Westerly Point (2004)

By Eilis Mernagh.

Draft script.

OVERHEAD SHOT

We see A WIDE SHOT looking down at a huge, beautiful expanse of beach, in the very early morning of a summer day. The tide is out and the sand stretches out for miles away from shot, into a hazy horizon. A tiny black spot moves into frame from the bottom, moving in a haphazard way along the beach. It stops, wheels around and moves back towards a larger spot, which follows it at a much slower pace. 

EX CU of a young man’s face: very early twenties, sun-tanned face, and very blue eyes that look tired. His hand moves into frame, shading his eyes from the brightness of the morning sun.

This is Matt.

While still in his CU Matt speaks for the first time in the picture. He has a soft American accent.

MATT

Jack! Jack, get over here!

MATT’S POV:

A small, wire-haired mongrel is stalking something in the sand two hundred yards away. It seems oblivious to everything except the area immediately in front of it. Suddenly it runs forward and begins to snarl and tear at a pile of flotsam, kicking a cloud of sand up behind it.

MATT’S VOICE (OFFSCREEN)

Jack! Get over here right now! Come on! Now!

The little dog takes no notice and carries on its assault on the rubbish.

EX CU of MATT: He sighs.

MATT

(muttering)

Jack, I am way too tired for this shit.

EXT. BEACH - DAY

We zoom quickly out of his eyes as he begins to walk over towards the dog. The camera stays on him, but this is a longer shot, with his whole frame in view. He is tall and lean, wearing jeans, boots and an American college T-shirt. As he walks, the expression on his face shifts from exasperation, through curiosity, through to unease. He stops. Something is not quite right, but we don’t know what it is, and neither does he. He seems to get a grip on himself and resumes walking. After another ten seconds he stops short.

MATT

(Expectantly)

Jack?

MATT’S POV:

The little dog is still scrabbling around the bundle in the sand. We can see pieces of driftwood, an oilcan washed clean of paint, a broken crate. And a pile of rags. Jack stops and turns towards us, panting, pink tongue hanging out. He begins to bark madly.

MATT (Offscreen)

(Really pissed off now)

Jack what in hell’s name is wrong with you?

He moves forward slightly, and the dog runs past him, still barking. As Jack moves out of frame and Matt moves closer, we notice a cloud of flies moving over the pile of rags. There is a slight hum from them.

EX SHOT of MATT: He is now quite uneasy. He takes a deep breath and takes a step forward.

MATT’S POV:

The bundle of rags consists of an old black overcoat, apparently draped around a log. We see Matt’s hand moving, reluctantly but inexorably, towards it. He hesitates for a moment, then pulls the log towards him. As soon as he does so his hand jumps back as though he has had an electric shock. 

EX CU of MATT: He is completely white and gasping for breath, shock stamped on his face.

EX medium shot of what he sees. The log is a man’s body. The face is completely destroyed, obliterated by a blow. The flies circle in a cloud around what is left of it. The rest of the body is dressed in a nice dark wool suit; shirt and silk tie, all spattered with dark patches, with a black overcoat on top. All are water damaged and encrusted with salt. The man’s hands – weathered hands – are flung open, covered in lacerations. He is wearing a signet ring on his right little finger.

EX CU of right little finger. The ring has a curious design of five white spots on a black background. 

This is the last thing MATT sees for a while, because there is a sudden bone crunching noise, followed by a rapid fade to black.

CREDITS ROLL

EXT. BEACH – DAY

EX CU of MATT’S eyes, shut tight. WE can hear seagulls in the background and a faint sound of lapping waves. 


MAN’S VOICE (Offscreen)

(Irish accent)

Hey, can you hear me? Hallo?

MATT’S eyelids flicker. His eyes suddenly pop open and he lets out a gargle, as if air has been trapped at the back of his throat. 

EX CU of what MATT is seeing: two men, staring down at him anxiously. One is about forty, sandy haired, lean and taciturn, dressed in a gardas’s uniform. This is GARDA O’CONNOR. The other is a young man about MATT’S age, tall and gangly with dark curly hair and a wide smile. This is PETER SHAUGHNESSY. 

O’CONNOR

(Speaking again, this time to Peter)

Okay, help me lift him up

EX MEDIUM SHOT of the two men helping MATT to sit up. They prop him up against a rock, where he remains slumped, struggling for breath. There is blood trickling down his forehead and more congealed blood in his hair.

EX CU of MATT.

MATT

(With difficulty)

What happened? 

O’CONNOR

(Off screen)

I’m Garda O’Connor. Can you tell me your name?

MATT

(Trying to focus)

Matt. Matt Ryan.

O’CONNOR

You Nora Ryan’s relative? From America?

MATT

(Nods slowly)

EX SHOT of O’CONNOR and PETER. Both their expressions become friendlier with recognition, although you would barely know it from O’CONNOR, who remains largely impassive.

EX CU of MATT

MATT

(Glancing around)

Where’s Jack?

O’CONNOR

(Off-screen)

The dog? No idea. My guess is it went home. After you hit your head off that rock.

MATT

(Frowning)

A rock?

He suddenly remembers the body. His face goes white again and he looks like he’s going to faint.

MATT

(Almost to himself)

I must have passed out when I saw it……

O’CONNOR

(Impassive, still off screen)

It?

MATT stares up at him

MATT

(Voice cracking)

The body. There is a fricking dead man on this beach, and Jack brought me right over to him….

EX CU of O’CONNOR and PETER trading glances. 

EX WIDE SHOT of the huge, empty strand. There is nothing visible apart from their three figures and some tiny patches of flotsam.

EX MEDIUM SHOT of the three men.

O’CONNOR

(To PETER)

Was there anyone else down here when you found him?

PETER

No. No one.

Then O’CONNOR leans down towards MATT. His attitude is sympathetic mixed with ‘don’t fuck with me’.

O’CONNORS

You have a pretty nasty gash on your head and you’ve been unconscious for quite a while. I’ve sent word up to Dr. Clarke and I think you should see him before you say any more.

EX CU of MATT. He swallows, opens his mouth and pauses. He seems to be desperately trying to think, but under the circumstances, he can't. 

MATT

I swear I didn’t imagine it. It’s right over there…

He turns slightly and looks around at the beach behind him, shielding his eyes from the sun. There is nothing there. 

O’CONNOR

See? There’s no one else here. 

MATT is embarrassed and confused.

MATT

I don’t understand… 

He catches O’Conner’s steely gaze.

MATT

(Reluctantly)

Okay. Maybe you’re right. I should get something for this cut.

INT EXTREME CU of MATT’S Eye. The iris looks very bright blue. He blinks and the iris becomes duller as the torch is switched off.

DR. CLARKE

(Offscreen)

Okay, it looks fine. Let’s take your blood pressure.

INT medium shot of MATT, sitting upright on a bed in a small, compact surgery. He has a small bandage on his head and his forehead has been cleaned up. Beside him DR. CLARKE, a small, spare man in his fifties with a white beard is fixing up the blood pressure pump. 

DR. CLARKE

(Conversational)

So Matt. When did you get here?

MATT

Well, let’s see: my plane got in this morning at half five. Aunt Nora picked me up and we got here about a quarter past seven.

DR. CLARKE

(Surprised)

And you went for a walk? Right away?

MATT

Yeah, I slept a lot on the plane. I just wanted to stretch my legs after such a long flight and Nora said Jack could do with a walk. Jesus, I should have gone to bed instead.

DR. CLARKE

You think being tired caused your accident?

MATT

(After a pause, thoughtfully)

If it was an accident…

MEDIUM SHOT of DR. CLARKE, frowning, paused.

DR.CLARKE

You think it wasn’t?

MEDIUM SHOT of the two men. MATT hesitates, trying to gauge whether or not to say anything. Then he seems to make a decision.

MATT

I know this sounds crazy. Completely crazy. But right before I blacked out, I saw a body on the beach. Now, I know what you’re going to say; I’m jet-lagged, I imagined it.

He leans forward.

MATT

But I’ve never even seen a dead body in real life before. How could I imagine something like that? It was so real – the guy was lying there in this suit, wet, as if he’d been in the water, and……… he had no face. I remember thinking he looked stupid, you know, because he didn’t look human anymore. He was like a shop mannequin in a suit……… I’m not making any sense, am I?

MEDIUM SHOT of DR. CLARKE. He seems to be thinking. He pulls off his sterile gloves and goes over to the sink.

DR. CLARKE

(While he is washing his hands, drying them and walking back over)

Matt, first of all, I’ve been a doctor for nearly thirty years and I’ve heard everything. You’d be amazed what the human mind can conjure up when it wants. Secondly, I’m a logical man, so let’s look at this logically. If there was a body, who was it? And how could it be moved in such a short space of time without leaving any evidence? It just doesn’t make any sense.

MEDIUM SHOT of MATT, sitting on the bed in the middle of the room. He looks tired and suddenly vulnerable. We can see him thinking back over what he saw this morning. He shrugs slowly and we – and DR. CLARKE – can see that he is conceding defeat.

DR. CLARKE

(Offscreen, brisk)

I think we should get you back to your aunt’s house so that you can rest for a while. Get some sleep, but not too much. You’ve had concussion, so you should be woken up at regular intervals over the next twenty-four hours.

EX. SHOT OF STREET – DAY. 

Outside it is a bright morning in early summer. We see a quiet, small town street, with no one around apart from a small girl with a skipping rope, hanging about at the other end of the road. PETER is slouched against his car across from the surgery, smoking a cigarette. Wearing sunglasses and staring up at the blue sky, he looks the picture of contentment. As the camera pans over him, he looks down and takes off the dark glasses.

PETER

(Cheerfully)

All okay? Garda O’Connor asked me to stick around and see if you were alright.

EX. MEDIUM SHOT of MATT. He looks disorientated, shading his eyes from the sun’s glare. He smiles as he recognises PETER. We can see in this scene that he is trying to get back to normal, convincing himself that the body was all in his imagination. 

MATT

Not too bad. A bit of sleep and a bite to eat and I’ll be just fine.

EX MEDIUM SHOT of both.

PETER

(Reaching behind him and opening the car door)

Grand. Hop in – I’ll give you a lift home.

MATT

You sure? You won’t be late for work or anything?

PETER

I’m the boss, so there’s no such thing as late! My family owns the Cove Hotel - it’s on the road near the beach. I went out for a walk this morning and saw in the distance what looked like someone asleep on the beach – that’s how I ended up finding you.

MATT

Thanks for this – I really appreciate it.

EX Medium SHOT of Peter, taking a last drag and throwing away his cigarette.

PETER

(Dry but good-natured)

Not at all. We can’t have you finding any more dead bodies, can we?

EX WIDE SHOT from above of PETER and MATT, driving in PETER’S car along a twisting, flat country road. The countryside looks beautiful – green fields on one side, with green and brown patches of bog on the other. Just visible to the far side of the screen is the sea in the near distance. 

INT. CLOSE SHOT of the two boys in the car. 

MATT

(Hesitantly)

Look, I just want to say that what happened this morning isn’t normal behaviour for me. I’m not some kind of nut who goes around seeing things.

PETER

(Genuine)

Sure, don’t worry about it. You’d come a long way and had no sleep. These things happen. Usually after a heavy night on the piss, but still…

He smiles and MATT grins despite himself. Then grimaces.

PETER

Does your head hurt?

MATT

It’s okay, just concussion. I’ve had that before from playing football, so it’s no big deal.

PETER

That’s American football, right? I’ve seen that on TV – it looks bad but not as bad as Gaelic football.

MATT

That’s one of the things I want to go and see while I’m here. I’ve heard it’s a bit like rugby?

PETER

(Amused)

Imagine an American football match. Take away the helmets, the padding and all reason. That’s Gaelic football.

MATT

Now I definitely have to see it.

They both laugh.

EX MEDIUM SHOT of NORA RYAN’S house. It is a small construction, built on the seafront. It is composed of wood and stone, with large windows covering most of the downstairs and a smaller upstairs with an attic style roof. On one side – the side we can see – it backs onto a small road that ends at the house. On the other side it opens onto a small beach, with wooden steps leading down to it.

As the camera opens on this shot, PETER’S car pulls up outside the house, and Jack runs into view, barking madly. 

EX MEDIUM SHOT of MATT, getting out of the car. Jack runs up to him, tail wagging. We can see from MATT’S face that while he is happy to see the dog, he is also wondering what Jack would say if he could talk. He leans over and rubs Jack behind the ears.

NORA RYAN

(Offscreen)

MATT? Is that you?

EX MEDIUM SHOT of NORA, coming out of the shadowy back part of the house, past a huge rhododendron bush. She is a small, energetic woman in her early fifties, with greying curly hair and a tanned face from working outdoors.

NORA

(Worry has made her cross)

Matt! I’ve been beside myself – the guard called half an hour ago saying you’d been hurt on the beach. Are you alright?

MEDIUM SHOT of all three of them, beside the car. NORA gives MATT a warm hug.

NORA

(Still giving out)

Your first morning here and something like this happens! What happened, Matt, did you faint? That useless policeman wouldn’t talk any sense…

MATT

(Smiling ruefully)

I’m fine, Aunt Nora, honestly.

NORA

(To Peter as well)

Come in and have something to eat. It’s cool out on the porch.

INT CLOSEUP of ice cubes dropping into a jug of orange juice. NORA’S hand comes into shot, picking up the glass jug.

INT MEDIUM SHOT of her in a large, airy kitchen, placing the jug on a tray with three glasses and a plate of biscuits. NORA looks out of view; we follow her gaze and see the two boys sitting outside on a small wooden veranda, which opens onto the beach, partly obscured by a filmy curtain at the window.

INT CLOSEUP of NORA, biting her lip, thinking. She picks up the tray and walks out of shot.

EX MEDIUM SHOT of the veranda. There is a small easel set up at the far end, with a fold-up stool and painting paraphernalia scattered around beside it. There is a half-finished picture of the seascape painted on the canvas. Near the end of the veranda is a large wooden rocking chair. MATT and PETER are sitting on two wooden chairs, around a small wooden coffee table at the end nearest the kitchen door. NORA carries the tray out, assuming a cheerful air. 

NORA

(Setting down the tray and filling the glasses)

Now, some refreshments. It’s been ages since your breakfast, Matt.

MATT

(Taking a glass from the tray)

I don’t think my stomach knows what time it is. Thanks Nora.

PETER

(Nodding at the unfinished painting)

You’re in the middle of a work of art, then?

NORA

(Smiling as she looks over at the easel)

It’s funny. I’ve painted this particular view so many times over the years, but I can always see something new in it. Some shadow that wasn’t there the day before, some new cloud formations. Those paintings are always my best sellers too!

PETER

(Teasing)

I thought artists weren’t supposed to think of material things!

NORA

(Sitting down on a bench in between the two boys)

We do or we end up like poor Van Gogh! So Matt. Why don’t you fill me in on what happened this morning?

PETER

(Glancing at NORA, he picks up his glass and drains it in one)

I’m going to leave you two to it. Matt, I was going to say; would you like to come round for dinner at our place tonight? My mum always does enough for ten anyway and we could go to the pub afterwards.

MATT

(He looks at NORA, who vigorously nods her approval)

That sounds great. Thanks.

PETER

(Getting up)

Grand. I’ll pick you up at seven. (To NORA) Thanks for the drink.

NORA

Bye Peter. And thanks for helping Matt today.

PETER goes out through the kitchen door, leaving MATT and NORA together. She leans forward expectantly. MATT takes a deep breath and puts down his glass.

CLOSER shot of MATT and NORA.

MATT

Okay. It happened just like Garda O’Connor told you. Peter found me on the beach this morning, unconscious with a cut on my forehead. He called the guard down and the two of them were there when I came to. According to them I fell and hit my head on a rock, probably because of exhaustion and jet lag.

NORA

(Slowly)

Right. And what really happened?

MATT

(Leaning forward)

This is where it gets a bit crazy. The last thing I remember before blacking out is Jack running over to a pile of crap on the beach and tugging at it. I went over to see what he was doing and…it was a dead guy.

NORA

(She is shocked but retains her self possession)

A dead body? What was it like?

MATT

(From his expression we can see that he thinks that this is a strange question but he answers anyway)

A guy, his face bashed in, but judging from his hands middle aged, wearing a dark suit, a silk tie, uh, a signet ring……

NORA

(Sharply, getting up and walking over the edge of the veranda)

A signet ring? What was it like?

MATT

Um, gold, black background with white dots on it? Why, do you know someone with that ring?

NORA

No. No, it’s just that no one wears that kind of ring anymore.

She turns back towards MATT, smiling.

NORA

Matt, it all sounds too ludicrous for words. Westerly Point isn’t the kind of place where dead bodies turn up on beaches. To be honest, Westerly Point isn’t the kind of place where anything happens!

She squats down in front of MATT, taking his hands. 

NORA

I know you think you saw something. But think about it, Matt, it just isn’t possible. Garda O’Connor said they found you on your own, and I’m sure they didn’t see anything suspicious or they would have done something. Do you see?

