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An Introduction

I am writing this in December of 2018. The world is in its Christmas plumage, and I’m living in a hotel. Today, for the first time, when I told someone when I thought Good Omens would probably air, the reply was, ‘That’s soon.’ I’m so used to people saying, ‘That’s such a long way away.’ We’ve handed in Episodes One and Two, and tomorrow we’ll do the final tweaks and polishes, spit-on-a-tissue-and-scrub-its-face things, and send Episode Three out for quality-control checks, because the last graphic we were waiting for – Famine’s name, with a skeletal horse moving behind it – came in this afternoon. And tomorrow afternoon we have dubbing sessions for Madame Tracy and the International Express man, and the unfortunately named Disposable Demon (there was a draft of the script in which we learned his name was Eric), and a fragment of radio to record, and then we will be done with Episode Four’s sound, if you don’t count the animated bunny-rabbit noises. (I will, I have been told, be making the bunny noises in Bang Post Production in Cardiff on Thursday.) So many tiny details that need to be in place to take our six-hour story over the finish line.

So, when I look at the scripts now, they seem familiar, but half-remembered things – like places I lived a long time ago. And I suppose, in a way, they are exactly that. The people who are making Good Omens are building a glorious edifice, a huge and unlikely place, part temple and part nightclub and a great deal of it is bookshop, and the six scripts are our original architectural diagrams: much-thumbed and creased, with grease-pencil marks on them to show wherever the builders had needed to change things. But they didn’t give you any idea of the splendour of the building, or the colours it would be painted.

Terry Pratchett asked me to make a Good Omens television series in August 2014. He wrote, ‘I know, Neil, that you’re very, very busy, but no one else could ever do it with the passion that we share for the old girl. I wish I could be more involved, and I will help in any way I can.’ It was a pragmatic letter: he knew that the Alzheimer’s was taking its toll on him. He had never asked me for anything before. He told me he wanted me to make it because he wanted to see it. I agreed. I’d make it so that he could see it. And then, in March 2015, Terry died. I flew home from the funeral and I started writing the first episode. Sixteen months later, in a house on the Isle of Skye, I finished writing the last episode.

Only I didn’t finish writing it. If you are writing television, you keep writing it. You write draft after draft. And then it’s a week before the read-through and Douglas Mackinnon, our director, and I sat across from each other in a Camden kitchen, and rolled up our sleeves, and did a draft that acknowledged the realities of our budget. Scenes and characters went away (we had already cast the other Four Horsepeople of the Apocalypse, and lor’ were they scary and funny, but they went, and so did some of the rain of fish, and Aziraphale setting up his bookshop in the late eighteenth century and being given a medal. His medal was never given to him, but it was still in the bookshop). Scenes went because they would cost us too much (hint: avoid scenes on motorways).

And then we shot it.

And then we edited together what we had shot, and we learned things, and we didn’t stop learning them.

We learned, for example, that even though we had shot our scenes showing Aziraphale in his Soho bookshop doing surreptitious miracles, and Crowley’s rat-led invasion of the BT Tower and his taking all the mobile phones in London offline, the present-day story started exactly where it starts in the book: in a ruined graveyard, with the arrival of Hastur and Ligur. Somewhere, when we learned this, I knew, a twenty-seven-year-old me was smiling smugly.

Those scenes are still in this script book. That’s part of the fun, isn’t it? A script book like this is, or it should be, a tour behind the scenes of the scenes, the ones that made it into the final edit and the ones that didn’t.

It exists because I always loved script books: they gave you the missing bits and the cut scenes. As a boy and then as a teenager who wanted to, one day, make television and movies, script books were the only gateway I had to explain how the magical things that happened on the screen got there.

There are secrets in this book, and there are spoilers in the end, even for those who have read the original novel.

The angels, for example. They weren’t in the novel. They were going to be in the next Good Omens book we wrote, only we never wrote it. We knew what they were going to be like. A version of them showed up in a Good Omens film script Terry and I wrote in 1991, although that was mostly interesting, if I remember correctly, for the angels using their haloes as glowing killer discuses in the British Museum. (At the insistence of the film company, who knew that people weren’t interested in used bookshops, Aziraphale worked for the British Museum. Crowley owned a nightclub, although I cannot for the life of me remember why the film people thought this was a wise thing for him to do.) I was delighted to be able to bring the angels in now, the way Terry and I had originally talked about them.

If you break Good Omens, the novel, down into six roughly equal parts, you will be surprised to discover an almost complete absence of Crowley and Aziraphale in part three. (It is almost as if we had written the novel like madmen, discovering it as we went, and then patched it into one story at the end.) This seemed like a problem in making it into television, as I knew from the start that our stars would be Crowley and Aziraphale, and I wanted them in each episode of the story. The way I fixed it was with the pre-credits sequence, which tells you a lot about the history of Crowley and Aziraphale on Earth over the last 6,000 years (although it omits more than it tells: I think it’s fair to assume that if, at any time in the last 6,000 years, anything interesting happened anywhere on Earth, Crowley and Aziraphale were probably there, not doing whatever it is they were actually sent there to do).

If any of you are hoping to learn anything about scriptwriting from this book, I should warn you that there are jokes in the stage directions, and there shouldn’t be. The people who know about these things will tell you not to do this. But I like putting jokes into scripts: they tell everyone reading what kind of a thing this is, they keep me awake while I’m writing, and sometimes they are a way of acknowledging that what I’m asking for is impossible, but I’m still asking for it.

In the scripts, Buddy Holly’s song ‘Every Day’ runs through the whole like a thread. It was something that Terry had suggested in 1991, and it was there in the edit. Our composer, David Arnold, created several different versions of ‘Every Day’ to run over the end credits. And then he sent us his Good Omens theme, and it was the Good Omens theme. Then Peter Anderson made the most remarkable animated opening credits to the Good Omens theme, and we realised that ‘Every Day’ didn’t really make any sense any longer, and, reluctantly, let it go. It’s here, though. You can hum it.

