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FADE IN:

 
               EXT. BELFAST - A GLOOMY AFTERNOON
 

The neighborhoods are cramped and lively. It’s not bright;
the age of the suburb shows in the pocked brick and chipped
paint.

 
               SERIES OF SHOTS:
 

--People on the street call out, smoke in groups, chat
across hedges.

 
--The few cars are parked on the sidewalks of the narrow,
cramped lanes. Children have taken over the streets to play.

 
-–Row upon row of identical, back-to-back brick houses.

 
It feels suspended in time, as if this is a kind of life
that has happened every day for ten years or a hundred.

 
Walking around two young girls playing with a dollhouse,
SEAMUS DAUGHERTY (20s) smiles, then leans down to tug on one
of their pigtails, says something that makes the little girl
laugh.

 
He’s handsome, a little short, and bare-faced, wearing an
ARAN SWEATER.

 
Seamus passes a general store, the SHOPKEEPER is outside,
sweeping glass into a gutter.

 
SHOPKEEPER

Quiet last night, yeah, Seamus?
 

SEAMUS
(with a heavy Northern
accent)

Alright enough. Didn’t stay out too
late.

 
The shopkeeper leans in, murmurs in Seamus’ ear, and when he
pulls back Seamus nods, touches his arm, and then walks by.
Seamus continues to walk through this neighborhood.

 
               SERIES OF SHOTS:
 

--We see a small Catholic church, run-down, but with flowers
in the window pots.

 
--One instance of the TRI-COLOR IRISH FLAG flying from the
window of a second-floor apartment.
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--A harp and Irish phrases spray painted on the front of an
abandoned, burnt-out building that is framed on both sides
by active, kept homes.

 
Seamus passes by the graffiti, and he turns, looking back at
his neighborhood. He hears music-something 80s, punk, loud
and becoming angrier-and immediately someone yells to TURN
IT DOWN!

 
Seamus grins up at the grey sky, turns again, jogs into the
city.

 
SUPER: BELFAST, NORTHERN IRELAND, 1987

 
TITLE CARD

 
               EXT. NEWTOWNARDS ROAD, EAST BELFAST - MOMENTS LATER
 

A long brick building, the Ulster Defense Force Meeting
Hall, decorated with a faded mural; a view of the UNION JACK
and the RED HAND next to each other,

 
Painted Above: ULSTER DEFENSE FORCE.

 
Below: QUIS SEPERATABIT.

 
               INT. UDF MEETING HALL - CONTINUOUS
 

The Hall is crowded, with tables arranged, but only scraps
left on the plates. Men are crowded at the front of the
hall, near the empty stage.

 
A few women are in attendance, but most are sitting on the
edges of the hall.

 
One in particular stands out. MAEVE KANE, the queen of the
Hall. In her mid-40s, beautiful as the edge of a dagger,
eyes just as sharp, she watches all this silently.

 
Up front, talking from a podium, but not on a stage, is
ALLEN KANE. Tall, well dressed, handsome and trim, in his
early-40s.

 
He speaks with undeniable authority. People lean into him.

 
ALLEN

What we hear from those looking to
make a fight against our place in
the Commonwealth is that we in the
north suffer under an oppressive
heel. But we who recognize life's
realities say otherwise.
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He looks around, spots a young man in the crowd - CORMAC
MCNIVEN (30s, red haired, who will come back later) - and
quickly looks away.

 
ALLEN (CONT'D)

This isn’t oppression! To
imply...to say so is fear
mongering. England allows us
freedom to have a good life, with
all the benefits of its citizenry,
yet we have not been asked to give
up our identities. We remain Irish!

 
An older orator speaks up, arms crossed.

 
OLD GUARD

Sure, you’re talking like a
Nationalist, Allen.

 
ALLEN

(imploring)
Great Britain is the seat of the
greatest commonwealth in the world.
In the world, bar none. We share in
that greatness. We have lower
taxes, better organized government,
royally-apportioned funds for roads
and services. Don't you think that
we deserve some of that economic
security? Don't you think we should
protect it?

 
OLD GUARD

Fat lot of good the Brits have done
for that. Safety isn’t what they
care about, for our industries or
our streets. For all the give and
take you mention, they have a
bloody lot of take. If we want to
talk pure economics.

 
ALLEN

I don't want to depend on England
for everything, but we can benefit
from a peaceful alliance. From
being a part of that larger
picture.

 
A beat as he looks around. The people in the hall watch him
as if he were a king.

 
ALLEN (CONT'D)

There was animosity in the past,
the growing pains of community.

(MORE)
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ALLEN  (CONT'D)

But here we stand, looking toward
the end of the 20th century. There
is no reason not to make of this a
greater future.

 
There is agreement in the room, however muted.

 
ALLEN (CONT'D)

I've said it before, I am proud to
be Irish.

 
There’s silence, even people who aren’t standing around
Allen quiet down. There's only the murmur of women in the
back.

 
Maeve’s eyes never leave her husband.

 
OLD GUARD

Why do we have to talk about this,
huh? We shouldn't engage the
Nationalists, the violence they're
capable of will tear Belfast apart.

 
ALLEN

I'm proud to be Irish! Proud to be
a citizen of the United Kingdom,
proud to be a God-fearing member of
the Church of Ireland, proud to
stand here, unafraid, and say that
I will defend this. I will defend
us.

 
OLD GUARD 2

Sinn Fein says the same thing!
They’re prepared to do more than
just defend, just last month the
Hound took six lives at a peaceful
march-

 
Young men start yelling and booing. They don’t want to hear
this. They are not as nicely dressed or kept as their
elders.

 
A few of them have patches or symbols hidden - on rings, on
the inside of their jacket - the RED HAND OF ULSTER.

 
Cormac slides away, towards the back.

 
OLD GUARD

Let him speak!
 

YOUNGBLOOD^
Comparing us to the bloody IRA now?
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YOUNGBLOOD 2

What do you think we’re doing,
letting them walk over us? We have
something here to protect!

 
OLD GUARD

We can’t talk as if we’re soldiers!
We’re not trying to start another
war, are we? None of us have
forgotten what happened at Bogside.
Are you so eager to have new
martyrs painted on the walls?

 
Allen speaks again, and his voice carries over the arguing.

 
ALLEN

We realize that young men on both-
yes! Young men across all of
Ireland feel honor-bound to protect
their families and what they
believe. They may be misinformed,
they may be reckless, but they
shouldn’t be punished for feeling
that they are bound to their land.

 
He takes a deep breath, steadying himself.

 
ALLEN (CONT'D)

There is a way to move forward by
extending a hand, by showing them
that they are our children too.
What we need is to build the guide
to bring them to understanding. Our
young men, all our children, the
future of Ireland, they deserve to
know a peaceful life. A peaceful
Belfast.

 
Maeve smirks as she watches Allen.

 
Cormac catches her eye with no expression and then leaves
the hall. A few Youngbloods follow him - his own militia.

 
She is at a table with others, but she does not engage in
conversation. Her posture is straight, her outfit is
tailored, her hair is kept perfectly.

 
A Hall Volunteer leans down and whispers in her ear. She
stands up and Allen looks over.

 
She smiles, not kindly, and walks out.

 
Allen follows her, shaking hands and clapping shoulders. His
eyes are everywhere, but all other eyes follow Maeve.
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               INT. SURVEILLANCE ROOM. - DAY
 

Seamus stands, holding his ARAN SWEATER up as LLOYD (20s)
attaches a LISTENING DEVICE to his chest.

 
Lloyd is a tall, wiry young man, very protective of Seamus,
adjusting the wires and recorder, fixing his sweater,
nodding as he places everything to his satisfaction.

 
There are two other men in the room, testing the RECORDING
EQUIPMENT, which is a little beat up, but workable.

 
SEAMUS

This all seems a little ridiculous
to me, mate. It's just a bit of
catching up between us. Ferdiad’s
been out of the feckin’ country for
two years, yeah?

 
LLOYD

His stepda’s been around. Sure
they’ve been talking the whole
while.

 
SEAMUS

So get a snoop on him then.
 

LLOYD
Ain't it always a family affair?

 
               INT. JOHN HEWITT PUB, BALLYNAFEIGH - DAY
 

The pub is cozy and warm, though sparse. People are sitting
in clusters, relaxed.

 
FERDIAD MACDAMAN (20s) is at the counter, already with two
pints in front of him. He's dark-haired and pretty, with
blue eyes and long lashes, more fashionable than any other
man in the pub.

 
He looks over his shoulder at the others, uneasy. He quickly
looks back to his pint.

 
Seamus enters. He goes right up to Ferdiad, hand on his
shoulder.

 
Ferdiad lights up, laughs, and pulls Seamus into a hug.

 
FERDIAD

Bit early for a drink, yeah? I feel
like I should have gotten an orange
juice.
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SEAMUS

Never too early! What sort of shite
are they teaching over there,
anyway?

 
Ferdiad laughs and passes Seamus the pint he had on the
counter as they head over to a high-backed booth.

 
FERDIAD

Let’s get a side, yeah? Aprez-vous.
 
               INT. SURVEILLANCE ROOM. - CONTINUOUS
 

Lloyd is listening intently to what is being said, a bulky
pair of HEADPHONES pressed against his ear.

 
RECORDER 1

He needs to stay still.
 

LLOYD
T'isn't his first time with a wire.

 
               EXT. OUTSIDE OF THE JOHN HEWITT - DAY - CONTINUOUS
 

A man sits on a public bus bench across from the pub. He’s
reading a NEWSPAPER, but is looking up at the John Hewitt
often, obviously keeping it under surveillance.

 
The bus pulls up, stops, goes again. He remains on the
bench.

 
               INT. JOHN HEWITT PUB - CONTINUOUS
 

Seamus and Ferdiad slide into the high-backed booth, tucked
away. They’re leaning into each other, and it feels
conspiratorial as they knock their glasses together:

 
SEAMUS

Slainte
 

FERDIAD
Sante.

 
They grin, drink.

 
SEAMUS

Been a while, yeah?
 

FERDIAD
Ages! You were shite at writing,
and you never phoned.
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SEAMUS

Ah, and I did promise, didn’t I?
Next drink is on me then.

 
Ferdiad shakes his head, smiles, looks away. He sees a pair
of men at another table, not moving much, one with a book,
another listening to a HANDHELD RADIO on the table.

 
It's too far for Ferdiad to hear, but there’s enough of a
muffled rise and fall to indicate that it is on.

 
FERDIAD

I wasn’t great either.
 

SEAMUS
Finding home the way you left it?

 
FERDIAD

About the same. Mum’s doing
alright. She’d like to see you, if
you wanted to come by sometime.

 
SEAMUS

And her husband?
 

FERDIAD
Oh, you know. She and Phil are
still getting on.

 
SEAMUS

(grinning)
Ah, Phil. Stole the love of my
life, that one.

 
FERDIAD

(laughing)
Now I’m not only too Irish for the
bloke, but too French on top of it.
You should see his face when I ask
for a croissant at Asher’s. Nearly
takes his paint off.

 
SEAMUS

Yeah? He's still hanging around
those meetings?

