one.for long. '
 
JB swimming in the river.)
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JB: (Voice Ol'er) As a child on the Thames I fell into the river by a lock and 
was sucked down by an open sluice-gate. When I could hold my breath 
no longer, I breathed water - the lungs close off automatically - but 
the stomach sucks it in and out. The water roared in my ears. I opened 
my eyes and stopped struggling. I was breathing the river. I felt 
completely at home in this alien element. I had become the river. VB 
ducks under the surface of the river.) Deliverance was a film about rivers. 
When Jon Voigt falls, he plunges into a nightmare, for the man he has 
shot is brought back to apparent life and seems to embrace his killer. 
(Deliverance excerpt: Ed (Voigt) is lowering the dead mountain man bJ' rope 
down a chfJ-side to the river. The rope breaks and theJ! both fall into the 
water. Beneath the surface, the mountain man's limbs appear to mOl'e and 
grasp at his killer. The rope entangles the two men. Ed's eyes are jiJll ofhorror.) 
In Excalibur, Percival is set upon by the people he had betrayed. Failing 
to find the Grail, he has lost all hope. He is sucked under by the 
weight of his armour, by the weight of his guilt. 
(Excalibur excerpt: Perch'al is hurled into the rirer kJ' angry peasants. His 
armour drags him under. Beneath the water he struggles to rid hilllselfof 
the annour, the lveight of which is holding him under. Final~J' naked, he 
bursts to the surface gasping jor air. 
JB sur/aces from the black waters of the rh:er. 
(Excalibur excerpt continues: Percival hauls himself out of the water to ./ind 
himself at the Grail Castle.) 
Stripped of his pride, and all he possesses, and having breathed the 
water of despair, only then - when all hope is lost - does he find 
himself at the gate of Grail Castle. So, finally, he is able to fulfil his 
quest and heal the King, and to bring the Wasteland back into fruit 
and flower. 

EXT. THE POWERSCOI'RT W.'\TERFAJ.L. DAY 

The slender waterfall feathers down the rock jace into a pool ofspraJ'. Dissoh:e to ... 

EXT. GJ.F:NDAJ.OL·GH HO('SE. [)AY 

... the cas({lde at Glenda10ugh /lol/se. It spills into a mIL'ert which guides the
 
nJater dOllJ/1 a series of pools alld li~)'ponds through exuberant and lPild~)' l'ariol/s
 
rhododendrons and azalias. DA:\TNY ROCIIEFORD meeds and nurses it.
 
JB: (Voice our) All is flow and all water has a longing for the sea. One o(
 

the many streams that join our river is captured by my neighbour, and 
her gardener, Danny Rocheford. I Ie guides it through a series of pools 
and canals to make this water garden, a dream of what nature could be, 
or was once, perhaps, or is still - in another world. 

Syed Aftab
Rectangle
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(DANNY clips and weeds, and digs and tells of the endless struggle to keep it 
beautiful. JB asks him what would happen if it was left wild.) 

EXT. THE GLEBE RIVER. DAY 

DANNY is fishing in the river. He speaks of the fish he callght as a boy, how much 
larger they were then, and how the old men in his day remembered tales ofsalmon. 
A tall man in long waders appears in the middle of the river. He is NICK GREY. 

.IE: (Voice orer) Nick Grey is engaged in a study of this whole river system 
trom the Wicklow mountains to Arklow, where it meets the sea. 
(He fills a bottle with a sample of lvater and holds it up to the light. Lem'es 
of mica sparl..'le in the SOUp)' mater. He comments on its contents. 
A map is spread Ollt. NICK GREY 's fingers trace the tributaries and he 
describes the water shed. He shoms 0111' riur coming /rom Sal(J' Gap and 
Lough Tay and the other branches ol'the system spilling down /rom 
Glendalough, Glemnalure and Glenmacanass. He points tu Al'OCa.) 

EXT. RIVER AT AVOCA. DAY 

'lICK GREY and .IE are !Vading in the river. 'lICK describes how the old copper 
mines are still leaching metal into the rin:r. Sec'eml uld mines release uther metals 
and the A rklOllJ ril'er is one of the most polluted in Europe. He describes how a 
jil11f{uS reacts with the copper are til produce mlphuric acid, !Vhieh runs into the riur. 
It eats his rubber boots amay. 