MATT

Yeah, I do. Look Nora, I’ve already had this from the cop and the doctor. I know it’s nuts.

He sighs

MATT

I’ll try and forget about it. Is that okay?

NORA

(Relieved)

More than okay, I think it’s for the best. Let’s get this holiday off to a fresh start, will we? After all, this is your first time in Europe - it should be the most exciting time!

MATT

(Nodding)

You’re absolutely right. Look, I’m beat. Do you mind if I sleep for a while? Get myself revved up for tonight?

NORA

(Briskly)

That’s a good idea. I’ll wake you after an hour or so and we can have some lunch. I’ll just go and get your bed ready.

She gets up and goes into the kitchen, leaving MATT on the veranda. 

CLOSEUP of MATT. He stares out at the sea, slumped in his chair, lost in thought.

FADE TO EX MEDIUM SHOT of PETER, sitting in his car outside NORA’S house. It is a bright summer evening. PETER is nodding in time to a song on the radio but stops abruptly as MATT opens the glass front door of the house. 

EX MEDIUM SHOT of MATT pulling his jacket on in the doorway. NORA comes out of the living room just to the right of the front door and closes the door after her. From the noise coming from that room, it is obvious that she has people over. 

NORA

You have a good time. And if you’re feeling woozy come back here, okay?

MATT

I will. And you too!

NORA

(As she closes the door behind him)

I will if this lot don’t get too sloshed! Say hi to Sarah and the kids for me.

MATT comes over to the car and leans in the open window.

PETER

Feeling better?

MATT

You bet. I’m looking forward to dinner.

PETER

Hop in so.

As MATT is getting in, he turns on the engine.

PETER

I’m glad you’re hungry, cos my mum has really outdone herself this time.

MATT

So how big is your family?

PETER

There’s five of us and my mum. My dad died two years ago.

MATT

(Awkwardly)

I’m sorry to hear that. Was he sick?

PETER

(Matter of fact, putting the car in gear)

Yeah, throat cancer. Well, he was a really heavy smoker his whole life. It all happened pretty suddenly in the end. That left the rest of us to run the hotel. It was hard at first, but it seems to be going well this year.

CUT TO EX MEDIUM SHOT of the Cove Hotel. It is a large, old-fashioned building with large bay windows at the front looking onto the road leading to the beach. It looks slightly run down, but the grounds around the front are well kept and it has a bright, cheerful air. As the camera focuses on it PETER’S car pulls up outside.

EX MEDIUM SHOT of a front door - the family’s private entrance around the side. PETER’S hand comes up and presses the doorbell and it is opened almost immediately by FRANCES, PETER’S twin sister. She is a beautiful 20-year-old, tall, dark-haired and slim, with a friendly but fickle demeanour.

FRANCES

We thought you’d gone straight to the pub!

PETER

(To a clearly impressed MATT)

Matt, this is my twin sister Frances. Frances, this is this man’s first time in Europe, so be nice!

FRANCES

(Waving them in)

I’m always nice! 

INT MEDIUM SHOT of a big, well-furnished living room. Two small children, a boy and girl, are sitting on the floor with colouring books and markers, while a twelve-year-old boy is slumped on the sofa, listlessly watching TV. PETER comes in with MATT and FRANCES.

PETER

This are my two brothers Gareth and Liam, and my other sister Eimear. Kids, this is Matt - he’s here on holiday from the U.S.

Gareth nods and then turns his head straight back to the TV. The two little kids get up and shake MATT’S hand very gravely, then go back to their colouring books. MATT smiles at PETER and FRANCES.

PETER

Yes, they really are always like that!

GARETH

(Suddenly perking up)

Are you the mad guy who saw the dead body?

PETER and FRANCES

(In unison)

Gareth!

INT MEDIUM SHOT of the family dinner. The dining room is a large, rather badly lit room that was luxuriously fitted out about fifteen years ago. The table is groaning with enough food to feed an army. The children are all sitting down, MATT looking with awe at the spread in front of him. SARAH SHAUGHNESSY, a harassed looking woman in her mid forties with long, lank hair, comes bustling in with yet another dish.

SARAH

(Setting the dish down)

I think that’s it now. It’s lovely to have you with us tonight, Matt.

MATT

Thank you for having me. Wow, this all looks great.

SARAH

Well I just hope there’s enough of everything. I never know how much these kids will eat, especially Gareth…

MATT looks at GARETH, who is stuffing a whole slice of bread into his mouth at once. He begins to chew, with his mouth gaping open.

MATT

(To himself)

Sure, I can see that…

SARAH

What part of America are you from, Matt?

MATT

(Taking a dish from Peter)

Wisconsin. It’s a town called La Crosse, I don’t know if you’ve heard of it?

SARAH

I’ve never been to America, I’m afraid.

FRANCES

We have an uncle in the States, though.

MATT

Oh really? 

FRANCES

Yeah, he emigrated there. My dad’s brother.

SARAH

He wasn’t interested in running the hotel, you see. So my husband, God rest his soul, took it over instead. He made quite a success of it.

EIMEAR

(Suddenly)

Are you staying with Nora?

MATT

That’s right.

EIMEAR

She’s nice. She taught me to paint.

SARAH

(To Matt)

Nora gives art classes to local kids in the summer. Eimear turned out to have a bit of a talent for it. 

MATT

That’s cool. Can I see some of your stuff?

EIMEAR shakes her head gravely and goes back to her dinner as the others laugh.

INT MEDIUM SHOT of Donegans Pub, later that evening. It is a typical Irish country pub, about a hundred years old, complete with bored looking regulars, old-fashioned décor and lots of framed pictures of famous racehorses. It is especially crowded, it being Friday night, and noisy, with a cheerful atmosphere.

INT MEDIUM CLOSEUP of the door. MATT, PETER and FRANCES enter, MATT looking at the place enthusiastically.

PETER

Quick, there are people leaving over there.

INT MEDIUM SHOT of the pub – the three of them go over to a newly free snug and sit down. 

INT MEDIUM CLOSEUP of their table.

PETER

Right Matt, what will you have? Don’t tell me you’re one of these dry shite Americans who don’t drink now.

MATT
Well, as I’m in Ireland I guess I’ll try a Guinness.

FRANCES

(Flippant)

And you can get me a pint of Stella while you’re at it. I need it after being stuck with those little monsters all day. 

MATT

You look after Eimear and Liam?

FRANCES

(Making a face)

I don’t have much choice. Peter and Mum have their hands full with the hotel.

The lounge girl comes over to take their order. KATE CONWAY is 19, tall, fair-skinned and blonde, with a strong personality that belies her slight appearance. 

KATE

(Friendly - it is obvious that she has known Peter and Frances for years. Considering the size of the town, probably her whole life.)

Evening lads. What can I get for you?

PETER

Hi Kate. This is Matt Ryan, over from the States.

KATE

(Shaking MATT’S hand)

Pleased to meet you Matt.

PETER

How’s your mum?

KATE

(Brisk, resigned)

The same as ever.

PETER

Tell her our mum was asking for her. Are you coming to Ross’s house on Sunday night?

FRANCES

(To MATT)

My boyfriend, God help me!

(Leaning across to KATE)

The fecking eejit’s having another party.

KATE

Don’t tell me his parents were stupid enough to leave him with the house again!

FRANCES

They were. They’ve gone off to Italy for a week. Bad news is; the pool is still fucked up from the last time, so we can’t use it. But there’ll be loads of free booze.

KATE

(Waving at another table of punters, out of shot)

Count me in, so. I’ll be back in a sec.

MATT

(Leaning in towards the other two)

This guy’s parents have a pool??

FRANCES

(Sardonic but with affection)

It’s ridiculous. We just don’t have the weather here for an outdoor pool, so most of the time it’s there gathering leaves. But Ross’ parents have always had more money than sense.

PETER

His dad’s a local guy originally. He made a fortune in New York as a stockbroker and when they moved back home he bought the big house up the coast from Nora’s. It used to be the town magistrate’s house in the old days – that’s the fella who gave this town its name.

MATT

(Curious)

Yeah, I was wondering about that. Westerly Point doesn’t exactly strike me as a typical Irish town name.

PETER

Oh it’s not! This village used to be called Rusheer – which means Westerly Point. Then just over a hundred years ago a new English magistrate was appointed for this area and he decided to turn the village into a tourist attraction – probably to try to attract his friends up here from the city. He found out that this town was built on the most westerly point in Europe and renamed the town to capitalise on it. Hence Westerly Point.

FRANCES

AND end of history lesson.

There is a pause.

MATT

But, isn’t Iceland the most westerly point in Europe?

PETER

Yeah, I assume no one here then had a world map!

They all snort with laughter.

PETER

Ah, you have to give them credit for trying. And it did work – the hotel we own was built around that time to give the visitors somewhere to stay.

FRANCES

It worked for a while you mean. The last few summers have been dead quiet.

PETER

All we need is some good weather. And so far this summer’s been a scorcher.

The camera moves away and pans across the crowded bar, full of locals talking, arguing and laughing. When it pans back to the table with MATT, PETER and FRANCES, it is obvious that some time has passed - probably an hour and a half or so, judging by the number of empty glasses on their table. They are tipsy and in good humour.

INT MEDIUM CLOSEUP of the table. KATE walks back into shot, carrying a bottle of beer. She is on a break.

KATE

(Sitting down at the table in front of MATT)

It’s fucking mad in here tonight. I haven’t sat down all day. So Matt, where are you from in the States?

MATT

Wisconsin.

KATE

A country boy. What do you think of Ireland so far?

MATT

(He isn’t sure what to say)

It’s… great. Quiet, but that’s not so different to what I’m used to.

KATE

(Leaning forward with a mischievous grin)

It’s okay. I know you haven’t had the perfect day. Sure, neither have I.

MATT

(Smiling back)

Kate, it can’t possibly have been weirder than mine.

INT CLOSEUP of KATE.

KATE

You’ve never been to my house.

(She looks over his shoulder towards the door.)

Fuck. My day just got worse.

INT CLOSEUP of MATT looking over his shoulder. Behind him, KATE looks grim.

MEDIUM SHOT of the part of the pub nearest the door. A noisy gang of lads has just walked in. They are clearly already pissed and up for trouble. Their obvious leader, JOE LENEHAN, is the biggest and tallest guy in the group. He is good-looking and all too aware of it. The gang walks over to the nearest corner and stand there until the unfortunate people already there pick up the bad vibes and move off, glaring at them. JOE leans himself against the wall facing the rest of the bar. He spots KATE immediately.

JOE

Oi! Let’s have some service over here.

INT MEDIUM SHOT of KATE. She gets up, stonyfaced, and walks towards them.

INT MEDIUM SHOT of the area around the gang’s corner. KATE walks up, arms folded. She would obviously like to be anywhere but here.

KATE

What do you want?

JOE grins.

Now, that wasn’t very polite, was it fellas?

His friends chuckle.

Come on Kate, where is the love?

KATE

It disappeared the minute you walked in. What do you want to drink?

JOE

God, the service here has gone to hell. But as we’re here now, let’s have seven pints of Bud. And a nice big smile.

KATE

The drinks you can have. The smile you’ll have to get from some other girl, but I’m sure you can manage that.

JOE

Jaysus lads. You’d think I was the town slapper, not this one.

His friends laugh. The punters around, sensing trouble, get quiet.

KATE looks furious. She stands for a minute, clenching her fists, then she grabs a half-finished pint of Guinness from a nearby table and throws it over Joe’s crotch. 

JOE

(Straightening up, swearing)

You stupid bitch! You stupid, stupid cow! These jeans cost me two hundred fucking euros.

KATE

You insulted me. I don’t take insults from anyone.

JOE

I only said what everyone else in this town thinks. You’re just a stupid tart. Like mother, like daughter.

KATE

(Fiercely)

What did you say?

JOE

(He is enjoying himself now that he has managed to pick a fight)

You heard me darling. Your mother’s the town alco and you’re fast becoming the town slapper. Who’s next, that crazy Yank over there?

INT CLOSEUP of KATE

(Contempt dripping)

You’re disgusting. Tell you what, Joe, why don’t you fuck off outside and give us all a break. Everyone’s just counting the days till you decide to leave this town anyway.

INT MEDIUM CLOSEUP of the corner and surrounding area.

JOE

(Leaning forward)

You didn’t say that a few weeks ago. Back then it was (affecting a female voice) ‘Oh Joe, yes, yes, harder...’

His buddies crease themselves laughing. The rest of the bar is becoming increasingly silent.

KATE looks for a minute as if she is fighting back tears. Then she seems to rally.

KATE

Nah. It was really more, ‘Hey, Joe, are you in yet? Oh, you are...’

A bunch of women at a nearby table burst into giggles. JOE’S face turns puce. Then, very quickly, he launches himself at her. KATE ducks back out of the way. The bar owner, a stocky fifty-year-old called GER crashes into shot, breaking them apart. PETER and MATT are there next, standing in front of KATE.

GER

(To JOE)

Okay, that’s it. Get out and take your shower of thicks with you.

JOE

(Apoplectic, pointing at KATE)

She fucking started this! That bitch poured drink all over me!

GER

Yeah, yeah. I heard the whole thing. I’m fed up with you and your guys causing trouble in here. You’re barred, all of you!

JOE opens his mouth to protest, but looks around the bar and closes it again. He pulls himself together, the swagger returning.

JOE

(To his friends)

Let’s get out of this shithole.

(To the rest of the pub)

You know, you can all go fuck yourselves. There’s more than one person here with a filthy little secret and I know them all. Even the ones you think are dead and gone.

INT MEDIUM SHOT of the area including the door.

He gets up, flings the door open and storms off into the night, followed by the rest of his gang. There is silence for a moment and then the rest of the bar resumes its hum of noise.

INT MEDIUM SHOT of the bar, with KATE in the foreground, looking rattled. GER walks past her, shaking his head. PETER and MATT gather around her, with FRANCES pushing through the throng behind. 

FRANCES

(Irreverent)

I go to the ladies and I miss the best fight in here for ages! Who won?

PETER

Kate, are you okay?

KATE takes a deep breath and shrugs.

KATE

I’ll survive.

EX CLOSEUP of an empty whisky naggin being thrown onto a fire. The bottle shatters and the flames leap higher. We hear whoops and shrieks.

The camera pans out to reveal JOE, sitting on his own slightly away from a large bonfire in the sand dunes beside the beach. He is glowering over a can of beer. Behind him is total darkness.

EX MEDIUM SHOT of what he sees. His mates are totally pissed and behaving like idiots- falling around, running about singing, chasing each other, one is taking a piss down at the waters edge (the tide is coming in). 

SHAY, the guy peeing in the sea comes back in, water sloshing around his ankles. He staggers up and slumps down in front of JOE. If he were less drunk and less stupid he would know that this was a bad idea. 

SHAY

(Loudly)

What’s up Joe, you pining away over that slapper?

JOE

(Low)

Fuck off man, I don’t want to talk.

SHAY

You know she’s not worth it…she’s meant to have shagged at least one other guy in the meantime.

JOE

Oh yeah? Who told you that?

SHAY

(Bewildered)

My mam. I think… D’wanna another beer?

JOE

No. Give me some peace, will you?

SHAY

(To the group at large)

Hey, guys, this man is turning into a right wuss over a woman!

He doesn’t get any further because JOE’S fist connects with his nose. The blow breaks his nose and blood pumps out; SHAY lands on his back screaming.

The noise brings the other guys running over but JOE is already on his way, striding back over the dunes. Behind him SHAY is helped to his feet.

EX MEDIUM SHOT of the guys left behind.

SHAY

(Indignant)

You’ve fucking lost it! Fucking broken my nose!

PAUL (slightly more sober than the rest)

Shit, is he taking the car?

(Shouting)

Joe mate, are you taking the car?

EX LONG SHOT of JOE walking away in the moonlight. He is giving the finger over his shoulder and doesn’t even break his stride.

EX MEDIUM SHOT of the hapless gang.

SHAY

(Furious, holding his T-shirt over his streaming nose)

Fine then! Take the car, we don’t give a shit! We don’t need it or you! You’re a fucking looper!

There is a pause.

PAUL

Actually, it is a really long walk back.

EX MEDIUM SHOT of JOE, climbing over a low wall. The car is parked just off the road and he goes over, gets in and starts the engine. It splutters to life and he drives off, brakes screeching.

INT CLOSEUP of JOE in the car as he drives – from the point of view of the windshield. He leans over to the radio and flicks the tuner looking for something – to stay awake? All he can find is very old country and western – he shrugs and leaves it on.

EX COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT

We stare out at a dark stretch of road.

JOE’S car roars past, headlights blazing. It is going way too fast, considering the size of the road, the total darkness, and the fact that JOE himself is half pissed.

INT JOE’S CAR - NIGHT

The old country music is still blaring. JOE looks tired and kind of bitter.

A really old song comes on – it’s Slim Pickens doing his usual yodeling/howling.

JOE smiles despite himself…

Then he sees something in the road ahead. He blinks, rubbing his eyes.

JOE'S POV: A stray sheep is framed in the headlights, rooted to the spot. 

