
IF YOU GO DOWN TO THE WOODS

LOGLINE: Dedicated ghost host, Laura Morante, ventures deep into 
Grin Low Woods with local man, Jack Otter. She's looking for 

spooks; he's got another agenda entirely.
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EXT. SOLOMON'S TEMPLE - NIGHT

JACK OTTER sits at the foot of the old stone tower. He is 
60-ish, tall, spare and self-contained as Derbyshire folk 
often are. Silently, he surveys the landscape spreading out 
below him. The surrounding hills descend to dark, 
impenetrable areas from which low rumbling roars can 
occasionally be heard. 

Jack listens for a while then takes out his mobile 'phone.  
He dials.

JACK
It's me..aye, they're out 
tonight..Who knows? Maybe a few 
days..might be worth..OK, will do.

He puts away his 'phone, stands and lopes off down the hill. 

EXT. SOLOMON'S TEMPLE - DAY

LAURA MORANTE scuttles up the hill to the old tower. At the 
top, she stands to catch her breath, take in the view. She 
is thirty six, restless, wearing garish new walking gear. 
Now, we see that the tower sits on top of an old burial 
mound. It is surrounded by natural hills, the lower slopes 
of which are covered in woodland. 

In his old clothes of brown and green, Jack is almost 
invisible in this landscape. He quietly approaches Solomon's 
Temple and draws level with Laura.

JACK
'ow do?

Laura jumps a foot into the air.

LAURA
Oh my Lord, you scared the life out 
of me.

JACK
Aye.

LAURA
(holding out her hand)

Laura Morante. Nice to meet you.

Jack shakes her hand awkwardly. He looks puzzled.
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JACK
Thought you was a Mycock? That's 
what it says on your telly 
programme.

LAURA
I was until..well, until recently. 
I've gone back to my maiden name.

JACK
Ah.

LAURA
It'll be on the credits, next 
series.

JACK
Ah.

LAURA
I mean, I don't mind Mycock. Me and 
Harry - that's my ex - we're still 
on very good terms. Really. It's 
just that..

JACK
T'ain't no skin off my nose.

LAURA
..I get bored, that's my trouble.

JACK
Ah.

He sits down at the foot of the tower. Laura fishes a 
camcorder out of her rucksack. She balances it on a nearby 
boulder and switches it on.

LAURA
This is Laura Morante, recording 
for "That's Spooky!". I'm in the 
beautiful Peak District, at 
Solomon's Temple in deepest, 
darkest Derbyshire.

JACK
Lot o' Mycocks round here.

LAURA
What? Oh. Yeah, Harry said that. He 
grew up somewhere round here, I 
think. That's why he left - 
couldn't stand being just one in a 
crowd.



4.

JACK
Ah.

LAURA
(back to camera)

Eight year old Lily Otter - it is 
Lily, isn't it? - called us up and 
said that her Grandpa Jack knows 
more about ghosts round here than 
anyone else.

JACK
Lot of Otters too.

LAURA
What?

JACK
Round here. Lot o' people called 
Otter.

LAURA
(nodding)

Harry's best friend was an Otter - 
that always made me laugh. John 
Otter. You might even know him?

JACK
(uninterested)

Prob'ly. Which one?

LAURA
What do you mean?

JACK
Lot o' John Otters round here. 
D'you mean Mary's boy or Eddie's 
oldest what went to college or..

LAURA
Anyway, Jack, tell me about the 
ghosts of Grin Low Woods.

Jack pulls a tobacco tin out of his pocket, starts to roll 
up. Laura adjusts the camera angle.

JACK
Well, 'tis mainly the lights.

LAURA
Lights, OK. What sort of lights?

JACK
Big, round floatin' lights.
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LAURA
Where?

JACK
(pointing at the woods)

Down there. In the trees.

LAURA
Do they..do anything?

JACK
Will o' the Wisps. That's what 
people reckon. What with the cats 
'n' all.

LAURA
There are cats too?

JACK
Aye. Big cats. Down there.

LAURA
Big? Really big? Like lions?

Jack meticulously finishes his roll-up.

JACK
Dunno. Not no-one ever got that 
close. Sound big enough though.

LAURA
You've heard them?

JACK
(smiling)

Oh aye.

LAURA
Oh, I wish I could. I've always 
wanted..

JACK
Tonight?

