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EXT. SCOITI SH H GHLANDS - DAY

A Static nountain | andscape stretches out.
Mut ed green pallets | ash the | andscape.

Cl ouds broodi ng over the nountains peek.
There is nmovenment on the nountain range.

A dark norphi ng dot.

Movi ng cl oser, the dot seens to nultiply.

| nt er weavi ng.

HOALI NG. A pack of wol ves.

SNARLI NG. Fl ashing teeth for scraps of neat.
Tearing at the corpse.

A Lanb, twitching, torn open

Their snouts savage it’s abdonen.

Pink flesh | eeks a reluctant stream of bl ood.
| NTO THE PI NK FLESH

| NT. PHOTOGRAPHERS STUDI O - DAY

Looki ng through a pink translucent plastic.
A pair of eyes.

Di sturbed, |eaking eyes.

HEAVY BREATHI NG

| NT. COBURN HOUSE, DAVID S BEDROOM - NI GHT

A flickering torch shines in the dark, pages of a book.
An erotic inmage of a penis, 'Man in the polyester suit.’
The work of, Robert Mappl et hor pe.

DAVI D, 19 years old, thin, chewing on the cuff of his
sl eeve.

Turning the page, the torch jolts upwards.

Reveal i ng cl ot hing on hangers, cheap wood panelled walls.



David, is hiding in his closet.

CLI CK. The torch dies off.

Li st eni ng. ..

The out si de door CREEKS.

Carpet nuffles the GROANI NG FLOOR BQOARDS.

CLICK. Light claws under the threshold into the closet.
The spring in his mattress SQUEALS under Her wei ght.

Al LEEN (O. S)
David, 1.

He tenses at the sound of her voice.
S| LENCE.

Al LEEN ( CONT' D)
This life. It didn’'t cone easy,
nost good things don't.

She takes a BREATH.

Al LEEN ( CONT’ D)
| dare’'t let you go astray |ike,
him This is our hone.

GROANI NG FLOORBOARDS, edging closer to the closet.
Bl ocki ng out the |ight.

Al LEEN (CONT’ D) ( CONT' D)
By god, you are hell by another
name. This land is nuch a part of
you as it is ne. Youll |ove every
inch of it, till your hands are
hard as m ne.

THUD. The cheap wooden doors clatter.

Al LEEN (CONT’' D) ( CONT' D)
| won’t dirty ny knees for you.

Footsteps trail off as the threshold of the closet door is
filled with Iight.

The out side door CREEKS and sl owy SNAPS shut.

CLICK. The dying light fromthe torch, contours David s
face.



CLI CK.

EXT. COBURN HOUSE, ULANS CHAMBER - DAY.

A smal | bared wi ndow | ooks out to a bl eached pasture.
Baltic cold.

Davi d | ooks out across the icy | andscape.

Qut towards his Mdther: ALIEEN, 54, held with a sense of
i nportance, strong commandi ng stance.

Di spersing bails of hay into a cow pen, on the back of a
tractor.

He | ooks out to A938. Dead.

In the distance, a small RED DOT, swells.

Advanci ng on the road.

A red hat chback.

Putting his ear to the w ndow.

Al nost hearing the the WHINE of the engine.

Scrubbing out the 57 score tally fromthe bl ackboard.
Etching in a single strike.

St eppi ng back into the darkness of the room

Looki ng down from David's reflection in the Mrrored
ceiling.

Surrounded by flagstone walls.

ULAN
Il be out of here one day boy,
i ke that notor you saw. Wn't be a
jif now.
David turns towards U an, |ooking up the thin blue silk
sheet s.

ULAN, a fatigued half naked man, greying skin, clinging to
stands of nuscle and deep cellul ose dinples. Purple bruises
up and down his arns, 74 years old.

An 1.V runs fromhis armto a bag of fluid on a netal rod.

Davi d approaches his Father’s bedside.



Joi ni ng hands, he slips out of the silk sheets.

| NT. COBURN HOUSE, ULAN S CHAMBER, BATHROOM - DAY
Sponge being wung out.

Water trickling back into the tub.

Davi d exam nes U an’s hunched back.

Brui ses. Bl ack and bl ue.