I’ve left the scripts more or less as they were when we were done shooting. Things changed, as I said, when we started editing. Scenes went away, they split apart, they joined up, they moved around, they did things that were nothing like what I had planned for them to do. If you compare what we did to what I wrote, you’ll get an idea of the editing adventure we went on. The editing room is its own strange space, one in which we were always prepared to try things, to move them, to break them until they worked. And in the end, it seemed, they always worked, even if Episode One closes, and Episode Two begins, with two halves of a scene from later in Episode Two that was written to neither open nor close anything.

Episode Six was too long when we edited it, and Episode Five was too short, and didn’t quite work, so we moved scenes from the beginning of Episode Six to the end of Episode Five, and then both episodes worked delightfully.

Nobody’s seen the whole thing actually finished yet, not even me. It won’t be done for another five or six weeks. I can’t wait to find out what we’ve done.

Whatever it is we’ve made, we couldn’t have done it without Douglas Mackinnon, our very brilliant director, who kept going when moving forward seemed impossible. Many of the best ideas and things on the screen aren’t really Neil things and they aren’t really Douglas things. One of us said or suggested something, and the other said, ‘No, but . . .’ or ‘Yes, and . . .’ and suddenly a shot or a scene or a concept that had been limping along started to fly. I suppose they were spawned by a two-headed beast called NeilandDouglas, just as, long ago, when a book was written, it wasn’t by Neil Gaiman and it wasn’t by Terry Pratchett, but by a rare two-headed TerryandNeil.

My friend Rob Wilkins, Terry’s representative on Earth, has been a staunch companion on this journey. He represented Terry, and represented him well. It was Rob who brought Terry’s hat and scarf to the set of Aziraphale’s bookshop and who spirited them away before they could be burned.

Thank you to the BBC for putting up with me, and to Amazon for embracing the madness.

The words of a script don’t mean much until the words are spoken: I’m grateful to all our remarkable actors for letting me put words into your mouths and for saying them so much better than I ever could. And most of all, thank you to the (literally) thousands of people in front of the cameras or behind them or thousands of miles away from them who, in any way, had anything to do with bringing Good Omens to the screen. We couldn’t have done it without you.

Now, welcome backstage . . .

NEIL GAIMAN






Episode One

In the Beginning

[image: image]


            FADE IN:



101      TITLE CARD: WARNING: CAUSING ARMAGEDDON CAN BE DANGEROUS



            TITLE CARD: DO NOT ATTEMPT IT IN YOUR OWN HOME



102      GOD VOICE-OVER SEQUENCE



            A simple animation. We see, first, the Big Bang, and SCIENTISTS. The CERN particle accelerator. Over this we hear the Narrator, wise and sensible. Could this be the voice of GOD?



            GOD (V.O.)

                   Current theories on the creation of the Universe state that, if it were created at all and didn’t just start, as it were, unofficially, it came into being about fourteen billion years ago. The earth is generally supposed to be about four and a half billion years old.

                           (beat)

                   These dates are incorrect.



            Now we see ancient scholars, working with abacuses, scrolls and scraps of parchment . . .



            GOD (CONT’D)

                   Medieval scholars put the date of the Creation at 3760 BC. Others put Creation as far back as 5508 BC.

                           (beat)

                   Also incorrect.



            Now, USSHER and his ASSISTANTS, with a huge genealogical list of the line of Adam, and how long everyone lived . . .



            GOD (CONT’D)

                   Archbishop James Ussher claimed that the Heaven and the Earth were created on Sunday the 21st of October, 4004 BC, at 9:00 a.m. This too was incorrect. By almost a quarter of an hour. It was created at 9:13 in the morning, which was correct. The whole business with the fossilised dinosaur skeletons was a joke the paleontologists haven’t seen yet.



            The glorious universe: Hubble Telescope-like shots of the vast and beautiful stars . . .



            GOD (CONT’D)

                   This proves two things: firstly, that God does not play dice with the universe; I play an ineffable game of my own devising. For everyone else it’s like playing poker in a pitch-dark room, for infinite stakes, with a dealer who won’t tell you the rules, and who smiles all the time.

                           (beat)

                   Secondly, the Earth’s a Libra.



            We zoom in on a copy of the Tadfield Advertiser, a smalltown newspaper. And we end on the YOUR STARS TODAY column, as God reads us the Libra entry.



            GOD (CONT’D)

                   The entry for Libra in the Tadfield Advertiser on the night our history begins reads as follows: You may be feeling run down and always in the same daily round. A friend is important to you. You may be vulnerable to a stomach upset today, so avoid salads. Help could come from an unexpected quarter.

                           (beat)

                   This was perfectly correct on every count except for the bit about salads.



103      EXT. THE GARDEN OF EDEN – DAY – 4004 BC



            GOD (V.O.)

                   To understand the true significance of what that means, we need to begin earlier. A little more than 6000 years earlier, to be precise, just after the beginning. It starts, as it will end, with a garden. In this case, the Garden of Eden. And with an apple.



            And then over the Garden of Eden:



            TITLE CARD: THE BEGINNING



            Almost a montage:



            A huge black SNAKE slips along a tree branch.



            The Snake’s head whispers into EVE’s ear.



            A hand, Eve’s, picks an apple from a tree. She takes a bite. Grins. Passes it to ADAM. (They are both tastefully naked. I would not make them white people.) Adam also takes a bite . . .



            And then Adam grins lecherously at Eve. Tasteful blackout . . . Time lapse . . .



            A rumble of supernatural thunder!



            An angel in white robes, whom we will come to know as AZIRAPHALE (pronounced AzEERafail), holding a flaming sword, gestures impressively towards an exit gate: they have to leave . . .



            Eve is pregnant. Adam looks miserable. They are wearing fig-leaf-based clothes.



            Aziraphale looks conflicted. We HOLD on him for a moment, then he runs after them, and hands Eve the sword.