 
Ferdiad’s face falls. He takes a deep breath and shrugs,
looking down. Seamus acts casual, says nothing.

 
FERDIAD

I suppose he does. I don't follow
him around.
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There's an awkward pause. Ferdiad knows Seamus is asking
about his step-father's politics, and he doesn't want to
answer. Seamus, in all fairness, didn't want to ask.

 
SEAMUS

What are your classes like then?
 

FERDIAD
They’re pretty alright.

 
There's a beat; it's awkward.

 
Laughter at another table makes them both look over. Ferdiad
glances back to Seamus quickly.

 
FERDIAD (CONT'D)

You want to take a walk? It’s
getting a bit close in here, yeah?
Everyone's smoking at once; I'm
like to choke.

 
Seamus pauses, but after a second he downs his beer and
grins at Ferdiad.

 
SEAMUS

You want fresh air? Come on. I’ll
remind you what Belfast looks like,
monsieur.

 
Ferdiad grins.

 
As they walk out, the two men at the table watch them leave.

 
               INT. SURVEILLANCE ROOM. - CONTINUOUS
 

Lloyd throws his headset down. The two other men glare at
him.

 
LLOYD

Bloody hell, Seamus.
 
               EXT. OUTSIDE OF THE JOHN HEWITT  - DAY - CONTINUOUS
 

Seamus glances towards the building that holds the
Surveillance Room. Ferdiad notices, but ignores it.

 
He smiles at Seamus and gestures, stepping ahead of him and
walking backwards, playful.

 
FERDIAD

Show me Ormeau. How fondly I
remember it from my youth!
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SEAMUS

Oh, that's all changed greatly,
lad. Trees in the wrong places,
birds barking instead of singing,
footpath colored a bright yellow.

 
FERDIAD

Must be from all the drunks pissing
on it.

 
SEAMUS

They've as much a right to as
anyone.

 
FERDIAD

Oh, surely.
 

Seamus and Ferdiad are in tune now. They're walking almost
in step along the walkway, shoulders brushing.

 
FERDIAD (CONT'D)

You're still living with your
uncle?

 
SEAMUS

Aye, Connor's easy enough. Thinking
about getting a flat with Ava.

 
FERDIAD

(affecing Seamus's
Belfast accent.)

How is the fetching lass?
 

Seamus laughs, bumps into Ferdiad, who's smiling, looking
down.

 
SEAMUS

I'll tell her you called her
fetching.

 
FERDIAD

Don't do that, mate. I'd hate to
make my mum worry over a black eye.

 
               INT. SURVEILLANCE ROOM - CONTINUOUS
 

Lloyd is pacing, the two Recorders are bent over their work
intently.

 
RECORDER 1

Not good.
 

Lloyd curses, sits down, speaks into a SHORT WAVE RADIO.
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               INT. CAR - DAY
 

Two men are sitting in the front seat of a car, in the back
seat is a young woman holding another SHORT WAVE RADIO and
taking notes.

 
This is AVA FARRELL (20s). She's dressed in black, has a
Chelsea haircut, a nose ring, and moves with sharp, quick
movements, like a hawk.

 
She has a MAP OF BELFAST open on the seat next to her, and
there are marks in red, green, and black ink. Notes on
Catholic and Protestant neighborhoods, neutral zones, police
activity, and recent attacks.

 
She's looking at South Belfast-Ormeau Park and Ballynafeigh.

 
There's a running death toll down the side of the map, and
when she folds the map to get a better look at Ormeau, there
are names on the back of the map.

 
The RADIO crackles to life:

 
LLOYD (O.S.)

Ava, I need you to go down
Ravenhill, keep back a mite. He's
with Ferdiad.

 
AVA

(to herself)
Roger that, ringmaster.

 
The car begins to move, although they don't see Seamus or
Ferdiad. Ava makes notes on her map as the car starts to
tail Seamus from a distance.

 
               EXT. ORMEAU PARK - DAY
 

Seamus and Ferdiad are walking side by side, heading towards
the park.

 
FERDIAD

Everything going alright for you
too, then?

 
SEAMUS

More of the same, I suppose.
 

FERDIAD
You happy here?

 
SEAMUS

(laughing)
What kind of question is that?
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FERDIAD

I remember, you know, we were
talking about you maybe coming out
to Paris...

 
SEAMUS

Ah...
 

FERDIAD
Forget it. Paris isn't ready for
you yet.

 
               INT/EXT. AVA'S CAR/ORMEAU PARK - DAY
 

The car is outside the park, near a statue. One of the men
is outside of the car, leaning against the door. It's
overcast and cloudy, getting gloomier by the second.

 
This is almost neutral territory. Across the street are a
PAIR OF CONSTABLES, leaning in the frame of an apartment
building, watching carefully.

 
AVA

He's in Ormeau.
 

LLOYD (O.S.)
So go in after him.

 
AVA

And what's the point in that? I'll
catch up with Seamus when he comes
out.

 
               INT. SURVEILLANCE ROOM. - DAY
 

LLOYD
That's not the fecking point of a
tail.

 
AVA (O.S.)

I'm not the only shadow here,
alright. It's not like he's going
in to fight the lad!

 
               EXT. ORMEAU PARK - OVERCAST - DAY
 

FERDIAD
Shame about Warren's.

 
SEAMUS

There's a new place opened up.
Right on the border.
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FERDIAD

Beer cold?
 

SEAMUS
Labels all torn off.

 
FERDIAD

Good bands?
 

SEAMUS
Fair enough, I think.

 
FERDIAD

You'll take me, then?
 

Seamus grins and puts his arm around Ferdiad's shoulders.
They walk like this for a while, close to each other,
familiar.

 
SEAMUS

Aye, I'll take you.
 

FERDIAD
What a gentleman.

 
Ferdiad smirks, turns his head and kisses Seamus' cheek.
Seamus grins, shakes his head.

 
SEAMUS

Like that? We're still kids then?
 

FERDIAD
I am if you are.

 
They continue walking, Seamus' hand on Ferdiad's back as
they walk through the park.

 
SEAMUS

Your mum's really alright?
 

FERDIAD
Stressed, she's hard up. She has a
way of looking guilt right into me.

 
SEAMUS

Well an Irish education wasn't
enough for you, was it?

 
FERDIAD

Don't start, yeah?
 

Ferdiad walks ahead. Seamus reaches forward and catches
Ferdiad's hand, pulls him beside him again.
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Ferdiad pauses. He slowly pulls his hand away, worried.

 
Another couple walks by, an OLDER MAN and WOMAN pushing a
PRAM, and Seamus and Ferdiad step out of the way, Seamus
ducking his head in a faintly antiquated way.

 
               EXT. CAR - OVERCAST - DAY - CONTINUOUS
 

The surveillance car drives slowly before parking on the
side of the street. Ava is still bent over her map.

 
LLOYD (O.S.)

He still in there?
 

AVA
The park is fecking massive, Lloyd;
keep your pants on!

 
               EXT. PARK - OVERCAST - DAY - CONTINUOUS
 

The two boys are still close, touching each other casually.
 

FERDIAD
(quietly)

Who's listening in on us?
 

At this, Seamus looks shamefaced. He shrugs. Ferdiad nods.
 

FERDIAD (CONT'D)
Well apologize to your Uncle Connor
and the rest of them for me. I
don't know anything.

 
SEAMUS

I wouldn't ask you.
 

FERDIAD
Aye, but you would.

 
Instead of responding, Seamus pulls Ferdiad away from the
path. Ferdiad grins, leans in and kisses him. It's quick and
they press together as fast as they pull apart, laughing.

 
SEAMUS

You're a menace.
 

FERDIAD
You're a bloody menace.

 
They get back on the path. They walk through the park
slowly.
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They come to the gate suddenly. They walk through, standing
on the sidewalk outside the park. Ferdiad looks around,
hands in his pockets. Seamus looks over the cars and nods.

 
SEAMUS

I've got to call in to meet Fergus.
 

Ferdiad perks up, grins at him.
 

FERDIAD
The vicar still working with all
the little sprogs about town?

 
They walk again, Seamus leading the way towards a Catholic
part of Belfast.

 
SEAMUS

Doing very well. Says he lucked out
and got two guardian angels.

 
FERDIAD

Give him my regards. I don't know
when I'll make it in.

 
SEAMUS

Of course, I'll tell him that
you're still contemplating the
mysteries of the rosary.

 
They arrive at a PEACE WALL. It's an extreme, brutalist
structure for Belfast, with a high reach made up of concrete
and steel. There's a guard by an open gate.

 
There's graffiti on the wall: PEACE BY PIECE.

 
They stare at it from the interface of the park. Ferdiad
seems uneasy. They're not touching now.

 
FERDIAD

Promise to take me out.
 

SEAMUS
Haven't I already?

 
FERDIAD

Ring the house to let me know when.
 

SEAMUS
What if Phil picks up?

 
FERDIAD

Are you a child? You ask to speak
with me, you knob.

(MORE)
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FERDIAD (CONT'D)

Unless you're keen to talk politics
with the man, but I'll warn you, he
kisses much less.

 
The two smile at each other, and Seamus steps away from
Ferdiad, towards the wall, into the gutter.

 
FERDIAD (CONT'D)

You didn't promise.
 

SEAMUS
I promise. I swear even, on my
mother's grave, on the chapel's
thrice-blessed steeple! An oath,
Ferdiad MacDaman, that I will take
your Frog-fancying Frenchie arse
slam dancing, may the Lord strike
me down.

 
Ferdiad laughs. Something bright happens here, and Seamus
stares, smiling, wondering. He wants to touch Ferdiad.

 
FERDIAD

Go on, you sinner. Father Fergus is
waiting. À plus!

 
Seamus is walking backwards, grinning as he talks.

 
SEAMUS

Don't knock confession until you've
tried it! Does the soul good!

 
Seamus crosses the street. The sky opens, rain starts.

 
Ferdiad waits on the sidewalk, watching Seamus through the
slats of the Peace Wall.

 
Seamus turns and waves. Ferdiad smiles, raises a hand in
return.

 
Seamus turns away.

 
Ferdiad turns up his collar and heads south.

 
The gutters fill. The streets are empty.

 
AVA'S CAR passes through the gate. The sounds of the water
in the harbor in the distance rise, a church bell rings out.
The wall extends through Belfast.
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               EXT. CATHOLIC CHURCH - OVERCAST - DAY
 

Seamus jogs up to the kids' play area connected to the
church. It's almost abandoned, but there are a few kids
playing in the mud.

 
Seamus runs along the edge of the yard, ducking under the
overhang to join FATHER FERGUS MCROY (late 60s) standing in
the doorframe, watching the children.

 
Fergus is stern-faced, but he lights up when he sees Seamus.
He's tall, and he has the look of a man who might have been
a soldier twenty years ago, but has gone slightly to seed.

 
FERGUS

Good lad. You're just in time to
help me mop after the hellions run
home.

 
SEAMUS

Ah, just make sure they're not
mucking the vestments.

 
They embrace. Seamus pulls away to watch the kids, grinning
at them. Fergus watches Seamus.