JOE slams on the brakes, shaken. The engine cuts out.

HIS POV – the sheep ambles out of the way and into the darkness. 

JOE passes a shaking hand across his forehead and gets the car started again. 

HIS POV: the car speeds along the dark road and turns a corner, going down a hill. Ahead, a dark shape like a crumpled body is lying in the middle of the road.

JOE slows the car.

Closer, you can see that it is a body – lying sprawled out in the road away from the car. JOE pulls up and stops.

JOE

(To himself)

What the fuck…

He throws open his door.

EXT. ROAD - NIGHT

JOE gets out of the car and takes a few steps. He looks back at the car, with its driver’s door left open, key in the ignition, and hesitates for a moment. Then he turns back towards the body.

JOE

(Nervous)

Hey! Are you okay? Can you hear me?

The body doesn't move.

Behind JOE, a black clad FIGURE appears over the top of one of the walls at the side of the road. It swings its legs over, drops down and slips down beside the car.

JOE continues toward the body.

JOE’S POV – the body is lying face down, wearing a black overcoat.

JOE moves closer to it.

Behind JOE, the black FIGURE moves toward the front of the car. It steps into the front seat and closes the door very gently – the radio is still blaring, anyway.

EX MEDIUM - NIGHT

JOE nears the body. He kneels down.

JOE

Hey, can you hear me?

He reaches toward the body...

EXT. ROAD - NIGHT

JOE turns over the body. Something isn't quite right. He jumps back --

CLOSEUP – It is simply a fabric dummy, dressed in a coat and wearing a skull Halloween mask.

A horrible suspicion is dawning on JOE as he turns to the car…

JOE

Shit!

He tries to see around the headlights, but they are blinding. He moves slowly back towards the car.

The foglights are turned on, totally dazzling JOE. The car's engine is revved. There is a pause.

Then, tyres screeching, the car launches itself straight at JOE.

Instinctively, JOE runs straight at the car. At the last minute, just when it seems like its going to hit him head on, he flings himself to one side, landing heavily on the roughly laid road.

His car goes screaming past.

JOE, who made an awkward landing, has wrecked his right leg and is obviously in some pain. He forces himself to roll over and gets up unsteadily, wincing. He looks back in terror.

The car has come to a halt and it is being turned around. But this is a small country road and it is an awkward maneuver. 

JOE looks frantically around him. Behind him is a long and twisting country road, with no cover. On either side of the road are fields, hemmed in by high stone walls.

JOE limps as fast as he can over to the nearest wall and begins to clamber up it. Normally he would be over in a shot, but he is dragging his damaged leg and panic has set in. 

Up the road, the car swerves finally back into the right position. 

JOE’S mobile rings from his back pocket. He snatches at it while simultaneously trying to hang on the wall – it slips from his trembling fingers and clatters on to the road, still ringing. 

The cars engine screech as it sets off again, now headed straight for the side of the wall that JOE is clinging to. JOE jumps down and gets out of the way just in time, staggering backwards into the road. 

The car grinds to a halt just before it gets to his position. It pauses; JOE sprawled in the road in front of it like a rabbit in the headlights. Then the engine roars as the accelerator is pressed.

JOE is completely exposed. He sees his car closing on him fast, and he's got nowhere to go. All he can do is scream – and he does. 

FADE OUT

INT – KITCHEN – DAY

The kitchen of the CONWAY house, morning. It is a bright day and the room is flooded with sunlight. The kitchen is untidy and yet manages at the same time to look bare. 

INT MEDIUM CLOSEUP of KATE’S mother JEAN CONWAY standing at the counter in front of the window, smoking a cigarette. She is a good-looking but dissatisfied looking woman who is in her mid thirties but looks older. She is wearing a dressing gown and what is evidently yesterday’s eye makeup.

KATE comes into the room behind her. She is in her nightdress and looks tired.

JEAN

(Pleasant, though not turning around)

Good morning, love. Do you want some breakfast?

KATE

(Warily)

Morning.

She goes to the fridge and opens it, surveying the contents.

KATE

(Resignedly, over her shoulder)

Well mum, there’s not much here. Not unless you can work a miracle with a piece of dried lemon and a carton of gone off milk.

JEAN

I’ll go shopping later on.

KATE

(Irritated)

Yeah, right.

JEAN

(Equally snappish)

What do you mean by that?

KATE

The last time you ventured into town you spent everything we had in Donegans. I’m not making that mistake again, you know. And while we’re on the subject, is it too much to ask for you to go to the shop occasionally and buy something other than drink?

JEAN stubs out the cigarette furiously and wheels around.

INT MEDIUM CLOSEUP of JEAN with the window behind her.

JEAN

There is no drink in this house. I’m sober. I’ve been sober for nearly a week now.

INT MEDIUM CLOSEUP of the two women in the kitchen.

KATE

Mum, I’m afraid I don’t believe you.

She starts flinging open kitchen cabinets and looking inside. There is no alcohol, but nor is there much of anything else apart from crockery and pots. We get the impression that this sequence is a regular occurrence in this house, with each woman saying more or less the same thing each time.

JEAN

(On edge)

How do you expect me to stay sober when my own daughter has no faith in me?

KATE

(Sarcastically, as she searches)

Mum, if I thought for one second that you had really stopped drinking I’d be ecstatic. But we’ve had this conversation a few too many times over the years for me to take you seriously.

She pauses and turns back to her mother. Every cabinet in the kitchen is now open and she has found nothing.

JEAN smiles triumphantly and lights up another cigarette. She inhales and exhales deeply as KATE stands breathing heavily from all the exertion and clearly thinking.

Just as JEAN opens her mouth to say the obvious, KATE grabs a chair, stands it in front of the main kitchen cabinet and jumps up on it. She sticks her hand over the top of the cabinet, behind a false top at the front, and retrieves a bottle of spirits. She swings round to face her mother with the bottle in her hand. 

INT CLOSEUP of the two women in the kitchen

JEAN

(Petulantly, like a naughty child whose crime has been discovered)

Happy now? Are you?

KATE

(Depressed that her suspicions have once again been confirmed)

No Mum, I’m not.

INT MEDIUM SHOT of the scene in the kitchen

KATE jumps down, advances quickly to the sink and unscrews the lid of the bottle. 

JEAN

(Desperation creeping into her voice)

Kate, no, just put it down and I promise, I’ll just have one drink and then you can take it away, no Kate!!

As JEAN is talking, KATE pours the whole contents of the bottle down the sink.

JEAN

(Furious and indignant)

You sanctimonious little bitch! Why can’t you leave me alone and keep your nose out of my business?

KATE slams the bottle down on the draining board and walks past her mother, pausing only briefly in front of her.

KATE

Some day soon I will leave you alone. But for now, while I’m the only one bringing money into this house, everything is my business.

She pauses, as if she is about to say something else, and then carries on out of the kitchen, leaving JEAN standing motionless by the counter.

EX – SEA – DAY

We see an underwater vista – deep green water, fishes darting about and a dark, seaweed-covered bottom. MATT swims into shot, passing the camera and pushing himself up towards the surface.

MATT’S POV: there is a dark shadow overhanging his view, moving slightly through the eddying of the waves.

MATT breaks surface, gasping. He rubs water out of his eyes and looks up.

MATT’S POV: KATE is standing on a rock looking down at him, smiling.

KATE

You’re trespassing. This is my beach.

MATT

(He grins)

And very nice it is too.

He swims over to where she’s standing and pulls himself out of the water. It is a beautiful hot, airless day.

MATT

(Picking up a towel and drying his face)

So Kate, what brings you down here?

KATE

Well, I wasn’t joking - this is my private beach.

(She laughs)

I come here all the time to just get some peace. And, I wanted to say how embarrassed I was about last night in the pub.

MATT

You don’t have to apologise. It wasn’t your fault.

KATE

A lot of people here would disagree with you. I just didn’t want you to think I was always like that, getting into fights…

MATT

(Looking straight at her)

Why does it matter what I think?

She grins back at him, and then…

NORA

(Off camera)

MATT!!

MATT

(Still looking at KATE, getting up and pulling on a pair of flip-flops)

Over here, Aunt Nora.

We see NORA hurrying up the beach, looking worried. They start to pick their way back over the rocks.

NORA

(As they approach her, slightly dazed)

Oh hello Kate. How’s your mum?

KATE

(Flat)

She’s okay.

NORA

(To both of them)

The most awful thing has happened. Matt, I don’t know if you had a chance to meet him, but this boy called Joe Lenehan…

KATE

What’s HE done this time?

NORA

He… he’s dead, Kate. His neighbour Mr. Kinnane found his body on the road this morning.

MEDIUM shot of MATT and KATE. MATT looks horrified. KATE is either only mildly upset or hiding it very well.

KATE

What happened? Did someone knock him down?

NORA

They don’t really know yet. It’s strange – his car was stopped only a few metres on, with the door open and the key still in the ignition. It’s as if he got out for some reason and his own car knocked him down.

MATT

Well you know, maybe it did. There was a case near where I live in the States where a guy got out of his car on the way home to take a leak and forgot to put the handbrake on…

NORA

(Speaking almost to herself)

Yes, it might have been something like that. But Dr. Clarke went down there to examine the body, and you know, I’ve never seen him look so bad. And Mick Kinnane said he wouldn’t have recognised Joe except for the fact that he knew the car. That sounds more like he was run over at speed to me…

EX – WESTERLY POINT – DAY

The main street. Groups of people are standing around talking in hushed tones on every corner. KATE’S small red car turns the corner into the street and drives straight down.

INT – KATE’S CAR

KATE and MATT sit in silence watching the street scene.

KATE

Jesus. I didn’t like him much. But…

MATT

I know.

KATE’S POV: PETER, FRANCES and a red-haired guy in a loud shirt and a pair of shorts are standing outside a hardware store talking. 

EX – STREET – DAY

KATE pulls over beside them and parks. She and MATT get out of the car and walk over to the group.

FRANCES

(Giving her a hug)

Hi Kate. You’ve heard, then.

KATE

How are you.

(Gesturing at the red-haired guy)

Matt, this is Ross.

MATT

(Shaking his hand)

The guy with the house!

ROSS

(Grinning)

So you’ve heard of me! Welcome to Ireland man.

PETER

Isn’t it awful about Joe? God knows, he wasn’t the easiest guy to get on with, but still… no one deserves to die like that.

MATT

Do they know what happened to him?

ROSS

Well, judging by the fact that he was totally mangled, I’d say someone ran over him.

At 100 miles an hour.

FRANCES

(Flicking his ear)

Ross, love, you don’t have to sugarcoat it.

PETER

Well whatever happened, it was his own car that ran over him. THAT is weird.

ROSS

And I’ve got the perfect send-off for him. The party tomorrow night is going ahead.

FRANCES

Don’t you think that would be just a little insensitive?

ROSS

Nah, Joe was the sort of guy who would have appreciated a party. And besides, we have to make the most of it while my folks are away.

MATT’S POV: GARDA O’CONNOR has just pulled up across the street in a car with another guard. They start to get out…

MATT

(To the others)

I’ll be back in a second.

(Beginning to jog across the road, dodging cars)

Hey! Garda O’Connor!

O’CONNORS turns around.

O’CONNOR

(Sardonic)

Mr. Ryan. What can I do for you?

MATT

I heard about that guy getting run over…

O’CONNOR

Yes?

MATT

I saw him in Donegans pub last night.

O’CONNOR

(Beginning to walk up the street)

So did half the town. I heard about his little altercation with Kate Conway.

MATT

(Walking with him)

Well you know, he totally started that. The guy was a real asshole…

O’CONNOR

Nevertheless, we’ll be taking a statement from her. As a matter of interest, what time did you leave the pub at?

MATT

Just after twelve. We said goodbye to Kate and Frances said she’d walk back to the hotel. Peter drove me home. Look, Sergeant, what is this? Are we suspects in this case?

O’CONNOR

(Impassive)

It doesn’t look like there is a case. Joe Lenehan’s car was an automatic. He was drink driving, stopped on a mountain road to take a break and didn’t put the handbrake on properly. His own car rolled over him. Obviously we will be investigating to confirm that theory.

MATT

But it sounds like the guy was pretty beat up…

He stops as O’CONNORS comes to a halt outside the police station and turns to face him.

O’CONNOR

(Curtly)

Matt, you just enjoy your holiday here and let us worry about details like that.

He carries on up the steps, nodding to another guard coming out as he goes.

MATT

(Staring after him)

Right. Case closed.

EX – THE COVE HOTEL – AFTERNOON

MATT and KATE are sitting at a table out on the large patio that looks out over the beach, having lunch. Through the huge glass doors that run alongside, we can see PETER organising operations in the crowded dining room. The patio has various other diners eating at other tables. KATE is picking at her food and seems to be distracted.

MATT

Kate, are you okay? I mean, this has got to be hard…

KATE

It’s fine. I’m grand.

MATT

If you don’t mind me asking, how long were you and Joe going out?

KATE

Three months.

(She smiles)

I know how it looked last night, but it wasn’t always so horrible. I really liked him at first – he was funny and he was always taking me into the city, bringing me out for meals, that kind of thing. His dad owns the local garage, and when my car broke down one day he insisted on getting me a deal on a good secondhand one.

MATT
Was Joe a mechanic then?

KATE

(Suddenly hesitant)

No…he officially made his money working as a hackney driver – bringing people from here to the city if they didn’t want to drive, or to the airport if they didn’t want to pay to leave their car in the car park. And there was a lot of work from tourists…

MATT

Right. And the unofficial line?

KATE

Well, don’t tell anyone, but he was the number one source for any kind of stuff you were looking for. It was an open secret here among anyone under thirty.

MATT

And by stuff you mean drugs, right?

She takes a drink of water and nods.

KATE

That’s what I’m wondering might have caused his accident. He certainly smoked a lot of his own stock.

MATT

Maybe you’re right. Look Kate, when I was talking to Sergeant O’Connor, he mentioned that he’d have to take a statement from you. I think it’s just because of the row in the pub last night…

KATE

(Throwing down her fork)

Christ! What does he think I did?

MATT

Nothing – let’s face it, there’s nothing you or anyone else could have done. He was run over by his own car, that’s it. But I guess they have to speak to anyone who saw Joe before he died.

KATE

(Staring out over the beach)

They should try talking to his stupid friends, ask them how much he’d been drinking. You see: there’s not much I can tell him, other than what everyone saw in Donegans. I drove home on my own after I finished work.

MATT

Then just tell them that, it’ll be fine.

KATE

(Seemingly rattled)

Look, I’m sorry, I’m just not myself today. I could do with a walk to clear my head before I have to go to work. Will you come with me?

EX – THE BEACH - AFTERNOON

MATT and KATE are walking along the beach – it is still a very hot, sunny day. The beach stretches for miles before them – they have been walking in companionable silence for some time. 

KATE

Oh God, I’ve just remembered what happened to you on this beach. I shouldn’t have suggested this.

MATT

It’s cool. I’ve come to the conclusion that whatever I thought I saw that day was all in my imagination. It’s not going to wreck my trip.

KATE

So apart from mad hallucinations, what do you think of Ireland so far?

MATT

Well, let’s see. The weather’s a lot better than I’ve been given to believe…

KATE

We can’t believe it either, trust me!

MATT

And the Guinness is the best ever…

KATE

You can sample some more tonight if you come to the pub. And the girls?

MATT

(Teasingly)

The girls…they have the palest skin I’ve ever seen and they can drink me under the table. What’s not to like?

KATE laughs as they walk on.

INT KATE’S CAR - NIGHT

KATE is driving home along a lonely country road – it’s been a long day and she looks tired. The radio is on, playing an ancient pop song. It’s ‘I Think We’re Alone Now’ by Tiffany.

KATE is singing along, tunelessly but enthusiastically.

KATE

Trying to get away, into the night, and then you put your arms around me and we tumble to the ground and then you say, ’I think we’re alone now. There doesn’t seem to be anyone around’…

She turns the corner into her own home – a large two-storey stone house set off the road, with a wide gravel drive. Every window in the house is lit up and the front door is wide open.   

KATE

(To herself)

What the hell have you done now?

She pulls up outside the house, stops the car and throws the door open. There is an eerie silence.

KATE pauses for a second, listening, and then jumps out of the car and runs into the house.

KATE

(Offscreen, in the house)

MUM!!!

INT. – KATE’S HOUSE – NIGHT.

JEAN is lying slumped on the sofa in the living room, passed out. KATE comes in and stands framed in the doorway, looking defeated. She goes up to her mother and feels for a pulse. Then she walks out of the room, flicking off the light switch as she goes. 

INT. NORA’S KITCHEN - MORNING



It’s Sunday. NORA is sipping coffee at the table, wearing a silk dressing gown and perusing the papers over the top of her spectacles. MATT is standing in the background, talking on the kitchen phone.

MATT

Like I said, it’s great so far. Nothing much to report, but I’m having a really good time. Yeah. I know. Listen Mom, I’d better go – this call is costing Nora a fortune. Say hi to Dad for me. Take care now. Bye.

He hangs up and comes over to the table, smiling.