104      EXT. OUTSIDE THE GARDEN OF EDEN – DAY – 4004 BC



            The Garden is walled. Inside, a perfect oasis of greenery. Outside, something more like a desert or an African plain.



            GOD (V.O.)

                   It was a nice day. All the days had been nice. There had been rather more than seven of them so far, and rain hadn’t been invented yet. But the storm clouds gathering east of Eden suggested that the first thunderstorm was on its way, and it was going to be a big one.



            Adam and Eve are running, desperately, away from the Garden. Adam is holding the sword. Eve is pregnant and sad.



            Outside the garden animals roar, and Adam brings up the sword to protect himself.



105      EXT. ON THE WALL OF THE GARDEN OF EDEN – DAY – 4004 BC



            Watching Adam and Eve leave are the angel, AZIRAPHALE, and beside him, on a tree, a very, very large black snake. The snake hisses loudly.



            AZIRAPHALE

                   Sorry. What was that?



            The snake transmutes into a male demon whom we will come to know as CROWLEY. He’s dressed in black robes, as opposed to the angel’s white robes, and his eyes look like the eyes of a snake. Crowley’s wing feathers are grey; Aziraphale’s are white.



            CROWLEY

                   I said, ‘Well, that one went down like a lead balloon’.



            AZIRAPHALE

                   Oh. Yes, it did, rather.



            CROWLEY

                   Bit of an overreaction, if you ask me. First offence and everything. And I can’t see what’s so bad about knowing the difference between good and evil, anyway.



            AZIRAPHALE

                   It must BE bad, Crawley. Otherwise you wouldn’t have tempted them into it.



            CROWLEY

                   They just said, ‘Get up there and make some trouble’.



            AZIRAPHALE

                   Obviously. You’re a demon. It’s what you do.



            CROWLEY

                   Not very subtle of the Almighty, though. Fruit tree in the middle of a garden, with a ‘don’t touch’ sign. I mean, why not put it on top of a high mountain or on the moon? Makes you wonder what God’s really planning.



            AZIRAPHALE

                   Best not to speculate. It’s all part of the Great Plan. It’s not for us to understand. It’s ineffable.



            CROWLEY

                   The Great Plan’s ineffable?



            AZIRAPHALE

                   Exactly. And you can’t second-guess ineffability. There’s Right and there’s Wrong. If you do Wrong when you’re told to do Right, you deserve to be punished. Er.

                           (pause)

                   I don’t like the look of that weather.



            Low rumble of non-supernatural thunder on the horizon.



            CROWLEY

                   Didn’t you have a flaming sword?



            AZIRAPHALE

                   Er . . .



            CROWLEY

                   You did. It was flaming like anything. What happened to it?



            AZIRAPHALE

                   Er . . .



            CROWLEY

                   Lost it already, have you?



            AZIRAPHALE

                           (mutters inaudibly)

                   I gave it away.



            CROWLEY

                   You what?



            AZIRAPHALE

                   I gave it away! They looked so miserable. And there are vicious animals, and it’s going to be cold out there, and she’s expecting already, and I said, here you go, flaming sword, don’t thank me, and don’t let the sun go down on you here . . . I do hope I didn’t do the wrong thing.



            CROWLEY

                           (drily)

                   You’re an angel. I don’t think you can do the wrong thing.



            Aziraphale does not notice the sarcasm.



            AZIRAPHALE

                   Oh. Thank you. It’s been bothering me.



            In the distance, Adam uses the flaming sword on some poor lion. Aziraphale winces.



            CROWLEY

                   I’ve been worrying too. What if I did the right thing, with the whole eat-the-apple business? A demon can get into a lot of trouble for doing the right thing. Funny if we both got it wrong, eh? If I did the good thing and you did the bad one.



            AZIRAPHALE

                   No. Not funny at all.



            The thunderstorm begins in earnest.



            Buddy Holly’s song ‘Everyday’ plays, beginning with a tick tick tick and . . . Every day, it’s a-getting closer . . .



106      EXT. SOHO, LONDON – AFTERNOON – 2007



            TITLE CARD: ELEVEN YEARS AGO



            Establishing shot of Aziraphale’s bookshop A. Z. Fell & Co., Booksellers. It’s a run-down secondhand/antiquarian bookshop of the kind you used to see lots of in London . . .



107      INT. AZIRAPHALE’S BOOKSHOP – AFTERNOON – 2007



            Aziraphale is answering the phone. He has not changed since we saw him as an angel. He looks like a happy, affluent, used-book dealer. He’s a kind-looking gentleman whose sartorial style runs to bow-ties. He thinks a little tartan is nifty, and would use the word nifty with pride. His bookshop is chaotic, crowded, glorious, dusty. He is sitting at a desk piled high with books.



            AZIRAPHALE

                   . . . I would need to check the shelves, but I know I have a first edition, 1740, of Past, Present and to Come, Mother Shipton’s Yorkshire prophecies. Red Morocco binding, only slightly foxed. I think I’ve priced it at about four hundred pounds. I also have several later, less desirable editions. I’ll set it aside for you. Well, we do specialise in early editions of books of prophecy. Is there anything else you’re looking for?



            Aziraphale looks through the window. (The phone conversation continues over this.)



            Outside on the street, a MOTHER, holding too many bags and dealing with the meltdown of a SMALL CHILD, lets go of the stroller her BABY is in.



            The stroller is rolling towards the street and the cars.



            Aziraphale, irritated, concentrates. The stroller loops around and miraculously rolls away from the traffic and back into the hand of the mother, who doesn’t notice anything. Aziraphale looks pleased with himself.



            AZIRAPHALE (CONT’D)

                   The Nice and Accurate Prophecies of Agnes Nutter? I’m so sorry, I can’t help you. Of course I know who she was: born 1600, exploded 1656. But there are no copies of her book available. I’m not holding out on you. You could name your own price for a copy . . . No, I can’t name my price, I don’t have it. Nobody has it.