 
FERGUS

What kind of shepherd would I be to
deny entry into the house of our
Lord based on the state of my
flock's shoes?

 
SEAMUS

Perhaps the kind who doesn't keep
sweets in the sacristy for the wee
babes.

 
FERGUS

That's sacrilege, lad.
 

Seamus is still grinning, and Fergus chuckles. They continue
to watch the children play on the swings.

 
SEAMUS

The paint's looking a bit peeled,
Father.

 
FERGUS

Funding's not what it used to be
when you were there, swinging like
a monkey.

 
There's a pause.
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SEAMUS

Speaking of what it was, I ran into
Ferdiad today.

 
FERGUS

(surprised)
Did you?

 
SEAMUS

He's back from uni. Says hello.
 

FERGUS
If he's ever in the area, tell him
to come by.

 
Another pause as Seamus works his mouth, frowning.

 
FERGUS (CONT'D)

(kindly)
Well, he was always a good kid.
Liked looking at all the saints.

 
SEAMUS

Brat wouldn't stop asking
questions. I wanted to bash his
head in.

 
FERGUS

He found a way to shame you enough
to sit through Sunday school.
Couldn't have him asking anyone
else about the statues.

 
SEAMUS

No surprise he ran off to school in
Paris, huh?

 
The rain has lightened, and some more kids have come out of
the homes around the church and are playing jump rope,
throwing up mud.

 
They are silent for a few seconds. Fergus looks at Seamus.

 
FERGUS

Something I can do for you, lad?
 

Seamus takes a deep breath, looks uncomfortable.
 

SEAMUS
Been meaning to say. I lost that
job at the paper a few weeks back.

 
Fergus stays quiet. Seamus doesn't look at him.
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SEAMUS (CONT'D)

I don't need help or nothing. I got
another post down by the docks.
Loading cargo and all. But I
was...well, what I mean is, talking
to Ferdiad today, I was thinking.

 
Seamus takes a deep breath. He's angry, but at himself.

 
SEAMUS (CONT'D)

He's just got it all worked out.
He's doing something good. Good for
himself, I mean. I don't want to be
stuck stacking boxes until my body
breaks down. I want to do something
that counts for something.

 
Fergus hesitates.

 
FERGUS

It isn't kindly work, but it's a
good, honest job. Other paths are
more tempting, but work like yours-
keeping your city active- that's
the way to rebuild.

 
SEAMUS

That line's not yet five years old,
Father.

 
FERGUS

I know what it means to choose a
different path, Seamus. I know you
feel that you owe it to...

 
Fergus shakes his head, turns, and walks into the church.

 
Seamus, watches the children for a few more seconds, then
follows after Fergus.

 
               INT. CATHOLIC CHURCH - OVERCAST - DAY
 

The chapel is empty. They go across, towards the center, and
then turn down the aisle, towards the altar. Fergus and
Seamus walk side by side.

 
As Fergus speaks, it feels as if he's giving a sermon.

 
FERGUS

The shine has worn off the stories
of the Rising. The North is
different.

(MORE)
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FERGUS (CONT'D)

These aren't the days of Michael
Collins any more than they're the
days of Fionn mac Cumhaill.

 
SEAMUS

(protesting)
As if you and Connor didn't rise up
when you had the chance! It wasn't
Fionn mac Cumhaill with you then
either. Things don't get better for
wanting them to. I'd be a hard man
to watch and not do something.

 
FERGUS

That's not the point. I didn't have
someone to speak with about these
things. For a long time, I wasn't
the one to speak to! Your uncle and
I, we had our time, but...it was a
decision I don't know if I'd make
again. Your uncle Connor doesn't
necessarily have the full picture.

 
Seamus stops walking, and Fergus goes ahead a few steps.
Fergus looks back, serious, sad.

 
SEAMUS

You don't understand. That was your
time. You count it like it's
ancient history, time that's gone
by and we're in some sort of new
age. Even as you stand there, you
know that's not true. It's been a
war, not a battle. I'm not giving
Ireland up like that.

 
FERGUS

I know it feels like that's what it
would be. But...I've seen more
deaths than I can count. I know
more. I learned, lad. Do you know
how many wards the church has now?

 
Seamus stays quiet, stony faced.

 
Fergus sighs. A BELL rings out.

 
Seamus startles. Fergus turns to him, puts a hand on his
shoulder, then his cheek.
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SEAMUS

(mollified)
I just want to do the right thing.
By Ireland. By my uncle.
By...myself. I want to know that
I'm going to know that.

 
FERGUS

It takes a strong man to ask these
questions looking for true answers.
I'm proud of you, Seamus.

 
SEAMUS

(embarassed)
Hush, old man, before I decide to
stay for tea and eat you out of
house and home.

 
FERGUS

(laughing)
You've grown up and those are your
own troubles now. I've an army of
children to feed, bathe, and get
into bed, and prayers to say for
all of them. Go on with you, boy.

 
SEAMUS

Keep me with a blessing, Father, or
I won't sleep a wink.

 
Fergus steps back, smiling, raising his hand for the
benediction.

 
FERGUS

In nomine Patri-
 
               INT. - MAEVE'S HOME - OVERCAST - DAY
 

A pair of extremely fashionable HEELS belonging to Maeve as
she walks down a white HALLWAY in her home.

 
She smiles, greeting all the well-dressed women with her.

 
As she walks through her home, she shakes hands, leans in to
kiss cheeks.

 
Her large IRISH WOLFHOUND pads beside her. It looks surreal.
She goes to the living room and sits, accepting tea.

 
               INT. CATHOLIC CHURCH - OVERCAST - DAY
 

Seamus' head is bowed, eyes down.
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FERGUS

Et filli-
 
               INT. MAEVE'S HOME - OVERCAST - DAY
 

She is reigning here, among GOLD-RIMMED TEACUPS and furs.
Something about her is cold. She is sharp, deft, moving
without any effort.

 
Her massive dog lies at her feet.

 
               INT. CATHOLIC CHURCH - OVERCAST - DAY
 

Fergus moves his hand in a little cross over Seamus.
 

FERGUS
Et Spiritus Sancti. Now go on.

 
               INT. MAEVE'S HOME - OVERCAST - DAY
 

She looks over the women who flock to her, trying to get her
attention. She smiles.

 
               INT. CATHOLIC CHURCH - OVERCAST - DAY
 

Seamus looks up at Fergus, grinning, Fergus pats his cheek,
turns to the sacristy.

 
Seamus heads to the main door of the church, but pauses by
one of the many statues in the building.

 
He looks over a STATUE OF SAINT STEPHEN. Young, curly hair,
with the mark of a bloody wound on its forehead. The Statue
holds out a martyr's palm, and in the other hand, a stone.

 
Seamus fishes out a coin from his pocket, drops it in the
till box, lights one of the candles.

 
This is all unhurried, unbothered, more fond than
reverential.

 
As he walks away and pushes the doors open to leave, FATHER
BILL CATHERTY (80s), an ancient priest, in traditional
dress, opens the door and steps out of the confessional.

 
               INT. MAEVE'S HOME - OVERCAST - DAY
 

Maeve is sitting in her chair like a throne, leaning in to
speak with another one of the women.

 
Time has passed; there are empty teacups and little
notebooks around, some women are already putting on their
jackets.
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They are leaving behind a fundraiser for ERADICATING HUNGER
IN INDIAN CHILDREN, as a POSTER loudly declares.

 
There are PAMPHLETS and PICTURES on tables.

 
An ironic cause, considering how poor Ireland is around
them.

 
PROTESTANT WOMAN 1

You know, it's simply awful, those
poor children.

 
MAEVE

Every day we're making progress.
The church has recently made
connections with several Hindu
communities near Sri Lanka.

 
The woman pulls away to write a check, shaking her head and
smiling.

 
PROTESTANT WOMAN 1

Sri Lanka, how exotic! Will we
receive those little photos of the
children we help?

 
MAEVE

(restrained)
I'll make an inquiry.

 
Maeve waves away a server who comes by with a tray.

 
This home is white, pristine, and beautiful. Money is
practically plastered on the walls.

 
A clock CHIMES and Maeve stands.

 
MAEVE (CONT'D)

It's gotten so late! Ladies, thank
you all for coming.

 
Allen walks in, takes one look at the room full of women,
bashfully ducks toward the kitchen.

 
ALLEN

Oh, nice to see you too, Lily, fair
weather indeed.

 
Maeve ushers the women out, snags her daughter FIONA (16,
dressed primly), indicating that she should go upstairs.

 
PROTESTANT WOMAN 1

Where do you find the time to do it
all, Maeve?
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MAEVE

(smiling, beatific)
Ah, all with the grace of God.

 
She says her goodbyes, shakes hands, kisses cheeks, and
graciously accepts another check, passing it off to BEATRICE
(30s, dressed plainly, a maid), as she gets coats and
scarves from another room.

 
PROTESTANT WOMAN 2

God bless you, Maeve, you are the
treasure of Belfast.

 
MAEVE

You are too kind, dear.
 

She shuts the door, turning and rolling her eyes.
 

She brushes down her dress and takes off her jacket, hanging
it on the Bannister. She goes up the carpeted stairs.

 
Her massive dog follows.

 
               FROM THE HALLWAY
 

Allen peeks out from the kitchen, sees his wife heading up,
grabs his glass of liquor, follows her.

 
ALLEN

Have a nice tea, darling?
 

MAEVE
Call for Beatrice, please, I need
to get into my new dress.

 
ALLEN

(teasing)
And a dear fine dress, innit?

 
Maeve goes into the bedroom, leaving Allen alone on the
stairs.

 
MAEVE (O.S.)

(pointed)
It is.

 
Allen doesn't move. His smile drops.

 
ALLEN

Aye, it is.
 

Maeve shuts the door to their room. Allen sighs, turns and
goes down the hall to peek in on Fiona.
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               INT. MAEVE'S CAR - MOMENTS LATER
 

Maeve is in a lovely dress, with simple makeup and her hair
loose - but not down. Allen is in a tuxedo, and he cuts a
nice figure as well.

 
They're sitting in the back seat; Allen holds the INVITATION
in his hand. Maeve is leaning against Allen, smiling,
cozying up. She is transfixing.

 
MAEVE

It's no small thing, getting
community recognition like this.

 
ALLEN

Grateful just to know the work we
do is appreciated.

 
MAEVE

Of course...but you know that
sentiment can only go so far.

 
Obviously, to truly achieve great things, we need more than
just gratitude.

 
ALLEN

What do we need, dear?
 

It's obvious this is what Maeve wants. She curls up closer
to Allen, sliding her hand up his lapel to his shoulder. He
puts his hand on her leg, and it's conspiratorial, clever,
sexy.

 
MAEVE

We need the kind of support that
can pay for the kind of security we
need. More arms are coming into
Belfast every day and you know
whose hands they're going into.
Hope will only go so far, and
England will only be a part of it.

 
ALLEN

What about your ladies' tea? Didn't
you wring enough pocketbooks?

 
MAEVE

Silly birds only care about
starving children in foreign
countries.