The hunps of his spine, excentuated by the flickering
shadows of candle |ight.

David wings the sponge over U an’s back.

ULAN
Deploy in 12 days. I'Il tell you
what, 3 nonths without a good
| ookin’. Cor, | love ny country,

but fuck nme.
David's eyes follow droplets rolling down U an’ s spine.
ULAN( CONT’ D)
Don't get me wong |I’mnot, like
that. But what’ d they expect, a nman
has needs. Daft cunts.
Over keloid scars, and long stray hairs.

Over discol oured patches of skin, down the small of his
back.

Into the tub
ULAN( CONT’ D)
You re |like a statue you are, | can
tal k the back | egs off a donkey,
but not you. Specially for a
squadie. 'ere ar, get ny front.
Deeper into the water, transcending into bl ack.
| NT. PHOTOGRAPHERS STUDI O - DAY
Dar k.

FLASHBULB il lum nates a white sheen on a pink transl ucent
pl asti c.

FLASH. A MAN S feet pressing down on the pink translucent
plastic...lt’s the rubber ring around a paddling pool.



ULAN( V. O
That's it.

JINGLI NG CHAI NS. Funbling sounds in the dark.
FLASHBULB. Toot hl ess nouth hel d open by cabl e hooks.

ULAN(V. O (CONT' D)
CGet ny corey.

FLASHBULB. Davi d’ s eyes, desperately searchi ng ours.

ULAN(V. O) (CONT' D)
&' n fella, | don’t bite.

JI NGLI NG CHAI NS BECOVE RHYTHM C.

FLASHBULB. David |lanmenting in a child s sw mm ng pool, hand
prints on his neck.

ULAN(V. O) (CONT' D)
Yeah.
FLASHBULB. Davi d inpersonating Mappl ethorpe’ s ' Sel f
portrait, portfolio x.” Bullwhip inserted into hinself, the
tail connecting us to him

ULAN(V. O (CONT D)
St an. .. St an.

| NT. COBURN HOUSE, KITCHEN - DAY

Aileen is laying on the floor wwth her torso partially under
t he si nk.

David rests against the counter top, his hand on the tap.

Al LEEN
Turn it.

Wrds fallen on deaf ears.

Al LEEN ( CONT' D)
Turn it, would you.

The spaceman returns to earth, doing as was asked of him
Water SPLUTTERS fromthe tap, transitioning into a flow
Ai l een w nces out from under the sink.

Back to SPLUTTERI NG agai n.

Ai |l een stabilises her herself against the basin.



Al LEEN ( CONT’ D)
The water when you bat hed Pa, was
it like this?
He shakes hi s head.

Al LEEN ( CONT’ D)
How-

DEEP BREATH

Al LEEN( CONT’ D)
Was he- -

DAVI D
--He’'s fine, yeah.

CRACK. She shuts off the spluttering tap.
Al LEEN
Get ne a hacksaw from Eogan’s woul d
you. Qurs is broken.
He turns to | eave.

Al LEEN ( CONT’ D)
Take a Mac- -

DOOR SLAMS.

Al LEEN ( CONT’ D)
Chri st.

The tap DRI PS.

EXT. A938 - DAY

Torrential rain scorns the concrete.

Squel ching in David s boots.

Hi s house now shrunken in the distance.

He stops, seeming to shrink with it.

Ahead of him a red hatch back at the side of the road.
Davi d wal ks faster, catching up.

LI GHTNI NG STRI KES in the distance.

Approaching the car, David | ooks into the steany w ndows.

THUNDER.



Maki ng out the FI GURE w apped in a bl anket.
KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK. David taps on the w ndow.
It only fidgets.

KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK

It stirs. Wncing through.

W ping away a circle of condensati on.

Peering through, seeing David. He inmedi ately opens the
door, revealing hinself.

SHANE, 32, short spiky hair, gold chain around his neck
bridging the texture of his hairy chest and the wool |l en knit
bl anket .

SHANE
Junp in.

Hesi t at es.

SHANE ( CONT’ D)
Before you catch a cold, C non

DAVI D
Err.

David gets in reluctantly, perhaps even shanefully.

SHANE
Sorry a--

DAVI D
--H .

SHANE
Hi .

