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Synopsis 
After an opening which shows the previous events which shape this story the plot settles in London in the year 1912. 

Five men arrive for dinner to hear the latest case of Thomas Carnacki, an Edwardian parapsychologist. Two of the men are new acquaintances and sceptics.

As the tale begins the scene shifts to earlier that month, with CARNACKI - and his servant ISOBEL  RUSSELL- beginning the investigation of The Grey Room, a bedroom haunted for generations by a violent spirit. Having ruled out the possibility of a hoax, Carnacki uses a protective field of his own design to identify and isolate the source of the haunting.

Characters
THOMAS CARNACKI
Professional “Ghost-Finder”

ISOBEL  RUSSELL
Carnacki's black servant

PETERS
Butler at Wayland Manor

LEE ARKWRIGHT
Sceptical Newsman

Dr. JOHN WATSON
Even more sceptical doctor

LORD WAYLAND
Surviving member of the Wayland family

HULBERT WAYLAND
Doomed ancestor of the above.

DODGSON, JESSUP and TAYLOR 
Old acquaintances of Carnacki

CAESAR
Doomed guard dog.

PROL.

<INTERIOR. WAYLAND MANOR. A 16th century high class drinking binge. Revellers sit around the large fireplace in a large hall late at night. Filling the view is "HULBERT", an aristocrat. He has a red face, and shirt open to the neck. Ginger side burns glisten. A brandy glass sits almost forgotten in one hand. Discussion concerns a ring grasped in his other hand. ARCHIE is leading the others in ridiculing him. All are slurring.>

OTHERS - Tell us Hulbert ! Oh come on !
HULBERT -  Its a family heirloom.
OTHERS- Really ?

HULBERT -  From ...island,... Crete... 

(Sniggering)

ARCHIE - No its not. 

<Snatches it from him. Hulbert to drunk to resist or even move> 

ARCHIE - Its a cheap trinket. 

<Laughter all round. The ring is held uP to the light. It is oddly shaped in the manner of a pentacle. Archie starts to try it on>

HULBERT -  No !

OTHERS- What ?

HULBERT -  Its a luck charm. Bad Luck.

OTHERS- Oh,..... Hulbert...Where did you find it ?

HULBERT -  It was brought back from the Crusades by....
<Archie puts the ring on. There is much laughter. Hulbert looks away disgusted and takes another gulp of Brandy>

OTHERS- What kind of bad luck ?....

OTHERS- Stay away from cards Archie....
OTHERS- And the horses.

<Hulbert looks at Archie parading the ring on his finger. Seems ready to pass out> 

HULBERT - Finished ?

ARCHIE - <Takes off ring and puts it on table> Now you. <Lots of laughter>

HULBERT -  I am not... <Nearly falls forward in his chair> putting that on...

CUT TO

INT. GREY ROOM. 

<Hulbert leans heavily against the doorpost and breathes a sigh of relief as he hears the front door slam shut and the others leave. From doorway he admires his beautiful wife and daughter as they sleep together in the large four poster bed. He moves over and sits on the bed. His wife stirs>

HULBERT -  <Slurring heavily> Did they scare her ?

WIFE - Shut up Hulbert, and get into bed.

<He takes off his grey shoes and collapses unconscious on the bed>

CUT TO

INT. GREY ROOM. MORNING 

<Curtains still shut. Daylight peeps through them. knocking at the door. No answer from the bed. "Sir ?" Still no response. Muffled discussion behind the door. Butler sticks his head around, then enters and opens the window. Maid screams. Bedclothes lie on the floor. Two female bodies lie at odd angles, their necks are quite obviously broken. Next to them Hulbert awakes with a start and shouts with horror when he sees his dead wife and daughter. Then he notices the ring on his finger>


DISSOLVE TO:

SCENE  AUTONUM  

An invitation card. 

"Mr Thomas Carnacki requests the presence of Mr Lewis Dodgson for dinner at his residence in Cheyne Walk, Chelsea on Wednesday 11th March at 8pm"
Scribbled at the bottom is BRING A FRIEND DODGSON, YOU WILL ENJOY THIS.
 - NIGHTEXTERIOR

<Two men wait outside a townhouse in a London street. Early 1900's. One reading a card the other a newspaper. 

Front page of the EVENING STANDARD dated Wednesday 11th March, year 1912.

Headline : 

WE WANT EIGHT AND WE WON'T WAIT !” - 

Protestors call for more dreadnoughts to counter German threat. Navy Bill debated.
The paper is grimy and looks like it has been picked up off the street.

The man reading it is short and wears a boater out of season he is in his fifties. He is ARKWRIGHT, a newspaperman. The other, a shy thoughtful gentleman, DODGSON, is a lawyer.>

DODGSON - Try not to make it plainly obvious you are a journalist. It might provoke the wrong reaction.

ARKWRIGHT -  If half what you say about this chap is true he's not going to worry what the papers say about him.

<Two men approach. A jowled, robust scot - DONALD JESSUP and an older figure who walks with a stick - DR. JOHN WATSON>

DODGSON - Jessup !
<They idle over to meet them>

DODGSON - Bitter weather Donald.

JESSUP -  Aye. <Introduces them to the older man>. Lewis Dodgson the Barrister and ... Arkwright isn't it ?

ARKWRIGHT -  <Has recognised the old man. Eagerly shakes his hand> Lee Arkwright, Evening Standard.

JESSUP -  <Introduces the older man> Dr. John Watson.

ARKWRIGHT -  I recognised you straight away sir. How is Mr Holmes ?

WATSON - I'm surprised <taps the newspaper with a stick> the papers have room for ghost stories.

<They both consider the headline>

ARKWRIGHT -  Perhaps ghosts are the industry of the future..

<Arkwright and Watson chuckle blackly>

WATSON - Too true. But perhaps shipbuilding is a safer short term bet.

DODGSON – Perhaps it is worth reminding you that. Mr Carnack lost his wife at sea. ..... Taylor !

<A well built colonial arrives and doffs his hat. He is introduced as BRENDAN TAYLOR. An entrepreneur>

TAYLOR -  Famous Doc Watson ? famous for what ?

<He is ignored>

ARKWRIGHT – From what I 'ere about the others on that boat – Mrs Carnacki had it easy !  You should have seen the newsman who covered it in Whitby !

<Dodgson moves them toward the front of the house. Taylor, who's barely been introduced, is already giving Arkwright deathly looks>

ARKWRIGHT -  <Oblivious> An you talk to ME of morbity ! Indeed !

DODGSON - <Embarrassed. Knocks on the door. It opens.> Shall we go in ?

<Arkwright goes in first>

JESSUP -  Nice guest you brought Lewis.

<Lewis shrugs and sighs and follows TAYLOR in>

TAYLOR -  If he talks about her like that in front of him I'm gonna wring his neck.

WATSON - I would have thought an American would admire straight talking.

<Taylor glowers at Watson>

JESSUP -  Canadian, Doctor, Canadian. 

<The door is opened by a black girl, ISOBEL . She wears smart lower middle class clothes, but nothing to identify her as a housekeeper. They remove their coats in the hallway. She takes them.

ARKWRIGHT -  <Looks around. Whispers to Watson> Surprisingly normal in here. Apart from the errr...

<She squeezes past with the coats into another room>

ARKWRIGHT -  I say Lewis, is she.....

<Carnacki appears from a side door>

CARNACKI Black ? Most certainly. "Negro" if you wish. And quite safe with the coats I assure you.  Dinner will be served shortly.