 
ALLEN

I suppose Ireland isn't foreign
enough.
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MAEVE

I know those UDF dues are steep.
I'd say some of our friends are
nearly out of tears to cry for the
cause.

 
There's a pause. Allen looks out the window, thinking.

 
ALLEN

I know a bank...Mostly unionist
workforce. All the tellers go to
old Saint Aidan's over in
Portadown.

 
MAEVE

(feigning surprise)
Is that so?

 
ALLEN

Right enough. I know a few of the
managers.

 
MAEVE

We have acquaintances in Armagh,
yes?

 
ALLEN

A few will be here tonight.
 

MAEVE
You'll point them out to me, won't
you, dear?

 
Maeve kisses his cheek and squeezes his arm. She's exactly
where she wants to be.

 
Allen is thinking hard, trying to catch up to Maeve's
schemes. She's smirking, already five steps ahead.

 
ALLEN

Of course, sweetheart.
 

MAEVE
And you'll have to speak to Cormac.

 
ALLEN

I'll do that.
 

MAEVE
Soon, dear.

 
ALLEN

Aye.
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Maeve hums happily. She turns away from Allen and recrosses
her legs.

 
His hand slides off her leg, and she looks out the window,
watching the streets go by.

 
               EXT. BELFAST - NIGHT
 

Belfast is divided. It's dark now, late.
 
               SERIES OF SHOTS:
 

--Streetlights are on, lorries drive through the streets
slowly. Drivers rush out of cars; dropping off papers and
co-op deliveries quickly.

 
--A pair of British policemen patrolling the streets,
looking more like the army than the constabulary.

 
--There are Peace Walls that divide neighborhoods by
congregation. Parts of Belfast are entirely dark, and some
are bright.

 
--Some parts, like a large, old building in a neighborhood
that can only be described as 'bombed out,' are still
burning.

 
               INT. IRA BUILDING - NIGHT
 

This is where the Provincial IRA (the new IRA, the real IRA,
the not-fecking-nice IRA) bustles, small groups forming in
various rooms.

 
Most are young, there are a few aged men around them. More
men than women.

 
CONNOR MCNIVEN (early 50s), is wandering through the old
rooms. He's tall and burly, with the look of a soldier.
People turn to him instinctively.

 
The younger members are nervous, overcompensating with
laughter and raucous jokes. One group plays Irish music from
a tape deck, something with a bodhrán and tin whistle.

 
It's smoky and cramped, it feels like an underground maze,
with brick walls and boarded-up windows.

 
In the largest room, Ava is sitting on a table with another
CASSETTE PLAYER beside her, playing punk music.

 
She has a TAURUS PT92 half dismantled in front of her on a
dark piece of cloth.

 
She's cleaning her gun slowly, methodically.
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THREE MAGAZINES are next to her.

 
Ava's hands are expert.

 
IRA MEMBER

(passing by)
Alright, luv?

 
AVA

(not looking up)
Not your luv, gobshite.

 
Seamus isn't too far away, looking over TECH and CLOCKWORK
laid out on a table. There's a stack of SEMTEX on one side,
yellow and brightly labeled.

 
Seamus gathers FUSES, SMALL IGNITORS, WIRES, and CASINGS.

 
He's specific and picky; doesn't touch the Semtex. Only a
few people are near this table.

 
The IRA is building an army.

 
AVA (CONT'D)

(glancing at Seamus,)
Got enough toys over there?

 
SEAMUS

(smiling)
All grand, ta.

 
Ava's punk music continues.

 
Nearby, Lloyd is smoking in a chair, watching Seamus.

 
Satisfied, Seamus sets three packs of Semtex aside, placing
selected components on top of each one.

 
He then goes over to Ava.

 
The two of them look very different. Ava in DOCS and dark
makeup, Seamus with a part in his hair that might have been
neat a few hours ago.

 
AVA

What alley you been hiding in,
Daugherty?

 
SEAMUS

I'm a working man, lass, can't
expect me to trail after you like a
lost puppy all day.
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Ava laughs, reaches up and pulls Seamus down. Their
foreheads touch and Ava kisses his cheek.

 
LLOYD

Keep your hands to yourselves in
public, yeah?

 
An awkward pause; Ava and Seamus glance at each other.

 
SEAMUS

Connor give out orders yet?
 

AVA
He's wasting time making nice.

 
LLOYD

(to Seamus)
I told him you and I wanted to go
out together.

 
AVA

He's not the only one you told, hm?
 

SEAMUS
Everyone needs a good driver.

 
Lloyd glows at the praise. Ava rolls her eyes.

 
The sound slowly dies in the room. Connor has stopped
talking, and like a blanket, silence falls.

 
People start gathering in the doorways. Ava turns the music
off. Seamus stands with his shoulder against Ava's.

 
CONNOR

Been a long month, lads. A long
month. Thank you to the brave
patriots who went to Sandy Row and
left hell in their wake. Bless
them. Good work done by my own
dogged nephew at Shaftesbury-three
cars taken out, and no small blow
to the morale of the men driving
'em.

 
Seamus smiles a little, Ava elbows him. Connor's praise is
infectious. People stand a little straighter when he lists
out the victories.

 
CONNOR (CONT'D)

We're here to resupply. Refine our
work. A shipment is due into port
in two days. Farrell will take her
team down to retrieve it.

(MORE)
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CONNOR  (CONT'D)

A good day for us. We'll have what
we need to continue our fight for
Ireland.

 
IRA MEMBER

What's coming in, Connor?
 

CONNOR
Equipment. Some guns. Trade. This
has been in the works a long time.

 
AVA

(defensive)
You'll see it when it gets here,
mate.

 
CONNOR

Of course, secrecy is yet another
weapon.

 
There's unease in the room.

 
CONNOR (CONT'D)

I'd go south myself, but I have
some business to take care of here.
Doing some work with you all, aye?

 
LLOYD

Give us a blessing, won't you,
pater? Fair winds and fine sails.

 
The joke breaks the tension; there's some laughter.

 
IRA MEMBER 2

You'll need more than a blessing to
get Hopkins' boat up the African
coast.

 
CONNOR

The least we can do is help him
along.

 
A beat as Connor bows his head. The rest of the room
follows.

 
CONNOR (CONT'D)

May the Lord preserve our resolve,
may the Blessed Mother watch over
our families, and may the Holy
Spirit guide our bullets to meet
their marks.
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IRA

(all together)
Amen.

 
Ava smirks; slides a magazine into her gun with a SNAP.
Seamus is silent, looking down, leaning on Ava.

 
Lloyd watches the room.

 
               INT. FERDIAD'S HOME - NIGHT
 

This is a traditional brick home, clean and dated, brown
tones and lace across shelves and curtains.

 
It's quiet; there is the sound of small talk as we see a
PHOTO of Ferdiad and Seamus as kids, tucked behind FRENCH
POSTCARDS.

 
Ferdiad is at the dinner table with his family, his step-
father PHILLIP CLARKE (late 50s, stern, balding, English)
and his mother SHANNON (50s, good-natured, the peacemaker).

 
FERDIAD

Next year, I'm planning more art
history courses, make sure I know
the difference between Caravaggio
and Rembrandt.

 
SHANNON

T'would be a shame not to take
advantage of all those museums.

 
FERDIAD

Mum, please visit in the fall! I
want to show you the Louvre, and
the Musée de l'Orangerie.

 
SHANNON

Do they have Monet there?
 

Ferdiad grins. She remembers a postcard he sent her.
 

FERDIAD
We can go to a whole museum of
Monet, Mum.

 
PHILLIP

Just get a picture book from the
library, yeah? Don't waste your
money on travel to see pictures.
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FERDIAD

Seeing a photo in a book is nothing
like seeing the original in a
museum-

 
PHILLIP

We don't got that kind of money,
Ferdie, she can't go.

 
SHANNON

(placating)
I could save up. Maybe in a year,
darling.

 
If the meal is anything to go by, Phil isn't exaggerating.
The bowls have sliced carrots and cabbage, plain pork chops,
white bread by a butter dish.

 
Ferdiad only sees an old man telling him no.

 
He turns toward his mother again.

 
FERDIAD

There's this one bakery, a
patisserie, with a different flavor
of macaron every week. I got one,
it was like lavender and berries,
with this right pink buttercream
and-

 
Phillip sets his English-brand BEER BOTTLE down heavily,
stands.

 
PHILLIP

Cheers for dinner.
 

He walks into another room, doesn't clean up his plate. He
opens another beer and walks through the house.

 
Shannon watches him go and then leans over and places a hand
on Ferdiad's arm.

 
Ferdiad is holding onto his fork and knife in each hand.

 
SHANNON

Keep eating, darling.
 

FERDIAD
Why is he-

 
SHANNON

Hush, now. Finish your meal.
There's some cake in the kitchen if
you're peckish after.
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FERDIAD

...What kind of cake?
 

SHANNON
Oh, a favorite of your Da's. A
recipe I nicked off his mum, but
hush about that. Spirits listen.

 
FERDIAD

I can't believe you're bribing me
with cake so I eat my veg.

 
SHANNON

It's ridiculous, sure, especially
since you're grown now, off and
eating fancy French things like
snails and liver.

 
Ferdiad smiles and ducks his head. Shannon rubs his
shoulder.

 
FERDIAD

Ta, Mum. That's good of you.
 

SHANNON
T'isn't free. You'll have to help
with the washing up.

 
She stands and carries out the empty plates. Ferdiad gets
up, follows her, collecting food plates and glasses.

 
               IN THE KITCHEN
 

There are ENGLISH PLATES  hung up, one commemorating the
Queen's Silver Jubilee in '77 and one each for the
engagement and wedding of Charles and Diana in '81.

 
Ferdiad leans over to place all the meal's dishes in the
sink. There are even more childhood photos behind him.

 
He starts washing, handing the clean dishes to his mother to
dry.

 
They stand next to each other. There are shamrocks on the
towels, and a little harp stained glass dangling in the
window.

 
SHANNON (CONT'D)

You've been keeping busy. Out and
about?

 
FERDIAD

Yeah, something like that.
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SHANNON

You meet up with Seamus?
 

FERDIAD
I might have seen him the other
day. Walked around some places.
There's a new venue that's come up,
I think we'll go later on.

 
SHANNON

Not that awful music, is it?
 

FERDIAD
(laughing)

Oh, it's not as bad as all that! A
little rough, sure, but it's just
music.

 
SHANNON

Well, after that one band had that
stunt in front of the Buckingham
Palace a few years ago, your
father's never been able to forgive
forgive the genre.

 
FERDIAD

It'll be safe, Mum.
 

SHANNON
If you're with Seamus, you usually
are.

 
They go quiet at this implication. Ferdiad's smile falls.
They move away from the sink, cleaning up the rest of the
cutlery and straightening the kitchen after dinner.

 
FERDIAD

He didn't write much much while I
was abroad.

 
SHANNON

No? That's a shame. Although
postage is expensive.

 
A pause. Ferdiad looks lost.

 
FERDIAD

It's good to see him.
 

SHANNON
Aye, good to have an old mate to
catch up with.
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FERDIAD

Not a lot's really changed.
 

They finish up the dishes.
 