LXT. "iITRATE FACTORY. DAY 

.'1 grc:J' pall of dust is permanent(J' settled liver the filct01Y and the surrounding 
l'egetatiol!. Not a weed [pill grOllJ within a quarter ufa mile of it. 
JH: (Voice ol'er) This factory produces nitrate fertilizers which are supposed 

to promote growth and bounteous crops. The Holy Grail of Science. 
Ironically, it kills every living thing about it and produces this wasteland. 
No salmon could ever pass this place. And, if it did, the sulphuric acid 
would be waiting for it upriver. 
(PADDY MOLONEY plays a dirge un the soundtrack as the wounded rirer 
final()1 dissolves into the Irish Sea. It is a bleak, featureless place. The camera 
moves in on the murky swirling water . .. ) 
A river that begins in hopeful springs and magical lakes, ends here in 
a kind of lurid, green death. 

INT. GLEBE/DRAWING ROOM/HAl.LWAY. NIGHT 

A reprise of the first scene. JH in the coffin rises out of the casket, guided bJ'. a , 
woman's hand. 
]B: (Voice over) The opening scene. A man has a dream of death. A mysterious 

woman draws him back to life. 
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INT. GLEBE/STUDY. DAY 

JB is trying to write a script. He nlO'ves Fom his desk to a drawing board where 
he has made a chart on a large sheet ofpaper. On it are lines and arrows and 
words like 'plot', 'themes', 'the woman '. There is also a stol)'board of the dream 
uen at the beginning of the film. 
JB: (Voice over) He meets her later, by chance. He recognizes her from his 

dream. Does she recognize him? No. He follows her obsessively. She 
is elusive, mysterious. She's wounded by life in some way. 
(His Ilame is called. A 'vis itor. He rises from his reverie and leaves the room.) 

INT. GLEBE DRAWING ROOM. DAY 

JB enters the room where a woman is awaiting him. Her hair, clothes and make­
up are <'el)' diffirent but it is unmistakaNl' her, the woman Fom the dream. Her 
manlier is brillle, aggressire. SHE holds a miniature tape-recorder in her hand 
which SHE shakes at him. 
SHE: You don't mind this? People deny they said things. Journalists make 

things up. It keeps us honest.
 
(.rB sits down. Her stares at her, astonished. SHE does not sit but m07-'fS about
 
the room, inspecting it brazen~y. SHE looks at some paintings.)
 
Ivon Hitchens?
 

JB: Yes. 
SHE: He just kept on painting the same landscape over and over. Never got 

it right, I guess. (SHE laughs rather unpleasant~y.) 

JB: Well, I happen to believe he was trying to penetrate that landscape. In 
the end he wasn't painting trees and rivers, but their meaning. 
(SHE raises an eyebrow) 

SHE: I'll do you a favour. I won't print that. It would read so pretentious. 
(.rH appears at JB 's side on the sofa.) 

JH: It's her! 
JB: I know. 
SHE: You know it's pretentious? Then why say it? 
JH: Say something. Do something. 
JB: Shut up. 
SHE: Take it easy. 

(BRIG ID the housekeeper comes in with a traJ' of coffee and puts it down 011 

the stone coffin. The woman runs her fingers over the can'ed runes just as 
her dream sister did.) 
Creepy coffee-table. 

JB: As a matter of fact, it's a Celtic sarcophagus. 
SHE: Some critics have said there is an unhealthy obsession with death in 

your movies. How do you feel about your own death? 
JB: Right now I feel I'd rather die than do this interview. 



............
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SHE: Why did you agree? You surely know my reputation. 
JB: I wanted to use your magazine to promote my film. 

(SHE smiles sweetly, sits.) 
SHE: Great. We want to exploit each other. Perfect grounds for a modern 

relationship. Speaking of which, I read somewhere that you are very 
taken with that quote from Citizen Kane where the guy says that he 
glimpsed this girl getting off the Staten Island ferry. Never saw her 
again, but there wasn't a day went by for twenty years when he didn't 
think about her. Is that how you see women? Mysterious, elusive? 

JB: The women in Hope and Glory were earthy and raunchy, weren't they? 
SHE: But they were your mother and aunts and sisters. They probably 

disgusted you. So you reach out for this 'idea' of woman. Sort of 
distant and unattainable and therefore safe. And also she has to carry 
all this symbolic baggage, like she's Mother Nature and Isis and the 
Lady of the Lake, etc. I mean do you really believe all this mystical 
stuff? 
VH appears at JB'S side again.) 