WATSON - What is her name ?

CARNACKI ISOBEL . Isoble Russel. 

WATSON - <Calls to her> ISOBEL , which part of the sub-continent are you from ?

<Sticks her head back around the door. Appears uncertain about the question. Watson turns to ask Carnacki but before she can she speaks with a broad LONDON accent>

ISOBEL  - Errr.... Soho sir.

<Watson LOOKS A LITTLE SHOCKED>


CUT TO:

 NIGHTINT. 

SITTING ROOM 

<Post dinner they recline in a set of chairs arranged around Carnacki>

CARNACKI Were you expecting voodoo dolls and crucifixes Mr Arkwright ?

ARKWRIGHT -  Perhaps a few magic symbols at least

CARNACKI Well I'm sure I can arrange that before the evening is out.

<Arkwright thinks he's kidding. ISOBEL puts her head around the door.>

ISOBEL  - Will that be all Sir ? I have things to be doing......

CARNACKI Yes of course. Please go.

<She disappears. There is an embarrassed silence.>

DODGSON - Studying ?

CARNACKI No, she is developing some photographic plates taken at Wayland Manor.

WATSON - She seems a very busy young lady.

CARNACKI She's paid well for it I assure you.

ARKWRIGHT -  What else does she do ?

<The others look daggers at him>

CARNACKI You need not strain you're sense of decency Mr Arkwiright. She is an extra pair of hands, nothing more.

WATSON - Did you teach her photography ?

CARNACKI She is exceedingly bright Doctor. Isobel was devouring the fundamentals of chemistry before she'd fully learned to read and write.

TAYLOR -  And she's a demon at chess.

JESSUP -  Speaking of which, demons that is, ....

CARNACKI Yes, Of course, Wayland Manor. Well as you might know it began as a request a few weeks ago from a Mr Anderson....


CUT TO:

DAYEXTERIOR – LONDON, THE ALBERT MEMORIAL

<CARNACKI stands beneath an umbrella in the rain and reads the inscription. He is approached from behind by another man with a mustache of similar age and build. he is ANDERSON. The Newcomer clears his throat. Carnacki turns round. A- Extends his hand>

ANDERSON - Carnacki isn't it ? Thomas Carnacki ?

CARNACKI - You must be ....

ANDERSON - (they shake hands) Anderson. Martin. Pleased to meet you again.

CARNACKI - Again ?

ANDERSON - Lord Godalmings wedding ?

CARNACKI - Oh of course.... Its the mustache.

ANDERSON - Yes, they say the girls like 'em but I've seen no evidence so far.

CARNACKI - How is his lordship finding married life ?

ANDERSON - Oh, a breeze. He's ecstatic. I say, I'm sorry I couldn't meet you at your place....

CARNACKI - I quite understand.

ANDERSON - Time commitments you know. I have to dash off any day now. Africa.

CARNACKI - Really ? for a long time ?

ANDERSON - Oh, a month at least. Family thing. Johannesburg.

CARNACKI - Well, best of Luck.... so what is your problem ?

ANDERSON - Well,..... I suppose you might call it a haunting.

<Pauses with embarrassment>

CARNACKI - <Unsurprised> Yes. Please go on.

ANDERSON - Weeellll..... its an old family thing. We think it came with the house. I have little problem with it actually. Its my wife. She's the daughter of a cleric you know. Just won't share the house with it. Thinks its a restless spirit. I actually told her you were an exorcist. Does that offend you ?

CARNACKI - No more than an astronomer would be offended by being called an astrologer.

ANDERSON - Does that mean yes or no ?

<CARNACKI smiles quiety. ANDERSON laughs to himself>

CARNACKI - It is a new science for a new century Mr Anderson. And as such requires all the empirical evidence it can find. Please tell me the nature of the haunting.


CUT TO:

PUDDLES


CUT TO:

<Sometime later>

CARNACKI - So its settled. My assistant and I will go over to the house on Friday...

ANDERSON And my Butler Peters will see to your every need.

<ANDERSON sees Carnacki staring up at the rain falling down Prince Alberts vast tombstone>

ANDERSON Ghastly weather isn't it ?

CARNACKI - Ghastly.


CUT TO:

FRIDAY

EXT.  – DAY

HERTFORDSHIRE LANE, LATE AFTERNOON

<Large Edwardian motorcar tears down the lane. A farmer appears and drags a cow into the road. Car screeches to a halt. The driver - a black girl wearing goggles - shouts abuse at the stunned yokel>

ISOBEL  Are you gonna be there all day or what mate ?!

<Carnacki sits next to her. He looks ill>

CARNACKI - Wait.

<He gets out of the car and is sick at the side of the road. ISOBEL gets out full of concern and takes her goggles and gloves off>

ISOBEL   Are you sure it ain't my drivin' ?

CARNACKI - <Wiping his face> Perhaps you are abusing the speed limit a little. But the truth is these things <points at the car> do this to me every time. I think it’s the motion of the vehicle itself. I thought it would be easier if I wasn't driving.....

<He is sick again>

ISOBEL   An' its worse ?

<Carnacki shakes his head. Face sweaty and ill>

CARNACKI – It’s much better actually....

<Sick again>

ISOBEL  Is it like bein' seasick ? 

<Carnacki manages a nod>. 

I reckon wer're nearly there anyway.

<Carnacki pukes again begins to recover himself>

ISOBEL  An' it wasn't the egg salad ?

<Pukes again>

CARNACKI - Could you get me some water please ?

CUT TO EXTERIOR CORNFIELD

<Carnacki and ISOBEL  have left the car and gone for a walk. Carnacki is taking deep breaths.

ISOBEL  This place is beautiful innit ? I can 'ardly believe nature gets as nice as this.

CARNACKI - Imagine how beautiful it would be if we could experience all of it.

ISOBEL  Eh ?

CARNACKI – It’s as if we're blinded by having only 5 senses. You're seeing only what are senses allow us to see. There's a lot more to the world than this.

ISOBEL  There’s plenty of London I’d like to see less of.

<Carnacki motions awkwardly back towards the car, for a moment it looks like he is about to put his arm around her and she flinches. AWKWARDLY THEY AVOID EACH OTHERS GAZE>

CARNACKI - <clears throat> How far did you say Wayland Manor was ?


CUT TO:

EXT.  - DAY- WAYLAND MANOR

<Very old place. Standing alone in its old grounds. Car arrives and Carnacki is glad to be out of it. He knocks on the door it is opened by an "elderly and privileged servant" called PETERS>

PETERS - You are expected Sir 

<Stares at ISOBEL  >

CARNACKI My assistant, Miss Russell. 

<She nods sternly at him. Peters manages a weak smile>

PETERS - I'll get your cases Sir

<ISOBEL stops him reaching into the back>

ISOBEL  - Only the suitcases ! Don't touch nothin' else !

<They move into the house. ISOBEL  carries delicately carries a case in. Carnacki EXPLAINS to Peters>

CARNACKI - Vacuum tubes

<Peters nods as if he understands>

PETERS - I have prepared rooms <slight accent on the plural> for you both Sir.

CARNACKI - Excellent. I would prefer a room on the same floor as the Grey Room if possible.

PETERS - That has been done.

CARNACKI - Good. Is there anyone else here ? 

PETERS - I took the liberty of dismissing the other servants for the weekend.

CARNACKI - Even better. And I suppose dinner is ready as well ?