Shannon hands Ferdiad a slice of cake, and they sit at the
small counter in the kitchen on two wobbly stools.

 
SHANNON

There's a nice new family that's
been coming 'round to church the
past few months. Sweet couple, with
a young girl about your age.

 
Ferdiad doesn't look up from the cake.

 
FERDIAD

That's nice.
 

SHANNON
I'll introduce you to them when
we're at church next.

 
FERDIAD

Ah, I might have plans. I wanted to
do some travel before I start my
summer gig at Hunter's Alley.

 
SHANNON

Oh, right, of course. Well, maybe
she can come to dinner? Will you be
around tomorrow?

 
FERDIAD

I'll catch up with the lads and let
you know, mum. I think we might
have plans. Dinner was lovely.

 
He gets up, kisses her cheek, and leaves. She watches him
go, sees a photo of him and Seamus on the wall, and looks
down at his cake. Most of it is still on the plate.

 
               EXT. OUTSIDE FERDIAD'S HOUSE - NIGHT - MOMENTS LATER
 

A car is parked almost directly across the street from
Ferdiad's home.

 
The man and woman inside the car watch as the light turns on
upstairs, they can see the TV on in the living room. The
light goes off in the kitchen.

 
The car remains there all night, and in the morning, is
gone.
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               EXT. OUTSIDE FERDIAD'S HOUSE - MORNING
 

The LETTERBOX has been pulled off the front of the house,
thrown in the gutter. The small flag has been ripped off.
The name CLARKE is clearly written on the letterbox.

 
               EXT. IRISH COUNTRYSIDE, GOING SOUTH - DAY
 

Ava's driving the car that is going south down the back
roads parallel to A24.

 
Seamus is in the seat next to her, giving directions from a
MAP over his lap.

 
Lloyd is reaching forward between the front seats to mess
with the STEREO, putting in a TAPE that makes Seamus grin as
Ava screams the lyrics.

 
It's gorgeous. It's quaint, and it feels ancient and
untouched, despite the car and heavy drums.

 
This is the expanse of Ireland, so different from the
cramped, crowded, tense neighborhoods of Belfast.

 
They cross over a narrow inlet and park the car in a lot.

 
They meet up with southern sympathizers, exchanging
handshakes and smiles.

 
The three of them clamber into the back of a car as they're
driven down to Drogheda.

 
               EXT. DROGHEDA - LATE DAY
 

Ava, Seamus, and Lloyd get out of the sympathizer's car. Ava
leans over the hood, smirking at the sympathizer.

 
SYMPATHIZER

You three can get on alright?
 

AVA
We'll manage.

 
SYMPATHIZER

You know where to go? Got your
plans right to get it north?

 
Seamus crosses his arms as tilts his head up, threatening.

 
Lloyd glares, although at best he looks like he's about to
sneeze. Ava grins, hits the hood of the car hard, steps
back.
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AVA

Ta for the lift.
 

Ava, still smiling, puts her hands on her hips, exposing her
gun. The Sympathizer looks uncomfortable, nods, drives off.

 
Ava turns back to her boys, smiles.

 
SUPER: DROGHEDA, REPUBLIC OF IRELAND

 
SEAMUS

(to Ava)
Right charmer, you are.

 
AVA

Shut your bake.
 

Seamus just grins, and she goes up to him and kisses him
quickly, almost violently. He laughs, and Lloyd rolls his
eyes.

 
LLOYD

How long do we have to muck around
here, huh?

 
SEAMUS

Four hours, round.
 

Ava slides her arm through his, leads the way into the old
town. Lloyd trails behind.

 
AVA

(sweetly)
Aren't we just a lovely couple,
going to take in the sites?

 
SEAMUS

Oh, will we kiss the flagstones the
pope knelt on?

 
AVA

(like spoiled honey)
Spit on the peace he offered.

 
SEAMUS

That's blasphemy.
 

AVA
He didn't bless the bombs either.

 
They've stopped at a TOURIST STAND, and Ava starts browsing
PAMPHLETS.
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LLOYD

Found much?
 

AVA
Come see the Mellifont Abbey! All
that's left is some hand-washing
stations and some fancy stonework.

 
She laughs, obviously making fun of the attractions.

 
LLOYD

Where's that Saint's head?
 

Ava shrugs, starts looking through more pamphlets.
 

SEAMUS
Who's at Slane this year?

 
LLOYD

Queen, innit?
 

AVA
Daft, they were last year. Here,
okay...you heard of Aslan?

 
LLOYD

Dublin beaters.
 

AVA
Well, Bowie's headlining.

 
Seamus starts humming a few bars of Ashes to Ashes before
he's elbowed by Ava. He laughs and she shakes her head.

 
LLOYD

He's not so great.
 

AVA
Ah, shut it, man. He's alright...
Wait here, do you all fancy
throwing pebbles at the re-enactors
at Millmount? Pretty big-lad
soldiers, dressed in royal red.

 
SEAMUS

Let's take a peek at the Magdalene
Tower. I need to stretch my legs.

 
Ava glaces at Lloyd, but nods, tucking the Millmount Fort
pamphlet into the wrong place.

 
AVA

Aye, we've got time.
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Walking through the streets, it's obvious that this is a
city not under siege. It's proudly Catholic, without Peace
Walls or graffiti.

 
It's clean, neat, ordered. There are no bullet holes poking
through car doors. It feels as if the Pope's plea in the
'70s really did bless this town.

 
Ava slides her hand in the crook of Seamus' elbow. He smiles
but doesn't pull her closer.

 
               EXT. MAGDALENE TOWER - DUSK
 

They get to MAGDALENE TOWER and Seamus goes over to read the
plaque, dictating to the other two.

 
SEAMUS

"The importance of this friary is
signified by the fact that it was
here that O'Donnell, O'Hanlon,
McMahon, O'Neill and the other
Ulster chiefs acknowledged their
submission to Richard II of
England, at the end of 14th-
century."

 
AVA

(with contempt)
"This port held Cromwell's cannons
when they came over in sixteen-
forty-nine." Ah, yes, because the
English destroy everything Irish
for sport.

 
LLOYD

(wickedly)
We'll be getting cannons of our
own, sure enough.

 
AVA

Shut it!
 

SEAMUS^
Quiet, Lloyd.

 
LLOYD

Christ, fine.
 

Lloyd sulks off, walking around the Tower, looking up.
Seamus shakes his head, frowning, and Ava tugs on his
sweater.

 
AVA

'Bout ye?
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Seamus and Ava start walking around the Tower. Lloyd
follows, sulking.

 
SEAMUS

Alright then.
 

He's looking up.
 

SEAMUS (CONT'D)
It survived the war, you know? It's
kind of beautiful.

 
AVA

Sure, and bears the scars to prove
it deserves to stand.

 
SEAMUS

You ever think about what it would
be like to really study this? Like
at uni?

 
AVA

(grinning)
What's that?

 
SEAMUS

Like history or something? The
real...The stuff of us. What it
would look like after we're done?

 
They pause and Ava watches him. She speaks slyly, carefully.

 
AVA

Is this because you've been hanging
around Ferdiad again?

 
SEAMUS

Ah, well, maybe a wee bit. Not like
I'm looking to leave where I am
now, you know? Just...thinking
about all of it.

 
AVA

You heard from him recently?
 

SEAMUS
Called him a few times, I suppose.

 
AVA

A few times?
 

SEAMUS
Well three times. Talked to him
twice.
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AVA

Was he out the third time?
 

SEAMUS
Ah, no, his bloody step-dad picked
up, so I just hung up.

 
AVA

You didn't even ask for him?
 

SEAMUS
Couldn't bear to hear him yell out
'Ferdie' in his shite Manc voice,
could I? Would have brought
hellfire down on me where I stood.

 
Lloyd, lingering nearby, steps out from behind a piece of
the ruins, walks over as casually as he can.

 
LLOYD

You two ready to head to the
waterfront?

 
Ava looks at her watch, Seamus looks up at the sun.

 
AVA

It's a mite early.
 

SEAMUS
We can stake out the docks then.
Get everything ready.

 
LLOYD

Aye, just what I was bound to say.
 

AVA
Alright, alright.

 
They turn from the tower, going towards the waterfront. The
sky gets cloudier as they go.

 
It's colder and Ava presses closer to Seamus.

 
               EXT. PORTADOWN BANK, BELFAST - DAY

 
SUPER: PORTADOWN BANK, NORTHERN IRELAND

 
Two men sit on a bench, facing the bank. One of them passes
over an ENVELOPE; stands, leaves.

 
UDF MEMBER opens the envelope, reads what's there, and
pockets the PAPERS inside.
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He stands to leave and steps on the envelope.

 
               INT. PORTADOWN BANK - CONTINUOUS
 

The UDF Member walks in, goes to one of the tellers.
 

TELLER
Cash or check, sir?

 
UDF MEMBER

Check, ta.
 

He passes over a CHECK, and as she's working on filling out
the form he passes over another FOLDED PIECE OF PAPER.

 
She glances up at him, and the UDF Member indicates that she
flip it over. She does, reads it quickly, nods.

 
TELLER

You're all set.
 

As she passes over the deposit slip he leaves quickly.
 

She processes his deposit, then a few more, and closes her
window. She retreats into the depths of the bank, walking
through to the large vault.

 
She doesn't say anything, holding the FOLDED PAPER out to
one of the BANK GUARDS at the small station.

 
The guard takes the slip, reads it, and looks over at the
calendar on his desk. The teller leaves.

 
The BANK GUARD looks over at his co-worker.

 
BANK GUARD

Going for a quick fag, mate.
 

The second bank guard nods, and the first goes outside.
 

None of this is covert.
 

The guard goes out the back. The Teller is out there smoking
with other ladies, all with prim cardigans and nametags.

 
The guard lights a cigarette then pulls out the FOLDED PAPER
and sets it alight, dropping it on the ground.

 
He finishes his cigarette and goes back inside.

 
The Teller watches him go, then leans into her group.
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               INT. MAEVE'S HOME - THE BALCONY - NIGHT
 

Maeve is smoking outside. She's not in heels, but still
wearing stockings and tailored clothing. From her third-
story balcony she has a view of her neighborhood.

 
Her dog is nearby, unbothered.

 
There's a noise. Allen walks in.

 
MAEVE

Did you speak to Cormac?
 

ALLEN
Aye, I managed.

 
MAEVE

And?
 

ALLEN
Don't worry about it, dear.

 
Allen has come up to Maeve. She eyes him warily.

 
He takes her cigarette.

 
MAEVE

I want to see the paper first thing
tomorrow morning.

 
ALLEN

Tell Beatrice; she brings it in.
 

MAEVE
I'll do that.

 
They stand side by side. Maeve takes her cigarette back.

 
ALLEN

You'll come to bed soon?
 

MAEVE
If I must.

 
Allen smiles, leans in to kiss her cheek. She lets him, even
drops the hand holding her cigarette.

 
ALLEN

You're almost sweet to me.
 

MAEVE
You didn't marry a honeyed tongue.
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ALLEN

I prefer yours anyway.
 

Allen goes back into their room. Maeve doesn't react to this
implication of infidelity.