S| LENCE.
David' s eyes linger on his chest.
Shruggi ng off his coat in the exotic climate of the car.
SHANE ( CONT’ D)
Qovi ously, 1’ve broken down,
wondered if you m ght know anyone?
That coul d hel p?

Cl ashi ng col ours of patchwork bl ankets.



Pink fluffy hand cuffs dangle fromthe rearview nmrror.
Davi d shakes his head. A resoundi ng NO

SHANE ( CONT’ D)
Real | y? | nean...

Ankwar d.
They nmake eye contact.
DAVI D

| live two and a half mles back.
|"d have to ask, but my Ma coul d.

SHANE
Your Munf?
DAVI D
Yeah. M.
S| LENCE.
SHANE
Al right.

Shane wriggle’ s under the bl anket.

SHANE ( CONT’ D)
"1l put some cloths on.

Davi d open’s the door.

SHANE ( CONT’ D)
Where you goi ng?

DAVI D
You sai d- -

SHANE
Nah, it's no bother. It’'s wet out
there, you'll get, wet. I'Il just
um

David slowy pulls the door shut.

Shane retreats into the darkness of the passenger cabin,
vaguel y using the blanket to shield his body.

SHANE( CONT’ D)
Just sort nyself out, back ’ere.

David rests his head agai nst the seat.



Li stening to the rain dancing on the roof.

Wat ching the blurred | andscape through the rain washing over
t he wi ndshi el d.

H's eyes drift to the rearview mrror

Movi ng body parts.

Fl esh.

He | ook’ s away.

Pulling the rain nmac over crotch.

Shaneful desire.

Back at the rearview mrror again.

Eye contact.

Shane energes, |leaning into the front cabin.
Naked.

SHANE
Sorry, mate | think your--

DAVI D
Sorry.

Davi d manoeuvres in his seat.

Goi ng red.

CHAINS RING NG IN H S EAR

Pulling a jock strap fromunder him

Hi s head spinning out of control.

Davi d crosses his |egs.

Handi ng it over.

Looki ng at Shane’s arm

Col oured crinmson with bruises.

Punct ure wounds and scars | ook |ike a fleshy mcrocosm

Blue veins like a filanment wre.
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| NT. PHOTOGRAPHERS STUDI O - DAY

FLASH BULB

A man’s pink shirt pulled tight over his shoul der bl ades.
Threads wi nding fromthe seans of the shoul ders.

Hl SSI NG

EXT. VWHEAT FI ELD - DAY

Hei ght ened sound of the wheat RATTLING in the w nd.
Dancing in the sunlight.

| NT. PHOTOGRAPHERS STUDI O - DAY

A fl ogger is dragged agai nst a nan’s back.

| NT. COBURN HOUSE, DAVID S BEDROOM - DAY

FLASH.

Wl ves tare at a corpse.

Pulling Aileen |inb fromlinb, atop the silk sheets.
LI GHTNI NG

EXT. A938, RED HATCHBACK- DAY

Davi d entranced.

SHANE
Alright, let’s get nove on.

Shane sitting in the drivers seat, fully clothed.
Davi d nods.

Shane opens the door.

David pulls at his arm

DAVI D
Wi t .

He st ops.

SHANE
What ?

David' s hand clinb the | ength of Shane’ s pol yester shirt.



11.

DAVI D
We should wait.

Pulling a | oose thread fromthe seam of his shoul der.

DAVI D ( CONT’ D)
You' Il freeze.

Shane sit’'s back in the chair. Thinking.

SHANE
And if it takes all night?
DAVI D
Been waiting 19 years for the rain

to stop.
Shane cl oses the door.
David's face painted red.
Qui et. Quted.
Davi d | ooks down at his shoes.
BLEEP.
PINK LIGHT emits fromthe stereo.
BLEEP. Dance nusic pul ses within the car
David | ooks to Shane, rolling a cigarette.

SHANE
You' ve been inside, all that tine.

He nods. Shanefully.
SHANE ( CONT’ D)
Don't shy away fromit, feels good
to get wet.

DAVI D
| woul dn’t know.

Shane sparks up
Davi d shrugs out of his junper.
Shane wat ches hi m curi ous.