CUT TO:

INT.  – DAY DINING ROOM

<Carnacki is just finishing eating. Peters stands nearby. ISOBEL sits nearby>

CARNACKI - These are the best roast potatoes I've eaten for some time...

<ISOBEL scowls>

CARNACKI - MMmmmm. Perhaps... you'd like to explain your side of the story Peters.

PETERS - Well, as you might know the Grey Room has a history extending back over a century.

CARNACKI - Just the banging on the door ?

PETERS - We keep the door locked Sir, for fear of anything else. Every morning I enter the room and find the bedclothes torn from the bed and thrown into a corner.

CARNACKI - This happens when the only door is locked ?

PETERS - When I have the only key sitting in the pantry next to me.

CARNACKI - Do you ever see anything ?

PETERS - Hearing it sir, is quite enough. Even when its silent there is always this ...

CARNACKI - What ?

PETERS - Can you not feel it yourself ?

CARNACKI - <Looks miffed> I'm afraid I'm not a Faith healer, Shaman or Spiritualist. feelings I cannot measure. If all the Grey Room needs is a Doctor or a Psycho-analyst I'm wasting my time. <Dabs his lips with napkin> Show me it now. Show me the Grey Room.

PETERS - <Glances at clock> Actually Sir I'm not sure wether this would be the right time.

CARNACKI - <Carnacki has been muttering instructions to Isobel > What ?

PETERS - Its gone 8 o'clock Sir

CARNACKI - <Standing up.> And ?

PETERS - <Looking a bit panicky already> Well - in 40 years of service NO ONE has entered the Grey Room after dark.

CARNACKI - <With Isobel heading toward the stairs> Second floor isn't it ?

PETERS - <Hurrying> It has been a long day Sir and I do suggest that examining the room during the daylight would be considerably less ....

CARNACKI - Unnerving ?

PETERS - <Isobel meets then on the stair> I was going to say dangerous. Certainly not the place for a young girl, If I may say.

<They go up the stairs>

CARNACKI - Miss Russell will merely stand by the door while  I plant a few seals. Come along Peters I've told you I'm hardly the type to wander around trying to absorb feelings. These things won't find themselves.

PETERS - There's not many ghosts like ours Sir.

<Outside the Grey Room>

CARNACKI - Mmm. Mr Andrews has told me <Pulling on some white gloves> How many strangled in here ?

PETERS - <Pointedly standing OUTSIDE the Grey Room. He unlocks the door reluctantly> 3 SIR.

<Isobel squeezes past him and goes in>

CARNACKI - Wait out here if you wish then.

< CARNACKI and ISOBEL entire the room. CARNACKI gives directions and points to several corners. He checks his pocket watch against the large one over the mantel and looks out of the lead ribbed window. A summery night balms a beautiful garden.

ISOBEL pulls on her gloves and surveys the room.>

Carnacki commentary "It is a big apartment furnished in grand style, with a huge four poster which stands with its head to the end wall. There were two candles on the mantlepiece and two on each of the three tables that were in the room" 

<ISOBEL lights the CANDLES >

"Once lit it looked less inhumanly dreary, though it was quite fresh and well kept in every way"

"After I had taken a good look around ISOBEL and I sealed lengths of bebe ribbon across the windows, along the walls, over the pictures, over the fireplace, and over the wall closets. Normally I would first arrange for pictures to be taken of the site, but it was getting late so I postponed that until the morning"

<CARNACKI and ISOBEL work diligently around the room, not perhaps looking as calm as his commentary might suggest. ISOBEL enquires about something but CARNACKI shakes his head. She appears slightly disappointed.>

"All the time as we worked the butler stayed just outside the door"
PETERS - (to Isobel whispered) Miss, I really think this is no place for you, let alone your master ...

CARNACKI (Motions to Isobel) Peters, you look quite a fool in that doorway.

PETERS - You'll excuse me I'm sure sir, but I do wish you would come out. I'm in a fair quake for you.

CARNACKI (Impatient) You need not wait on us Peters.

PETERS - I'm Sorry Sir (Visibly shaken) But .. I'm ..sure you.. do not fully realise the...danger in this room.

 <Both CARNACKI and ISOBEL  stop and look worriedly in his direction. They return to stretching ribbon at foot height across the room>

CARNACKI We are in the process of securing this room to see if anything material enters or crosses it. Unless you really hear something Peters, I would be grateful if you did not bother us.

 <ISOBEL approaches him at the far side of the room>

ISOBEL If any of the other doors slam in the night ....

CARNACKI (Nervous laugh) Is he starting on your nerves as well ? Take the wax and seal all the other doors on this floor. Leave mine, I'll do it myself from the inside.

<She gets uP to leave>

CARNACKI Oh, and Isobel, let Peters show you where they are.

<Neither is happy but both leave. CARNACKI takes off his jacket>

"Now devoid of distraction I was able to work a little more carefully, sealing the ribbons so that the merest touch would break the seals, were anyone to venture into the room in the dark with the intention of playing the fool. All this had taken longer than expected and suddenly I heard a clock strike eleven"
POV Carnacki

<Carnacki, knelt down, looks at his pocket watch. On it the reflection of one of the candles appears to move. He darts around in shock. If it had moved the table had only moved slightly. He rubs his eyes, sighs and gets up. He moves across the room to collect his jacket, draped over a settee. As he picks it up there is a sudden loud shout>

PETERS "Come out sir quick ! There's something going to happen !"

<CARNACKI jumps and looks towards - Peters stands in doorway pointing behind Carnacki. He looks around. The candle which may have moved is now out and smokes sinuously. Carnacki looks across at the windows>

"Now wether it was the wind or not, I don't know, but just for a moment I was startled enough to make a run for the door, though I'm glad to say I didn't"
<Carnacki turns right round and begins to cooly blow out the rest of the candles in the room. Outside the door Peters calls again. ISOBEL appears next to him, concerned and about to enter the room>

PETERS - Oh Sir ! Do be told. Do be told !

CARNACKI ISOBEL  STAY WHERE YOU ARE !

POV from CARNACKI toward the door

<CARNACKI walks briskly toward the door>

"I walked towards the door. Thunderously long strides though, I can tell you"
<CARNACKI walks through the doorway obviously perturbed. As they both reach for the door handle to close it behind him

<She holds up a thermometer left by the door. Both cooly scientific in the midst of near panic>

ISOBEL  Temperature is dropping 

CARNACKI Good 

<They both hurriedly try to slam the door which suddenly appears to tug back before they slam it and securely lock it>

CARNACKI Well (he says trying not to look shaken) we'd best seal this as soon as possible.

"I went to bed at midnight. There were five rooms between mine and the Grey Room. I am sure you can understand that I was not sorry. After sealing myself in I went to bed and .... almost imediatly fell asleep. Difficult to believe I know"
"I estimate I was awakened at about 2.30"
<CARNACKI asleep. Luxurious quiet bedroom shattered by a loud crash. CARNACKI sits up and listens

DISSOLVE TO:

Some Time On

<CARNACKI nervously lights a candle. In the very act of lighting it a closed door is hammered very violently further down the corridor. He jumps out of bed and grabs a revolver. He nervously opens the door. And stops.

The corridor is infernally dark. His breath is a white cloud. He fingers the gun nervously, and swallows heavily. The sound of the door booms down the corridor. He can just make out the door shaking with the impact.