 
               EXT. PORTADOWN BANK - NIGHT
 

A group of five men in makeshift masks and balaclavas walk
through the alley where the Bank Guard and Teller took their
smoke break.

 
They have BAGS full of rope, gags, and guns. The one in the
lead has a large RED HANDKERCHIEF around his lower face, a
beanie pulled low.

 
They all wear dark clothing.

 
Two have RED HANDS on their jackets-–these are the RED HAND
COMMANDOS, an elite, covert Loyalist strike force.

 
The Leader walks up to the entrance to the bank and tries
the door handle. It's unlocked. He pauses, unsure.

 
Then he's in it again.

 
He opens the door, draws his SIDEARM, and walks into the
building.

 
The commandos follow, making their way to the vault.

 
The Leader turns a corner, and TWO of the FOUR NIGHT GUARDS
drop their weapons and step aside.

 
The other two try to engage, but the Commandos move too
fast.

 
No guns are fired, and the two Resistant Bank Guards are
tied and gagged.

 
The Leader stands in front of the vault, the two Resistant
Bank Guards already tied up. This is it.

 
LEADER

Open it.
 

One of the Accommodating Guards who stepped aside comes
over. The timer had never been engaged, all it takes is a
pair of keys and the lock starts moving.

 
The Red Hand Commandos run in, start stuffing their bags
full of money.
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The noises bring another two guards around a corner. A
LOYALIST NIGHT GUARD sees what's happening, and immediately
attacks his partner, the HAPLESS GUARD.

 
The Leader gags the Hapless Guard, pulls his hands back and
ties them together.

 
Coming out of the vault, another member of the Red Hand
looks over at two accommodating NIGHT GUARDS who are
standing by.

 
RED HAND 1

Any more left?
 

ACCOMODATING NIGHT GUARD
Two more, out front.

 
RED HAND 1

Cheers.
 

He blindfolds and gags the two of them, sitting them down.
 

Down the hall, the Leader pulls down his handkerchief,
exposing his face - it's Ferdiad.

 
He looks angry, vaguely upset. He sets the Hapless Guard
against the wall. He stands, looking over at the vault.

 
The Loyalist Guard grins at him and salutes.

 
Ferdiad PUNCHES him in the face, once, hard, without even
thinking.

 
The Loyalist Guard goes down, and Ferdiad gestures for the
other member of the Red Hand to tie him up. He peeks into
the vault.

 
FERDIAD

Get a move on, lads.
 

It doesn't take long, and Ferdiad is no more cheerful as
they get out of the bank. EXT. PORTADOWN BANK - CONTINUOUS

 
               EXT. PORTADOWN BANK - CONTINUOUS
 

Each Commando has two full bags apiece. They all pile into
the GETAWAY VAN.

 
Ferdiad looks back at the bank, bringing up the rear before
he clambers in the back.

 
No alarms sound.
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RED HAND 2

Look at this! Cormac's going to to
be out of his gob.

 
Ferdiad climbs over the men and the bags of money, pushing a
gun out of the way to sit in the front seat.

 
RED HAND 3

What a rush, yeah? Whatever the UDF
has been doing, at least they're
honest about crime.

 
RED HAND 2

Did you see our wee Ferdie take out
that guard? One punch, sucker!
Right to the mug, like a natural.
Should put him in the ring.

 
Ferdiad doesn't respond, staring straight ahead.

 
RED HAND 3

Where's all this headed anyway?
 

RED HAND 4
Above your level, mate.

 
Ferdiad doesn't engage. The getaway driver glances back at
the rowdy group and then looks at Ferdiad.

 
Ferdiad, dead-eyed, stares ahead.

 
               INT. MAEVE'S HOME - NIGHT
 

Maeve walks through her home, still in stockings and fine
clothing. She touches things as she passes.

 
Her dog follows behind her.

 
A photo, a piece of art, a small sculpture, the cushions on
her couch.

 
It's as if she is counting, taking a measure, weighing her
worth by what she has in front of her.

 
               INT. FERDIAD'S HOME - DAY
 

Ferdiad and his family are sitting in the living room.
 

Ferdiad is sitting on the floor, teasing the CAT with a
feather, smiling a little. There's an open FRENCH BOOK near
him, abandoned. He looks tired, but relaxed.



47.

 
The TELEVISION is on; it's showing the news. Ferdiad is
ignoring it, but his step-father and mother are intent.
Phillip is holding an ENGLISH BEER.

 
REPORTER

This morning a fight broke out in
front of Belfast City Hall as
protesters and counter-protesters
clashed after hearing the news of
the Portadown bank robbery last
night.

 
The IRA is suspected of being involved in the robbery, which
is the largest in the bank's history at a sum of three
hundred thousand pounds.

 
The cat wanders away, and Ferdiad pulls the book closer,
ignoring the TV.

 
REPORTER (CONT'D)

With little information to go on,
many Nationalist groups have spoken
out against the assumption, and it
didn't take long for both parties
to came to blows.

 
PHILLIP

These Nationalists are living in
the past. There's something rotten
in the Irish that causes violence
like this.

 
REPORTER

The IRA has not claimed
responsibility for the heist. The
police are currently investigating,
following up on chatter about the
IRA's Hound.

 
Ferdiad is hunched over the book. Phillip takes another
drink.

 
PHILLIP

Heard Cormac tapped you for that.
 

FERDIAD
Da, I don't...

 
PHILLIP

Good on you, lad.
 

Shannon looks over at Ferdiad, says nothing. Ferdiad stands,
grabbing his book.
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FERDIAD

Left something in my room.
 

He leaves. Phillip and Shannon watch the TV.
 
               EXT. RICH PROTESTANT NEIGHBORHOOD - NIGHT
 

Seamus and Lloyd are walking through the streets of a nice
neighborhood. Big houses, fancy cars, no shot-out windows.

 
It's still cramped, the houses are huddled together, they're
just larger.

 
These boys fit in. It's the way Seamus walks. He looks like
he belongs to all of Ireland.

 
Seamus is wearing a BULKY COAT, and Lloyd can't help but
look jittery and nervous as he walks.

 
LLOYD

You and Ava are getting cozy.
That's sweet.

 
SEAMUS

She's a good girl.
 

LLOYD
Yeah? You two going steady?

 
SEAMUS

We're going.
 

They're walking down the middle of the street, a car drives
by, and they step aside. Seamus waves a little, smiling.

 
LLOYD

Where did you go after the pub?
 

SEAMUS
I go to a lot of pubs.

 
LLOYD

Don't be coy. I'm talking about
last week. Where did you go with
Ferdiad?

 
SEAMUS

To Ormeau. He's keen on those open
spaces in Paris or something.

 
LLOYD

Oh right, then. A park, yeah.
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The street goes quiet. Seamus' eyes are out. Something about
him grows. When Lloyd speaks, it seems out of place.

 
LLOYD (CONT'D)

Spoke to Father Catherty the other
day, he says...that this sort of
thing, what we're doing, it's like
those ancient Ulster heroes. We're
keeping up the faith, you know?
Those legends live in us, breathe
in us. In a Christian way.

 
Halfway through this, Seamus has knelt at a car that is
half-on the sidewalk. He pulls PARTS OF A BOMB out of his
jacket.

 
He gets on his back, starts assembling it underneath the
car.

 
Lloyd is supposed to keep watch on the street but keeps
looking down at Seamus in awe and admiration.

 
SEAMUS

Eyes up, Lloyd.
 

Seamus is kneeling now, fixing the last of the timer to the
bottom of the carriage.

 
Lloyd tries to be a lookout, but keeps watching Seamus.

 
Almost as soon as he's done, a WALKER from down the sidewalk
comes towards them. He can see Lloyd, but doesn't have a
good view of Seamus.

 
WALKER

You two! What are you doing there,
eh?

 
LLOYD

Oh, my auntie called about a flat,
yeah? We had to come in after our
shift to get it all sorted.

 
WALKER

What's your aunt's name?
 

Seamus is rushing to finish. As he attaches the last wire
and pulls his hand out from under the carriage, the Walker
starts coming around the car.

 
Lloyd grabs his arm, is about to yell, when Seamus is
suddenly there, KNIFE in hand. His strike is practiced.

 
The Walker gasps, staggers. He's in shock.
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Lloyd doesn't move, paralyzed. Seamus turns the man around,
gives the Walker two quick strikes to the head with his
elbow, and then glares at Lloyd.

 
SEAMUS

Open the back, quick.
 

Lloyd fumbles, but the door opens. The two of them maneuver
the Walker into the back seat.

 
They stand up, and Seamus' jacket front is bloody. Lloyd is
still clean.

 
LLOYD

We have to go. Christ, that's bad.
 

SEAMUS
Hush.

 
He immediately takes off his now-bloody COAT and turns it
inside out. He places it over the bloody parts of the body,
as if the Walker was just sleeping in the back seat of the
car. He closes the car door gently.

 
LLOYD

What if another comes along?
 

SEAMUS
Do you see another?

 
Lloyd looks around, frantic. Seamus collects his tools,
stuffs them into his pockets, kicks spare casings and trash
down the drain.

 
LLOYD

Christ, Seamus.
 

Seamus doesn't rush. He doesn't look at Lloyd as he heads
down the street. Lloyd follows, a few steps behind, still
looking around nervously.

 
Seamus doesn't look back.

 
They leave the neighborhood, and for all its posh homes and
pretty cars, the peaceful silence holds a tense, dark,
explosive secret.

 
               INT. MAEVE'S CAR - NIGHT
 

Allen is on his way home. He's exhausted and looks it. The
radio is playing from the front seat. Like last time, there
is a DRIVER chauffeuring him from meeting to meeting.
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RADIO REPORTER

Three bombs have been set off in
Ravenhill this evening. Casualties
have been reported, although there
is no official number yet.

 
ALLEN

Shut it off.
 

RADIO REPORTER
The IRA is obviously suspect, and
others have mentioned that this is
the work of the notorious Hound-

 
The driver glances back.

 
DRIVER

You don't want-
 

ALLEN
Christ, haven't I just been in nine
hours of meetings about it? Turn
the bloody thing off.

 
The driver turns off the radio, looking forward.

 
They continue through the neighborhood. It's posh, with nice
cars, small manicured hedges, and it's remarkably similar to
the block where Seamus planted the bomb.

 
Allen's eyes pause on an older car that looks out of place.

 
There is a deep sense of unease that doesn't lift even as he
gets to his house.

 
DRIVER

Have a good night, Mister Kane.
 
               EXT. - MAEVE'S HOME - CONTINUOUS
 

Allen waves him off, gets out of the car himself, walks up
the steps to his home.

 
He seems small on the stoop, so unlike Maeve, who occupies
all of the space she is given.

 
               INT. MAEVE'S HOME - CONTINUOUS
 

The house is dim as he walks in. He turns on a few lights to
illuminate his walk, and gets to the dining room.

 
He sees a place still set for him, a SINGLE PLATE with
dinner made up, covered with sheet of cling-film.
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He sits. Starts eating. It's mechanical, slow, forced. He's
alone.