Shane exhales. Holding up a rollie between his fingers.



SHANE
Bet, you’ve never.

Car filling with |ight snoke.

Davi d pinches the rollup from Shane’s fingers.

Nursi ng the roach between his |lips with inexperience.

Choki ng.
Shane chuckl es.

DAVI D
That hurt.

He passes it back.

SHANE
First tinme always hurts.

Thei r hands touchi ng.

SHANE( CONT’ D)
Here, let ne.

He takes a drag.

The enber burns red.

He cl anbers over

Straddl i ng Davi d.

Gently prying his nmouth open with a thunb.
Blowing into it.

Li ps al nost touching.

Davi d exhal es.

Their eyes neet.

DAVI D
| wanna get wet.

Shane sm | es.

12.



EXT. A938 - DAY

Davi d and Shane run in the rain together.

Pl ayi ng. Laughi ng. Just ki ds.

Shane’s shirt sticking to his skin.

They run into the distance.

Bl ack cl ouds hangover them Slowy giving chase.

LI GHATNI NG

| NT. COBURN HOUSE, KITCHEN - DAY

THUNDER.

It’s dark out.

Ail een fixed on the w ndow.

Rai n obscuring her view

CLUNK. The back door opens.

Davi d wal ks i n.

Ai | een approaches him

| eading with the back of her

Seei ng shane, she’s caught of guard.

Al LEEN
Go on then, explain.

Avnkwar d.

DAVI D

Ma, this i--
SMACK. She strikes him
S| LENCE.

SHANE

| shoul d- -

Al LEEN
Yes. You shoul d.

HUFF. She checks her watch.

Shane quietly exits.

13.

hand.
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David, sitting shoul ders back, head down.
She exam nes the back of her hand.

Holds it. Hurts.

She caresses her hand.

Al LEEN ( CONT’ D)
The hack saw?

Si | ence.
She scoffs.

Al LEEN( CONT’ D)
You Boys. You're all the same. You
hurt people. Break things. Til
there’s...nothing, Just. Just ness.

He | ooks up at her, seeing despair in her eyes.

DAVI D
| don’t - break. |'ve never, | am
not |ike that.

Unfam | iar interrogation.

Al LEEN
Al the time. Tap. Door hinge,
toilet seat, locks, walls, chairs,
t ool s--

DAVI D
If I do, If I amlike that. Then
Why, wh--why d’you make me stay?

Al LEEN
--1"ve noted it. It’s endl ess.
Pat hetic really.

DAVI D
Pat heti c?

Al LEEN
Oh for Christ Sake, David. Man up--

DAVI D
Everything’ s bust ’cause, you.
Y’ hat e everyt hi ng!
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Al LEEN
For the love of christ. Y doing it
right-flipping-now.
SI LENCE.
Looki ng down at his nervous shaking | eg.
Conf used.
CRASH. Her armcrunples into the counter.
A cenetery of broken gl ass.
Smashed to pieces at her feet.
Davi d, shocked stiff.
Nervous | eg now bolted down.
Ai l een stabilising herself against the basin
CRACK. Sl amm ng her shoe into broken nicknacks.
Seet hi ng.
Davi d stands up. Cogs turing inside his head.
She | ooks up into the darkened w ndow.

Al LEEN
| told you, you Boys...

Seei ng her Son, approaching.

DAVI D
Br eak.

Streachi ng out his hand.
Al nost frightened to touch her.

DAVI D (CONT’ D)
Thi ngs. .

Hand i nching cl oser.

Recoiling fromthe prospect of human touch.
Ai l een takes the broom

Drying her eyes with a single sw pe of her hand.

Sweepi ng.



Scared to ask, he lingers.

Al LEEN
Dust pan, get the dust pan.

David gets the pan.
He reaches to take the broom from her.

Al LEEN ( CONT’ D)
No.

She clings to it.

He pries it fromher grip.

She retires to the bench as David sweeps.
Pi eces of glass tinker across the floor.

Al LEEN ( CONT’ D)
Pa. He was..

David frozen.
Al LEEN( CONT’ D)

He was unfaithful. Sone poof on his
battalion. W were done anyway.
Done and dust ed.

He hol ds his stomach.

Vomt. Straight into the sink.

