THE SHADOW

PAGE 1
Panel 1
Wide shot. Three girls in their early to late 20s (the YOUNGEST, MIDDLE and OLDEST), sitting in a lush 1900s era bedroom. There is a closed door to a dressing room in the background somewhere. The room is lit by candlelight and a large fire in the grate, and the girls are sitting on overstuffed chintz chairs around the fire. They are wearing dressing gowns and drinking cocoa. The OLDEST is a young MRS BLAND, our narrator, she has dark hair pinned up in a loose chignon and a friendly face and a fleecy shawl about her shoulders. The MIDDLE one has long dark hair tied loosely back and a plain dressing gown. The YOUNGEST is blonde and very pretty, she is wearing an opulent dressing gown made of rich silk, lace-trimmed and still has her jewels on.  This panel can also include the masthead title ‘The Shadow’ and the strapline ‘Adapted from a story by E. Nesbit’.
NARRATION: There were three of us – and another, who had fainted during the second extra of the dance and been put to bed in the dressing room next to our bedroom at the big country house.
Panel 2
Close-up on a window, there are shadowy cedar trees visible through the pane of glass.
NARRATION: We had talked of our partners, as girls will, and then dared to talk of ghosts – in which, said we all, we did not believe one bit.
Panel 3
Mid shot on the OLDEST girl, her eyes are wide and scared. 
NARRATION: We had told the story of the phantom coach, and the house in Berkeley Square, when a tap came at our door.
Sound off panel: TAP TAP
Panel 4
MISS EASTWICH, a woman in her late 40s, stands in the open doorway holding a candle. She has greying hair that is pinned up and a severe expression. She is wearing a cotton nightdress with a high neck and dressing gown wrapped tightly around her.  
YOUNGEST: ‘Miss Eastwich! 
MISS EASTWICH: ‘I saw your light, and thought it was late to be up...’
Panel 5
The YOUNGEST stands, throws her arm around Miss Eastwich's neck
YOUNGEST ‘Come in and get warm. There’s lots of cocoa left.’
Panel 6
Closeup on Miss Eastwich. She looks so, so happy.
NARRATION: ‘The youngest did not know Miss Eastwich as we others did. Did not know how her persistent silence had built a wall round her.’
NARRATION: It would have been so easy to put an arm round her neck before, if only I had thought she wanted it.
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Panel 1
Miss Eastwich being placed into a large chair by the fire by the youngest, who sits on the footstool nearest to her. 
YOUNGEST: ‘We’ve all been telling ghost stories, only we don’t believe in them a bit, and when you get warm you ought to tell one too.’
NARRATION: Our housekeeper, that model of decorum and decently done duties, tell a ghost story! The child was mad!
Panel 2: 
Miss Eastwich holds her hands to the fire 
MISS EASTWICH: ‘You’re sure I’m not in your way?’
OLDEST: ‘Not a bit. You’re welcome, although I didn’t think you’d care for girls’ chatter.’
Panel 3:
Wide shot of them all round the fire. The OLDEST is placing her shawl over MISS EASTWICH’s lap.
OLDEST: ‘We’ve been telling ghost stories! - but no one anyone knows has ever seen one.’
YOUNGEST: 'It's always what somebody told somebody who told somebody, you know.'
MIDDLE: ‘And all so beautifully rounded off – with a murder or a hidden treasure or something – which makes them harder to believe.’
MIDDLE: ‘Miss Eastwich, you ought to tell one.’ 
Panel 4:
Closeup on Miss Eastwich, her smile has gone and she looks nervous.
EASTWICH: ‘The only thing I ever knew of was hearsay... or at least half of it was’
Panel 5:
Closeup of the fire
NARRATION: I knew she would tell her story, and that she had never before told it, and that she was only telling it now because she felt it payment for the fire and the cocoa and the hug.
Panel 6:
Miss Eastwich, looking down/away from the group, half her face is in shadow from the fire.
EASTWICH: 'It can't do any harm. They don't believe in ghosts, and it wasn't exactly a ghost anyway. And they're all over twenty—they're not babies.’
Panel 7: (optional)
Silent panel, a breathing moment of hush and expectancy – just the group silhouetted against the fire perhaps.