 
He looks around; nothing. The lights are still out in the
rest of this huge, lavish home.

 
Eventually, he puts everything in the kitchen.

 
He heads upstairs, rough compared to this house. His five
o'clock shadow is coming in, his shirt is untucked, tie
loosened with the knot resting below his unbuttoned collar.

 
               INT. MAEVE AND ALLEN'S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS
 

The bedroom is dark, glowing blue in between the nightlight
and the street lamps coming through the curtains.

 
Maeve is in bed, on the far side, a bare shoulder visible.
The dog is curled on the floor by the foot of the bed.

 
Allen smiles, tries to be quiet as he walks in. It's almost
theatrical how delicate he's trying to be.

 
Allen gets changed, gets in bed, and takes a deep breath-

 
MAEVE

What did you accomplish today then?
 

ALLEN
Bloody Christ, woman.

 
Maeve is still turned away from Allen.

 
ALLEN (CONT'D)

The bank heist protests are still
going, there's been a boy killed
over there. Three bombs in
Ravenhill. Casualties in the
neighborhood too.

 
MAEVE

That all?
 

ALLEN
Men are dead, Maeve. What more do
you want? War in the streets?

 
She turns over, looking at him. Somehow she looks as sharp
and beautiful as ever. Allen is torn in between loving her
and hating her.

 
MAEVE

Any of ours?
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ALLEN

At the protests? No, a few
nationalists.

 
MAEVE

They can die, Allen.
 

ALLEN
You're going to start a war.

 
MAEVE

Not just me.
 

ALLEN
I'm going to sleep.

 
He turns over, but she gets close again, leaning up, over
him.

 
MAEVE

You did a good job with that bank.
 

ALLEN
Thank Cormac. He's been training
the Red Hand since they were kids.

 
MAEVE

It's time to ask them to go to the
Short Brothers.

 
Allen stays quiet for a few seconds.

 
ALLEN

We've talked about this-
 

MAEVE
I want those plans, Allen.

 
ALLEN

If we hand that missile over to
Johannesburg there's no going back,
you know that? You write a new
history for Ireland.

 
MAEVE

Are you going to make me be trite?
Victors dictate history. It doesn't
matter what course was taken, as
long as the war is won.

 
There's a long pause. Allen looks away from her face above
his, then slowly back to her.
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ALLEN

You can sleep knowing we let that
in? Sending Ireland down this path
isn't something you can back down
from. You'll have more blood on
your hands than any IRA car bomber.

 
Maeve kisses him, lies back down.

 
MAEVE

Goodnight, Allen.
 
               EXT. THE PLAZA - NIGHT
 

The streets are deserted except for the occasional car.
There's an eerie quiet.

 
Outside of THE PLAZA, teenagers and young adults file in.
The jackets all sport symbols of identity; clubs and bands,
anarchy patches; pins and bands of cloth sewn on.

 
               INT. THE PLAZA - CONTINUOUS
 

Seamus and Lloyd walk in, and while this is a neutral area,
there are many of the same people here that were at the IRA
meeting. Little groups congregate, and Seamus walks over to
a few IRA Members.

 
IRA MEMBER

For Thaniel.
 

They're clustered near a small table, a bottle in the
center, shot glasses haphazard around it.

 
Seamus pours himself and Lloyd a shot and they down it.

 
SEAMUS

A good lad.
 

LLOYD
A great lad.

 
The members nod, a few take another shot. On stage the band
plays something angry with a fast beat.

 
There's a painfully skinny boy without a shirt screaming
into the mic, the lead guitarist, a young woman in red plaid
with dyed hair, wailing on her instrument.

 
The moshpit is incredible. Teens with harps and crowns
jumping up and down together, screaming along to the lyrics.
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They're dancing and drinking without thinking about what
side of Belfast they're from, who they run with, what kind
of politics they support.

 
This is one of the only truly neutral places in Belfast for
young people. It's punk. It's rugged. It's safe.

 
               IN THE PIT
 

Ava, bright eyed, sweaty, beautiful, a bruise on her cheek.
 

She sees her friends and fights through the mixed crowd to
get to them.

 
AVA

Out-fuck you, you fucking dill-
dicked tadpole- out of my fucking
way.

 
IRA MEMBER 2

Your darling girl, eh, Seamus?
 

On stage, there's one last shout and a final drum flourish,
and then the band rests.

 
The lead yells: We'll be back in five minutes, DRINK UP
COMRADES!

 
Seamus is smiling mildly. Ava comes up to them. He hands her
a shot glass.

 
She downs it, takes another from Lloyd's hand, though it's
halfway to his mouth already, and drinks that as well.

 
LLOYD

Show some respect.
 

AVA
I'm in mourning; I can't be held
responsible.

 
She pulls Seamus down to whisper in his ear, and then kisses
his cheek.

 
Seamus nods, and Lloyd leans in, as if she's going to tell
him something next, or she'll speak loud enough for him to
hear.

 
She looks at him, confused, putting her arm around Seamus.

 
There's quieter music playing now that lets the group talk
without yelling.
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The collections of anarchists and outliers grow, and the
crowd near the bar gets rowdy. A glass breaks, but there's
no shouting, only laughter.

 
IRA MEMBER

Can you feckin' believe the nerve
of the bloody Brit-lovers? The
protest was in daylight, it was
Sinn Feinn being all respectful-
like, and they ride with guns out?

 
SEAMUS

A shame.
 

AVA
We won't forget it, aye, lads?

 
IRA MEMBER 2

We'd best not. We should set fire
to the streets. Set the Hound on
them again.

 
They glance at Seamus, the Hound of the IRA, dogged, too
smart to get caught, teeth sharp, eyes down.

 
SEAMUS

Not tonight. Don't we have other
plans then?

 
Ava presses closer to him, but the others won't let it go.
They surround Seamus, trying to urge him into action.

 
IRA MEMBER 2

Come now, they need to pay. Thaniel
was just turned sixteen and he's
cold dead.

 
LLOYD

They deserve it! There's grounds
here for great retribution and you
know it, Seamus. Why can't we go
out again? There's nothing stopping
us!

 
IRA MEMBER

Take out one of their precious
halls, bring the whole building
down around their ears.

 
LLOYD

That's right. That's fecking right!
They brought it on themselves,
didn't they?

(MORE)
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LLOYD (CONT'D)

We were being nice, being political
even, and they turn peeler lines
into...into trenches!

 
He's angry, furious, and getting more and more riled. Seamus
looks stone-faced, and Ava steps closer to Lloyd.

 
AVA

Not the time, yeah? Not the place.
 

Lloyd frowns. He opens his mouth to speak, but Ava touches
his arm and he shuts his mouth.

 
IRA MEMBER

Bottle's out.
 

He takes the whiskey bottle and finishes it, drinking the
last two swallows as the group groans. He grins and bows. He
and the other IRA MEMBER 2 go to the bar. Lloyd follows
them.

 
LLOYD

Barely got a single bloody sip.
 

Seamus smiles mildly, and then pulls Ava away.
 
               EXT. THE PLAZA - CONTINUOUS
 

Ava lights up, and Seamus stays close, taking the cigarette
from her for a drag and passing it back.

 
AVA

You'll dance with me later?
 

SEAMUS
If I wanted to fight I'd call you a
dirty name.

 
AVA

The pit is not fighting!
 

SEAMUS
Near enough then! You come out of
either one with a black eye, what's
the difference?

 
They're good-natured about this, laughing. Ava punches his
arm, shakes her head.

 
AVA

You're a better fighter than a
dancer anyway.
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He takes the cigarette from her.

 
A group of punks pass by. A few of them clearly have the
English Union Jack on their sleeves, another has "Quis Sep."
painted on the back.

 
Seamus looks uncomfortable. He doesn't take his eyes off
them as they walk into the Plaza.

 
Ava watches Seamus closely.

 
AVA (CONT'D)

Wind your neck in a bit, yeah?
 

SEAMUS
I can't. It feels like...

 
He trails off. Ava glares, takes the cigarette back.

 
AVA

Speak up, yeah?
 

SEAMUS
Doesn't it feel like we're just
lying to ourselves here? Like we're
all just playing a game, that we're
alright together when we're one day
away from ripping each other apart?
None of us believe that this place
can exist, not really.

 
AVA

It does exist. We can be here with
everyone else. Some of these kids,
they really mean it.

 
Seamus shakes his head.

 
SEAMUS

We can't though. We've all made our
choice.

 
Ava sighs, drops the cigarette, grinds it under the toe of
her boot. She turns to touch his face.

 
AVA

Everyone needs an escape. Nobody
can live with that choice all the
time. You do that and you die.

 
She kisses him then pats his cheek, before slipping away.

 
Inside, the band starts playing.
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Seamus looks around, sees the Punks and Loyalists, Mods and
and Nationalists, Goths and kids far too young to be here,
all together, as if morning won't ever come for them.

 
He leaves, sliding out the alley until he gets to the
street.

 
He heads home, shoulders hunched, alone on the Belfast
streets.

 
               EXT. CATHOLIC CHURCH - DAY
 

Father Fergus' church in the morning. Some sun, although the
day is overcast.

 
Father Catherty is sweeping the steps and the sidewalk
outside the church.

 
Connor walks up, bold as any man.

 
Connor puts a hand on Catherty's shoulder, leans in to
whisper in his ear. Catherty nods. Connor goes inside.

 
Catherty continues to sweep the street.

 
               INT. CATHOLIC CHURCH - CONTINUOUS
 

Connor goes into the church quietly. He's not reverent.
 

He walks with a swagger, like he owns this place.
 

He walks down the aisle, nodding to a few people who are
there. He slides into a pew near the front. He kneels as he
takes out his ROSARY.

 
This is another moment that feels taken out of time. How
long have people been praying here? How long will this place
stand? It feels ancient.

 
Father Fergus walks down the aisle and spots Connor.

 
Something in him tightens, but he doesn't rush over, doesn't
make a show of it.

 
He leans into pews to straighten hymnals on the racks. He
walks slowly, but deliberately, towards Connor.

 
FERGUS

(sotto voce)
What are you doing here?

 
Connor doesn't respond immediately, hands still moving on
his rosary.
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He fingers the center medallion and makes a big show of
crossing himself with the crucifix before dropping the
rosary into his jacket pocket.

 
CONNOR

I thought you'd be pleased I'm
taking it on myself to be doubly
penitent this week.

 
FERGUS

It's Wednesday, and you're a fool,
Connor. What do you want?

 
Connor stands, and they're of height, sizing each other up.
There's deep, bad blood here.

 
CONNOR

While you're hiding in here saving
people's souls, I ought to tend to
their spirits. Occupation can
soothe a troubled breast, so they
say.

 
FERGUS

That's music they say that about.
But on the topic of occupation,
it's precisely what occupies your
time that bothers me.

 
He takes Connor's elbow, pulls him out of the pew. To anyone
watching it looks like a fatherly gesture.

 
Fergus indicates the front of the church, and they walk up
the aisle.

 
Connor stops and leans down to speak with a young man, but
Fergus forcefully pulls him along.

 
CONNOR

It's good to look after these young
men. Surely you don't have a
problem with some of the social
work I'm doing?