"Undoubtedly there was something precious unholy in the air that night. Unholy and violent"
<ISOBEL looms out of the corridor behind with a candle. She looks up the corridor and then at him.

CARNACKI - "Go back to your bedroom. Try and sleep"

<She reluctantly does so He backs into the room and closes the door. He places the gun on the bed and begins writing notes>

FADE IN:

<Daylight and the dawn chorus. The creak of footsteps down the corridor.>

"When your dealing in this business your nerve is bound to go sometimes. Its a positive sign. You just have to sit quiet and call yourself a coward until the day comes"
<Washed and dressed, CARNACKI creeps down the corridor, gun in hand, a loud clink to one side makes him jump. It is the butler, carrying a cup of coffee>

CARNACKI Hullo Peters ! Where are you off to with the refreshments ?

<Butler startled himself, slopped the coffee. Looks pale and tired>

PETERS - I'm very thankful indeed Sir, to see you safe and well. I feared one time you might risk going into the grey room, sir. I've lain awake all night with the sound of that door. And when it came to light I thought I'd make you a cup of coffee. I knew you would want to look at the seals.

CARNACKI Peters <drinks coffee> your a brick. Very thoughtful of you. Did you look in on Miss Russell ?

PETERS - <With some surprise> She's .... sound asleep Sir.

CARNACKI Never a good early riser. The joy of youth and all that. Come along <hands him back the tray> I'm going to see what the brutes have been up to. I had second thoughts in the night

PETERS - I'm very thankful Sir. Flesh and Blood can do nothing sir, against devils, and that's whats in the Grey Room after dark

<CARNACKI goes in and examines the room>

Commentary -

. "I examined all the seals Isobel had placed on all the doors as I went along and found them right, but when I go to the Grey Room, the seal was broken, though the visiting card over the keyhole was untouched. I ripped it off, unlocked the door and went in, rather cautiously as you can imagine: but the whole room was empty of anything to frighten one; and there was heaps of light. I examined all the seals, and not a single one was disturbed">
ISOBEL  - Leave it !

<Carnacki turns to see Peters about to touch the bedclothes, which have been thrown from the bed and lie in the corner as predicted. Isobel stands in the doorway, still buttoning her clothes. Carnacki darts across the room to look over the bed>

PETERS- I was about to draw your attention ....

<CARNACKI waves him away and beckons over Is. PETERS manages a look of disgust at her>

"Something HAD been in the room"

FADE OUT.

EXT.  - DAY. 

<GARDEN. CARNACKI and ISOBEL  walk through the grounds taking lungfulls of fresh air. Pocket watch check. 10.15am. 

CARNACKI lights a cigar. He is energised - a different man>

CARNACKI - <glances up toward house and then at her> Well?

ISOBEL  - He's lying about somethin. Don’t yer reckon ?

CARNACKI - Peters ? (laughs) Oh for heavens sake.

ISOBEL  - We are not bein’ told the ‘ole story

CARNACKI - Perhaps. But I think he is telling us all he knows at least.

ISOBEL  - <Folds her arms. Confronts him>. I would like to see IT.

CARNACKI - Oh so do I. But for the moment I think we should still assume a natural cause. I want to make absolutely sure this is not another attempt to fool me. Can you set up the camera this evening ?

ISOBEL  - Yes. I'll  make sure the picture is perfect.

CARNACKI - <smiles as he looks at her> But you will stay in your room.

<She gives him a very hard stare. Which he seems to find amusing>

CARNACKI - (Condescending) Doubtless you could hear it yourself.....

(Cuts her off) ....... Well, I doesn't mind telling you being a few doors down from that was enough to put a real fright into me....

ISOBEL- But....

CARNACKI - AND.... Whatever is making that noise....hoax or what.... is violent and quite possibly dangerous.

ISOBEL  - (Exasperated) You teach me the sciences and photography and then leave me useless. Why not leave me at the house to wash your dishes ?

CARNACKI - (Laughs he seems to enjoy winding her up) Steady on! Young Lady ! That can be arranged ! (She turns away)

CARNACKI - I apologise. I you know cannot bring myself to put you in service Isobel. I owe you more than that..

ISOBEL  - You'll be alone in that room.

CARNACKI - (With foreboding) Eventually yes.

ISOBEL  - (Looks into his eyes) I'm scared for you.

CARNACKI - (Notes her concern and smiles mischievously. She resists briefly and then also smiles) You’d be well taken care of.

Isobel (Still smiling) Would you come back to haunt me? 

CARNACKI I’d plague you night and day

ISOBEL That’s as usual then

"I had a short walk then breakfast - which made me feel my own man"
<ISOBEL and CARNACKI work in the room>

"By lunchtime Isobel and I had removed everything from the room save the bed. We examined walls floor and ceiling with probe, hammer and magnifying glass but found nothing unusual. I began to suspect some incredible thing had been let loose in the room that night"

"We left the room, sealing it as before"
INT.  - DAY. 

<Dining Room. Carnacki sits at the table, sipping a wine as the sun goes down through french windows. PETERS stands nearby. Behind him ISOBEL walks past the doorway carrying a camera tripod. There is a bump. PETERS turns and leaves the room. CARNACKI stops eating as he strains to hear the conversation outside. It ends with the audible sound of ISOBEL telling him to "Get Orrff!"

CARNACKI starts to laugh and has to hide it as Peters re-enters the room>

PETERS  Sir, I really would not recommend leaving the door to the Grey Room unlocked over night.

CARNACKI - Unfortunately the camera will not work through a closed door Peters. You must realise     that.

 (PAUSE) 

Broken by a loud bang and a torrent of unidentified swearing from upstairs.

PETERS - If I may say sir that young lady is the most disgraceful example of domestic service I have ever had the misfortune to come across. Hardly a wise choice as a scientific assiistant either.... If I may say.

CARNACKI On the contrary… she is the most trust worthy, discrete, devoted and reliable servant or assistant I've ever had. Admittedly her mouth can be a little tiresome and her cooking is.... well... I do a lot of that myself   But she is worth a lot more than I pay her.

PETERS - Was she supplied by an Agency ?

<Dabs his lips with hanky. STIFFLES a laugh> 

CARNACKI - Oh Lord no. I took her off the streets of Soho.

<Peters is puzzled and disbelieving>

CARNACKI - <With glass of wine> A streetwalker Peters. A prostitute.

<ISOBEL appears in the doorway. PETERS gives her a look of total cosmic horror. She ignores him.>

ISOBEL  - It is ready.

CARNACKI - I'll join you in a moment.


CUT TO:

<Outside the Grey room. Carnacki and ISOBEL  fixing up a camera and flashlight opposite to the door of the Grey Room with a string from the trigger of the flashlight to the door.

A Key unlocks the door to the grey room. Carnacki's hand grasps and opens, then closes it. He puts the key in his pocket>

CARNACKI - - Tonight its left unlocked.

ISOBEL - <Nods> The picture should be perfect.

<ISOBEL comes out from beneath the cloak of a large turn of the century camera on a tripod. Its pointed at the door. Carnacki ties a piece of string to the camera switch.>

CARNACKI - - Time please.

ISOBEL - <Pulls out a pocket watch> Twenty fourty five.

CARNACKI - Eight forty five. That's a quarter to nine. You needn't worry about anything left tonight. You get some sleep.... I'm going to set my clock for midnight.

<She looks concerned>

CARNACKI -  From my room <Indicates his room further down past the stairs>

ISOBEL - <Indicates the camera> What if I .....?.