JH: This is disastrous. Can't you stop her? Can't you rewind this? Make her 
how we want her to be? Start again? 

SHE: Have you ever actually had a mystical experience? 
VB looks anxious~}' at JH then turns to SHE.) 

JB: You can't see him, can you? 
SHE: Who? Are you putting me on? You call yourself a Jungian. Wasn't Carl 

Jung just a convenient scientific justification for your pet ideas about 
man's alienation from nature, Merlin as a magician-mediator and the 
quest for the Holy Grail, all those woolly notions about harmony and 
oneness? 

JB: Do I get a chance to answer some of these questions? 
SHE: Go ahead. 
JB: Well, let's take Merlin. Yes, he is very real to me. He lives in my 

imagination. We converse all the time. 
SHE: But has he ever appeared, physically, like in this room? 
JB: No, of course not. 
SHE: SO it's all just so much fantasy and whimsy? 

(MERLIN appears, in the conservato1J' window, behind SHE. JB jumps to his 
ftet, astonished. He points.) 

JB: Can you see him? It's him, Merlin. 
(She smiles, cynica/(v.) 

SHE: You pulled that one already. 
(SHE looks over her shoulder. SHE screams. MERLIN puts his hand 011 her 
ann, cOllfimling his (Orporali~y.) 

Look, I absolutely do not believe you can possibly exist. 
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MERLIN: You are not yourself. 
(SHE starts to sob. SHE looks younger and rulnerable. The brittle shell has 
fallen away.) 

SHE: I know. I'm not like this. I'm someone else.
 
MERLIN: All men are liars and you have devoted your life to finding them
 

out. 
SHE: Yes. And it's made me into someone I don't like. 
MERI.IN: It's a terrible thing, not to feel at home in your own skin, to be a 

stranger in a strange land. You are not alone. So it was with me. So 
it is with him. (Indicating JB) But you have come to the right place, for 
close by is Glendalough. Long ago a man called Kevin came there. 
He also was lost to himself ... 

EXT. GI.E:"JDALOLGH. DAY 

The mountains rise sharp~)! FO/ll the lake. It is more forbidding, powe1fitl and 
ominous than Louglz TaJ! and Lough Dan. Paddy's /IIusit echoes across it. 
JB: (Voice o~'er) In the sixth century, the man Kevin came to this remote 

place and lived as a hermit up here in a tiny cell and stared at the lake 
and mediated. 
oB stands at St Kerin's Bed, looking down at the lake.) 
Such was his reputation that he attracted hundreds of fervent followers 
and a great monastery grew up. 
(The churches, the round tOHJer and the gral'l:yard clustered in the mlle.)' at 
thefuot of the lake.) 
Probably Kevin came here because the Druids had found it a holy 
place before him. So what was the power it possessed? What was 
Kevin doing? Praying, I suppose. But, why here? And why did this 
supremely passive act arouse such wild excitement? His disciples knew 
he was on to something. 
(Tourists wander about in a desultU1]! W{~)'. Thq stare out at the lake as 
though waiting fur something to happen.) 
Glendalough is one of the essential tourist stops in Ireland. They are 
told it is a holy place, the holiest of all. They flock here as Kevin's 
followers did. But when they arrive, they are disappointed. They look 
at the lake hoping to feel something, but there is no ritual, no ceremony 
to help them. At shrines all over the world you see the same blank 
expressions as the secular present peers at the magical past. Is it quite 
dead, that past? 
(The tourists hare gone. JH is alone at the lake. He is climbing up to St 
Ka'in's Bed. It is very' steep. He clutches at roots to haul himse(( up.) 

JH: (Voice m'er) I dreamt I was trying to reach Kevin's Bed. I knew if I could 
only get there, some important mystery would be revealed. 
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(He reaches the top, panting. JB is standing there. They look. A deep hum 
seems to come from the lake.) 

JH: Can you hear that?
 
JB: No. What?
 
JH: There's a great force coming from the lake.
 
JB: J often come here hoping to feel something, but ...
 
JH: Surely you can feel it. It's terrifying.
 

VH is trembling, his eyes ftariu!. JB has disappeared.) 
JH: (Voice over) A great force was coming from the lake. It was ... I-Iow can 

I describe it ... like naked power. It was terrifying because it had no 
purpose, no objective, not good, not evil. It was just itself. VH is 
trembling, his tTl'S jea/flil. A wind has got up, lashing the trees around him, 
bllffiting the mater ojl the lake. JH starts to scramble down the hill.) .-\nd I 
understood that what the Druids and the monks were doing was to 
harness that power to the cause of good and now nobody is watching, 
nobody cares, and it is running wild, blind, destructive. 
VII is running along the shore of the lake, terrified.
 