Wping his nouth with his sl eeve.

H s eyes give it all away.

Al LEEN
Davi d?

He sinks into the broken gl ass.
Ai l een slides across the floor.
Pul ling his knees into his chest.

Al LEEN ( CONT’ D)
It’s okay. You're okay.

Davi d shrinks into hinself.

She nmelts into him

16.
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EXHALE. Their breathing in sync.

Mot her and Son.

EXT. BARN - NI GHT.

Two | anterns wobbling in the darkness.

Excavati ng Shane and David, fromthe darkness of the night.

SHANE
What we doi ng out here?

Warmlight licks the rolling waves of their cl othing.

DAVI D
| stop out here at tinmes. And with
the leek I...

SHANE
lt's dark, wet- | bet theres

anot her fat ass bed somewhere in
t hat house. Let’s--

David stops in his tracks, turning to face shane.
DAVI D

--What? No, just trust nme on this,
okay.

Unconf ort abl e.

Shane Nods.

Davi d, |eads Shane to the |arge barn doors.

He scrutinises over a chain of keys.

Shane shifts his weight between his feet.

Keys clatter to the ground, David picks them up.

DAVI D (CONT’ D)
"1l be quick.

Tries a key, nope.
DAVI D ( CONT’ D)
| know which one it is, | just.
Sorry.
Tries again, CLUNK

Shane scurrying in.
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| NT. BARN - NI GHT
Davi d cl oses the door behind them
He | ooks at shane peeling off his shirt.

SHANE
Mate, |’ m soaked.

DAVI D
But it feels good?

David’s eyes wonder the chiselled contours of Shanes body.

Appr oachi ng.

SHANE
| f pneunonia s your idea of a

party.
David s voice breaks a little.
He pulls a thick blanket out fromthe store.

DAVI D
Her e.

Davi d approaches with caution.
Shane snatches the bl anket.

DAVI D (CONT’ D)
Are you- -

SHANE
--Yeah. Fan-fucking-tastic.

A small leek in the corrugated roof, drips on Shanes face.
SPLUTTERS. SPI TTI NG

W ping his face, agitated.

Eye-cont act .

Davi ds hand nervously jitters towards the nezzani ne.

DAVI D
Uh. ..

Head down. Wbbbling over to the | adder.

Once at the top he | ooks down, Shane still standing in the
same spot.
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Shane follows, reluctantly.
Shane takes David' s hand, manuvering the |ast few steps.

DAVI D ( CONT’ D)
Thi s way.

David gets down on all fours, shoving a bail of hey aside.
Revealing a tunnel in the stack.

SHANE
In, in there?

Davi d Nods.
David enters. Shane reluctantly foll ows.
| NT. BARN, HEY BAIL FORT - NI GHT.

Anber haze of the lanterns washes a dimlight over the
space.

SHANE
VWhat is this?

CLICK. Lights up. A nyriad of colours. Textures.

DAVI D
A secret.

Shane’ s knees shuffle along a collection of Persian rugs.

Shane’s fingers scratch the veneer of dust of old baby
photos. Held in place with crotchet needl es.

SHANE
You?

DAVI D
Uh- hm.

Weak smi| e.

David blows into an old Dolls house.
Di sturbing a | arge noth inside.
Wngs too big to fly.

SHANE
VWhat is that?
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They watch the Beautiful creature slowly maneuverer it’'s
prison.

Davi d opens the doll house.

Watching it flutter away.

Shane eyes conspi cuously nove to Davi d.
Then scanning the room

A d caneras. Filmclips. Beach scene backdrop. Rouge
lipstick.

A whi p.

DAVI D
D you wanna stay, here, the night?

Shane keeps hinsel f busy.
DAVI D ( CONT’ D)
You don’t have to, | just thought,
with the | eek-
Fingers twitching at wet deni m wai stband.

SHANE
Toget her ?

DAVI D
Together. If-if you want?

He grunts in reply, with his back towards David.
Davi d nods, handi ng over a sheepskin bl anket.
Eyes, unashanedly on shane.

Their gaze held. Stal enate.

Hi s thunb strokes the corse hair on his abdonen.
Down to the rough, wet wai stband.

David’ s throat clenches.