NORA

(Inspecting him through her glasses)

Well, someone’s looking chirpy this morning! I’ve made some coffee – would you like some?

MATT

Yeah, that would be great.

NORA

(Pouring him a cup)

This joie de vivre wouldn’t be anything to do with a certain blonde girl, would it?

MATT

(He tries not to grin but he can’t help it)

She’s cool. We’re just having fun.

NORA

Mmmm. Just be careful Matt. I know people talk but she’s always struck me as basically a nice girl. And God knows she’s had a lot to put up with.

MATT

(Taking the cup she’s holding out)

Yeah, what exactly is the deal with her mom?

NORA sighs. 

NORA

Poor Jean. I suppose you’ve heard she drinks. I remember her when she just a kid – her father was a terrible alcoholic. She had Kate when she was only sixteen, and the father was a local guy in his thirties.

MATT raises his eyebrows.

NORA

Exactly. Well you can imagine, there was an awful scandal. Jean went to Dublin to stay with relatives when the baby was due, but she came back here afterwards and bought a house – I suppose the father was made to stump up some money for it. Jean seemed to be doing okay for a while, but eventually she started drinking, spending all day in the pub. Then eventually she got barred from all the pubs in town, and she ended up drinking at home. These days she barely leaves the house except to do the shopping. It’s sad because she’s still a fairly young woman. She’s never worked – she has bad epilepsy, and I doubt the drinking helps.

MATT

So what happened to Kate’s dad?

NORA

Ah, he was a bad lot. There had been…some trouble anyway and that really was the last straw for his family. They told him to leave town, and he did. That was nearly twenty years ago. He never came back.

MATT

Wow. That is a messed up family history.

NORA

(Pointedly)

Yes, and I think it’s quite enough for her to have to put up with.

MATT

(Taking a piece of buttered toast)

Don’t worry Nora, I have no intention of becoming a dad yet, let alone a deadbeat dad.

NORA

So are you seeing Kate tonight?

MATT

Oh yeah, I forgot - we’re going to a party tonight at this guy Ross Flannery’s house. He’s invited everyone. Nora, do you think I could borrow the car? I’d like to give Kate and the Shaughnessys a lift.

NORA

(Smiling mischievously)

Absolutely. As long as you can manage a stick shift…

INT. – The Shaughnessys’ kitchen at the Cove Hotel - early evening.

FRANCES is washing up after dinner, while PETER sits at the kitchen table reading the paper. 

PETER

(Looking up)

By the way, Matt rang earlier. He said he’d give us a lift in Nora’s car.

FRANCES

Cool. We can both have a drink then.

SARAH

(Coming into the kitchen)

The kids are really hyper, Frances. What did you give them to eat this afternoon?

FRANCES

(Over her shoulder, as she dumps a washed pot onto the draining board)

Whatever would make them shut up for five minutes. I’d feed them sugar cubes if it would result in some fucking peace.

SARAH is stung. She leaves the kitchen, shaking her head.

PETER

(Pissed off)

What’s your problem? All you have to do is watch the kids for a few hours. Meanwhile Mum and me have a whole hotel to run.

FRANCES

(Turning to face him)

You think it’s that simple? Liam and Eimear run me ragged trying to keep them entertained. And I practically had to beg her to look after them tonight just so I could go to the party!

PETER

It’s not like she’s had the day off! She’s been working. Just cut her some slack, will you?

FRANCES pulls off her rubber gloves with a snap and dumps them at the side of the sink.

FRANCES

(Softly, to Peter)

You owe me a lot. It would be nice if you could remember that and back me up now and again.

She storms out of the kitchen, slamming the door behind her.

INT. – NORA’S CAR – THAT EVENING

MATT drives up the road to KATE’S house, bumping and stalling all the way.

MATT

(Furiously trying to master the gear stick and the clutch at the same time)

God damn it!

He finally reaches the house and splutters to a halt.

HIS POV: KATE opens the front door, wearing a summer dress and walks over to the car. Maybe it’s what she’s wearing, maybe it’s the light all around from the setting sun, but she looks beautiful. 

MATT

(Getting out and kissing her on the cheek)

Hey, you look great.

He goes round and opens the passenger door for her.

KATE

(Climbing in)

You don’t look so bad yourself!

MATT gets back into the car and looks back over at the house. JEAN is standing, framed in the open doorway, smoking a cigarette. She waves.

KATE

(Urgently)

Please, can we just go.

EX - CLIFF HOUSE - EVENING 

We see Cliff House, which sits alone just off the coast road that eventually leads to the city, with a big cliff face rising up to the left of it and across the road, a huge drop down to the sea. To the right, rolling fields and woodland run for a few miles slightly inland along the coast before reaching the outskirts of the town of Westerly Point. The house itself, set in a tiny estate and surrounded by large trees, is Victorian era and looks forbidding, with no neighbors in sight. All the same, it’s somehow just right for a party.

MATT and the others approach with a major grinding of gears in NORA’S car. As the car drives up, from the looks of things the party has already started.  Loud music is playing inside and a few people are hanging around outside on the porch smoking. MATT is first out of the car, clearly impressed.

INT.  ROSS’ LIVING ROOM – a few minutes later 

A big room with people sprinkled throughout – smoking weed, drinking, messing with each other, and talking. A stereo system in the corner blasts music.

DOPED OUT LOOKING GUY

(Talking to the room in general, taking a huge puff on a spliff)

To Joe, God rest his soul!

As PETER, FRANCES and KATE walk in, various people greet them. PETER introduces MATT all round.

ROSS

(Coming out of a door to the left)

That’s it! The best-looking women in the town are here.

He kisses KATE on the cheek, and gives FRANCES a passionate kiss on the mouth.

ROSS

(To the two guys, waving a bottle of clear liquid)

Hallo men. Want some stuff that will really blow your heads off? 

PETER

(Taking the bottle from him)

Sure, why not?

MATT

What is it?

ROSS

I don’t know but it smells a bit like white spirit.

PETER chokes and spits out a mouthful.

The two girls carry on through a hallway that opens up onto an enormous kitchen. It’s full of even more people, opening beer bottles, drinking wine out of ROSS’ dad’s French wine collection, making popcorn in the microwave, etc.  

INT KITCHEN 

FRANCES takes two glasses out of one of the cupboards and pours two vodka and cokes for herself and KATE. KATE grabs a few beers out of the fridge. 

FRANCES

(Conspiratorial)

So, what’s the story with you and Captain America?

KATE

(Laughing)

Shut up! He’s nice though, isn’t he? I mean, he listens and he’s got good manners. And let’s face it - there aren’t too many guys you can say that about. 

FRANCES’ POV: In the lounge, ROSS is drinking an enormous flagon of beer in one go, cheered on by a roaring crowd fronted by PETER. 

FRANCES

You can say that again.

INT MR. FLANNERY’S STUDY – MATT is checking out the paintings. It is a dark room with heavy drapes at the window behind a heavy wooden desk. An incongruous looking collection of modern office equipment is piled on top, including a state of the art laptop. 

MATT, hands in pockets, squints at a painting of a stern looking Victorian man posed in a black gown and wig.

CHARLOTTE

(Behind him, out of shot)

That’s Mr. Sheridan, who built this house.

MATT turns around and we see CHARLOTTE, ROSS’ fourteen year old sister. She is red-haired and smart-mouthed, like him, but about five times shrewder. Child and woman are battling it out for control of her body, but child is still winning for now. 

CHARLOTTE

(Putting our her hand)

He looks like a stiff old git, doesn’t he? I’m Charlotte by the way.

MATT

(Shaking her hand)

I’m Matt. I’m staying with…

CHARLOTTE

Nora. I know. Ross told me. But everyone here knows you at this stage – you’re the guy who fainted on the beach.

MATT winces with embarrassment.

MATT

And you’re Ross’ little sister. I’ve heard about you too.

CHARLOTTE

(With a long-suffering air)
Yes. Although sometimes he’s so stupid I’m ashamed to admit it. What’s he said about me?

MATT

(Teasing)

Among other things, that you’re obsessed with boy bands!

CHARLOTTE

He didn’t! He’s such an eejit. 

ROSS flings open the door of the study, beer bottle in hand.

CHARLOTTE

Speak of the devil…

ROSS

(On seeing his sister)

Oh no. I thought I told you to stay in your room and lock the door. 

CHARLOTTE

I’d sick of being stuck up there whenever your friends are here. It’s not like you stay upstairs when my friends come over!

ROSS 

Look, it’s bad enough having to be your babysitter. This is a party for grown up people, not little kids. 

CHARLOTTE

(Pissed off)

The only child round here is you Ross.

ROSS

(Dismissively)

Yeah, yeah, go and play with your Barbie dolls. Matt, man, why haven’t you sampled this delicious Belgian beer? This is sacrilege!

CHARLOTTE

(Storming past him)

Oooh, that was a big word, pea brain. 

(To MATT on her way out)

See you, Matt. It was nice meeting you.

ROSS

Matt, I think you’ve got an admirer. Be very afraid. Come on, you’re missing the party.

INT. – The upstairs landing of the house, evening.

CHARLOTTE comes stomping upstairs, angry but resigned. She goes into her room and slams the door. Almost immediately pop music comes on, so loud and throbbing we can hear it through the door.

EXT.  The patio – a few minutes later 

The back of the house consists of a large walled garden, with a huge modern swimming pool plonked in the middle, covered over at present with a tarpaulin. Lights mounted on stakes on either side of the pool provide most of the light in the garden. Nearer the house there is a patio area with tables and chairs. It is a balmy summer evening and the party is going strong.  Fifteen, maybe twenty people are standing or sitting around, drinking and talking.  

MATT and ROSS come out of the house, each holding a beer, and join PETER and FRANCES, who are standing on the lawn. 

MATT

(Gesturing towards the covered pool)

So what’s wrong with the pool then?

ROSS

(Shrugging)

We haven’t been able to use it for three months. The filter’s cocked up and Dad keeps saying he’s going to get someone out to fix it. But he keeps forgetting.

FRANCES

It’s a shame. I’d love a swim right now.

PETER

(To Ross, unable to keep from rubbing it in)

How many times have you actually been able to go for a swim in it?

ROSS

I know, I know. It’s crap. They should have just gone all the way and got an indoor pool built.

MATTS’S POV: over ROSS’S shoulder he sees KATE at the other end of the long garden, sitting on a bench partly obscured by a thick bush. She beckons, smiling.

MATT smiles back.

MATT

(To the others, who are so busy ribbing ROSS they barely notice)

Excuse me for a minute.

He walks around the pool and down to where she is sitting.

KATE

So are you bored yet?

MATT

(Sitting down beside her)

No, why?

KATE

You will be.

She sees his surprised expression and laughs.

KATE

I’m sorry. It’s just that Ross, or someone else with a big house has one of these parties once a month. Same people, same conversation. I can even predict in advance what everyone will be drinking.

MATT

That predictable, huh?

KATE

Yeah. For example, see that guy on the patio, sitting down?

She points up at the patio and MATT follows her finger.

A stocky, overweight guy in his late teens is slumped on a chair, totally the worse for wear even though it’s still early.

KATE

In one hour he’ll be passed out. Then, just when you think that’s it from him for the night, he’ll wake up and be the life and soul of the party.

MATT

Wow. So this whole thing is like déjà vu?

KATE

Like a broken fucking record, you mean. I just can’t wait to get out of here. See some new faces, some new sights.

MATT

Where would you go?

KATE

(Dreamily)

I’d go to the airport, close my eyes and pick the first destination I saw when I opened them.

MATT laughs.

KATE

No really! That’s what I’ll do some day.

They both fall silent for a moment or two. Then KATE reaches over, grabs MATT by the chin and kisses him.

KATE

(Breaking off, laughing)

Sorry. I never see the point in wasting time making small talk.

MATT

I couldn’t agree more.

He kisses her back.

FADE TO:

INT. – THE COVE HOTEL – NIGHT

The Shaughnessy family’s private part of the hotel. SARAH is standing in the kitchen peeling vegetables, though it is way past dinner. She is singing softly along with the radio and periodically breaks off to check something in the oven. Through the window in front of her at the sink is darkness. Something flashes past very quickly. She looks up for a moment, startled, then goes back to her work. High-pitched screeching suddenly breaks through her peace.

SARAH

(Resigned rather than cross)

Kids! Leave each other alone!

It continues. She sighs, wipes her hands on a tea towel and hurries out of the kitchen.

INT. – THE LIVING ROOM – NIGHT

Gareth is lying on the sofa watching TV. The two younger kids are fighting over a book. They break off abruptly as their mother enters.

SARAH

(Bursting in)

Liam! Eimear! What’s going on?

GARETH

(Listlessly)

They both want to read the same book.

EIMEAR

I was reading it first!

LIAM

No you weren’t, you spa!

SARAH

Liam, let your sister read it first.

LIAM looks sulky.

SARAH

(Hitting on what it obviously a common distraction)

Would you like a bag of crisps?

LIAM shakes his head.

EIMEAR

I want an ice-cream!

LIAM

Yeah! Frances said we could have one earlier.

EIMEAR

But then she forgot.

SARAH

(Desperate for some peace)

Okay then. I’ll go and get some out of the freezer. But promise me then you’ll behave.

LIAM and EIMEAR

(In unison)

We will!

Their mother leaves the room. 

INT. – THE SHAUGHNESSY HOUSE – NIGHT

SARAH walks down the corridor from the living room, right to the end and opens a door to the cellar. She flicks the light switch inside the door and a faint, rather flickery light comes on, but dies almost immediately. She sighs – this obviously happens a lot. She reaches just inside the door and picks up a large torch, switching on a wide beam. As she enters and stands at the top of a high wooden staircase, we can see the cellar. With no garage, the cellar has taken its place as the family’s chief junk storage room. It is a large, badly lit space with lots of old toys, tools and household appliances left around. Right at the bottom of the staircase is a huge freezer and a washing machine and dryer.

SARAH shivers slightly, pulls her cardigan tighter round her, and hurries down the steps. As she walks down, very quickly, we can see that one of the steps she is approaching has come loose (been pulled loose?) from the screws connecting it to the rest of the staircase. She keeps coming… As she comes down the stairs the vibrations from her body weight is shaking it even looser. Her foot comes towards it…

OUR POV: We see the cellar from the top of the stairs. There is a crash, followed by a series of dull thuds, then suddenly, the light is extinguished. 

EXT. – ROSS’ GARDEN – NIGHT

Two hours or so have passed. The guy on the patio has indeed passed out. Everyone else has become very tipsy and very loud. The music is now deafening. MATT and KATE wander up from the end of the garden and join the rest of the group just outside the patio doors.

ROSS bursts out of the house – he is very drunk and very excitable.

ROSS

The cops are here! Some miserable fuck must have complained!

PETER

But sure your nearest neighbours are miles away.

ROSS

I know! But they’re here! Here, everyone, the pigs are here!

Just as he yells this last bit, GARDA O’CONNOR and another younger cop walk through the kitchen. Quiet gradually descends through the house. Finally, the music is switched off. People start to drift to the back of the house to see what’s happening.

O’CONNOR looks grey in the face. The other guard looks equally grim. It begins to dawn on everyone that something is wrong. Everyone except ROSS.

ROSS

(To O’CONNOR)

Okay, who was it? Who couldn’t bear to see us have fun?

O’CONNOR

(Heavily)

Shut up. We’re not here about the noise.

He pauses, looking around the crowd of people in the garden, then walks over to MATT’S group.

O’CONNOR

Peter, Frances, I need to have a word with you in private.

They look at him uneasily, then follow him over to the side of the group. O’Connor speaks slowly and reluctantly, unable to look straight at them.

O’CONNOR

I’m afraid there’s no easy way to say this. Your mother had an accident at home tonight, and she’s… she’s dead. I’m really sorry.

PETER stiffens with shock. FRANCES lets out a wail as the rest of the party breaks out into horrified conversation. KATE hugs a sobbing FRANCES as two people help PETER into a chair where he sits with his head in his hands.

The camera pans past MATT, who looks shell-shocked, to the drunk guy in the patio chair, who wakes with a sudden start, looking around at the chaos.

EXT. – WESTERLY POINT CHURCH – THE NEXT MORNING

We see the small stone town church. People are arriving for mid-morning mass, which is doubling as a place for everyone to come and show their respects for SARAH. Most of the congregation is soberly dressed.

MATT and NORA approach. NORA, not a regular church goer, is wearing a smart black suit and looks vaguely uncomfortable out of her casual clothes. 

MATT’S POV: THE SHAUGHNESSY family is standing in a group near the door besieged by condolences. PETER is pale and clearly hasn’t slept a wink. The younger children cry quietly. As for FRANCES, she is putting a brave face on it. ROSS and CHARLOTTE hurry over from the car park. ROSS pushes towards FRANCES and hugs her, while CHARLOTTE hangs around at the edge of the crowd and bites her lip. As she sees MATT coming she comes over.

NORA

(Friendly)

Hallo Charlotte. Matt, this is one of my most promising summer students.

MATT

We met last night. Hi Charlotte.