CARNACKI - - <Ushering her away> The work is completed, the door will open, the powder will flash, the camera will ....

<She notices something, dodges past him, goes to the camera and carefully uncaps the lens. She hands this to see with a smile and then disappears downstairs. Carnacki sighs heavily>


CUT TO:

<Clock chimes twelve in Carnacki’s room. He is already awake and staring at something. On the table nearby is the key to the door of the grey room. As it continues to chime he gets into dressing gown and slippers.and he listens at the door. Silence except for ticket of grandfather clock downstairs. Licks his lips, but before he opens the door he dashes back and retrieves his revolver. He pats it reassuring and puts it in his dressing gown pocket before opening the door. The door opens with a creak. The hallway is silent and very dark. Carnacki lights a lamp and places it just up the corridor, with the open side away, illuminating the scene outside the grey room. The door is till closed and the camera unmoved. Carnacki crouches down in his doorway and looks at his watch>


CUT TO:

<-  Face of pocket watch. Time 12.05>.


CUT TO:

<- face of downstairs grandfather clock. Time 12.05>


CUT TO:

<- Grandfather clock again. This time 2.00. It chimes deafeningly in the silent house.>


CUT TO:

<- Carnacki crouched in doorway. Dozing and jumps at the noise. Looks at watch.>

CARNACKI - - (With relief) Phew !


CUT TO:

<Door to Grey room. Its moving but the sound is muffled by the chiming downstairs.. Carnacki stares uncertainly at the shaking door handle.

Chiming stops. Carnacki swallows as he clearly hears the thumping on the Grey room door. At the top of the stairs, near the lamp, a shadow is moving.>

CARNACKI - - <Hisses with impatience.> ISOBEL  !

<ISOBEL  makes her way toward him uncertainly as she comes into plain view she is siloueted by the flash of the camera behind her. Blinding light is followed by blackness>

ISOBEL - That was it ! The flash !

CARNACKI - - Damn lamps blown out ! <Grabs her> For gods sake woman when I say ....

<He is drowned out by the deafening boom of the Grey room door it seems to fill the whole corridor. Its still black and they can't see.>

ISOBEL - <Barely heard over the noise> Oh God !

<Then the noise stops. And the door to Grey room swings open with a creaky agonizing slowness, spilling moonlight from the still open window within across the corridor. They are transfixed and terrified. Carnacki of course has to appear unfazed>

CARNACKI - - <Clears his throat and with a barely stiff upper lip> Do remember to close those curtains tomorrow.

<She stares at the breath coming out of his mouth>

CARNACKI - - <Whispering> There is definitely something down there

<There is a loud thump from down the corridor>

ISOBEL - <Panicky> What the ‘ell was that ? Was that the camera ?

CARNACKI - - No I can still see it

<A shadow moves across their line of sight to the moonlight>

(BEAT) 

ISOBEL - What was that ?!
<Another loud thump- closer this time>

CARNACKI - - That was closer

ISOBEL - I think its .....

<Something starts to close range on them rapidly. Carnacki bundles Isobel  through his bedroom door and locks it behind him. 

Silence. He leans his back against it and sighs relief. Isobel  puts her hand over her mouth in horror and points at the door handle which is being turned. There is a tremendously loud bang on the door. she barely stiffles a scream. More bangs. Carnacki tries to brace the door with his back. He checks the revolver is loaded. ISOBEL  screams.>

CARNACKI - - <Struggling to remain composed while shouting over the noise> Isobel!

<She stops>

CARNACKI - - You remember the Assyrian Pentacle !?

<She nods>

CARNACKI - - Look in my bag !

<She roots through a carpet bag nearby, and pulls out some chalk. She shows it to him. The banging on the door behind him increases with intensity. He points at the middle of the room.>

CARNACKI - - Do it ! Now !

<ISOBEL  tosses the rug into a corner and quickly marks out a pentacle on the floor using the chalk. The nature of the pressure on the door changes, from bangs to slow gradual pulses of pressure against the door. The wood splits and cracks near Carnacki’'s head. He turns to face the split, placing his shoulder against the door and cocking the hammer on the revolver>

CARNACKI - - How is your pentacle coming along ?

ISOBEL - <Sitting inside a chalk pattern on the floor> I think I've finished !

<He doesn't wait. Making the kind of heroic, dignified but really quite fast retreat the British have made their own, Carnacki is inside the pentacle in one mighty leap.>

CARNACKI - - <Glances down at pentacle> MMMMMMnmmmmm.

ISOBEL - I did my best. It is dark. What now ?

CARNACKI – Honestly? We hope it goes away.


FADE OUT.

FADE IN:

INT.  - DAY MORNING

<Daylight in the room. Silence. The door is unchanged, still unbroken. He glances down at the Pentacle. Takes a closer look into one of the corners, Notices something and Shakes her awake>

CARNACKI - - Good god woman ! What is that ? Greek ?


CUT TO:

GREY ROOM - Carnacki wanders around the Grey room in the morning. ISOBEL  examines the camera.

COMMENTARY

"The Grey Room was as usual, undisturbed except for the bedclothes, which once again had been torn off the bed. Isobel recapped the camera and I left her to develop the negatives in the cellar. Peters arrived back just after eleven and cooked a delicious lunch, which I was most grateful for. He was shocked when I showed him the split in the door but even more so when I declared my intention to spend the next evening in the Grey Room itself. He insisted I take one of the guard dogs - brute called Caesar - into the room with me. I agreed on the condition that it be tied up well away from our apparatus
" Isobel managed some sleep. I spent the morning writing up my notes. When Peters arrived, we managed lunch. Fish I think."

Isobel developed the negative in the afternoon in the cellar. I cleared the Grey Room of ribbons etc to make way for the next evening. After unpacking the equipment  I entered the Grey Room and began laying out a conventional protective pentacle...


CUT TO:

INT.  – NIGHT Carnacki’s sitting room
ARKWRIGHT -  <Clears throat> Errrr ......What would that be exactly ?

CARNACKI <Takes deep breath> I measure out a space in the room about 21 feet in diameter. I sweep this with a broom of hyssop.

ARKWRIGHT -  <Nods uncertainly>Yessss....

CARNACKI 


CUT TO:

INT.  – DAY The Grey Room

COMMENTARY OVER ACTION

“About this I drew a circle of chalk, taking care never to step over the circle. Beyond this I smudged, with a bunch of garlic, a broad belt around the chalked circle, and when this was complete I took from among my stores a small jar of a certain water. Then, dipping my finger in the little jar, I went round the circle again making the Second Sign of the Saaamaaa Ritual, and joining each Sign carefully with the left handed crescent

    Then I unpacked more of my materials and placed a lighted candle in the valley of each crescent. After that I drew a pentacle so that each of the  five points of the defensive star touched the chalk circle. In the five points of the star I placed a certain bread, each wrapped in linen; and in the five "Valves", 5 open jars of the water I had used in the water circle. This completed the first barrier. When I finished with the first photographic plate....”


CUT TO:

INT.  – DAY

Carnacki’s sitting room

ARKWRIGHT -  The photograph ! Yes ! What did it show ?

<CARNACKI takes a photo out a nearby folder and passes it around. It merely shows the door to the Grey Room opening>

WATSON - <Unconvinced> Mmmmmmm....

CARNACKI Have patience Doctor. The next step employed a device of my own which some of you will already be familiar with....