Shane turns. Checknate.

Bl anket defendi ng his nodesty.

David | ays down on the floor. Shane foll ows.

Eyes neet through the Dolls house.
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Shane pulls a long stem of hey out froma bail.
Pushing it through.

Qutlining the architecture of David s |ips.

He bites it.

Slowl y, Shane drops it.

SHANE
G N ght.

Shane turns over.

CLICK. David left in the dark.

Davi d clinbs under the blanket, facing away from him
Shane head bobs, checking on Davi d.

AVKWARD S| LENCE LI NGERS.

The pair are dwarfed by the surroundi ng darkness.

The hey bale fort shrunken in the expanse of the infinite
bl ack.

Until it’s not even a spec.

| NT. PHOTOGRAPHERS STUDI O - NI GHT

FLASHBULB: A faded, busy tines square back drop. A Phone box
David' s |ips.

DAVI D
You |i ed.

Fl'y buzzing at the dimflickering florescent light, in the
phone box.

Shane’ s face sweating, eyes closed in neditation, phone idly
resting between his cheek and shoul der.

Leaning into the gl ass.
SHANE

Here, why’ d you- bring ne here,
real ly?
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DAVI D
About getting wet. You lied.

Fly lands on Shanes hairy chest, swat.
Davi d touches his bare chest, thick with sweat.
SHANE
What ? You fuckin- what? Are you
pi ssed your not getting any?
David stares through the | ens of a canera.
FLASH.
DAVI D
Way' re you here? No one just drives
out here.

David circling the phone box.

SHANE
That’s not... Look, you offered to
put me up.

DAVI D

After you | ead nme on.
Shane opens his eyes.
Looki ng into David, through the worn gl ass.
SHANE
Ckay. Y know, what? | don’t have to
expl ain, not t’anyone.

DAVI D
Am |, just anyone?

Shane’ s nout h noves but the words fail to push past his
I'ips.

Message under st ood, David begins to wal k away.

SHANE
Shit, look, I didn't. Vait.

Shane opens the door.

An assault of noise, busy city roads, and chattering city
dwel | ers.

He | atches on to davids arm
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SHANE ( CONT’ D)

Look, | Like you but we’ ve just
nmet. An why | am here, the reason
ls, it’s personal and...l...1?

David pulls his arm from Shanes grip.

DAVI D
You just needed sonewhere to stay.

David glares at him noving into another part of the studio.
Pink Iights, bondage sw ng, and strange seedy contraptions.
Confused. Shane pursues him

DAVI D (CONT’ D)
She was right. Their all the sane.

The chorus of the city nmetanorphosis into a manic wal |l of
sound.

Shouting, jeering, sirens and drunken shri eks.
Shane cat ches up.
SHANE
This is what you want isn’'t? For ne
to chase you and fulfil sone fucked
up closet kids fantasy. But this
isnt about you.
Chorus of the city becones nore aggressive.
Davi d | unges.
They crash into the pouch of the sw ng.
Chaines rattling in their ears.
David FLASH S the canmera in Shane’s eyes.
Shane w enches hi m out.
Sl ammed up agai nst the phone box.

Hand on his throat.

DAVI D
Break me. Go on.

BLUE AND RED. Sound of an anbul ance whirling past.

Shane grunts defeated. Restraint bursting at the seans.
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David lifts his chin.

DAVI D ( CONT’ D)
You shoul d | eave.

Davi d’s paws wi ncing himcl oser.
For eheads touching

SHANE
| can’'t.

Face to face.

DAVI D
Get. out.

Curling lips. Al npost touch.

SHANE
| " m positive.

Eyes connect.

Shane takes a sharp breath in.

| NT. BARN, HEY BAIL FORT - N GHT.

David on top, shifting out of him

Scranbling to the opposite end of the bl anket.
A hostil e atnosphere between them

SHANE
| was- -

DAVI D
--Don’t.

David gets to his feet, arnmoured with a bl anket.

DAVI D ( CONT’ D)
How | ong?

SHANE
Been driving 8 days now.

Davi d hol ds the di stance between them
Shane tries to ook himin the eyes.

Hi s gaze weighted with guilt.
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The sil ence hangi ng between t hem

Shane takes the hint.