CHARLOTTE

Hi. This is so awkward.

(She gestures over at the bereaved family)

What do I say to them? I don’t know what to say.

NORA

There’s nothing you can say love. Just be nice and help them out if you can.

She waves at a group of neighbours and moves over towards them.

MATT

(To CHARLOTTE)

Excuse me for a second, I’m just going to go over and say… well, something.

He goes over to the crowd at the church entrance and waits patiently for a gap to appear, catching PETER’S attention.

MATT

(Shaking his hand)

Peter, I know there’s nothing I can say right now to make any of you guys feel better, but if there’s anything myself or Nora can do, we’ll do it.

PETER

(Clearly doing his best to keep himself together in public)

Thanks man. I appreciate it. I just can’t take this in, you know? How this could have happened…

FRANCES

(Beside him, under her breath)

I don’t believe it…

They all turn to look.

MATT’S POV: KATE has just pulled up outside the church in her car. Some distance behind her, JEAN CONWAY is approaching unsteadily from the direction of the main street. As KATE prepares to get out of the car, she spots JEAN in her rear view mirror and jumps out, slamming the door behind her. As she runs over to her mother, we can see that they are both dressed in black and that JEAN has obviously made an effort with her appearance. Unfortunately she has also obviously been drinking. KATE reaches her and grabs her shoulders. They seem to argue for a moment or two, then JEAN turns back towards the church, her jaw set in a determined line. KATE hesitates, then links her arm, looking worried.

EX MEDIUM SHOT of the crowd standing outside the church.

FRANCES

(Loudly)

Car crash about to happen…

EX MEDIUM SHOT of KATE and her mother.

KATE and JEAN walk up to the rest of the group, arm in arm. As they approach, townspeople fall silent and start talking in hushed groups as soon as they are past. It is evidently JEAN’S first day in town in a long time.

EXT – WESTERLY POINT CHURCH – DAY

KATE

(Defensively, to the rest of the group as they reach the church)

We’re here today to pay our respects. Mum knew your mother for a long time and, well, this has hit her hard.

PETER

(Warily)

Hi Mrs. Conway. Thanks for coming.

He pushes through to her and gives her a peck on the cheek.

JEAN looks flustered.

JEAN

No problem Peter. Sure why wouldn’t I come? Sarah and I went back years and she was always a good friend to me.

We can practically see KATE sighing in relief – her mother has said her piece and it has gone okay. 

KATE

(Hugging PETER and then FRANCES as she comes over)

Lads, I am so sorry. Your mum was a really nice lady.

JEAN

(As if suddenly remembering something)

She was a nice woman. She only made one mistake, if you could call it that…

FRANCES

(Rounding on her)

What are you talking about?

JEAN

(Vaguely)

Of course, we all do things we regret. If we could only go back…

KATE

Mum! Look, just ignore her. She’s had quite a bit to drink already – coming here stressed her out.

JEAN

She only did what she thought was right. But it wasn’t…

FRANCES is crying all of a sudden.

FRANCES

(Sobbing)

Shut up! Why did you have to come here today?

PETER

(Hugging her)

Okay, that’s enough. Kate, get her out of here. I can’t handle this today and neither can the rest of my family.

KATE takes her mother, who still seems to be trying to articulate something, firmly by the arm, and practically frog-marches her to the car. She shuts the door on her and goes round to the driver’s door where MATT is waiting for her.

MATT

Kate, are you okay? Don’t worry about what they said, they’re just upset.

KATE

(Clearly close to tears)

I know. I just wish she could have been normal for once, you know? For once, not embarrassing me.

MATT

Do you want to meet up later?

KATE

I’m meant to be working, but with all that’s going on I think I’ll give it a miss. Are you going to the drinks at the hotel later on?

MATT

Yeah, I guess.

KATE

(Getting into the car)

Well I’ll see you there. I just have to drop Mum home first and get her settled.

MATT

Right.

He watches as KATE pulls out. JEAN stares back out of the window at him, a haunted look on her face.

Then he turns back to the church, where everyone is finally going inside. He walks slowly back up to join them.

INT. – THE COVE HOTEL – LATER THAT AFTERNOON

A very sombre post-funeral drinks party is taking place. Most of the town has showed up but it is clear that no one is enjoying themselves, or even expecting to. Still, the hotel has laid on an extensive buffet and free bar, so everyone is using food and alcohol to beat the bad atmosphere.

MATT is standing by the huge terrace windows drinking a bottle of beer. NORA approaches with another lady – both are holding cups of tea.

NORA

(To MATT)

Matt, this is my neighbour Catherine Rooney. 

MATT

(Shaking her hand)

Pleased to meet you.

CATHERINE

I’ve certainly heard a lot about you!

MATT

(Smiling)

Yeah, I can only imagine. 

NORA

God, these kids have bad luck. First their father, now Sarah. It’s a tragedy.

CATHERINE

I know. I was just saying; we’ll have to rally round. I’ve offered to take the younger kids off their hands for a few days, give Peter and Frances a chance to sort things out here.

NORA

That’s a good idea. Poor things, I don’t think they even know what’s happening. 

MATT

It’s so strange, as well, so soon after that guy Joe…

NORA

I know. They say bad luck comes in threes – let’s hope they’re wrong. Matt, do you want a lift home after this?

MATT

No, I’m going to meet up with Kate. She was kind of upset after what happened this morning with her mom.

NORA

Of course. I’ll see you later.

MATT turns back to the window and sees KATE standing on the other side of the glass. She gestures to the bar, smiling.

MATT gives her the thumbs up. He puts down the beer and pushes back through the throng, heading for the door.

INT. THE HOTEL BAR – EVENING

MEDIUM CLOSEUP of MATT and KATE, who are sitting at a table near the window. It is getting close to sunset and the late sun outside is blinding. KATE has her feet up on a seat and MATT has taken off his tie and jacket. Judging by the number of bottles and glasses on the table, both have clearly decided to drown their sorrows.

KATE

(Taking a sip of what looks like vodka and tonic)

I really needed to relax like this. I shouldn’t even be drinking – I have to drive home later. 

She leans forward conspiratorially.

KATE

So Matt, tell me the truth - I bet you’re regretting now that you ever came here.

MATT

Well, it’s been a pretty weird introduction to Europe, yeah.

KATE

But at least it’s a bit more eventful than your average trip. A car accident, a household accident, God knows what else.

MATT

Well, that’s true. I just wish it would settle down and be a relaxing vacation instead of a murder mystery weekend.

KATE

(Curiously)

Is that what you think this is? A murder mystery?

MATT

Well, there’s obviously no proof that Joe and Mrs. Shaughnessy’s deaths weren’t just accidents. They sound like accidents to me. But it is weird, all of it happening in such a short space of time.

KATE

Do you still think you imagined the body on the beach?

MATT

(Slowly)

I don’t know. I’d like to think so. I certainly haven’t found one shred of evidence that it existed.

KATE

(Wryly, knocking her drink)

Only one thing is for certain. This is one week this town will never forget!

EXT. MEDIUM SHOT – THE HOTEL CAR PARK – LATE EVENING

KATE and MATT come strolling out of the hotel. KATE is taking her car keys out of her bag. While neither is actually drunk, they are artificially chilled out. 

KATE

(Lazily)

I’d love to just stay there, escape all this bullshit. Let someone else sort it out.

MATT

I’d agree with you, except that my stomach is growling!

KATE laughs.

KATE

Mine too, actually. Let’s head back to the town and go for some dinner.

MATT

Sounds good.

They are at the car. KATE prepares to open the door. MATT looks back at the beach, hesitating.

MATT

Kate, do you mind if I go down to the beach for a second? I just want to check something. Prove something, maybe.

KATE turns back to look at him.

KATE

Sure. Will I come with you?

MATT

Yeah - don’t worry, it’d only take a few minutes.

EXT. – THE BEACH – LATE EVENING  

OVERHEAD SHOT of MATT and KATE hurrying along the strand. It is still light but getting darker by the minute. 

EXT. – MEDIUM SHOT – THE BEACH

MATT is striding on slightly ahead of KATE, purposeful. He stops suddenly and wheels around, gazing up the beach.

MATT

I think it was about here that morning that I had my… accident.

He wanders up the beach, peering at piles of flotsam and jetsam.

KATE

(Surprised)

How can you tell exactly where it was?

MATT

I can’t, I guess. But it seems like it was around here.

He squats down beside one pile of rubbish. In the sharp glare of the setting sun, something is glinting at him. He reaches into a mess of dried seaweed and comes back up with a tarnished item in his hand.

KATE

(Coming up)

What is it? What did you find?

MATT

(Holding the item up to the light)

It’s a ring. It’s his ring.

KATE

(Shocked)

You mean the dead guy??

MATT

That’s the ring I saw on him. You see those little white dots? It’s like a man’s signet ring.

KATE squats down beside him, thinking.

KATE

(Finally)

So what do you reckon happened? The body was here and it got moved? 

MATT

I think it was moved, and his ring fell off as he was dragged away. He’d been in the water – maybe he got washed ashore or maybe someone dumped him in the water but he didn’t sink like they planned. 

KATE

But who was he? No one’s missing round here, as far as I know.

MATT

I don’t know yet. He can’t be local or he would have been missed by now. And he was wearing a smart suit and overcoat – not like a tourist.

KATE

What are you going to do?

MATT

I’ll show it to Sergeant O’Connor in the morning. And to Nora – she might recognise it if it does belong to someone from round here.

He pauses.

Kate, your mom seemed like she had something she wanted to say this morning. Do you have any idea what she was trying to get at?

KATE

(Thoughtfully)

No, at first it just seemed like her usual crap. But now that you mention it, she was really agitated all the way home - kept saying how I never let her speak to people.

MATT

Do you think she might know something important? She said Mrs. Shaughnessy had made one big mistake – what did she mean by that?

KATE

(She hesitates for a moment, then shrugs)

Let’s go and ask her.

INT – KATE’S CAR – NIGHT

KATE and MATT drive silently along a country road on the way back to her house. MATT seems lost in thought, KATE seems nervous.

KATE

(Finally)

Look Matt…

MATT

What’s up?

KATE

You might not be seeing my mum at her best. Or she might be fine. The point is, we won’t know until we get there which it will be.

MATT

Kate, I’m prepared for anything at this stage, you know? I just want some answers, and it seems to me that your mom is the only one who can give them, or who’s willing to say anything.

KATE glances over at him and nods.

MATT

Whatever she’s like, we’ll deal with it.

He reaches over and squeezes her hand.

As they turn a corner, KATE gives a sudden gasp.

MATT

What is it?

KATE

(Pointing)

Look at the sky over there. Right over my house.

MATT follows her finger – there is fierce orange glow lighting up the night sky. They both start to look worried. KATE begins to drive faster.

MATT’S POV: The car is now careering along the narrow lane, skidding past corners and in fact, barely staying on the road.

MATT

Kate, just calm down, it’s probably just…

His words die away and a look of horror spreads over his face. KATE looks distraught. 

They are now on the road leading directly to KATE’S house and the house itself is in plain view. The house is an inferno. It is totally ablaze, the flames lighting up the sky around it with a red glow. As the car skids to a halt outside it at a crazy angle, the upstairs windows explode from heat, showering the gravel outside with partially melted glass.

KATE is screaming. She is out of the car and running towards the house like a woman possessed by the time MATT has caught his breath. He flings open his door and sprints after her.  

MATT

KATE! Kate, you can’t help her, you can’t go in there!

KATE has almost reached the burning front door. Inside there is nothing but flames. MATT grabs her round the waist and swings her away from the fire – she kicks and struggles but he is stronger.

KATE

(Hysterical)

MUM!!!!

She makes one final attempt to break free and then collapses, seemingly paralysed. MATT cradles her in his arms, staring up at the flames.

FADE OUT

EX – NORA’S VERANDA – EARLY MORNING

MATT is sitting on the bench, wrapped in a blanket and clearly exhausted. Jack is curled up at his feet, subdued by the bad atmosphere. NORA comes out of the house with two mugs of coffee and closes the door gently after her with her foot. It is obvious that neither of them has had any sleep. 

MATT

Is she okay?

NORA

The doctor is with her. To be honest, I don’t think she’ll ever be okay again.

MATT

It was horrible, Nora. There was just nothing either of us could do. The fire was too bad by the time we got there.

NORA

I know. Sure it probably started hours before – Maybe Jean left a heater plugged in, or the cooker, who knows.

MATT

So you reckon it was an accident?

NORA

What else could it be? I mean, I can’t think of anyone who’d want to harm Jean Conway. She never hurt anyone but herself.

MATT

Who would have wanted to harm Mrs. Shaughnessy? There just seem to have been a lot of weird accidents round here lately…

DR. CLARKE comes out onto the veranda, closing his medical bag.

NORA

Doctor, how is she?

CLARKE

I’ve had to sedate her. She was absolutely distraught – not surprisingly. Physically, she’ll be alright as long as she gets plenty of rest. Mentally, well that’s another story.

NORA

Of course. She can stay here as long as she likes - I’ll lend her some clothes in the morning.

CLARKE

(Heading down the steps)

Well, I’d better try to get some rest myself. Goodnight all.

NORA

Goodnight doctor. Matt, you should really try to get some sleep too. You look exhausted.

MATT

(Getting up, too tired to argue)

Yeah, okay.

INT – MATT’S BEDROOM – EARLY AFTERNOON

MATT snaps awake, as if from a nightmare. He still has black circles under his eyes. He rolls over, checks the clock and groans. His window is open and through it we can just about hear NORA and GARDA O’CONNOR talking on the veranda.

MATT listens for a second and then jumps out of bed, heading for the door.

EX – NORA’S VERANDA – DAY

NORA and O’CONNOR are sitting around the coffee table, the remains of breakfast between them. Both look tired and drained. MATT comes out of the kitchen, pulling on a sweatshirt over his pyjamas.

NORA

Matt, did you sleep at all? Garda O’Connor just came by to tell us what they were doing to find out what caused the fire…

MATT

Any results yet?

O’CONNOR

No, not yet. Of course, we’ll have a much better idea where the fire started and how once we find Mrs. Conway’s body.

MATT

(Incredulously)

You mean you haven’t yet?

O’CONNOR

No, well it’s a big house and there’s a lot of debris to pick through. Some of it is still hot. But we will.

MATT looks sceptical. 

NORA

Sergeant, do you think it was an accident?

O’CONNOR

We really won’t know until we’ve finished investigating. What I will say is that the fire brigade reckons the house has been destroyed to an unusually great degree. I will need to speak to Kate as soon as she’s awake, to find out where her mother was in the house when she left - and whether or not she was in an intoxicated condition.

KATE

(Offscreen)

She was.

They all turn to see Kate standing at the kitchen door in one of NORA’S nightdresses. She is pale and hollow-eyed. O’CONNOR and NORA jump to their feet.

NORA

(Advancing towards her)

Kate, love, you don’t have to do this right now. You need rest, let me…

KATE

No, I want to clear this up, so I can try and stop thinking about it for a few minutes. Mum was really pissed by the time I left the house last night. She didn’t like the fact that I was going out on my night off and we had words. She started crying, pulling her usual emotional blackmail act, and I’d just had enough, you know?

(Tears roll down her cheeks)

I left her in the living room on the sofa, and that was the last time I saw her. If I’d only listened, if I’d only stayed with her…

NORA

Okay, that’s enough for now, you’re exhausted. Come inside and I’ll get you a cup of tea…

She helps KATE inside and MATT takes her seat opposite O’CONNOR, who has sat back down.

MATT

Sergeant, I know you don’t want my opinion on this, and I know you think I imagined that guy on the beach. But I found this last night.

He places the signet ring on the table. O’CONNOR picks it up and examines it.

MATT

It’s the ring I saw on the body on the beach that morning. I stepped on it last night when Kate and I went down there.

O’CONNOR

Matt, sure there must be hundreds of rings like this. How can you be sure it’s the same one?

MATT

To me that ring is proof that I didn’t imagine anything. And how many rings like that could there be in this town? It’s pretty distinctive, with that pattern and everything…

O’CONNOR

Maybe so, but I can’t sanction an area wide search for a body that may or may not exist just because of a ring. I have to concentrate on the three dead bodies we know for a fact, exist.

MATT

But Sergeant…

O’CONNOR

This is the way I see it. Nobody from round here is missing. There haven’t been any reports of anyone missing in this area. So there’s nothing to investigate, nowhere to start. Do you understand?

MATT

(Reluctantly)

Yeah…I do.

O’CONNOR

(Getting up)

Right, I have to go – I have three strange deaths to explain and a team of detectives coming down from Dublin tomorrow. I would at least like to be able to offer them a theory on what happened to these people.

MATT

You still think they were all accidents?

O’CONNOR

(Smoothly)

I never make assumptions until I have all the facts. See you, Matt – look after Kate until I get a chance to speak to her again.

MATT

(Watching him go)

I will.

He waits for a few moments on the veranda after O’CONNOR has left, seemingly lost in thought. Then he gets up and goes inside.