            He writes down a phone number.



            AZIRAPHALE (CONT’D)

                   There really is no need for that kind of language.



108      EXT. BT TOWER, LONDON – EVENING – 2007



            It’s 7:30 p.m. in midsummer; the streetlights are going on, and people are leaving their offices. One person is going to work: Crowley is wearing stylish, very black sunglasses and a very nice suit. He is carrying a clipboard and a Thermos flask. His hairstyle is perfect for somewhere around a decade ago. He glances around a little theatrically. He puts on a day-glow orange donkey jacket.



            He hangs an identity card on a lanyard around his neck. Then he walks in to the BT Tower building lobby.



109      INT. BT TOWER, LONDON. LOBBY – EVENING – 2007



            A security desk. Behind it, a bored female SECURITY GUARD does a crossword.



            CROWLEY

                   Rataway Pest Control.



            SECURITY GUARD

                   I thought your lot weren’t due in until tomorrow morning.



            CROWLEY

                   Preliminary inspection. Traps go down tomorrow. My job’s to tell them where to put them.



            SECURITY GUARD

                   I’ll take you up there.



            She gets up from the desk.



            SECURITY GUARD (CONT’D)

                   Don’t touch anything you don’t have to. Lot of important stuff, that floor. Mobile phone services, that sort of thing.



110      INT. BT TOWER, LONDON. LIFT – EVENING – 2007



            Crowley and the security guard are in the lift.



            SECURITY GUARD

                   It’s terrifying. I put down a tuna sandwich yesterday, never saw it again. Health and safety closed off the top floors as a health hazard until you lot get here.



            CROWLEY

                   We’ll soon see them off.



            SECURITY GUARD

                   Sunglasses?



            CROWLEY

                   It’s my eyes.



111      INT. TOP FLOOR BT TOWER, LONDON. LIFT – EVENING – 2007



            The lift dings, and Crowley steps out. The floor is empty. Night lighting. But we hear a SCRATCHING.



            Crowley looks around.



            Every surface is alive. A nose. Sharp teeth. A twitch of a tail. RATS. Hundreds of them! Tiny sinister red eyes glowing at us from all over. A beat, then they move – they are coming towards us!



            Crowley walks forward. He takes out his Thermos, unscrews the top, pours himself a cup of steaming tea.



            And Crowley . . . smiles.



            CROWLEY

                   Beautiful job! Thank you all so much, men!



            A lady rat chirps angrily.



            CROWLEY (CONT’D)

                   And, yes, obviously, ladies too. Nice job! You can all go home. And, yeah, stay cool.



112      INT. COMPUTER ROOM – EVENING – 2007



            He walks into a room filled with computer and BT equipment. All of it old-fashioned and out-dated: the computers of yesteryear, and some cables.



            Lots of green and red lights flashing.



            Crowley pours his tea onto the unit. Then he pours the rest of the tea from the Thermos.



            All around the room CONSOLE lights start to flicker. Something electronic buzzes.



113      INT. COMPUTER ROOM – EVENING – 2007



            Console lights flickering. And then they start to GO OUT.



114      INT. BT TOWER, LONDON. LOBBY – EVENING – 2007



            Crowley exits the lift. The security guard is back at her desk.



            SECURITY GUARD

                   That was quick.



            CROWLEY

                   Left something back in the van.



115      EXT. BT TOWER STREET – EVENING – 2007



            Crowley walks out of the lobby. Quick cuts: on the pavement is a BUSINESSMAN on an old-fashioned pre-smartphone phone.



            BUSINESSMAN

                   No, I understand. That’s why we have to close this now. So. Seventy grand. Our final offer. What do you say?



            And then he shakes the phone. Tries redialling, and we follow Crowley, who is taking off his jacket, past people on the pavement: a WOMAN . . .



            WOMAN

                   No, Gavin, you can pick me up here. I’m on the corner of . . . can you hear me? Hello?



            . . . and a TEENAGE BOY.



            TEENAGE BOY

                   Look, I know I kissed her at the party. But I mean, that doesn’t mean I wanted to dump you. I’m really sorry. I’m really . . . hello? Hello?



            Over this we can hear a telecom voice saying, ‘We are sorry. All circuits are busy.’



            And Crowley is smiling. What a wonderful day.



            He reaches his car, a beautiful vintage Bentley sports car, and sees a note – ancient brown paper under the windscreen wiper. Puzzled, he opens it and reads.



            He looks at his watch. He’s late. It’s no longer a beautiful day.



            He drives away, at speed, leaving the crumpled note in the gutter, where it begins to burn.



116      INT. CROWLEY’S BENTLEY – EVENING – 2007



            He reaches down and finds a CD. We can see the CD label: it’s Mozart. Slams it into the CD deck in the car. A driving song by Queen begins to play . . .



            And as he drives, we see a TITLE CARD with GOOD OMENS on it, and hear our GOD:



            GOD (V.O.)

                   Good Omens. Being a Narrative of Certain Events occurring in the last eleven years of human history, in strict accordance, as shall be shown, with The Nice and Accurate Prophecies of Agnes Nutter.



            TITLES SEQUENCE



117      EXT. A WOOD – NIGHT – 2007



            A small wood, near a church.



            GOD (V.O.)

                   It wasn’t a dark and stormy night, but don’t let the weather fool you. Just because it’s a mild night doesn’t mean that the forces of evil aren’t abroad. They are. They are everywhere.



            Rising from the ground are two very evil-looking gentlemen: one squat and monstrous, LIGUR; one tall, thin and no less monstrous, HASTUR.



            They reach down, and, carefully, pick up a wicker picnic hamper. And head for . . .



118      EXT. A GRAVEYARD – NIGHT – 2007



            A small country churchyard. Possibly ruined. Rather creepy. We move through it slowly . . .



            It’s misty, and brrr.



            GOD (V.O.)