DODGSON - The electric pentacle ?

CARNACKI Yes

WATSON - I find this talk of magic symbols highly disappointing Carnacki

CARNACKI I will never be blinded by cheap laughter Doctor. In the absence of scientific theory practical experience is the best option.

WATSON - Practical experience ? There was a locked door between you and whatever you imagined to be in the hall !

CARNACKI Oh (laughs) I'm not referring to Wayland Manor Doctor. I haven't time to explain the details of the Black Veil case - but I watched a man die outside a pentacle.

DODGSON - Astor. <They all look around>. I was present at the inquest. Multiple fractures to the skull. Accidental death.

CARNACKI Death by Misadventure in actuality. I warned him and he refused to come inside. The poor devil didn't stand a chance. That pentacle was 14th century in origin and served me well until the Noving Fur case ...

JESSUP-  The Zoo...

CARNACKI That's it. As you'll remember it proved only a partial defense and I nearly died within it ....

JESSUP-  Nearly strangled in an empty ape house. I had to revive him.

CARNACKI After that I came across Prof. Gardners "Experiments with a Medium"

DODGSON - When they surrounded a medium with a current of a certain number of vibrations in vacuum, he lost his .... errr .... orientation ?

TAYLOR - Position.

CARNACKI Postion, Yes. He'd cut himself off from the immaterial.

WATSON - Immaterial ?

CARNACKI Perhaps we should save the Cosmology until the end.

WATSON - <Dismissive shake of the hands> If you wish.

CARNACKI The experiments with a medium made me think and led directly to the Electric Pentacle, which is a marvellous defense against certain manifestations. I used the defensive star for this protection because I have no doubt at all that there is some extraordinary virtue in the old magic figure.

WATSON - A curious thing for a 20th century man to admit.

ARKWRIGHT -  <Turns to Watson.> Doctor, what was that case yourself and Mr. Holmes are so reluctant to document ? "The Giant Rat of Sumatra" isn't it?

<Watson  ignores  and continues to stare at Carnacki>

CARNACKI I ask my questions and keep my eyes open.


CUT TO:

INT.  - DAY GREY ROOM
" Isobel and I fitted the Electric Pentacle so that each of its points and valves co-incided with the drawn pentacle on the floor. When connected to the battery it cast a strong blue neon light across the room. It was late. <WATCH CHECK. 8.30.>"

<Isobel making final adjustments to camera. She scowls at the dog. Then she sees him in the pentacle - sealed in - checking his revolver and placing it next to himself on the floor. Their eyes meet and he looks away.>

CARNACKI You can go now .

<She stays - with the door open. She looks very concerned>

CARNACKI This is no place for a human being without proper protection

<She edges slowly out of the door, still staring at him. Then he smiles at her. And she smiles back>

ISOBEL  - You have your key ?

CARNACKI<Nods> Please make sure Peters is gone. Caesar and I will be safer without him.

ISOBEL  -<Looks doubtfully at the dog> Goodnight.

CARNACKI I hope so.

CUT TO Clock Check - Hour hand in motion. The downstairs clock chimes at twelve.

Grey Room

<Carnacki sits in room lit by candles and Electric Pentacle. He glances over his shoulder and shivers. He looks at the thermometer - it shows 10 degrees. Candles flicker in a breeze. He glances at the bed. Shadows. Looks at thermometer again. 8 degrees.

Checks battery. Counts the bullets in the revolver for the umpteenth time.

The dog begins a low growl.

He notices his breath. In clouds. He grabs the thermometer. >

CARNACKI One below freezing. <Looks at watch>. Down 8 degrees in two minutes.

<-1 degrees. Sudden breeze makes the candles blow out. Its now much darker - only light coming from the Electric Pentacle's blue neon. Dogs growling steps up a gear, partially drowning out a strange noise coming from the fireplace - an electric grinding, opening of an immaterial gate.  This comes to an end with the room tinged in a faint purple glow emanating from the blackness of the fireplace. Dog is barking but normal sound is drowned. Faint ambient noises leak out of the maw - static from the other side - strained church bells, children crying, a lost woman calling a name - perhaps she is saying "Thomas .....">

CARNACKI <His fear is overcome by horror. He thinks he recognises the voice> Elena ?

     ELENA ?

<His voice is ALSO distorted, drowned.

Grinding begins again and the background noise recedes. the Grinding stops with an echoing tone. Sound perception returns to normal. Carnacki rubs his eyes and curses himself>

CARNACKI For Gods sake get a grip man.

<The dog whimpers. There is a noise in the shadows by the bed. >
"The faint noises from the bed ceased once and there was the most intense silence, with only Caesar's whimpering and the dull thud of the blood beating in my head. Yet imediatly afterwards I heard again the slurring sound of the bedclothes being dragged off the bed. And then, all in a moment, the whole of the bed coverings where drawn off with extraordinary violence and I heard the Flump they made as they where hurled into a corner."
<As above. The dog suddenly begins to strain at its rope - to get away from the bed. Something in the shadows moves across the room to the door. The camera - in the way - is knocked over and flashes at the ceiling. 

CARNACKI DAMN !

CARNACKI is momentarily blinded. Loud crashing bangs begin on the door
"The door was slammed with a terrific noise that filled the room with a sort of hollow thunder. I jumped like a frightened child. There seemed such power behind the the noise - as if some vast, wanton Force were "out". I hoped to god that it would stay in the room - and that Isobel was downstairs". Caesar began to bark. It was a terrified barking rather than a menacing barking. I knew it was a mistake on his part"
<Dog barks. Something flashes around the room and hits it hard. The dog goes quiet. Carnacki is still rubbing his eyes. His vision returns and he a quick gulP in terror>

"Lit by the neon, was  what resembled the shadow of a vast spider
<It advances on the pentacle, probing the various degrees and lines of defense. It probes and draws back with jerky movements - is if touching an electric fence. Then it begins to prowl around the defense. CARNACKI rubs his eyes again but its still there. He is breathing quickly and shaking - but rational>

"Round and round it moved, and round and round I turned. Then, opposite to one of the "vales" in the pentacles it seemed to pause as though preliminary to a tremendous effort. It retired almost beyond the glow of the vacuum light and then came straight toward me, appearing to gather form and solidity as it came. There seemed a vast malign determination behind the movement that must succeed."
<CARNACKI is on his knees and jerks back, falling on his left hand and hiP to get away from it. With his right hand he grabs for his revolver>

<In jumping back CARNACKI moves one of the jars of water with his hand>

"The brutal thing came with one great sweep right over the garlic and water circle almost to the vale of the pentacle. I believe I yelled."
<His mouth opens but no sound comes out. He is white as a sheet. It reaches the Electric Pentacle and is thrown back>

"Then, just as suddenly as it had swept over it was repulsed by some mighty, invisible force."

"It must have been some moments before I realised I was safe. I was feeling horribly shaken and glancing around the room for it what had so nearly given a the monster an opening through the barrier. In my movements within the pentacle I must have touched one of the jars of water, for where the thing had made its attack The jar that had guarded the "deep" of the "vale" had been moved to one side and this had left one of the "Five Doorways" unguarded. I put it back quickly."
<He replaces the water and tries to spot the entity. After examining the dog, it returns to slamming the door>

"I thought after playing with the dead body of the poor hound had returned its attentions to the door....."
<Three slams in and suddenly it flashes back across the room at C. He flinches backwards and accidently places his hand on one of the tubes of the Electric Pentacle.>

"The next instant the thing made one swift, vicious dart at me. I started sideways from it and so plucked my hand from the Electric Pentacle, where for a wickedly careless moment - I had placed it."
<It covers the outer barriers and bounces off. He shakes with shock and crawls to the centre of the barrier, where he curls up into a ball>

"For a second time it had almost broken through due to my inconceivable carelessness. I tried to make my self as small and as compact as possible"

FADE OUT.