INT. - NORA’S KITCHEN – AFTERNOON

NORA is standing at the cooker making scrambled eggs as he comes in. 

NORA

(Over her shoulder as the door shuts behind him)

Would you like some eggs?

MATT

(Calmly)

Yeah, if you’re making some. Nora, I need to talk to you.

NORA looks over her shoulder, struck by his tone. 

NORA

Okay.

She goes over to the toaster and picks up two slices of toast, putting them on separate plates. Then she carries them over to the table with the scrambled eggs.

NORA

(Sitting down and pouring them both a cup of coffee)

So what’s on your mind, Matt?

MATT takes the signet ring out of his pocket and puts it on the table.

MATT

I want to know whose ring this is.

NORA’S hand shakes slightly as she puts the coffee-pot down, but otherwise she seems unmoved.

NORA

And what makes you think I know such a thing?

MATT

(Frustrated)

Oh come on, Nora. I know you recognise it. I reckon Mrs. Shaughnessy and Kate’s mom would have recognised it too, if I’d only had a chance to ask them. What secret is no one telling me?

NORA

(Almost to herself)

Some secrets are best forgotten…

MATT

When people are being killed? Nora, this could be the motive! You’ve got to get this out in the open before it’s too late!

NORA

(Jumping up and pacing around the kitchen)

Matt, there is no evidence that anyone is killing people, as you put it!

MATT

(Forcefully)

Maybe not yet. But you’ve got to admit, it is some coincidence, all this happening in one week! And I have a hunch that when those cops arrive here from headquarters, and all this is properly investigated, they’re going to find evidence that Joe was deliberately run over, that Mrs. Shaughnessy was deliberately made to fall down those stairs, and that the fire at Kate’s house was not an accident!

NORA

How can you possibly be sure of all that?

MATT

I can’t be sure. But I can be sure of one thing - I saw that body on the beach. So I know that at least one person was in fact murdered.

NORA

Matt, I thought we’d agreed…

MATT

What, to forget about it? How can I, Nora? I found his ring - that proves that that poor guy existed, and that I saw his body.

NORA comes back over to the table and sits down heavily. She hesitates for a moment. Then –

NORA

Okay. The ring belongs…it belongs to Frank Shaughnessy.

MATT

Frank Shaughnessy. Peter and Frances’ dad?

NORA

No, their uncle. Their father’s younger brother.

MATT

And, what happened to him?

NORA

Well…Frank was the same age as me. He went to school with me and we grew up together, but when he got older he went off the rails a bit. I went off to art college and he stayed here, drinking away what money he didn’t lose at gambling. He developed a real gambling addiction, in fact, and he ran up several large debts – all of which the Shaughnessy family paid off. Then eventually he began an affair with Jean Conway, who as I said was only sixteen…

MATT

(In disbelief)

You mean he was Kate’s dad?? But that would mean…

NORA

That she and Peter and Frances are cousins, yes.

MATT

So his family washed their hands of him?

NORA

Well, after it all came out they threw him out. His brother gave him a lump sum and asked him to leave the town. He didn’t have much choice – nobody would even serve him in any of the shops at that point. Frank took the money and went to America. That was the last I saw of him.

MATT slumps back in his chair.

MATT

It must have been his body. It’s the only thing that makes sense, Nora. It would explain why no one’s reported him missing. And why his face was destroyed - in case someone recognised him…

NORA

But Matt, why would he have come back? I know twenty years seems like a long time to you, but people in this town haven’t forgotten what he was like. He would have got a very frosty reception.

MATT

Maybe he was too desperate to care. You said he had a gambling problem – maybe he’d lost all the money and came back to ask for more.

NORA is clearly trying to get her head around all this. The phone suddenly rings behind her.

NORA

I’d better get that. Eat your breakfast or it’ll be stone cold.

She gets up and answers the phone. As she talks just out of hearing MATT sits, leaning his elbows on the table, pouring milk into his coffee. Then he picks up the ring and turns it slowly on his fingers, lost in thought.

NORA comes back to the table.

NORA

That was one of the galleries I sell to in Galway. Matt, I’m really sorry about this, but they need me to go up there now and talk to this client who wants to commission a painting. They’re good customers and I don’t want to let them down…

MATT

It’s fine. I’ll hold the fort.

NORA

Will you? Are you sure? I’ll be back later on tonight. I just feel really bad about leaving what with all that’s going on at the moment…

MATT

Go. I’ll watch Kate.

NORA

Okay. And Matt, I’ll talk to you again when I get back. We might need to suggest some of this to the police – I mean, it may be nothing or…

MATT

It might be something. I know. I just hope it is nothing.

EXT. – LATER THAT AFTERNOON – THE FRONT OF NORA’S HOUSE

NORA is packing her portfolio into the back of her car, preparing to leave for the city. KATE’S car is parked alongside and MATT is leaning against it, barefoot, hands in pockets, still looking tired. As NORA is closing the boot, Jack comes bounding up, tail wagging.

NORA

(Scooping him up)

I think he wants to come with me! I might as well take him along, give you a bit of peace for the rest of the day.

MATT

(Half sarcastically)

Take good care of him – he could be the star witness in this case!

NORA

(Suddenly serious)

Matt, really, will you be okay on your own for a while? It’s a bad time – I can call the gallery and…

MATT

(Interrupting)

Nora, it’s fine. Go meet some customers. I’m perfectly capable of looking after myself.

NORA hesitates for a moment, then turns and opens the car door, dropping Jack onto the back seat. She gets in, closes the door and winds down the window.

NORA

(Starting the engine)

Sure it’s not like this is really an emergency. Even if that body existed, it’s probably in a watery grave by now anyway. They’ll never find it.

MATT

Watery grave?

NORA

Washed out to sea. Davy Jones’ Locker, isn’t that what they call it?

She smiles.

NORA

See you later Matt. Take care of yourself.

She waves out the window one final time as she drives off.

MATT stares after the departing car, lost in thought.

INT. – NORA’S HOUSE – LATE AFTERNOON

KATE is lying in the bed in the spare room, sleepless. The door is open and MATT comes in when he sees that she is awake.

MATT

Hey. How are you bearing up?

KATE

Okay. Well, crap actually. But aren’t you supposed to say you’re okay?

She passes a shaking hand over her forehead.

KATE

(Turning towards him)

I just can’t believe that everything is gone. My mum’s dead, and everything I owned is gone. I have nothing left…

MATT

(Awkwardly)

I know. Nora told me to tell you that you can borrow any stuff of hers you want for the time being. I know a lot of it isn’t going to fit very well, but…

KATE

(Dully)

It’s fine. I don’t care about anything like that now.

MATT

Look, do you think you’ll be okay on your own for a bit?

KATE

I suppose. Why?

MATT

I just want to go and check something. I won’t be long.

KATE

Go on. It’s okay.

MATT

Is there a quick way round to Ross’ house from here? I need to check something. Nora took the car, and I’d like to avoid having to have to walk all the way round.

KATE

Sure. If you go down to the beach and start walking around the headland you’ll find a cliff path. That leads all the way around the coast – maybe a mile or so, and it will bring you out near his house.

MATT

(Getting up)

Great. Do you want anything to eat or drink?

KATE

Nora got me something earlier. I’m not hungry anyway.

MATT

Okay then. Try and get some rest. I’ll be back soon.

He heads out the door.

EXT. – EARLY EVENING – CLIFF ROAD

MATT comes up off the cliff path into a tarmaced road. He is just opposite the entrance to ROSS’ house, just like KATE said. It is a hot, still evening and there is no one around. He looks from left to right, then jogs across the road and through the entrance gates, keeping well in to the side.

EXT. – EARLY EVENING – DRIVEWAY of CLIFF HOUSE

We see MATT sneaking along through the trees that line the driveway, being careful to stay out of sight.

MATT’S POV: the house seems quiet. There is a car in the driveway – ROSS’? All of a sudden the front door opens and ROSS comes out. He is clearly not in a good form, trying to talk to someone on his mobile. He gets into the car, and drives away at speed.

MATT ducks behind a tree as it passes. The car shoots past without stopping. Then he cautiously emerges and heads towards the house, which seems deserted. He jogs over to the front door and rings the doorbell. No answer. He walks around to the right hand side of the house and passes through a small rose garden. There is then a high brick wall, with a locked gate that leads to the back garden proper. MATT looks around for a moment, thinking, and then goes over to a wrought iron seat in the middle of the rose garden. He drags it with some difficulty over to the wall. Then he steps up on it and shins over the wall. 

EXT. – A MINUTE LATER - THE BACK GARDEN OF CLIFF HOUSE

MATT’S legs appear over the wall; then he swings himself over, hangs for a second and drops. He lands in a small flowerbed a few yards from the patio.

He pauses for a second. There is absolute silence and no sign of movement from the house. Then he hurries over to the pool.

MATT

(To himself out loud, staring at the covered pool)

I seriously hope I’m wrong about this…

He goes to the end of the pool and unties the tarpaulin, which is attached to two heavy metal camping pegs embedded in the grass. Then he begins to roll it back – this takes some time because the tarp is heavy. As he rolls it back more and more of the water underneath is revealed – lying still and blue-green in the evening sun. There is no sign of anything untoward. 

MATT continues to heave the tarpaulin back. He is hot now and sweating but determined. Finally he has uncovered nearly all of the pool. He lifts another section back and then there is something floating face down in the water. It is large, black and splayed out – it looks almost like someone wearing a long coat. 

MATT starts back, stopping himself just before he lets out a gasp. This is his worst suspicion confirmed. He hesitates, but then takes off his shoes and slips gingerly into the water. The water is up to his waist. He wades slowly out towards the floating shape, but stops suddenly. He is clearly reluctant to examine this thing but his curiosity is driving him on.

MATT wades out until it is within his grasp. Then, steeling himself, he reaches out and pulls it over. He yells out in shock.

It is a dead badger. By the looks of things it has been dead for months and the water has bloated its body up to an unnatural size. Its head is mostly rotted away and the heat in the water under the tarpaulin has allowed water bugs to flourish all over it. All in all it is a horrific sight.

MATT staggers back, nearly falling over. He rushes over to the side, jumps out and runs to the flowerbed, where he throws up violently. 

He retches, then wipes his mouth, catching his breath. Finally he straightens up and looks back at the pool. 

MATT

(To himself)

Get a grip. At least it was just an animal…

He quickly puts his shoes back on, and jogs up to the patio doors, where he tries one of the door handles. Surprisingly, it is open. 

MATT

(Stepping in)

Hallo? Anyone in?

There is no reply. ROSS must have forgotten to lock the doors.

MATT heads into the kitchen, where there is a phone on the wall. He picks it up and dials.

INT. – WESTERLY POINT GARDA STATION – EVENING

The young guard at the reception desk is eating a sandwich and reading a report. There is some small hustle and bustle in the background but it is clearly a sleepy police station in a sleepy little town. The phone rings shrilly beside him. After a few rings he finally picks it up, still eating.

YOUNG GUARD

Garda Station. Can I help you?

CUT BACK TO MATT IN THE KITCHEN

MATT

Hi, can I speak to GARDA O’CONNOR?

CUT BACK TO THE STATION

YOUNG GUARD

(Turning a page in the newspaper with his free hand)

Um, he’s not here. Can I take a message?

CUT BACK TO MATT IN THE KITCHEN

MATT

(Frustrated)

Well, when will he be back? I really need to speak to him.

CUT BACK TO THE STATION

YOUNG GUARD

(Totally unmoved)

An hour or so. He had to go out. Can a take a message?

CUT BACK TO THE KITCHEN

MATT

(Resigned)

Tell him Matt Ryan was looking for him.

He hangs up, then looks at his watch and heads out of the kitchen at a run.

INT. NORA’S HOUSE – EVENING

KATE snaps awake from a dream. She sits up, rubbing her eyes, frowning. There is an almost imperceptible noise in the background – what is it? She gets up and walks warily out into the corridor, still in her nightdress.

KATE

Hello?

There is no reply. She goes to the top of the stairs and looks down, descending a few steps.

KATE

(Softly)

Matt? Is that you? 

EXT. – NORA’S BEACH – EVENING

MATT comes hurrying along the beach, looking tired and defeated. He has been gone maybe an hour and clearly feels it was a wasted trip. 

He looks up – it is getting dark. He breaks into a run.

EXT. NORA’S VERANDA – EVENING

MATT arrives back at the steps up to the house and starts to climb them. 

MATT’S POV: Up on the veranda, there is someone sitting on the rocking chair, wrapped in a blanket and seemingly asleep. The chair makes a slight creaking noise as it rocks back and forth – this is the noise that KATE heard. 

MATT stops and squints up – the setting sun is in his eyes. There is something about the figure in the chair that doesn’t look right.

MATT

(Uncertainly)

Kate? Nora? That you?

There is no reply. He carries on. The creaking noise and the waves crashing on the beach behind him are the only sounds.

MEDIUM SHOT of MATT as he arrives at the foot of the steps to the veranda. He swallows hard.

MATT

Kate?

He goes up the steps.

MATT’S POV as he draws nearer. The figure’s head is resting on its chest and it is almost completely swathed in the blanket. It is like an old person who has fallen asleep in a chair. But there is an unnatural stiffness about it…

MATT’s hand approaches and he pulls up the blanket. 

It is the body from the beach! It is now more horrifying than ever, the destroyed face crawling with maggots, the hands decomposing, and the salt encrusted clothes stiff and rotting. The dead man no longer looks human.

EX MEDIUM CLOSEUP of MATT, who is white as a sheet. He backs away from the body, grabbing the veranda rail and hanging onto it. He would probably throw up if he had anything left to vomit.    

The kitchen door suddenly swings open behind him and KATE bursts out, looking as though she got dressed in a hurry.

MATT gets an initial shock, but then collects himself and grabs her.

MATT

(Holding her shoulders)

Don’t look! Do you hear me? Don’t look.

KATE glances over – she can’t help herself – and screams.

KATE

(Horrified)

Oh my God! Oh God!

MATT

Okay, let’s get inside. Now, come on!

He pulls her round. Just as they move towards the door a shot rings out, hitting the wooden veranda rail and splintering it.

They both instinctively duck.

MATT

(Shocked)

What the hell?

Another shot is heard – the bullet shatters the kitchen window behind them, showering them with glass.

MATT

(Panicked)

Inside! Run!

KATE jumps up and flings open the kitchen door, closely followed by MATT.

A third shot hits the wooden wall of the house just beside MATT’S head, barely missing him as he pushes KATE through the door and they both tumble inside onto the kitchen floor.

INT. – NORA’S KITCHEN – EVENING

KATE

(Hysterical)

What’s going on? Who’s shooting at us?

MATT

(Trying to keep calm himself)

I don’t know!

He begins to crawl towards the door leading to the hall. 

MATT

(Looking back at KATE, who is cowering under the kitchen table)

Stay there and call the police. I’m just going to go out front and see what’s happening.

KATE

(As he leaves the room)

No Matt! Oh shit! Be careful!

INT. – THE HALL of NORA’S HOUSE – EVENING

Matt runs low towards the glass paned front door and peeps out through the lace curtain on the window beside it.

MATT’S POV: All is quiet outside.

MATT hesitates, then opens the front door and steps cautiously outside. Nothing happens. He takes a few steps towards KATE’S car.

EX. – THE FRONT of NORA’S HOUSE - EVENING

A shot rings out, hitting the ground near his foot. He flinches and sprints back towards the house. A shot hits the front door just as he slams it shut, breaking the pane. Then two more shots are fired, taking out the back tyres on the car, which immediately begin to hiss and deflate.

INT. –NORA’S HALLWAY – EVENING

MATT

(On the ground, peering out through the letterbox)

Shit!

He scuttles back towards the kitchen as fast as he can.

INT. – NORA’S KITCHEN – EVENING

KATE starts as MATT comes back into the kitchen. She has crawled over to the kitchen counter and is holding the phone.

KATE

What happened? What’s going on?

MATT

(Furiously)

The asshole blew out the tyres on your car. We’re stranded.

KATE

(Almost in tears)

What! This is fucking crazy! 

JAKE

Please tell me the cops on their way?

KATE

(Waving the receiver)

It’s dead! The line must have been cut or something.

MATT

Okay, let’s think. Haven’t you got a cell phone?

KATE

I used to. I left it at home yesterday.

MATT

Oh.

There is a silence. The camera pans away as he slumps against the wall.

FADE TO the kitchen, maybe an hour later. MATT and KATE sit side by side under the countertop. The kitchen is almost completely dark but neither of them dares to put on the light. 

MATT

(Rubbing his forehead)

Okay. Let’s face facts – we can’t sit here all night.

KATE

(Frustrated)

But if we go outside we could get shot! And we can’t even call for help! And they could even start coming in here and shooting!

MATT

Just calm down, I’m trying to think! We can’t call for help from here, no. But if we can get to Ross’ house we can call from there.

KATE

Ross’ house? Are you mad? I’m not going out there with some mad fucker with a gun running around! Why would we do that?

MATT

Because without that car we’d have to go to town on foot, and there’s absolutely no cover on that road. We could get picked off like animals!