                   Two demons lurk at the edge of the graveyard. They’re pacing themselves, and can lurk for the rest of the night if necessary, with still enough sullen menace left for a final burst of lurking around dawn.



            Hastur has been hand-rolling a tobacco cigarette. He puts it in his mouth, lights it with a flame from his fingertip. In the flame’s light, we get a good look at them.



            They don’t have horns, they wear vintage suits and shabby raincoats, but they aren’t human. Weird eyes. Skin like frogs, or pitted with terrible acne. They are trying hard to pass for human, but not even the fog is helping.



            LIGUR

                   Gissa drag.



            Hastur hands him the cigarette.



            HASTUR

                   Bugger this for a lark. He should have been waiting for us.



            LIGUR

                   You trust him?



            Ligur gives the cigarette back.



            HASTUR

                   Nope.



            LIGUR

                   Good. Be a funny old world if demons went around trusting each other. What’s he calling himself these days?



            HASTUR

                   Crowley.



119      EXT. ROAD – NIGHT – 2007



            Crowley, still speeding, looks in his rear-view mirror. A police car, behind him, turns on its blue light.



            CROWLEY

                   No.



            And now the siren starts.



            CROWLEY (CONT’D)

                   I do not have time for this.



120      EXT. POLICE CAR – NIGHT – 2007



            Two POLICE OFFICERS are thrilled to be doing a high-speed chase in the fog. No, really they are.



            OFFICER FRED

                   The nutter’s doing a hundred and ten. In the fog. You know what this means?



            OFFICER JULIA

                   We get to do a hundred and fifteen. Brilliant. What the hell kind of car is that?



            OFFICER FRED

                   Vintage Bentley, I think. Come on, nutter. Pull over.



CUT TO:



121      INT. CROWLEY’S BENTLEY – NIGHT – 2007



            The noise of the siren is starting to get to him. Crowley, irritated, snaps his fingers.



CUT TO:



122      INT. POLICE CAR – NIGHT – 2007



            OFFICER JULIA

                           (into police radio)

                   In pursuit of a speeding vehicle. Vintage Bentley. And we’re . . .



            The police car engine makes a whining sound, and then it slows down and stops.



            OFFICER JULIA (CONT’D)

                   We’re having mechanical problems. Over.



CUT TO:



123      EXT. POLICE CAR – NIGHT – 2007



            The police car, on the side of the road. Fog. The car’s steaming. They open the bonnet.



            We move from Officer Julia to Officer Fred: they look horrified and confused. And now we look at the engine.



            Where the engine ought to be is . . . staring up at us . . . RATS?



124      EXT. A GRAVEYARD – NIGHT – 2007



            Ligur and Hastur, still lurking. Hastur crushes the dog-end under his foot. We can see a little more of the object behind him.



            A car’s headlights approach in the fog.



            HASTUR

                   Here he comes now, the flash bastard.



            LIGUR

                   What’s that he’s drivin’?



            HASTUR

                   It’s a car. A horseless carriage. Didn’t they have them last time you was up here?



            LIGUR

                   They had a man walking in front with a red flag.



            HASTUR

                   They’ve come on a bit since then.



            A car door slams.



            HASTUR (CONT’D)

                   You ask me, he’s been up here too long. And he wears sunglasses, even when he dunt need to.



            We look from Hastur’s TOAD-LIKE eyes to Ligur’s FROG-EYES, and we suspect why Crowley might want to wear sunglasses.



            Crowley is sauntering up the path. He stops. They stare at him.



            HASTUR (CONT’D)

                   All hail Satan.



            LIGUR

                   All hail Satan.



            CROWLEY

                   Er. Hi guys. Sorry I’m late, but, well, you know how it is on the A40 at Denham, and then I tried to cut up towards Chorleywood—



            Hastur interrupts him.



            HASTUR

                   Now we art all here, we must recount the Deeds of the Day.



            CROWLEY

                   (‘We do’? Oh, I remember this.)

                   Of course. Deeds. Yeah.



            HASTUR

                   I have tempted a priest. As he walked down the street and saw the pretty girls in the sun, I put Doubt into his mind. He would have been a saint, but now, within a decade, we shall have him.



            Ligur makes approving guttural throaty noises, as if this is the best thing he’s ever heard.



            CROWLEY

                           (politely)

                   Nice one.



            LIGUR

                   I have corrupted a politician. I let him think a tiny bribe would not hurt. Within a year we shall have him.



            Hastur hisses approval. They stare at Crowley. Him next. But that’s good, because he has the BEST one . . .



            CROWLEY

                   You’ll like this.



            We look at their faces and know that they won’t.



            CROWLEY (CONT’D)

                   I brought down every London-area mobile phone network tonight.



            There is a baffled silence.



            HASTUR

                   Yes?



            CROWLEY

                   It wasn’t easy. I had to send rats into the BT Tower, and I had to pour tea into the network controller, while the backup system was offline for maintenance . . .



            HASTUR

                   And what exactly has that done to secure souls for our master?



            CROWLEY

                   Oh come on! Think about it! Fifteen million pissed-off people? Who take it out on each other? Who take it out on everyone else? Ruined days. Ruined nights. The knock-on effects are incalculable . . .



            LIGUR

                   It’s not exactly . . . craftsmanship.



            CROWLEY

                   Head office don’t seem to mind. They love me down there. Guys, times are changing. So, what’s up?



            Hastur reaches down and picks up the object at his feet. Some kind of wicker basket. He hands it to Ligur, who grins unpleasantly . . .



            HASTUR

                   This is.



            CROWLEY

                   No.



            LIGUR

                   Yes.



            CROWLEY

                   Already?



            HASTUR

                   Yes.



            CROWLEY

                   And it’s up to me to . . .?



            LIGUR

                   Yes.



            CROWLEY

                   You know. This sort of . . . well, it really isn’t my scene.



            LIGUR

                   Your scene. Your starring role. Take it.



            HASTUR

                   Like you said. Times are changing.