INT.  - NIGHT

Grey Room HOURS LATER

<Hours pass. It continues to prowl around outside the pentacle.>

"An hour passed which seemed like three. I began to wonder at my carelessness. Was I being influenced to unconscious voluntary actions that endangered me ?"
<Tired, he tries to shift position. In stretching a fatigued leg he knocks over one of the jars of water. He just catches it as the black shape charges out of the shadows again.>

"I soon realised that unless I guarded myself from every sudden impulse that came to me I might simply work my own destruction. I was in a constant haze of sick fright, my only consolation being the knowledge that it needed help to breach my defenses. I began to concentrate my mind"
<Tries to sing in a wavering voice>

CARNACKI Come on (gulps), Come on and Hear, Come on and Hear, Alexanders Rag Time Band....


DISSOLVE TO:

CARNACKI I am the Very Model of a Modern Major General.....

"Gilbert and Sullivan appeared to be the last straw. It’s next ploy was to elicit help from elsewhere. By now I was ready for it"

<Something snaps the rope restraining the dog. 2 canine eyes flash red in the dark. Caesar begins a bloodcurdling growl in the direction of the Electric Pentacle. CARNACKI carefully and coolly aims the revolver over his forearm  and shoots Caesar once between the eyes>

CARNACKI Et tu Brutae


DISSOLVE TO:

 <Dawn in Grey Room. The gateway noises in fireplace are reversed as the aparition leaves>


CUT TO:

INT.  - DAY Later

<CARNACKI unconscious in Electric Pentacle. ISOBEL  is in room on the other side of the Electric Pentacle shouting at him. He wakes up. It is morning>

ISOBEL  - Thank God you're alive !

<Disbelieving, he looks at watch - it says 9:15>

ISOBEL  - I heard the shot but I didn't come in ....

CARNACKI<Still doubtful. He looks around staring> Good for you.

ISOBEL  - Are you coming out ?

CARNACKI Step across the Electric Pentacle Isobel - Without touching it. 

<Looks puzzled, then does it. He is very relieved, but his upper liP is stiff in her company. He points at the fireplace>

CARNACKI THAT is our problem.


CUT TO:

INT.  - DAY 

DINNING ROOM. CARNACKI and ISOBEL sit down to Breakfast - Coffee.
CARNACKI The fireplace.

ISOBEL  - You keep saying that.

CARNACKI Its very important. It’s a very important fireplace.

ISOBEL  - And its a door.

CARNACKI Yes. And all we have to do is find the key which turns the fireplace into a door.

<Peters enters. He registers shock that Isobel is sitting at the same table as Carnacki>

CARNACKI Morning Peters

PETERS -  Morning Sir, Miss Russell 

<She nods acknowledgement>

PETERS -  Glad to see you are healthy. Did Caesar prove effective?

<ISOBEL watches Carnacki’s's response with interest>

CARNACKI I'm afraid all tributes to Caesar will have to be posthumous.

PETERS -  Did he .....

CARNACKI I made sure it was quick. He deserves a decent burial

PETERS -  Of course sir.

<Awkward Pause>

PETERS -  Will you .... er.... Both be requiring lunch ?

CARNACKI Well I dare say I will. Doubtless Miss Russell will organise her own.

<Annoyed, ISOBEL gets up and starts to clear way the coffee. Peters tries to interfere>

PETERS -  Allow me

ISOBEL  - No please Peters....

CARNACKI <Dabbing his mouth with napkin> ISOBEL - Miss Russell - Leave the Coffee things and collect the probes. I'll need you upstairs.

<Quizzical look from PETERS>


CUT TO:

INT.  - DAY Grey Room

<The Fireplace. Carnacki and ISOBEL  probe the nooks and crannies with delicate steel hooks. Carnacki looks haggard and rubs his eyes. ISOBEL  is probing the skirting board around it when she catches something on the hook>

ISOBEL  - Got ya !

<CARNACKI grabs it off her in excitement, and drops to the floor in relief. It is a beautiful silver ring covered in runes>

CARNACKI Now this is very interesting.


CUT TO:

INT.  - DAY Corridor. 

shows ring to Peters.

PETERS -  No sir, I've no idea what it is. But in the absence of Mr Anderson, Old Lord Wayland might know. An older family personage. A little old fashioned but ...

CARNACKI Where might we find him ?

PETERS -  <Glances at nearby Isobel and nearly laughs> Oh well, ...perhaps it errr, ... would only take yourself an hour or so by car ...

CARNACKI <Yawns> Myself? Oh really ? By car?


CUT TO:

EXT.  - DAY

<Another country mansion. A scene almost Rawlinsonesque in its Englishness. OLD WAYLAND sits in a large armchair reading the times. BUTLER comes in>

BUTLER <Clears his throat>

OLD WAYLAND - Yes - what do you want ?

BUTLER -  Sir.... there is a young NEGRO lady here to see you

OLD WAYLAND - What ?

BUTLER -  <Repeats>

OLD WAYLAND - NEGRO LADY ? What the blazes are you talking about ?

BUTLER -  She claims to be employed by Young Master Anderson Sir - at Wayland Manor.

OLD WAYLAND - What in gods name is going on over there ?!

BUTLER-  I wouldn't want to hazard a guess Sir

OLD WAYLAND - Oh <puts his paper down> bring it in for gods sake .....

        <BUT leaves>


CUT TO:

 <OUTSIDE FRONT DOOR. Isobel can hear them talking through the window>.

OLD WAYLAND - <Shouts> And Chambers !!!.......

BUTLER-  Yes Sir !?

OLD WAYLAND - Not the front door !


CUT TO:

 SAME ROOM LATER

<ISOBEL shifts uncomfortably on the newspaper that has been placed over the chair she is sitting on. OLD WAYLAND looks at a sketch of the ring - between leering at her>

OLD WAYLAND - I must say I don't mind a bit of colour. When I was in the Congo ...

<She tears off a strip of newspaper and begins to read it. He returns to the sketch.>

OLD WAYLAND - Who did you say your Master was ?

<ISOBEL wipes nearby surface for dust and pulls a face>

ISOBEL - I am in the employ of Mr Thomas Carnacki Sir.

OLD WAYLAND - MMMMM...Thomas Carnacki Eh ?. Never heard of him. This <points at the sketch> is almost certainly  the Luck Ring of the Andersons. This design is part of the family crest. This was handed down from father to son in my family for generations. Since the Crusades. I believe it had some connection with a gang of pagans called the Knights Templar or some such - in any case it became a family emblem and a sign of loyalty so to speak. Each generation promised never to wear the ring - don't ask me why.

Of course, so the story goes,  some fool did - and he woke up the next morning -  to find his wife and daughter dead next to him. He blamed the ring - everyone else blamed the drink. So the next night he stayed in the same room ....

ISOBEL  - The Grey Room ?

OLD WAYLAND - Yes. It was the Grey Room. He stayed there a second night and he died as well. They never found the ring. So there you are. We have our native superstitions too. So you've found the ring ? It would be a great find for the family if you have.