He goes over to her and hugs her.

MATT

I know you’re scared. But if we can just get to the cliff path we’ll be at Ross’ place in twenty minutes. We can use his phone, call the police, and sort all this out.

KATE looks at him for a second, and then nods reluctantly.

KATE

I really don’t like this. Okay, but for God’s sake let’s be careful.

MATT

(Getting up and looking in the drawers)

Right. Let’s find a torch and get out of here.

EXT. – NORA’S BEACH – LATE EVENING

It’s now twilight. MATT and KATE slip out the kitchen door and hurry down the steps to the beach. KATE has taken one of MATT’S jackets and her handbag. Nothing disturbs the quiet night apart from the sound of the sea. They set off at a run towards the cliff path. No shots ring out – everything seems peaceful.

EXT.- CLIFF PATH – NIGHT

MATT and KATE are hurrying along the path. The cliff path is not as precarious as it sounds – there is plenty of room for two people to walk side by side. Still, it is now dark and the only thing to indicate the sheer drop that falls to their left is the sound of the waves below. The hillside to their right is covered in gorse and heather. MATT has brought a small torch from the kitchen and its weak beam jumps along ahead of them as they walk.

MATT

That was weird – I didn’t expect it to be that easy. 

KATE

I know - it’s like they just gave up, thank God.

MATT

Whoever that was is a pretty good shot. Do you know anyone around here who can shoot that well?

KATE

(Hesitantly)

Well, to be honest, I’m probably the best shot in this town.

MATT

(Surprised)

You are? How come?

KATE

Peter and Frances’ dad taught me when I was a kid. He was a really nice man. Anyway, I turned out to be a natural. Of course I don’t have much opportunity to shoot anymore.

There is a pause as MATT digests this.

KATE

Matt, do you know what’s going on here? If so, can you please tell me? Because I’m lost.

MATT

(Reluctantly)

I think so. Look Kate, there’s no easy way to tell you this. Nora recognised the ring I found as belonging to a guy called Frank Shaughnessy. He was…

KATE

Peter’s uncle, I know. Everyone in this town has heard of him. But he’s long gone from here.

MATT

Well I think he came back. And there’s more. Nora said one of the reasons he had to leave was that he had an affair with your mom when she was underage.

KATE slows down.

KATE

You mean he could have been my dad. I knew that too. My mom told me years ago that she used to be his girlfriend. Even if she hadn’t, it was common knowledge.

MATT

Well, Nora seemed to be pretty convinced that it was his ring I found on the beach. I’m sorry Kate.

There is a moments pause.

KATE

(Subdued)

He might have been my dad, biologically speaking. But I never knew the man. I feel like I should be upset, but he was just a stranger I never met.

MATT

The thing is, Frank coming back to town would have been bad news for Peter. Frank could have forced him to sell the hotel just so that he could have his rightful share of the business. Even having him hanging around would have been an embarrassment for the family.

KATE

(Shocked)

And what, you think Peter killed him?

MATT

I’m afraid so, yeah. And I think it’s possible that he killed Joe too, although I’m not sure why. Maybe Joe had something on him.

KATE

And his mum? My mum? Matt, this is insane. I’ve known Peter all my life – I can’t believe he’d kill anyone!

MATT

I think he was desperate and he did what he had to do. His mum’s death may just have been an accident. As for your mum, it’s possible that Frank told her he was coming back to town. That would make a good motive to make sure she didn’t tell anyone.

He glances over at her.

KATE looks troubled, but it is obvious that some of this is going in.

KATE

God, I don’t know what to think. It’s all just so strange. Do you think he did it by himself?

MATT sighs.

MATT

I don’t see how he could have moved Frank’s body by himself. Frances must have helped him. Bear in mind, they’re not just brother and sister, they’re twins. They’d stick together in times of trouble.

KATE

(Shaking her head)

She’s my best friend, Matt, I just can’t see her doing that.

MATT

And Peter’s her brother. Look, I think she helped him out when he needed it, but I don’t honestly think she killed anyone.

They arrive suddenly out onto the cliff road. To their left the dark road carries on up the coast until it snakes up around a sharp bend. To their right it dips down as it curves inland. Across the road stand the huge wrought iron gates, looking more dramatic than ever.

MATT

(Desperate sarcasm)

Okay, here we are – Dracula’s Castle. Let’s get in and call for help.

They jog across the road and through the gates of Cliff House.  

EXT. – CLIFF HOUSE – NIGHT

MATT and KATE hurry up the long driveway, both casting anxious glances around as they go. The house towers above them, looking especially sinister. None of the lights are on at the front of the house.

MATT

Let’s hope Ross is home.

They climb the steps to the front veranda and MATT pushes the bell on the front door. There is a long pause and then ROSS opens the door, looking surprised to see them. He is wearing rubber gloves and looks a bit bedraggled.

ROSS

(Ushering them in)

Hi folks! I didn’t know you two would be around tonight. Kate, I’m really sorry about… well, you know. I don’t know what to say…

KATE

(Kissing him on the cheek)

It’s alright Ross. I know.

ROSS

(Nodding towards the rest of the house)

Go in and get a drink. I’ll be with you in a minute – Charlie found a bloody dead badger in the pool when she got home and I’m trying to fish it out. You should come and see it – it’s fucking disgusting.

CHARLOTTE

(Off screen)

Is it gone yet?

INT. MEDIUM SHOT of CHARLOTTE standing at the top of the stairs looking down at them.

INT. MEDIUM SHOT of the other three in the hall.

ROSS

Yes it fucking is! You should have had to do that, you know – you found it.

INT. MEDIUM SHOT of CHARLOTTE.

CHARLOTTE

(Unable to resist winding him up)

No way, it’s gross! The perfect job for you in fact.

INT. MEDIUM SHOT of ROSS.

ROSS

(Irritated)

Piss off to your room, will you.

INT. CLOSEUP of CHARLOTTE, who makes a rude face at him.

INT. MEDIUM TRACKING SHOT of her as she turns around and stomps back across the landing to her room.

INT. MEDIUM SHOT of CHARLOTTE’S ROOM. She slams the door behind her, then puts on a pair of headphones and turns on her CD Walkman. Then she bellyflops down on the bed and starts flicking through a magazine.

INT. MEDIUM SHOT of MATT and KATE,as they follow ROSS down the hall.

MATT

(Urgent)

Actually, Ross, we were hoping to use your phone…

ROSS

Sure. There’s one in the living room.

He stops and looks from one to the other, picking up on their tense vibe for the first time.

ROSS

Are you two okay? I know this is a bad time, but you look a bit pale, or something.

MATT

We don’t really have time to go into it, Ross, but it’s serious.

He gestures towards the living room – can we?

ROSS

(Taking off the rubber gloves and tossing them onto a side table)

Sure, go ahead.

KATE

Thanks Ross.

MATT carries on into the living room, followed by KATE and ROSS.

MATT takes off his jacket as he enters and tosses it over the edge of the sofa, which has its back to us.

FRANCES

(Off screen)

You two look a bit spooked. 

MATT spins round in shock and we see FRANCES lying on the sofa, with a glass of wine in her hand. She gets up slowly, puts down her glass and goes over to KATE.

FRANCES

(Hugging her)

I am so sorry… Ross, why don’t you get them a beer?

ROSS

(Obediently)

Right.

He goes out. MATT has already picked up the phone – it is one of those detachable ones.

MATT

(Unable to keep silent any longer)

Look, Frances, we came here to call the police. It’s over. We know what’s been going on.

FRANCES

(She appears genuinely surprised)

Sorry?

MATT

Frances, just drop the act, okay? We know all about Frank, and Kate’s mom, and how you’re related to Kate. We don’t know what Joe had to do with it, but I’m sure the police will be able to figure something out.

FRANCES

(To KATE)

Is this a joke? What’s he on about? I really don’t need this, you know, it’s been the worst two days of my life.

MATT

I only wish it was a joke.

He starts as ROSS comes back into the room with PETER behind him, both carrying bottles of beer. KATE looks equally shaken.

ROSS

(Giving out beers, unaware as yet that everyone is on edge)

Here we go. Well folks, this is a terrible time and I just want you all to know that this house is always open if you need to chill out for a bit.

MATT

(To PETER)

Peter, we know everything. But I suppose you already know that.

PETER

What?

FRANCES

That’s what I said. Look Matt, if you have something to say, why don’t you just say it? 

MATT

(Taking a beer from ROSS)

Okay, I will. I did see a body on the beach, and it was your Uncle Frank.

PETER

Frank? That’s crazy, Matt - he emigrated to America years ago.

MATT

And he came back, short of money. He wanted his rightful share of the hotel, but you didn’t want to give it to him. So you killed him and with Frances’ help, you tried to get rid of the body by dumping it in the ocean. But it got washed ashore the next morning, and you had to knock me out and move the body again. But you were afraid that Kate’s mom would find out that Frank had been back – maybe he had even told her he was coming. Which meant that she had to have an accident before she could tell anyone else.

ROSS looks in bewilderment at him and then at PETER.

PETER

(Clearly upset)

Jesus Christ, Matt, you have lost it! I can’t believe I’ve been standing up for you when people said you were mad, seeing things like that! Do you honestly think that I would hurt anyone, let alone my own family? Because if you do, you don’t know me very well. 

FRANCES

(Going over and giving him a hug)

It’s okay.

(To MATT)

You are some piece of work. You come to our home, you pretend to be our friend, and then, just when we’re at our lowest, you start throwing stupid accusations at us. You should be ashamed of yourself.

MATT

Kate doesn’t find it so hard to believe.

PETER

(Turning to her)

Kate?

KATE

Peter, I don’t know what to think at this stage. So many strange things have happened – I mean, someone shot at us tonight! But some of what he says seems to make sense.

The front door bell sounds.

ROSS

(Looking around, baffled)

Right. I think I’ll just get that…

He goes out.

FRANCES

(Going over to the sofa and picking up her jacket)

This is ridiculous. It’s bad enough that our mum is gone, but to have to put up with this as well! Come on Peter, we’re leaving.

MATT

(Waving the phone)

You do that. And I’ll make this call.

FRANCES shrugs and heads for the door just as ROSS comes back in, behind GARDA O’CONNOR. MATT looks visibly relieved.

MATT

Garda O’Connor, thank God! I was just about to try and call you.

O’CONNOR

I’ve been out making a few inquiries. And I’ve had some interesting results. Frances, go and sit back down.

FRANCES returns to the sofa silently as O’CONNOR takes off his cap and puts it on a side table.

ROSS

(To everyone)

Okay really, what’s going on? Is this some sort of game?

MATT

Look Guard, before you say anything, we already know the twins are behind all this…

O’CONNOR

(Impatiently)

No, you THINK you know. You’ve got it all wrong – Peter and Frances aren’t even brother and sister, let alone twins.

Everyone looks amazed – is he mad?

O’CONNOR

(Pointing at FRANCES and then at KATE)

They’re the twins!

There is a moment of puzzled silence.

PETER

(Obviously thinking that O’CONNOR has lost it)

Are you mad? Kate isn’t even related to us! How could…

O’CONNOR

Because of this…

(He takes a piece of paper from his pocket)

This is evidence I got sent down here today from Dublin, which states that twin girls were born on the 26th of February, 1984 in the Rotunda Hospital, Dublin. The mother was listed as Jean Elizabeth Conway of Westerly Point, Galway and the father was Frank Jeremiah Shaughnessy.

Stunned silence.

PETER

But…that’s crazy – Sergeant, apart from anything else, I’ve seen our birth certificates. They list US as twins…

O’CONNOR

Faked. The truth is that these two girls are sisters, brought up by two different families.

PETER, MATT and ROSS all stare at FRANCES, then KATE, and we can see their minds racing, calculating...

KATE looks expressionless, while a subtle smile spreads over FRANCES’ face.

FRANCES

And there we all were thinking you were just a thick country cop! That was good detective work.

PETER

Frances, what, are you saying this is true?

KATE

(Bitterly)

It’s true all right. It’s totally fucked up – Mum barely wanted one baby, let alone two. So we were divided and Frances was sold to the Shaughnessys as if she was a new puppy or something.

FRANCES

And guess what Jean did with the money she got for keeping schtum? She bought herself a house.

KATE

(To PETER)

While your parents got themselves a sister for their new son. 

O’CONNOR

What I don’t know for sure is how you two found out about it – I’m guessing Frank told you that night when he showed up out of the blue?

FRANCES

Actually he told us three months ago in a letter. He wrote saying that he’d be coming back to Ireland in the summer and introduced himself as our dad… 

KATE

It was some shock – I mean, neither of us could believe it for a while. But he confirmed it the night he arrived. It did start to make sense – and Mum eventually admitted the truth the day she died…

MATT

(Unable to contain himself any longer)

You two killed your own mother! Not to mention your real dad! And you killed your adopted mom!

PETER

(Close to tears)

Just tell me, why would you do all this?

KATE

(Cold)

They didn’t care about us. Frank abandoned us – he was only coming back because he was broke. 

FRANCES

And the two mothers! They split us up and kept the truth secret for twenty years. Those bitches deserved to die. 

KATE

We talked, and it turned out, we were both desperate to get out of this shitty little town. I was really fed up babysitting Mum. She was a drunk - it was unbearable living with her. But the house was worth a bit and it was insured… So was she.

FRANCES

And I was fed up skivvying in the hotel and looking after those brats. Who weren’t even my real family! 

KATE

We both felt we deserved a bit of fun. All we had to do was shut Frank up before he came back and ruined everything on us.

FRANCES

And torch the house, preferably when Jean was in it. Then we could collect the insurance money and get out of here. 

PETER has sunk into a chair, looking shattered. ROSS just looks totally dumbstruck.

MATT

But, what about JOE? Why him? 

O’CONNOR

I think I can answer that one. I spoke to a garage owner on the road to the city. He says Joe stopped there for petrol on the way from the airport three days ago and he had a male passenger. The guy said he remembered the passenger because he had to ask him not to smoke on the forecourt. The man in question was wearing a suit and overcoat – hardly typical tourist clothes…

MATT

Joe gave Frank a lift from the airport! 

(To ROSS)

After he had dropped off your parents they must have bumped into each other. And Frank probably blabbed about why he was coming here.

KATE

It was partly that. And partly because he was such a little shit.

FRANCES

(Reaching into her back waistband)

And because he sold us this…

She produces a small handgun and points it at the rest of the group.

PETER jumps to his feet

PETER

Frances, this is crazy…

FRANCES

(Waving the gun at him)

That’s close enough. Now folks, I have to admit that our original plan for this moment hadn’t included so many people. We’ll just have to improvise.

ROSS

(He finally seems to have come to grips with the situation)

This is really fucked up!

MATT

(Curious despite himself)

How did you manage to kill Joe? I couldn’t figure that out.

KATE

That was pathetically easy. I just drove to a field beside the road to his house, planted a decoy in the road, and waited behind a wall for him to come along. Then all I had to do was hop over the wall and get into his car. The thickhead even left the door wide open – he was asking for it.

O’CONNOR

(Grimly fascinated)

Your two mothers’ deaths were just as easy to arrange, I assume?

FRANCES

(Keeping the gun firmly pointed at the group)

Yeah, we fixed those in advance. I pulled some of the screws out of the cellar staircase that evening. Then we just had to wait for her to go down there – she was the only one in the house who ever used the cellar apart from me.

INT. CLOSEUP of MATT from the back. He reaches behind him and picks up ROSS’ mobile phone from a side table. As the others carry on talking, he slips it into his back pocket.

KATE

Jean’s death was an accident waiting to happen. She was always leaving heaters plugged in for too long, passing out on the sofa with candles lit, that sort of thing. I just made it happen a bit sooner than expected. 

MATT

Girls, let’s be realistic - you have no way of getting away with this…

KATE

Matt, shut the fuck up. Give us a bit more credit – we have all this figured out.

FRANCES

You see, the way we see it, there’s no reason why Peter can’t take the blame for all this…

PETER

Me!

KATE

You went over the edge when you realised that Frank was coming back to Ireland. Dad gave him money to leave this town twenty years ago, but he never bought him out of the hotel, so legally Frank still owned half of it. You killed him to stop him taking his share and gambling it away. 

FRANCES

And you had to get rid of Jean – so that she didn’t blow the secret about Frank being back in town. He told you in the letter that he had written to her about it.

KATE

(Pacing around behind the group)

We even have a beautiful forgery of that letter Frank wrote to Jean telling her he was coming back – it’s been delayed in the post, but it will miraculously show up tomorrow. It will work – sure even Matt was convinced when he came here tonight that you were behind it all!

PETER

(To Matt, hurt)

You were? 

MATT

(Crestfallen)

Sorry man, I had it completely wrong. 

FRANCES

(To Peter)

Of course, you’ll be dead, so the police will have to put two and two together all by themselves.

KATE

Apart from us. We’re going to be the traumatised survivors of this little massacre.

O’CONNOR

Nobody’s going to believe all this! I realized the truth and they will too.

FRANCES

I don’t think so. 

KATE

(Now directly behind him)

What you know dies with you.