            LIGUR

                   They’re coming to an end, for a start.



            CROWLEY

                   Why me?



            HASTUR

                   ‘They love you down there.’ And what an opportunity. Ligur here would give his right arm to be you tonight.



            LIGUR

                   Somebody’s right arm, anyway.



            Hastur has produced a clipboard.



            HASTUR

                   Sign here.



            Crowley writes A. J. Crowley on the clipboard.



            LIGUR

                   No. Your real name.



            Crowley uses the tip of his finger, and writes a sigil which burns where he’s touched it. The entire sheet of paper goes up like flash paper.



            Ligur holds out the large wicker basket. It could be a dog-basket, but it’s the wrong shape . . . Crowley looks dejected.



            CROWLEY

                   Now what?



            HASTUR

                   You will receive instructions. Why so glum? The moment we have been working for all these centuries is at hand!



            CROWLEY

                           (dully)

                   Centuries.



            LIGUR

                   Our moment of eternal triumph awaits!



            Crowley is forcing a smile. It does not convince anyone.



            CROWLEY

                           (dully)

                   Triumph.



            HASTUR

                   And you will be a tool of that glorious destiny!



            CROWLEY

                           (dully)

                   Glorious. Tool. Yeah.



            He takes the basket from Ligur.



            CROWLEY (CONT’D)

                   Okay. I’ll, er, be off then. Get it over with. Not that I want to get it over with. Obviously. But you know me. Keen.



            Two implacable demon faces. Crowley backs away down the path.



            CROWLEY (CONT’D)

                   So I’ll be popping along. See you guys ar— see you. Er. Great. Fine. Ciao.



            In the mist. We hear the Bentley car door slam.



            LIGUR

                   Wossat mean, ‘Ciao’?



            HASTUR

                   It’s Italian. It means ‘food’.



125      INT. AZIRAPHALE’S BOOKSHOP – NIGHT – 2007



            A CLOSED sign is on the door. A glass of wine is poured. Now we see an antique gramophone needle descend onto a record.



            Aziraphale settles himself incredibly comfortably into a chair as the music begins: Schubert’s String Quintet.



            A huge, happy smile crosses Aziraphale’s face as the melodies wash over him.



            This is a man at peace.



126      INT. CROWLEY’S BENTLEY – NIGHT – 2007



            GOD (V.O.)

                   Crowley was all in favour of Armageddon in general terms, but it was one thing to work to bring it about and quite another for it to actually happen.



            Crowley is driving. He looks miserable, stressed and upset. The mystery basket is on the back seat. He turns on the radio.



            CROWLEY

                   Oh. Shit . . .



            NEWSREADER (V.O.)

                   And the FT index finished up five points today, after vigorous trading.



            CROWLEY

                   . . . Ohshitohshitohshit. Why me?



            And the voice of the newsreader becomes the voice of SATAN . . .



            NEWSREADER (V.O.)

                   Because you earned it, Crowley. Didn’t you? What you did to the M25 was a stroke of demonic genius, darling.



127      INT. HELL, ROOM 515 – 1973



            Flashback. A very dark room where several demons (including, if possible, BEELZEBUB and Ligur) are sat, watching a presentation by Crowley. Hastur is in the front row and the most unimpressed. Crowley’s in 1973 clothes, giant flared trousers and boots, possibly with a mullet and sideburns, standing in front of a screen.



            We are looking from their point of view:



            A big drawing of the M25. Crowley is making changes on it with a pen as he talks.



            CROWLEY

                   So thanks to three computer hacks, selective bribery, and me moving some markers across a field one night, the M25 London Orbital Motorway, which was meant to look like this, will, when it opens in 1986, actually look like this, and represent . . .



            And he replaces the slightly amended M25 picture with the Odegra symbol . . .



            CROWLEY (CONT’D)

                   . . . the dread sigil Odegra in the language of the Dark Priesthood of Ancient Mu. Odegra means ‘Hail the Great Beast, Devourer of Worlds!’ Can I hear a wahoo?



            EVERYBODY

                           (dutifully)

                   Hail the Great Beast, Devourer of Worlds.



            And now we see a map of the South of England with Odegra around London, where the M25 is.



            CROWLEY

                   Once it’s built, the millions of motorists grumbling their way around it are going to be like water on a prayer wheel. They’ll grind out an endless fog of low-grade evil that will encircle the whole of London. Yes, Duke Hastur?



            Hastur has his hand up.



            HASTUR

                   What’s a computer?



128      INT. CROWLEY’S BENTLEY – NIGHT – 2007



            And the conversation continues.



            CROWLEY

                   The M25. Yes. Well, glad it went down so well. Yup. Leave it to me.



            SATAN (V.O.)

                   That is what we are doing, Crowley. But if anything goes wrong, then those involved will suffer greatly. Even you, Crowley. Especially you.



            Crowley nods. He’s terrified.



            SATAN (CONT’D)

                   Here are your instructions. This is the big one, Crowley.



            And Crowley FREEZES for a moment, as information is downloaded directly into his brain. (Perhaps, from behind the dark glasses, his eyes could glow for a moment.)



            A bad idea to do this while he’s driving, because a lorry is heading towards him in the fog.



            At the last moment, he gets his brain back, and twists the steering wheel hard, slamming out of the lorry’s way, a manoeuvre that throws the wicker basket across the back seat.



            And now, for the first time, we can see what it is: a wicker bassinet. And the sleeping NEWBORN BABY inside it opens its eyes, and it wails . . .



129      INT. JAPANESE RESTAURANT – NIGHT – 2007



            Aziraphale walks in. The SUSHI CHEF points to his favourite table, kept free for him.



            SUSHI CHEF

                   Here is a selection of your favourite rolls, Honoured Aziraphale-San.

                   (Aziraphale-san no sukina makizushi o tokubetsu ni torisoroete oki mashita . . .)



            The chef, who puts them, along with a cup of steaming tea, on the table, bows. Aziraphale bows back.