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Panel 1
Wide panel. A sepia tinted photograph of a man and two girls, all in their twenties. One is a young MISS EASTWICH, her hair still pinned up.  The other girl is MABEL, she has long dark blonde curly hair. The MAN is similar age, dressed in a suit. It’s sometime in the 1880s and so their dresses are long, corseted, embellished lace collars, etc. The pose is suggestive – perhaps the MAN is sat on a chair, MABEL stands next to him with her hand on his shoulder, and then EASTWICH sat on a lower chair, maybe with one hand touching MABEL’s hand on her other shoulder, one hand placed on the MAN’s arm. There needs to be confusion about who is the couple here, and although it’s a formal posed photo they should all look close and happy. 
NARRATION: ‘Twenty years ago, I had two friends, and I loved them more than anything in the world.’
NARRATION: ‘And they married each other.’
YOUNGEST (speech bubble coming from off panel): ‘How awfully nice for you! Do go on.’
Panel 2
Exterior of a gloomy house silhouette, suggesting something old and creepy.
NARRATION: After they married, I didn’t see them for a year or two and then he wrote and asked me to come and stay, because his wife was ill and it would cheer them both up.
Panel 3
Exterior of the house, no longer silhouetted, it is a new-looking house with iron railings, bright encaustic tiles leading from the iron gate to the stained-glass-panelled door, and a few stunted cypresses and acuba trees in the tiny front garden.
NARRATION: He had said the house was gloomy and I imagined somewhere old and dark, but we drew up in front of a large, smart villa.
Panel 4
MAN silhouetted in the doorway.
NARRATION: He met me at the door, and thanked me for coming, and asked me to forgive the past.
YOUNGEST (speech balloon from off panel): ’What past?’
Panel 5
MAN and EASTWICH in a hug
NARRATION: Oh, I suppose because they hadn’t invited me before, or something.
Panel 6
MABEL and EASTWICH clasping hands closely, smiling. MAN is in the background looking the other way. Note MABEL is pregnant and pale, though this doesn’t need to be obvious in this panel. 
NARRATION: They were very glad to see me, and I was glad to be there.
NARRATION: You girls have such troops of friends, but these two were all I had.
NARRATION: All I ever had.
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Panel 1
The three of them having dinner, MABEL is obviously pregnant in this panel. MAN looks gloomy. They both look pale and tired. 
NARRATION: Mabel wasn’t exactly ill, only weak and excitable.
NARRATION: I thought he seemed more ill than he did.
Panel 2
MAN and EASTWICH sat in green leather armchairs in front of a fireplace. There are bronze groups of horses and a black marble clock on the mantelpiece—all wedding presents.
NARRATION: She went to bed early and asked me to keep him company through his last pipe.
EASTWICH (speech balloon): ‘What’s wrong? Mabel looks as well as can be expected – given she’s expecting!’
MAN: ‘Yes, but I’m worried she will begin to notice something wrong.’
Panel 3
Close-up on MAN
MAN: ‘That’s why I wanted you to come. You’re so sensible, and Mabel’s like a little bird.’
Panel 4
Close up on EASTWICH, she looks confused. 
EASTWICH: ‘Yes, of course.’
Panel 5
Wider shot of them in front of the fire
MAN: ‘This is a very peculiar house’
EASTWICH: ‘It’s very pretty. A little new perhaps, but that will mend in time!’
MAN: ‘It is new, that’s just it.’
Panel 6
Mid-shot of mantlepiece or another section of the room, partly shadowed
MAN (speech balloon off panel): ‘If it were an old house, I should think it was haunted.’
EASTWICH (speech balloon off panel): ‘Have you seen anything?’
MAN (speech balloon off panel): ‘No. Not yet.’
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Panel 1
A wide shot of a section of the house, maybe looking out through dining room door into the hallway, with a banister cutting across it
MAN (on edge of panel, or speech balloon off panel): ‘I've seen nothing and I've heard nothing, but I've been so near! There’s a sort of feeling. Something follows me about—but when I turn round there's never anything but my shadow.’
‘I always feel that I shall see the thing, or hear it, next minute; but I never do, not quite.’
Panel 2
Reverse shot of the dining room, MAN has his head in his hands, EASTWICH has her hand out on his shoulder or arm.
EASTWICH: ‘You’ve been working hard... it’s just nerves...’
MAN: ‘I thought you might be able to help me. Do you think someone I wronged could have laid a curse on me?’
MAN: ‘Do you believe in curses?’
Panel 3
Closeup on EASTWICH 
EASTWICH: ‘No, I don’t. And I know for certain that the only person anyone could have said you wronged has forgiven you freely.’
Panel 4
Shot of the fire and mantlepiece objects again, with them silhouetted against it, her hand is still on his shoulder or arm, and his hand is on top of hers.