ISOBEL  - <Considers for a second> .... No.

OLD WAYLAND - Are you sure ?

ISOBEL  - Oh Yes.

OLD WAYLAND - Well. Please refrain from using the front door on the way out. <Returns to his broadsheet, which he shakes open with irritation>


CUT TO:

<Outside window a few minutes later. OLD WAYLAND looking out of window with horror as an old women pulls up in a carridge. ISOBEL is in the process of climbing out of the other front window. She jumps off the window ledge and into the gravel by the clergyman with a crunch>

ISOBEL  - Good day Maam!

<She gets in her car and drives away>


CUT TO:

INT.  - DAY LIBRARY. 

<Clock chimes 4 in the afternoon. Carnacki sits pouring over a book filled with runes and pentagrams. A detailed sketch of the markings on the ring and a photo of the fireplace lies nearby. The ring sits on a pile of books in front of him. Occasionally he glances at it through a magnifying glass. ISOBEL wanders in with a tea tray>

ISOBEL  - Was my information useful ?

CARNACKI - <Sits up. Rubs his eyes.> MMMMMMMMmmmmm

ISOBEL  - Did you sleep ?

CARNACKI - Not to any practical extent, no. That fireplace <Points to the photo> doesn't only lead to a chimney. It a doorway. A gap in the world hedge. Probably some form of natural phenomena only requiring the right ....

<taps the ring with the pencil> ...... key. <Turns to her>. Do you follow me ?

ISOBEL  - Yes. So now we ...

CARNACKI - If the ring is a medium of admission,  putting it within the Electric Pentacle will separate it from the gateway. Essentially we repeat last night. This time with a bigger pentacle. This time it will have myself and the camera, and we'll see what happens when we have the ring.

ISOBEL  - It will be big enough for me ?

CARNACKI - Oh (laughs) - I'm afraid not no. If it can affect the human mind across the Electric Pentacle I'd rather not have you there at all. For gods sake don't open the door. <Jokingly> I don't want to have to shoot you as well.


CUT TO:

INT.  - NIGHT CLOCK CHIMING EIGHT

<Grey Room. Carnacki and ISOBEL  - finish the bigger pencatcle around Carnacki . The camera is inside it. The ring sits between the legs of the tripod>

CARNACKI - Switching on.

<Click. The Electric Pentacle blinks into blue light. Neon bathes the Edwardian surroundings.>

ISOBEL  - I'll go.

CARNACKI - I would feel much safer if your were not in the building at all.

ISOBEL  - I will lock the door.

CARNACKI - Don't come anywhere near it. And don't come in for any reason. 

<Isobel leaves and closes the door. 

Events of the night before are repeated - except that the camera is kept permanently aimed at the fireplace. The rings lies unmoving and apparently forgotten. Thermometer creeps down - light, strange noise - then, too late - Carnacki realises the sound of the gateway opening is not coming from the fireplace, but from the ring, which is sitting inside the pentacle next to him. He quickly tries to grab it and throw it out, but it hits him hard to the ground, throwing the revolver across the room in the process. While Carnacki lies groaning it whirls above him triumphantly and shreds the camera.>

<Isobel shouts from the other side of the door. Carnacki shouts back >

CARNACKI - FOR GODS SAKE STAY AWAY ! It’s in here with me! It’s in the Electric Pentacle! I was wrong ! The Ring IS the gateway !

<The door opens and ISOBEL comes in. She barely stops herself screaming. The thing notices and imediatly darts in her direction but is repulsed by the inside of the Pentacle. Seeing it distracted Carnacki tries to jump out across the Electric Pentacle. He iS tottering over the Electric Pentacle when it grabs him and throws him down onto it. Carnacki just has time to stick out his arms and legs, precariously spread-eagleing himself across the delicate barrier between the thing and ISOBEL . With agonizing slowness the thing begins to press down on his back. He screams in agony as his back is bent, forcing him down onto the neon tube>

CARNACKI - IT MEANS TO CRUSH THE PENTACLE ! GET OUT !

<ISOBEL meanwhile has picked up the revolver, which she proceeds in emptying into the entity with surprising competence, actually seeming to place each shot at specific parts of the entity. Although not seeming to harm IT this seems to distract it long enough for Carnacki to jump out of his awkward position. He collapses into her arms>

"We watched it struggle within the pentacle until dawn. The Electric Pentacle ensured the gate would not work and trapped in our world the ab-natural form did not survive the first beam of daylight.”

<Morning – a shaft of light arcs through the room, hits the pentacle and prompts a distorted scream from a disolving shadow within>

<Pause>

JESSUP -  And ?

CARNACKI - And I've since spent three nights in the room with no ill effects.

DODGSON - And the ring ?

<Takes it off. Carnacki has been wearing the ring all the time. He smiles and shows it to them>

ARKWRIGHT - If this what did you call it "ab-..."

CARNACKI - Ab-natural form.

ARKWRIGHT - .... had no substance how did the bullets affect it at all ?

WATSON -  No - let me guess. Blessed silver bullets ?

CARNACKI - Blessed lead bullets actually. And not exactly blessed .....

WATSON -  I would have thought sliver bullets would be a vital part of your scientific equipment

CARNACKI - I did have a small supply - but they found their way into a rabid dog on the N. Yorkshire moors last summer.

WATSON -  That must have been expensive.

CARNACKI - I think it was the right decision at the time....

ARKWRIGHT - Tell me Mr Carnacki, do you ever think you'll finally meet your wife ?

<Heavy silence. Taylor looks livid.>

CARNACKI - (Unfazed) Not while I'm alive Mr Arkwright. <Sees Tayors wild mood and stands up>....Well. I'm going to rustle up some coffee. Brendan, why don't you come and tell me how my stocks are doing?

<He hustles Taylor into the kitchen>

WATSON -  (to Dodgson ) Well, it has been a very interesting evening Donald, and I thank you for bringing me but I really have to go...

ARKWRIGHT - An I've got a bus to catch so I'd better be off as well. Could you eeerrrr

JESSUP-  Make excuses ?

WATSON -  I really have to go.

ARKWRIGHT - We'll see ourselves out

DODGSON - Of course - Donald didn't mean that. Did you Donald ?

<They leave and miss Jessups scowl>

JESSUP-  Of all the ignorant.....

DODGSON - Now, now Donald, we were all that sceptical once.

<Front door slams as Carnacki and Taylor come back in>

CARNACKI - Did Dr. Watson go ?

JESSUP-  Aye. And he took the Giant Rat of Sumatra with him.

CARNACKI - Damn. I have a memento for him.

<Carnacki rushes out of his house and looks up and down the Cheyne Walk. He can only see Arkwright. He runs after him and catches him up.>

CARNACKI - Mr Arkwight !

<Arkwright turns>

CARNACKI - I have a souvenir for you.

<Carnacki, for the first time displaying a mere tinge of mania, takes his hand and slips the ring onto his finger>

ARKWRIGHT - Errrr....thank you......

CARNACKI - Don't mention it. Please come again.

<Carnacki shakes his hand and walks back to the house. Arkwright waits until he gets around a corner and then begins struggling to get it off. As he does it he is approached by two women carrying a banner.>

SUFFRAGETTE- Excuse me Sir, would you like to make a contribution towards the campaign for Womens Suffrage ?

ARKWRIGHT - I'd be delighted.

<He drops the ring in the basket>


- END -
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