            AZIRAPHALE

                   Thank you, chef, that’s very kind of you.

                   (Taisho, sore wa wazawaza)



            He sits at his empty table. Smiles as he eats his first nibble. Life is good.



            And then his smile vanishes. He looks up: in the mirror on the wall, there is someone standing beside him. And we pull back off the mirror to see . . .



            . . . the angel GABRIEL is indeed now miraculously standing next to Aziraphale. He is tall, fit, handsome and charismatic: a leader of angels, and he smiles angelically at Aziraphale.



            GABRIEL

                   Mind if I join you?



            Aziraphale obviously minds, but he smiles, and says:



            AZIRAPHALE

                   Gabriel. What an unexpected pleasure. It’s been—



            GABRIEL

                   Quite a while, now.



            He picks up a piece of sushi, examines it, unimpressed.



            GABRIEL (CONT’D)

                   Why do you consume that? You’re an angel.



            AZIRAPHALE

                   It’s sushi. It’s nice. You dip it in soy sauce and . . . it’s what humans do, and if I am going to be living here among them . . . well, keeping up appearances . . . tea?



            GABRIEL

                   I do not sully the temple of my celestial body with gross matter.



            AZIRAPHALE

                   Obviously not. Nice suit.



            GABRIEL

                   Yes. I like the clothes. Pity they won’t be around for much longer.



            AZIRAPHALE

                   They won’t?



            GABRIEL

                   We have reliable information that things are afoot.



            AZIRAPHALE

                   They are?



            GABRIEL

                   My informants suggest that the demon Crowley may be involved. You need to keep him under observation, without, of course, letting him know that’s what you’re doing . . .



            AZIRAPHALE

                   I do know. I’ve been on Earth doing this since the beginning.



            GABRIEL

                   So has Crowley. It’s a miracle he hasn’t spotted you, yet.

                           (a beautiful smile)

                   I know. Miracles are what we do.



130      EXT. HOSPITAL – NIGHT – 2007



            A green Morris Traveller is driving cautiously along the road outside the hospital. Inside the car are DEIRDRE YOUNG and her husband, ARTHUR YOUNG. He is in his forties; she is in her late thirties and hugely pregnant. This is her first child. But everything’s very normal . . .



            GOD (V.O.)

                   Meet Deirdre and Arthur Young. They live in the Oxfordshire village of Tadfield.



            DEIRDRE

                   Are we there yet? Arthur? Four minutes apart.



            MR YOUNG

                   It’s definitely this way. It’s just the roads look all different in the dark . . .



            DEIRDRE

                   The nuns said to come in when they were four to five minutes apart.



            MR YOUNG

                   It’s a bit, um. Well. Nuns.



            DEIRDRE

                   Do we have any egg and cress sandwiches?



            Deirdre reaches for a sandwich, and as she does so, has a contraction . . .



            A sirening motorcade zooms past them – an ambulance, followed by three black cars.



            DEIRDRE (CONT’D)

                   Arthur. Just follow them.



131      INT. AMBULANCE – NIGHT – 2007



            Suddenly RAPID-CUTTING, ultra-adrenaline: the ambulance is going at speed. In it is HARRIET DOWLING, the movie-star beautiful wife of the American Cultural Attaché to London. Very pregnant. Standing near her, and being thrown around, are TWO SECRET SERVICE AGENTS. Holding a video screen, and a video camera. It’s a pre-Skype video hookup from the old days.



            GOD (V.O.)

                   Meet Harriet Dowling and her husband, American diplomat Thaddeus Dowling.



            On the video screen we can see TAD (THADDEUS J.) DOWLING, cultural attaché, back in the US, soon to be presidential hopeful, in a White House meeting. He’s talking to her:



            TAD DOWLING

                   Breathe, honey. Just breathe.



            HARRIET

                   I am breathing, goddammit, Tad. Why aren’t you here?



            TAD DOWLING

                   Honey. I’m with you. I’m just also here with the President.



            PRESIDENT BUSH

                   Hey, Harriet. Sorry we had to borrow your husband.



            TAD DOWLING

                   Hon, I’d better get back to the strategy conference.



            HARRIET

                   You are meant to be with me, you useless sonofabitch.

                           (contraction)



            TAD DOWLING

                   Honey, you’re going to the best place we could find at short notice. The, uh . . .



            SECRET SERVICE #1

                   St Beryl’s Convent Birthing Hospital, sir.



            TAD DOWLING

                   St Beryl’s. Right. Honey, you just keep on having the baby. They’re recording the whole thing. Birth is the single most joyous co-experience that two human beings can share, and I’m not going to miss a second of it.



            PRESIDENT BUSH

                   Tad. If we can return to the matter in hand?



            TAD DOWLING

                   I’ll get back to you, honey.



            And the screen goes blank. Mrs Dowling bites back some really impressive swearing.



132      INT. ST BERYL’S CONVENT MAIN HALL – NIGHT – 2007



            An old convent, part of which has been converted into a small birthing hospital. We are looking at a dozen NUNS. The MOTHER SUPERIOR is facing them, with charts behind her. The SATANIC nature of the place is given away by the upside-down cross on the wall beside the Mother Superior, who holds a pointer.



            On the chart: a stylised mother.



            MOTHER SUPERIOR

                   At some point this evening, Mrs Dowling will arrive. She will undoubtedly have secret service agents with her; you will all ensure they see nothing untoward.



            She sticks a stylised baby on the sheet beside the mother.



            MOTHER SUPERIOR (CONT’D)

                   Sister Theresa and I will deliver the Dowlings’ child in Room Four. Once he has been born, we will remove the baby boy from the mother, and give her back our master’s child.



            She moves the baby to the far side of the sheet, swaps it with an identical baby but with horns, who is now beside the mother.



            MOTHER SUPERIOR (CONT’D)

                   Any questions?