EASTWICH: ‘You should take Mabel away.’
MAN: ‘No, no. She’s just got the house in order.’
MAN: ‘She mustn’t guess there is anything wrong.’
Panel 5
Close-up on their clasped hands.
NARRATION: ‘So we said goodnight.’
MIDDLE GIRL (speech balloon off panel): ‘Is that all the story?’
Panel 6
EASTWICH and the GIRLS in the country house bedroom 
EASTWICH: ‘That is only the beginning.’
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Panel 1 (large panel, maybe full page)
Main staircase in the villa, rising out of the hallway below, it twists at the top. EASTWICH is running up it (either towards us with terrified face, or away from us with her hair flowing out behind her). 
NARRATION (four separate boxes leading eye. Let me know if I need to cut the wordiness here and will do so): 
Whenever I was alone with him, he used to tell me the same thing over and over. At first I thought his talk had upset my nerves. But the odd thing was that it wasn't only at night—but in broad daylight. Particularly on the stairs and passages. 
On the staircase the feeling used to be so awful that I had to bite my lips till they bled, to keep myself from running up the stairs at full speed. 
Only I knew if I did I should go mad at the top. 
There was always something behind me—something that one could just not see. And a sound that one could just not hear. 
Panel 2 (inset)
EASTWICH standing in a long corridor/landing having come up the stairs, looking back behind her. The lighting is dim, her shadow on the ground is elongated with the shadowy walls drifting into it. 
NARRATION: And if I turned round it seemed as if the thing dropped and melted into my shadow. 

PAGE 7 (three wide panels, each with a smaller one inset?)
Panel 1
Wide shot of a bright kitchen, with open door leading into a dark and shadowy corridor. There is a tall cupboard with its door partly open barely visible the other end of the corridor. 
NARRATION: Downstairs there was another corridor, with a cupboard at one end and the kitchen at the other. 
Panel 2 (inset in panel 1?)
Closeup on hands pouring milk into a pan on the stove.
NARRATION: One night I went down into the kitchen to warm some milk for Mabel. 
Panel 3 (inset in panel 4?)
Closeup on steam coming from the pan, making shapes that mirror the shadows in the following panel perhaps.
NARRATION: As I waited for the milk to boil, I glanced along the passage. 
NARRATION: I never could keep my eyes on what I was doing, in that house. 
Panel 4
Close-up on open cupboard door, it is grey and shadowy inside, pooling down into complete darkness at the bottom  
NARRATION: The cupboard door was partly open. And as I looked I knew that now it was not going to be 'almost' any more.
EASTWICH (speech balloon off panel): ‘Mabel?’
Panel 5
Longer shot of the passageway and cupboard, the gray and black shadow is protruding out from the cupboard like someone crouched there. 
NARRATION: I said 'Mabel?' - but I didn’t think it was Mabel crouching down there, half in and half out of the cupboard. 
And when I whispered 'Mabel,' it sank down into a pool of ink on the floor, and then its edges drew in, and it flowed into the cupboard and gathered in the shadow there. 
Panel 6 (inset in panel 5?)
Partial face close-up on EASTWICH, wide eyes and/or screaming mouth.
NARRATION: I upset the boiling milk, so that when he rushed in, I had an excuse for my scream.

PAGE 8 
Panel 1
MAN and EASTWICH standing in a doorway, silhouetted against the lit room within, he is grasping her shoulders
NARRATION: Mabel believed me, but the next night he said: 
MAN: ‘Why didn't you tell me? It was that cupboard.’
‘All the horror of the house comes out of that.’
Panel 2
Close-up of his hand gripping her shoulder 
MAN (speech balloon off panel): ‘Tell me, have you seen anything yet? Or is it only the nearly seeing and nearly hearing still?’
EASTWICH: ‘You must tell me first what you've seen.’
Panel 3
Shadowy image of the curtains, the shadows dropping down to the floor look like screaming mouths or something else creepy
NARRATION: He told me.
Panel 4
Close-up on their hands clasped over each other, background melting into shadows
EASTWICH: ‘We are both mad.’ 
MAN: ‘Thank God that Mabel is at least sane.’ 
NARRATION: For what he had seen was what I had seen.
Panel 5
Wide angle shot of a room, stuffed armchairs, mantlepiece, curtains etc, from the point of view of a door, with the viewer’s shadow perhaps thrown onto the floor. Everything in the room is very shadowed, and the shadows themselves are blurring together at the bottom of the panel, perhaps the bottom panel edge is starting to disintegrate too.