A WO:\IA"i '.I face is risingji,{)}1/ the lake, forcing itselfl/p throl/gh the tl/rbl//t'Ilt
 
water. As she bursts through the sw/flce, the humming stops.
 
JH looks back 07:er his shol/lder at the lake lIlld sees the \YO\L\1'\ emerging
 
from the water. She n.'('ars a sileer /lJetsuit. She looks at JH alld he sees that
 
she is the \\O\IA'\I in his dream. She reaches the shore some fiR)' yards a/vlI)'
 
mhere twisted trees oZ'erhang the IPater. The slllface (~r the ll'ater is caill/
 
again.
 
The WO:\IA"I smiles at him. Even though they are jea apart and speak so.ft~)'
 

thf)' are able to hear each other's lvords.)
 
JH: J have been looking for you all my life. 
W01\IA"I": And in other lives. And you will. The word is not ... 

(Before she can finish her sentence, the GREEN MA"I emerges from a tree 
beside her. He drams her into the mood.) 

JH: (Voice over) I tried to help her, but my feet would not move. 
VH'S tormented flice. Flashes of limbs seen through branches. Fallen leaves 
churn into the air in the turmoil of the rape. The spiked fingernails of the 
GREEN MAN rip open the rubber belly of the WOMAN. Blossoms and berries 
spill out of the wound. The GREEN MAN claws them with his cupped hands 
and buries his mouth in them. 
JH s(reams soundlessly. A hand touches his shoulder and he swings about.) 

JH: Merlin! 
MERLIN: You cannot stop it. It happened long ago. Before Kevin, before 

the Druids. It is the wound. 

JH: Jean J must. 
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(MERLIN gestures towards ]H 's feet. He looks down. His feet are tree roots 
going deep into the ground. He screams.) 

INT. GLEBE DRAWING ROOM. NIGHT 

JB is sleeping on the soja. A book lies in his lap. He wakes up with a start. He rubs 
his feet. Pins and needles. He stands up but his feet will not support him proper~)I. 

He circles the rug as though walking on glass. He sudden~)I sees i\Jlerlin sitting in an 
armchair b)1 the window. He goes towards him. 
JB: How can we heal the wound, Merlin? 
;\IERUJ\:: Ah, there's a question. 
JB: Is there nothing I can do? 
.'\1ERI.lN: Well, you have made this film. 

VB looks out the window, at the dear, summer's afternoon light. He turns 
towards "-IERI.IN and smiles.) 

JB: Or.:... Cut. It's a wrap. Thank you very much, everybody. 

8 July 

Yesterday we completed the ten-day shoot. The crew consisted of Seamus 
Deasy as cameraman, his brother Brendan on sound and Shane O'T\eil as 
focus puller. Seamus's son, also called Shane, is clapper-loader. The Deasys 
had come to my attention when they made The /Haking o(Excalibur for T\eil 
Jordan. They are quiet and resourceful. Seamus is a superb camera operator 
and he lights with subtlety. We got by with one electrician, who worked only 
two days out of ten. Sean Ryerson acted as production manager and first 
assistant director. David Keating, a young writer/director who is a protege of 
mine, worked as a kind of second AD on an occasional basis. Propping, set­
decorating and gripping we did between us. John Hurt played my alter ego 
in the dramatized sequences. My son Charley was the Green Man, the 
malevolent spirit of the forest, and Janet McTeer played the woman who 
appears in three manifestations: a mysterious stranger in the opening scene, 
a bitchy journalist and finally the Lady of the Lake. Other parts were done 
by non-actors, all friends: Stan Gebler-Davies, a Swiftian columnist, played 
Merlin; odd-job man Philip Giles, Andy Byrne who helps plant my trees, 
Brigid and Mrs Curly, who help in the house, did other small roles. 

My fears about acting were well founded. As a director you must stand 
outside the action and watch objectively. You must put out of mind what you 
know of the actor's thoughts and feelings and believe only what you see and 
hear, but as an actor you are blind. I was shocked that I could not see myself. 
Unlike the director, the actor must exclude everything - the camera, crew, 
everything - from his consciousness and depend on his feelings, or his 
simulated feelings. I found myself watching the camera out of the corner of 