He approaches David at a distance.
Contenpl ating a farewel | hug.

Davi d | ooks away.

Ankwar d.

Shane beings to put on his wet cloths.
Davi d scrutinises every funbling nuance.
Shakey fingers fastening the buttons on his shirt.
One. .. Two. ..

Fussing over three. Can’t. quite. GCet.
Taring out the shirt.

Throwing it at the floor.

DAVI D
You can-can stay.

Shane nussels his face into David s neck.
Davi d staggers back.

Putting the distance of an arm between them
EXT. A938, TRACTOR - DAY

Heavy rain cascades down the wi ndshield of the noving
tractor.

SWPE. The wi ndshield w per reveals, Aileen at the wheel,
Davi d and Shane in the passenger seats.

S| LENCE.
Shane sits quietly, twisting a ring on his finger.

Al LEEN
Whose the |ucky | ady.

SHANE
VWhat’' s that?
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Al LEEN
You've a wife, children?

SHANE
No, none. He your only?

Davi d | ooks to shanes direction.

Body cl osed off.

Al LEEN
Suppose you got deeper pockets
t hen, ay--
DAVI D
Ma!
Shane chuckl es.
SHANE

You coul d say that.
Ail een | eans forward peering through the w ndshield.

Al LEEN
Yeah, he’s ny only.

The tractor pulls up behind the red hatchback.
Shane hops out, Aileen unclips her seat belt.
Al LEEN ( CONT’ D)

Deeper pockets, eh? Ain't a mans

car.
SLAM Pulls her jacket over her head.
Lifting the bonnet up.
David' s view is obscured. He | ooks into the wing mrror deep
into the converging lines of the road, |eading himback
hone.

He rolls down the wi ndow. He can hear the hatchback com ng
to life.

He watches the outline of his nother nove behi nd the bonnet,
as if she was shaki ng Shane’ s hand.

SLAM The bonnet cones down and Ail een enters the cabin.

Her nouth is noving but no words.
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Davi d sees nothing but a red shape glide away, under the
filmof raindrops.

He pl aces his hand on the door handl e.
He watches the red blur shrink, noving further away.
EXT. A938, RED HATCHBACK- DAY

Shane listens to the static on the radio, a roll up between
his fingers at 9 and 2.

Looking into the rear view mrror.

I n between the sw ping wi ndshield w pers and hazing rain,
there is a boy.

Runni ng behi nd him

Tirel essly.

A Tractor close behind him

SCREECH. Shane hits the breaks.

Tail lights beamred.

The hat chback reverses down the road.

The boy starts to |look life size again.

BREAKS.

Door opens, David flops in.

Shifting to gear

Their out of there.

Tractor sits idle at the side the road, shrinking.
David | ays in the back.

PANTI NG

Hair dripping with rain.

Shane passes a bl anket fromthe passenger seat.
David sits up.

Their eyes connect in the rearview mrror.

Real i sati on sets in.



SHANE
--l"msorry.

DAVI D
-- St op.

The car gradually slows to a stop
S| LENCE.
Shane | ooks at himthrough the rearview mrror.

DAVI D ( CONT’ D)
What’ s your nane.

SHANE
Shane.

Davi d breaks off eye contact.

SHANE( CONT’ D)
You?

DAVI D
Davi d.

Shane grips the steering wheel.
The rain starts to clear.

SHANE
[’11 conme back

David | eans into the passenger cabin.

DAVI D
| can’t | eave her. Not |ike this.

SI LENCE.

SHANE
Al right.

Shane takes off his gold chain.

SHANE ( CONT’ D)
Look after this for ne.

Shane fastens the gold chain around David s neck.

DAVI D
Are you sure?

28.
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SHANE
Look after your Mum 1’11 be back
for this alright.
David sm | es.
He places his hand on Shane’s shoul der before |eaving.
DAVI D
Don’t go running in the rain
wi t hout ne.
He exits the car.
The rear wi ndow frames the nountain in the distance.
DANCE MJSI C pul sating in the car
Davi d, wal ki ng al ong the concrete.
He turns back, |ooking at the car.

Eventual |y becom ng a small red dot, making it’s way towards
t he nmountai n.

END