NARRATION: After that I hated to be alone with a shadow. At any moment it would crouch and sink and lie like a black pool and then slowly draw itself into the shadow that was nearest. 
Often that shadow was my own. 
Panel 6
Sun very bright, shining through window throwing patterns and shadows onto the floor
NARRATION: I saw it at dawn, and at noon, in the dusk and in the firelight. 
And always I saw it with a straining of the eyes, a pricking and aching.
Panel 7
Panel almost like a negative reflection of the last one - black/greytones donimate, with blurring/melting borders?
NARRATION: As if my sight, to see it, had to be strained to the uttermost. 
And still the sound was in the house, the sound that I could just not hear. 
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Panel 1
Empty white panel (full page width?)
NARRATION: At last one morning early I did hear it. 
It was close behind me, and it was only a sigh. 
It was worse than the thing that crept among the shadows.
Panel 2
Closeup on grimace smile of EASTWICH and/or MAN
NARRATION: I don't know how I bore it. But I stayed on and we were very cheerful and made little jokes and tried to be amusing when Mabel was with us. 
But when we were alone we did not try to be amusing. 
Panel 3
Close-up on two mouths again.
NARRATION; Sometimes we tried not to talk about it, but generally we talked of nothing else at all.
Panel 4
An image reminiscent of the sepia photo that began the story – not a photo, but perhaps a similar composition though more informal – EASTWICH, MAN and MABEL, posed more informally, perhaps looking down into a crib holding the new baby. They all look happy and close though the strain is showing on the faces of MAN and EASTWICH.
NARRATION: And the weeks went by, and Mabel's baby was born. 
Panel 5
Closer shot of MAN smiling, it is a sunny day, the baby is holding onto his finger and gurgling.
NARRATION: He seemed almost like his old self. 
Panel 6
EASTWICH and MAN conversing over a dining table, it is evening. 
NARRATION: The future seemed brighter and we arranged that the moment she was fit to be moved he should take her away to the sea.
Panel 7
EASTWICH walking towards us along a hallway, it looks like a ‘confident walk into the future’, but there are shadows lengthening behind her
NARRATION: Then I went upstairs. 
As I went towards my room I felt there was something behind me. 
I turned. 
Panel 8
Reverse shot of the hallway, which is very dark and the shadows merge into the bottom of the panel near one door.
NARRATION: It was crouching there. It sank. 
NARRATION: And the black fluidness of it seemed to be sucked under the floor of Mabel's room.

PAGE 10 (two big pictures separated by a thick border/blank panel?)
Panel 1
Birds eye view - Mabel sleeping in her bed, baby cuddled in her arms. 
NARRATION: I went into her room. She looked so pretty, like a tired child. 
I prayed then that Mabel might never know our terrors—that her ears might never hear any but pretty sounds, her dear eyes never see any but pretty sights. 
Panel 2
Plain black, or just the narration box on its own against page background 
NARRATION: I did not pray for a long time after that. 
Panel 3
Birds eye view - Mabel lying in her coffin, the composition mirrors/echoes the panel above 
NARRATION: Because my prayer was answered. 
She never saw, never heard anything more in this world. 
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Panel 1
A funeral in a church. Wide shot of the coffin from the side, EASTWICH and MAN holding hands near it.  
NARRATION: I lighted wax candles round her, and laid the horrible white flowers that people will send, and then I took his hand to lead him away.
Panel 2
Same wide shot, but now there is a large shadow pooling underneath the coffin, or the shadow that was there before has become much larger and darker. 
NARRATION: At the door we both turned and we both saw it. Between us and the coffin, first gray, then black, it crouched an instant, then sank and liquefied, then was gathered together and drawn till it ran into the nearest shadow. The shadow of Mabel's coffin. 
Panel 3
Back in the country house dressing room, point of view shot over EASTWICH’s shoulder, the girls are all staring at her transfixed. 
EASTWICH (speech balloon): ‘I left the next day. His mother came. She had never liked me.’
YOUNGEST (falteringly, quietly – small font?): ‘Didn’t you see him again?’
Panel 4
Another funeral, the coffin is indistinct and surrounded by shadows, one is the shape of a mourner
NARRATION: Only once, and something black crouched then between him and me. 
But it was only his second wife crying beside his coffin. 
Panel 5
Back in the country house dressing room, it is bright and cheerful. Mid-shot of EASTWICH, she looks thoughtful. 