LAURA
(taken aback)

What? Here?

JACK
Maybe. Why not? 

LAURA
They'll be here?
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JACK
(shrugging)

Midsummer's a likely time.

LAURA
So what do we do? I'll meet you 
back here tonight?

Jack stands.

JACK
Aye. Midnight.

He starts to stomp back down the hill, but turns to call 
over his shoulder.

JACK
Wear summat dark.

EXT. SOLOMON'S TEMPLE - NIGHT

Laura paces around the old stone tower, using her 'phone as 
a flashlight. She's wearing black.

LAURA
Jack? Ja-ack? Hillooo?

There's no reply. Laura sits down for a second, gets up 
again and continues to pace. A low rumble sounds from down 
in the woods. Laura instantly turns towards it but sees 
nothing.

LAURA
What..what was that?

Silence resumes and Laura continues to pace. As before, Jack 
arrives silently and approaches Laura from behind. He taps 
her on the shoulder.

JACK
Now then lass.

LAURA
(squealing loudly)

Oh my God, you have got to stop 
doing that.

JACK
Hush woman. And shut that light 
off.

Laura stows her 'phone.
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LAURA
Yes, sorry. Listen, I heard 
something..down there..

JACK
Aye. Prob'ly.

LAURA
So..uh..shall we, er, stay here and 
listen a bit more then?

Jack is already walking down the hill towards the woods.

JACK
Swing by me, lass, tha'll be fine.

EXT. GRIN LOW WOODS - NIGHT

Jack and Laura have been swallowed up into the woodland. The 
darkness is complete and the absolute silence feels like a 
physical presence. Suddenly, a flicker of light shows up 
ahead.

LAURA
There! Jack - light! Did you see?

JACK
That's never a Will o' the Wisp. 
Prob'ly kids, messin'. Come on.

He starts to tread softly towards the light, Laura follows. 
Behind her, she hears something moving. She turns but sees 
nothing. When she turns back, she can't see Jack either.

LAURA
(trying to scream 
quietly)

Jack..Jack?

After an endless pause, Jack's voice comes out of the dark.

JACK
Oh for pity's sake, woman. Keep up.

The two of them reach the very heart of the wood. Suddenly, 
the flicker of light disappears.

LAURA
Oh!

JACK
Bloody kids.
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He stops. Laura stops very close to him.

LAURA
Now what?

JACK
Just turn around a couple of times, 
very quiet, like. See what's about.

Almost back-to-back, the two rotate. The total dark is 
disorienting. There is a low but distinctly feline roar from 
some distance off. Laura reaches behind her to grab at Jack 
but she finds nothing.

LAURA
Jack? Jack, where are..?

There is another low roar, nearer now.

LAURA
(no longer quiet)

Jack!

Yet another roar, very close now.

LAURA
Jaaaaaaack!!

EXT. GRIN LOW WOODS - NIGHT

On the far side of the woodland, Jack is striding down the 
hill, back towards town. He has his mobile 'phone to his 
ear. There is now a large torch in his other hand.

JACK
John?..Johnny, it's me, Dad. Tell 
Harry - 'tis done.

INT. WHITTINGTON HOSPITAL - DAY

Laura is sitting curled up in a hospital arm chair. Her 
eyes, enormous and frightened, continually sweep her little 
room but appear to take in nothing. She says nothing.

HARRY MYCOCK is sitting on the bed, next to Laura. He has a 
hold of her hands, stroking them with tender concern. 
Occasionally, he kisses them.

A young nurse sticks her head around the door.
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NURSE
Mr Mycock, visiting time is over in 
five minutes.

HARRY
Ah, OK, thanks.

The nurse hesitates on the threshold.

NURSE
I'm..I'm so sorry about your wife. 
I really love her show, she's 
great, isn't she?

HARRY
Thank you. Yes, she's very good.

The nurse comes a little further into the room.

NURSE
She's the best thing in it. You 
always get the feeling she really 
believes.

HARRY
I think she really does. That's why 
it works so well.

NURSE
Anyway, like I said. I'm so sorry. 
I hope she recovers.

HARRY
 Thank you.

The nurse goes out. Harry gets up to go but leans over his 
ex-wife solicitously for one last word.

HARRY
(very softly)

That'll teach you to cheat on a 
Mycock, you little slut.

He leaves.

END