She smashes him over the back of the head with one of ROSS’ mother’s table sculptures. O’CONNOR drops like a stone, unconscious.

ROSS

(Totally panicked)

You crazy bitches!

He makes for the door. FRANCES fires at him but the bullet just misses, splintering the doorframe instead. 

INT. MEDIUM SHOT of ROSS - he manages to open the door and runs towards the patio doors at the end of the dining room. 

INT. CLOSEUP of FRANCES, who aims again and fires. 

INT. MEDIUM SHOT of ROSS running; this time the bullet hits him in the shoulder and he screams, twisting in pain. He collapses on the floor, blood spraying up the wall.

PETER and MATT take one look at each other and split – towards the hall. 

KATE

(Frantically)

What the fuck do we do now?

FRANCES

(Tossing her the gun)

Take this and go after them. I’ll finish these two off and we’ll meet back here, okay?

KATE nods hesitantly. FRANCES goes over and hugs her.

FRANCES

Don’t worry, it’ll be okay. Get after them – they can’t escape or they’ll ruin everything.

KATE runs out of the room. FRANCES wheels around – O’CONNOR is still lying unconscious on the floor, but ROSS is gone! He has left a bloody trail through the patio doors.

She smiles. He can’t get very far. She runs into the kitchen, opens a cutlery drawer and selects a huge chopping knife.

FRANCES

(Mockingly, advancing into the dining room and out through the patio doors)

Ross, that was very stupid…

EXT. – THE FRONT EXIT of ROSS’S HOUSE

PETER and MATT burst through the front door, and run up the driveway for a few metres before pausing under a tree. PETER squats, his face in his hands. 

PETER

I can’t believe this. I mean, God.

MATT

I know, man, I know.

PETER

She was my sister! I thought she was my twin, for Christ sake! How could she do this to me?

MATT

Peter, all I can say is that she is not the person you thought you knew. Neither is Kate, for that matter! But the thing is, they are not messing around. One of them will be after us and we have got to get help.

PETER

(Desperately)

But what can we do now? The town is miles away! We are fucked.

MATT

What about your car?

PETER

Frances has the keys!

MATT

(Pulling a mobile phone from his pocket)

This belongs to Ross. Go and call the police.

PETER

But what about you?

MATT

(Grimly)

I’ll distract them.

EXT. BACK GARDEN OF CLIFF HOUSE - NIGHT

FRANCES comes out into the garden and peers around, trying to see where ROSS might be. The Victorian garden is bathed in moonlight, with no trace of a breeze – the effect is eerie.

FRANCES

Look at the bright side, Ross - that arm must be really hurting by now. But not for much longer…

ROSS is hiding behind a large oak tree about half way down, quite clearly in agony. He is clutching his shoulder - which is bleeding profusely.

FRANCES

(As she proceeds slowly down the garden)

All you have to do is climb over that very big wall and escape. But I’m guessing you can’t do that with half your shoulder missing.

She stops suddenly and squats down. There are blood droplets on the grass, leading to where he is hiding. She smiles and carries on.

FRANCES

(Stopping just in front of his tree)

This can be quick and easy or slow and painful, Ross. It’s up to you.

ROSS

(Slightly hysterical)

Why are you doing this to me, Fran? What have I ever done to you?

FRANCES

Exactly, Ross, exactly. God, going out with you was so boring.

Me, me, me. It was always all about you.

If you weren’t loaded I couldn’t have put up with it for so long.

ROSS

You’re meant to be my girlfriend! I mean, was that it? Was it all just about my dad’s money?

FRANCES

Not entirely. When Kate and me got this plan together, we agreed that you might make a good alibi. 

ROSS can’t believe what he’s hearing.

FRANCES

Well, I haven’t got all night. Are you coming out or do I have to go in to get you?

ROSS looks about in terror and picks up a not very sturdy branch. It’s all he has. 

EXT. MEDIUM SHOT; He dodges around the tree and smashes FRANCES in the face with it – it snaps in half. Taken aback, she falls back on the grass, dropping the kitchen knife. FRANCES looks up at him and feels her face – the branch has sliced her across the cheek. 

FRANCES

(Furiously)

You stupid prick!

She starts gets back to her feet, unsteadily. Suddenly, in desperation, ROSS takes his chance and goes for the knife. She kicks it out of his way and punches him hard in the face. He goes down. 

FRANCES gets him in a chokehold and snatches up the knife – he struggles in vain to get free. 

FRANCES

Nice try. Just stop struggling – or it will be worse.

She leans on his damaged shoulder and he screams. 

FRANCES puts the knife to his throat and prepares to slit it…

CHARLOTTE (off screen)

Let go of him, you bitch! Now!

THEIR POV: They both look up to see CHARLOTTE, looking scared but determined, pointing a flare gun at them.

FRANCES starts to laugh. 

FRANCES

(Offscreen)

What are you going to do, Charlie? Alert the coast guard?

CHARLOTTE

Let him go. Now.

She cocks the gun.

MEDIUM CLOSEUP - FRANCES doesn't let go of ROSS, simply tightening her grip around him. She puts the blade right against his windpipe.

FRANCES

Think about it, Charlotte. You’ve got nothing to bargain with. I could slit his throat right here and you wouldn’t be able to stop me.

CLOSEUP of CHARLOTTE. She hesitates. Her fingers are on the trigger but she is trembling. She lowers the gun, defeated.

MEDIUM SHOT of scene. FRANCES brings the haft of the knife down on the back of ROSS’ head, temporarily stunning him. He falls down and she steps over him, advancing towards CHARLOTTE, who has lifted the gun again and is aiming straight at her. 

CHARLOTTE

(Terrified, backing away)

Stop! Don’t come any further.

FRANCES keeps coming. She has a crazy look in her eyes. 

FRANCES

You can’t do it. You don’t have the guts, Charlie.

CHARLOTTE pulls the trigger…

Nothing happens.

FRANCES laughs, grabs the flare gun and whips her across the face with it - CHARLOTTE lands on her back and edges away as FRANCES towers over her.

FRANCES

(Checking the gun)

Its empty, you silly bitch.

ROSS suddenly rears up behind her and grabs her. She elbows him in the ribs and goes for the knife, which is lying in the grass beside the pool. 

CHARLOTTE

No!

FRANCES snatches up the knife and slashes at ROSS. CHARLOTTE jumps up and pushes her out of the way, knocking her off balance. FRANCES goes flying into the pool with a huge splash…

For a second the two others emit a sigh of relief. Then she surfaces, gasping. She begins to swim towards the side, the knife still in her hand, eyes blazing with rage…

ANGLE on CHARLOTTE, who looks around frantically. ROSS is now slumped down on his hands and knees, white as a sheet. FRANCES is almost at the bank…

She goes for one of the pool lights, which are stuck into the ground beside the swimming pool. She yanks at it in desperation and the stake comes out of the ground.

MEDIUM SHOT of the pool - FRANCES sees what she’s doing and looks horrified…

HER POV: CHARLOTTE throws the light into the pool…

MEDIUM SHOT of the pool - an electric charge passes over the water. Blue flickering volts light up the whole surface, crackling - FRANCES screams as the electricity hits her… for a second or two she thrashes around as it tears through her, jerking like a rag doll. Then it dies down and she floats, face down, hair streaming out in front. Steam rises from the softly moving water.

EXT. MEDIUM SHOT of CHARLOTTE and ROSS, who stare at the pool with a mixture of relief and horror.

ROSS

(Finally)

Charlotte, I can’t believe you just did that.

A beat

Why would you do that?

CHARLOTTE

(Dazed but recovering)

I don’t know. You’re a head wrecker, but I suppose you are my brother. 

ROSS

(Staring at the water)

I can’t believe she’s dead. Or that we killed her.

CHARLOTTE

Only because she was trying to kill us! To be honest, I never liked her much. I always thought there was something a bit weird about her.

She smiles at him and he smiles back. They suddenly look very alike. 

CHARLOTTE

(Going over to him and helping him up)


Do you think you can make it to the house? I’ll call an ambulance.

ROSS

I think so. Charlotte, where the fuck did you get the flare gun?

CHARLOTTE

Dad bought it for the boat a few weeks ago. He locked it in a drawer in his study for the time being.

EXT. MEDIUM SHOT of the two of them in the garden.

ROSS

(As they walk slowly back to the house)

I didn’t know that!

CHARLOTTE

(Affectionately)

He told me not to tell you. He thought you might get ideas.

EXT. – DRIVEWAY OF CLIFF HOUSE – NIGHT

MATT is standing in the trees, waiting.

HIS POV: The front door swings open and KATE comes out, the gun in her hand. She surveys the garden, then comes down the steps. She is completely different now from the put-upon, defeated girl MATT first met. Now she seems confident, determined.

KATE

Come out come out wherever you are!

EXT. ANGLE on MATT, who turns and begins to move back through the trees towards the gate. He doesn’t really have a plan - he’s just hoping to distract her long enough for help to arrive. His foot steps on a branch and it snaps with an audible crack.

EXT. MEDIUM SHOT of KATE – she fires at where she heard the noise. The bullet whizzes past MATT’S head and embeds itself in a tree trunk. 

KATE

Get out here! Come on!

He keeps running. She fires again and the bullet whips past his head, just missing him. 

EXT. MEDIUM SHOT of MATT. He is near enough to the gate now to make a run for it. He dodges through the trees, zigzags across the road and through the gates. KATE fires twice but the bullets just miss him. The next shot, fired as he runs past the gates, nicks his arm.

MEDIUM CLOSEUP of KATE. She smiles – he can’t get far on foot. She jogs out after him through the gates.

EXT. – THE CLIFF ROAD – NIGHT

MEDIUM CLOSEUP - KATE emerges from the driveway and looks around. 

OVERHEAD SHOT of her standing in the middle of the road. The road stretches on either side, deserted. No sign of MATT. She curses silently.

EXT. MEDIUM SHOT of KATE. WE can see MATT, standing in the only hiding place he has – behind her near one of the gate posts, flattened against the wall. 

He swallows, then takes his chance, slipping up behind her. Something warns her – maybe the slight breeze in the still night. She swings around, catching him at gun point. He freezes.

KATE

You and me are going to go for a little walk. You’re going to see the lovely cliffs we have round here. Come on. Move.

EXT. MEDIUM SHOT of the road. She forces him in front, walking behind him with the gun aimed squarely at his back. They carry on up the road like this, towards the cliff and away from the town. 

KATE

Keep your hands in his air. If they drop once I’ll fire.

MATT

(Bitterly, over his shoulder)

So Kate, you’re a pretty good actress. You even had me fooled.

KATE

(Sarcastically)

That wasn’t hard. You think everyone has a good side.

MATT

Yeah, that’s right. Well, if you have a good side you certainly keep it well hidden. Is it lonely being that twisted?

KATE

Shut the fuck up, Matt! Just keep moving.

EXT. – CLIFF ROAD – NIGHT 

They have now walked almost as far as the sharp bend in the road. At the bend the ground drops in what looks like a steep cliff. However, as they draw closer we can see that there is a slope down from the road, with a grassy bit of ground at the bottom. This is the real cliff edge. 

As they reach the bend KATE nudges him in the back with the gun.

KATE

Down there. Hurry up.

MATT slithers down the slope as best he can with both his arms in the air. KATE walks slowly down behind him. 

KATE

Okay, go to the edge, turn around and face me.

MATT walks cautiously to the edge and looks down.

HIS POV: There is total darkness, with the sound of waves crashing on the rocks hundreds of feet below.

EXT. MEDIUM SHOT of the cliff edge. MATT turns around to face KATE, his hands still in the air.

MATT

(Desperately)

Kate, come on, you don’t have to do this.

KATE

(Pointing the gun at him)

Yes, I do. You’re a loose end.

MATT

Tell me this - was it all an act?

There is a trace of regret in KATE’S voice.

KATE

Not entirely. But I have to look after myself first because one thing is for fucking sure – no one else will. I’m tired of being shat on and I’m tired of having no control. 

We hear the gun being cocked.

MATT

No, Kate, don’t do it, please!

EXT. CLOSEUP of KATE.

KATE

Sorry.

She pulls the trigger. 

EXT. MEDIUM SHOT of MATT from the back. At the same moment the piece of ground under MATT’S feet, right at the edge, gives way. Suddenly he is gone.

EXT. MEDIUM CLOSEUP of KATE, looking relieved. She goes to the edge and looks over but there is nothing.

She turns and walks away.

EXT. CLOSEUP of MATT.

He is standing on a tiny and precarious ledge, a few feet down. Miraculously, this ledge has broken his fall. Unfortunately, it is only a few centimeters wide and he is flattened against the rock, barely able to hold on. He closes his eyes, trying not to panic.

MATT

(To himself)

Stay calm. Just try and stay calm…

FADE OUT 

EX MEDIUM SHOT of PETER, coming warily up the road. He walks as close to the cliff face as possible, glancing behind every few seconds. He sees no one and is about to turn back.

PETER

(Just making sure)

MATT! MATT!

EX CLOSEUP of MATT, still clinging to the rock. He is clearly tired and sore – it’s probably only been a few minutes but it seems like an eternity to him. Suddenly, he hears his name being shouted.

PETER

(Off-screen)

Matt, are you here?

MATT

(Sheer relief)

Down here! Peter, I’m down here!

EX MEDIUM SHOT of PETER scrambling down the slope towards the top of the cliff. 

EX CLOSEUP of MATT - He looks up to see PETER staring down at him from the cliff edge.

MATT

Did you see Kate? She’s still up there somewhere and she’s armed!

PETER

(Shaking his head)

Not a sign of her. I can’t believe you’re still alive! Give me your hand.

He has lain down on his stomach and is holding out his hand.

MATT grabs it and shunts himself upwards with his feet. After a precarious few seconds and a lot of effort, PETER manages to drag him up onto the grass.

ANGLE of the two of them on the cliff top.

PETER

(Panting)

I’ve called the guards and an ambulance – they’re on their way. Where do you reckon Kate is?

MATT lies on his back completely shell-shocked. He sits up slowly and looks around. There is no one else in sight.

MATT

I don’t know. I guess she’s gone.

EXT. WIDE SHOT – CLIFF HOUSE – DAWN

The whole place is crawling with police and police cars, and there are two ambulances stopped in the driveway. As the emergency workers mill around busily, a few local people stand around on the outskirts of the scene, gossiping.

MEDIUM SHOT of PETER sitting wrapped in a blanket, on the steps at the front of the house. He is nursing a cup of tea in his hands. MATT comes out of the house, following two ambulance men who are carrying ROSS out on a stretcher. ROSS, wearing an oxygen mask, a makeshift bandage over his wound, gives them weak thumbs up as he passes.

MATT and PETER both wave to him as he is put into one of the ambulances.

MATT

(Coming down the steps and joining PETER)

I’m sorry Peter. This is terrible.

PETER

(Ironically, after taking a long drink)

My mum’s dead, and my sister’s not my sister, a killer, and dead. It is terrible. There are no more lies – that counts for something, I suppose. And things can’t possibly get any worse.

MATT

I wanted to say, thanks for helping me back there. I thought I was a goner for sure.

PETER

No problem. I’m just glad I got there when I did – it looked like you couldn’t have hung on much longer.

MATT

(Ruefully)

Yeah, I was this close to letting go.

PETER

The thing is, I have no choice but to keep going – I’ve got three kids who are depending on me. We’ll all get through this somehow. Anyway, just think how much worse it could have been last night.

MATT

Peter, surely it doesn’t get any worse than that…

PETER

(Determinedly)

We’re still in one piece, aren’t we? Frances didn’t get her way after all. And they might still catch up with Kate, who I think you’ll agree deserves to rot in jail.

MATT nods in agreement.

MATT’S POV: GARDA O’CONNOR, sitting in the back of the second ambulance, is seen giving a statement to a plain-clothes guard. He is being treated by a paramedic for his head wound, but appears to be otherwise in good shape, considering.

After a moment or two the plain-clothes guard steps down from the ambulance and comes over to where the two boys are sitting.

GUARD

I’m sorry to have to speak to you about this now, but time is of the essence. We still haven’t located Kate Conway. Did she give you any indication about where she might be headed?

MATT

Not really…

He thinks and then remembers.

MATT

She said that if she ever got out of here, she’d go to the airport, close her eyes and pick the first destination she saw when she opened them.

The plain-clothes guard looks disgruntled.

MATT

I know – I wish I could tell you more.

GUARD

(Moving away, taking a mobile phone handed to him by another guard)

She could be headed for any destination once she gets to the airport. We could be too late already…

INT. – AIRPORT – MORNING

We see an airport check in desk, with a young ground staff member checking a queue of people onto a flight.

STAFF MEMBER’S POV: A tall man, who has just checked in his bags, moves away from the desk. 

Next in line is KATE, looking tired but content. She steps forward, smiling, and puts her passport and a ticket down on the counter.

GROUND STAFF MEMBER

(OFFSCREEN)

Good morning. Have you any baggage to check in today?

KATE

(Carefree)

No. No baggage.

THE END
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