            SISTER MARY LOQUACIOUS begins, hesitating, to raise a hand. A sharp look from SISTER GRACE VOLUBLE and she lowers her hand.



            MOTHER SUPERIOR (CONT’D)

                   Very good. Everything is ready. Tonight, it begins.



            But now SISTER MARY has raised her hand . . .



            MOTHER SUPERIOR (CONT’D)

                   Sister Mary Loquacious. You have a question?



            SISTER MARY LOQUACIOUS

                   Yes, excuse me, Mother Superior, but I was wondering where the other baby was going to come from, not the American baby, I mean that’s obvious, that’s just the birds and the bees, but the, you know—



            MOTHER SUPERIOR

                   Master Crowley is on his way with our dark Lord to be, Sister Mary. We do not need to know more than that. We are Satanic Nuns of the Chattering Order of Saint Beryl. And tonight is what our order was created for. Sister Grace, you’re on duty reception. Sisters Maria Verbose and Katherine Prolix, you are there to assist Sister Theresa, the rest of you know your duties.



            We can hear the ambulance siren drawing up outside.



            MOTHER SUPERIOR (CONT’D)

                   Places!



            And the nuns begin to move, and as they do, they begin to chat to each other, each one saying whatever’s on her mind.



            SISTER MARY LOQUACIOUS

                   Excuse me. Mother Superior. I didn’t get a job. Probably an oversight.



            MOTHER SUPERIOR

                   Yes. Yes, of course. You could make sure that there are biscuits. The kind with pink icing. I think we had a tin in the convent larder.



            Mother Superior reaches out and tips the upside-down cross the right-way up. And she SMILES.



133      EXT. ST BERYL’S CONVENT – NIGHT – 2007



            Behind the ambulance and the motorcade of black cars, we see a green Morris Traveller.



            DEIRDRE

                   Right.



134      INT. ST BERYL’S CONVENT RECEPTION – NIGHT – 2007



            We watch as two things are happening at the same time.



            Harriet Dowling is wheeled in, followed by a Secret Service man with a video camera, OTHER SECRET SERVICE MEN saying things like ‘Clear!’ into their earpieces, and all is commotion . . .



            Meanwhile Mr and Mrs Young walk up to the front desk. He’s carrying a little suitcase. Sister Grace Voluble is at the desk.



            DEIRDRE

                   Excuse me. Deirdre Young. Contractions now four minutes apart.



            SISTER GRACE VOLUBLE

                   Welcome to St Beryl’s, Mrs Young. We weren’t expecting you until next week.



            Deirdre turns to Mr Young, takes the suitcase.



            DEIRDRE

                   Now Arthur will be with me, while I’m in labour . . .



            SISTER GRACE VOLUBLE

                   I’m afraid not. We believe fathers just . . . complicate the process for everybody. We’ll let him know when to come up . . .



            DEIRDRE

                   But—



            Mr Young looks relieved.



            MR YOUNG

                   Not going to argue with nuns. Nurses. Know what they’re doing, Deirdre. I’ll see you when it’s . . .



            Deirdre glares at him as she is taken away by several nuns. An ELDERLY NUN looks at Mr Young as he walks out of the door and says,



            ELDERLY NUN

                   She’ll be in Room Three.



CUT TO:



135      EXT. ST BERYL’S CONVENT – NIGHT – 2007



            A vintage Bentley pulls up. Crowley gets out, grabs the hamper with the baby in it and heads towards the cloisters, leaving the car’s lights on, a demon in a hurry with a lot on his mind.



            GOD (V.O.)

                   It may help to understand human affairs to know that most of the great triumphs and tragedies of history are caused, not by people being fundamentally good or fundamentally bad, but by people being fundamentally people.



            He spots Mr Young loitering by a black motorcade car and assumes he is something to do with the US embassy business . . .



            MR YOUNG

                   You left your lights on.



            Crowley snaps his fingers. The lights go out.



            MR YOUNG (CONT’D)

                   Oh. That’s clever. Is it infra-red?



            CROWLEY

                   Has it started yet?



            MR YOUNG

                   They made me go out.



            CROWLEY

                   Any idea how long we’ve got?



            MR YOUNG

                   I think we were, er, getting on with it, doctor.



            CROWLEY

                   Got it. What room is she in?



            MR YOUNG

                   We’re in Room Three.



            And Crowley nods.



            CROWLEY

                   Room Three. Got it.



            GOD (V.O.)

                   There’s a trick they do with one pea and three shells, or with playing cards, which is very hard to follow, and something like it, for greater stakes than a handful of loose change, is about to take place.



136      INT. CARD TRICK – NIGHT



            We are looking from above at a green baize table. A hand puts down three cards, face down.



137      INT. DELIVERY ROOM THREE – NIGHT



            Looking at Mrs Young’s face, giving birth . . . She’s smiling, looking proud and exhausted . . .



            GOD (V.O.)

                   Deirdre Young is in Delivery Room Three. She is having a golden-haired male baby we will call Baby A.



138      INT. CARD TRICK



            The first card is flipped. It has a picture of a baby on it, with a blue blanket.



139      INT. DELIVERY ROOM FOUR



            Mrs Dowling, giving birth angry and screaming. Secret Service Men filming. Mother Superior and SISTER THERESA GARRULOUS are in there.



            GOD (V.O.)

                   Harriet Dowling is giving birth in Delivery Room Four. She is having a golden-haired male baby we will call Baby B.



140      INT. CARD TRICK



            A second card is turned over. It has an identical baby on it, but with a cream blanket.



141      INT. ST BERYL’S CONVENT CORRIDOR – NIGHT – 2007



            Crowley comes up some back stairs, and out into a corridor. He’s looking around, trying to find a nun. And he sees one from behind.



            CROWLEY

                   Psst!



142      INT. CARD TRICK



            The third card is turned face up: a third identical baby, but with a red blanket. It’s flipped face down, or a hand is passed over it. Now when we see the face of the card, it has a drawing on it of something monstrous.



            GOD
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