EASTWICH (speech balloon): ‘It's not a cheerful story, is it? And it doesn't lead anywhere. I've never told anyone else.’
Panel 6
Shot of either EASTWICH or the girls (or just one of them) with the closed dressing room door behind them. The speech balloon either leads eye towards or is placed over the door. 
EASTWICH (speech balloon): ‘I think it was seeing his daughter that brought it all back.’
Panel 7
Wide shot, all the girls looking towards the dressing room door. 
YOUNGEST: ‘Mabel’s baby.’
EASTWICH: ‘Yes, and exactly like Mabel, only with his eyes.’
Panel 8
Tableau/pause. The YOUNGEST is sat on a footstool, holding EASTWICH’s hands. 
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Panel 1
EASTWICH stands, hands clenched, eyes straining, wide with terror, staring at the dressing room door. 
Panel 2
An extreme closeup on part of the door, including the handle, which is casting an evocative and leading shadow – perhaps something long and thin, dripping down towards the floor. 
NARRATION: She was staring at the dressing-room door handle. Her eyes followed it down, down, widened and widened. 
Mine followed hers, and all the nerves of my eyes seemed strained to the uttermost—and I almost saw—or did I? I can't be certain. 
Panel 3
The doorhandle and shadow repeated, but this time the shape of it it looks more like a sound wave.
NARRATION: But we all heard the long, quivering sigh, seemingly breathed just behind us.
Panel 4
The same dressing room door, now open, with EASTWICH and the girls crowding around it and peering through. The ELDEST is holding one of the candles from the fireside table. 
NARRATION: It was I who caught up the candle—it dropped wax all over my trembling hands
Panel 5
Mabel’s daughter, lying dead on the bed. The composition of this should mirror the panels on page 11 where they found Mabel’s body. 
NARRATION: It was I who was dragged by Miss Eastwich to the side of the girl who had fainted during the second extra. 
Panel 6
EASTWICH on her knees beside the bed, and the YOUNGEST has her arms around her. 
Panel 7
A close-up on MABEL’S DAUGHTER’s hand, with an elderly male hand on her wrist, feeling her pulse (links to the clasped hands in previous panels) 
NARRATION: The doctor came in the morning and said that Mabel's daughter had died of heart disease inherited from her mother. That was what made her faint during the second extra. 
Panel 8
Close-up on MABEL’S DAUGHTER’s face, but much of it is obscured by shadow.
NARRATION: But I have sometimes wondered whether she may not have inherited something from her father. 
I have never been able to forget the look on her dead face.




THE SHADOW 

Plot summary: This is a ghost story with another frame around it, which begins with four girls at a country house after a dance. One has fainted and is resting in the back bedroom while the other three amuse themselves telling ghost stories into the night. The surly housekeeper Miss Margaret Eastwich is enticed to join them by the youngest girl and reluctantly tells her ghost story. This is about her two dear friends who married each other which caused a rift between them all until the husband invites her to stay. She finds him nervy and ill-looking, his wife Mabel is pregnant, and he reveals to Miss Eastwich that he thinks their house is haunted by a mysterious shadow that Mabel must not find out about. Miss Eastwich begins to also sense this presence, ‘nearly seeing’ and ‘nearly hearing’ it until an encounter in the kitchen where it oozes from a cupboard. She whispers ‘Mabel?’ to it and then sees it ooze under her door and Mabel dies after having her baby. She never sees the man again and says she had all but forgotten the story until she saw Mabel’s now-grown daughter at the dance – as she ends her story she stands terrified and the girls all see the shadow ooze under the door to the bedroom where the fainting girl (Mabel’s daughter) is resting – she dies the next morning and the doctor’s verdict is heart disease, inherited from her mother. 
I think this story is all about hidden things: repressed feelings (Did Miss Eastwich have a past love affair with the the husband? Or maybe with Mabel? Why does she whisper ‘Mabel’ to the shadow – because she loves her or is she using it to attack her?) and unsaid meanings (the three girls constantly interrupt her story, especially the youngest one who is misinterpreting all the history between the three characters – e.g. ‘how lovely for you’). The shadow itself is something mostly unseen and I’m wondering if we can use the panel borders of the embedded tale to suggest its presence for most of the story as the characters nearly-see and nearly-hear it, e.g. have the panel edges drip off into black background, and/or make the panel backgrounds indistinct and shadowed throughout. Then when it finally erupts into the framing story in the final scene that can be signified in the same way. But happy for you to handle this however you think best.