 
               INT. CATHOLIC CHURCH FRONT DOORS - CONTINUOUS
 

Seamus enters the church.
 

He sees Fergus and Connor walking, but he skulks along the
back row of pews, towards the CONFESSIONAL.

 
Seamus glances back at them, but they've disappeared -
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               IN THE SACRISTY
 

Fergus lets go of Connor, closing the door.
 

There is a row of vestments and altar boy surplices hung up
on neat racks, stacks of worn hymnals and boxes of candles
imported from Italy, stamped "100% pure beeswax."

 
FERGUS

I do not raise the city's orphans
just for you to take them the same
way as their parents.

 
CONNOR

They already know what's going on
in Ireland, and they're more than
happy to fight for her. There are
no fairy tales here.

 
FERGUS

Oh no? No stories? You'd love to
have a new hero of '16 for your
recruiting posters. The Hound of
Ulster certainly has a ring to it.

 
CONNOR

(placating)
I don't want to see any of my men
go under, Father.

 
FERGUS

I'm tired of funerals, Connor. I've
run out of things to tell mothers
when they ask after their son's
souls. There's no count on the
times I've sung Dies Irae over
graves. Children ask me every day
where their siblings have gone, and
heaven's starting to sound like
something I made up just to tell
them. I'm tired of the whole mess
of it, and you are not fecking
welcome here.

 
Connor doesn't back down, this has been a long time coming.

 
CONNOR

You're one step away from being a
Catholic priest in London, Father.

 
FERGUS

You are sending children to die!
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CONNOR

(getting close)
Wave your incense and chant your
hymns and turn the other cheek. The
queen might give you a medal once
she's ground the rest of us into
the mud.

 
FERGUS

Get out.
 

Connor and Fergus stare each other down. Connor looks
disgusted. He turns and leaves.

 
               INT. CONFESSIONAL - CONTINUOUS
 

Seamus is kneeling, leaning forward so his mouth is almost
at the grate.

 
Connor's swift heavy footsteps pass by then the large front
doors slam shut.

 
Seamus exhales slowly, then continues.

 
SEAMUS

I killed a man a few nights ago.
 

CATHERTY
Did you, my son?

 
SEAMUS

At the car bombing in Ravenhill. He
just...came up while I was working.
I didn't even think.

 
CATHERTY

You feel guilt over this death?
 

SEAMUS
Aye, I'm guilty. The man could have
been anyone. He just saw me and...a
friend and walked over.

 
There's a pause. Seamus suddenly continues, words spilling
out.

 
SEAMUS (CONT'D)

He wasn't a politician or anything.
Just out on walkabout. Maybe
he...couldn't sleep? Maybe he had
something heavy on his mind and he
just needed the fresh air and was
killed for it. I do that, some
nights, go outside.
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CATHERTY

The Lord hears your pain. Your
empathy is a test from Him, that
you may get through it with the
help of His grace. The work that
you do is bigger than one man.

 
SEAMUS

It's true that God wants this all
to end, yeah? That all this
is...part of the end of it?

 
CATHERTY

Of course. Our Lord is the Prince
of Peace. We must act as His
soldiers until His peace is
restored.

 
Seamus sits with this. He thinks of Ferdiad.

 
SEAMUS

What of other soldiers?
 

CATHERTY
(placating)

Our Lord watches over all.
 
               INT. CATHOLIC CHURCH - CONTINUOUS
 

Seamus leaves the confessional, passing his rosary hand to
hand until he puts it into his pocket. He presses a hand
against his eyes, walks towards the exit.

 
He stops by the SAINT STEPHEN STATUE, fumbles and drops a
coin in the donation box.

 
He lights a candle, looks up at the statue. He seems
resigned and relieved.

 
He touches two fingers to his mouth, steps around the
kneeler, touches the statue's mouth.

 
Seamus almost runs out of the main church-

 
               INTO THE FOYER
 

Lloyd stands from his place on a bench. He intercepts Seamus
before he gets to the exit.

 
LLOYD

Missed you last night. Where'd you
go?
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SEAMUS

Felt a mite poorly.
 

LLOYD
Too bad, yeah? Ava was in fine
form. We had to pull her off a
beatnik twice her size.

 
SEAMUS

The beatnik survive?
 

LLOYD
Oh, he managed. Bought her a drink
after too, but she threw it at his
chest and laughed at him. Poor lad
looked like she kicked his cat.

 
               EXT. CATHOLIC CHURCH - DAY - CONTINUOUS
 

They exit, and Seamus immediately sees Ferdiad smoking on a
stoop across the street. He grins as Ferdiad nods and
stands, raising a hand.

 
SEAMUS

That's good, Lloyd. Run by you
later, yeah?

 
LLOYD

Well, I thought-
 

SEAMUS
Go check in on the garden, yeah?

 
Lloyd, a little put out, walks away.

 
He and Ferdiad pass by one another on the walk. Distrust
jumps between them as they glance at each other.

 
Ferdiad quickly looks to Seamus, smiles again.

 
Seamus almost skips down the steps.

 
FERDIAD

Still hanging off your every word,
is he?

 
SEAMUS

He's a good man.
 

FERDIAD
Good at what?

 
SEAMUS

Fuck you, Ferdiad.
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They laugh together as Seamus puts his hand on Ferdiad's
back, leads him down the road.

 
Lloyd watches them leave, suspicious.

 
               EXT. RECORD STORE - DAY - MOMENTS LATER
 

Seamus and Ferdiad go into the record store, still standing
close. They pour over albums.

 
This place has a bit of an Irish feel to it, there's a
section dedicated to Irish music, and posters on the walls
from local bands.

 
In the back, half-hidden by a bead curtain, is a poster of
an Irishman in camo, in front of a tricolor. The poster
reads "THEY MAY KILL THE REVOLUTIONARY -- BUT NEVER THE
REVOLUTION."

 
Seamus catches Ferdiad looking at it and pulls him over to
another crate.

 
SEAMUS

How about this one?
 

He pulls out Sinead O'Connor's The Lion and the Cobra.
Ferdiad glances over and laughs, imitating the pose.

 
Seamus turns it around, grinning.

 
SEAMUS (CONT'D)

Maybe Ava will do this next.
 

FERDIAD
Her hair's a bit bold already.

 
He picks up Cut the Crap by The Clash. Seamus looks over.

 
SEAMUS

Ah, put that one away.
 

FERDIAD
Come on, they're good and...
screamy, right? They do a lot of
that sort of thing.

 
SEAMUS

They scream in English.
 

FERDIAD
Well you're not exactly speaking
the ancient tongue are you?
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SEAMUS

(low, flirty)
Come a little closer, big lad, I'll
show you an ancient tongue.

 
They laugh again, Ferdiad puts the album away.

 
They're shoulder-to-shoulder, smiling, browsing the slapdash
collection of music.

 
FERDIAD

So I found a bar.
 

SEAMUS
You found one, yeah? Did you have
to look real hard for it?

 
FERDIAD

You're a riot.
 

SEAMUS
You live two blocks from a pub,
mate. I live two blocks from a pub.
You throw a stone in Belfast and
you'll break someone's pint glass.

 
FERDIAD

A club then. A new one. Only been a
few times, but I checked in on it a
few nights ago and it's been kept
up.

 
SEAMUS

Well, ain't that fair.
 

Ferdiad grins, turns to smack Seamus' arm.
 

FERDIAD
You knob, come out with me.

 
SEAMUS

(grinning)
The music's alright?

 
FERDIAD

Nothing too English, I promise.
 
               EXT. THE RECORD STORE - CONTINUOUS
 

Seamus and Ferdiad are still looking through records.
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A car pulls up with an IRA MEMBER driving, another in the
front seat, holding the MAP OF BELFAST that Ava had in the
first tail. There are more ticks on the side indicating IRA
casualties.

 
There's a SHORT WAVE RADIO in the passenger's hand.

 
               INT. NEWTOWNARD PUB - NIGHT
 

This place is nearly deserted, only old men sitting around
at the counter. Some have canes, another a walker. It's a
miracle they got here.

 
OLD BAR MAN 1

T'isn't like they don't have an
example of what happens. It's the
same damned story every twenty
years.

 
OLD BAR MAN 2

Ah, what do you expect? Every lad's
a hot head. We were, in our time.

 
OLD BAR MAN 1

The rebellion was all well and good
back then, but what with their new
bombs and their new guns? Bloody
reckless.

 
OLD BAR MAN 2

Northern Ireland is just this way.
 

OLD BAR MAN 1
So are the youth.

 
               INT. NEWTOWNARD PUB - TOP FLOOR - CONTINUOUS
 

The second floor of the pub has been cleared out. There's
one table, but chairs pulled in from all over. There's a
long bar along one side.

 
Maybe fifteen men are here, all dressed in black, looking as
tactical as they can without access to army-grade gear.

 
These are the Red Hand Commandos. Cormac McNiven is here.
There is nothing kind about him.

 
Men swap gear, and a red hand tattoo on an upper arm is
shown. There is none of the stillness of military training,
but all the verve of soldiers about to receive orders.
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CORMAC

The South Africans have done
alright so far, we just need to
keep the runs sharp and quick. The
borders are closing up.

 
RED HAND 3

When will they get sick of money,
Cormac? They're practically giving
away weapons.

 
CORMAC

Aye, they're betting on us against
the Nationalists.

 
RED HAND 4

For what?
 

MAEVE
The Javelin.

 
Her voice is sharp, and as she speaks, all men turn to her.
She's standing at the door's entrance, flanked by two
bodyguards.

 
Maeve sets her PURSE down on the bar as she walks into the
group. They part for her after a small pause. She notices.

 
CORMAC

Where's Allen?
 

MAEVE
Allen is at home.

 
CORMAC

Doesn't that mean you should be
cooking?

 
MAEVE

(withering)
You're cheeky.

 
There's silence, a few people look at each other. Maeve
sits, gestures for them to carry on.

 
RED HAND 3

What's the Javelin?
 

MAEVE
The Javelin is a new man-portable
surface-to-air missile structure in
development by the Short Brothers.

 
A beat, Cormac shifts and sits down next to her.



69.

 
MAEVE (CONT'D)

It has a semi-automatic guiding
system using new microchip and
video technology. It's extremely
powerful, extremely valuable, and I
have procured an extremely
interested buyer.

 
RED HAND 2

Have you now?
 

RED HAND 3
Hold up there. We're an army, not a
bunch of profiteers. We can't steal
Shorts' missile just to give it
over to some greedy bastards on
another continent.

 
MAEVE

I'm not sure you fully understand.
Before I started funding you, the
Red Hand was a bunch of thugs with
barely a Glock to share among three
of you. Haven't I gotten you
weapons? Set up the deals with the
South Africans? Given you good
intel?

 
Silence. Cormac crosses his arms.

 
MAEVE (CONT'D)

Here.
 

She gestures without looking away from the RHC. One of her
bodyguards pulls out plans of the factory, setting them on
the table.

 
He spreads them out for her.

 
CORMAC

Ain't this a little presumptive?
 

MAEVE
Don't you worry, dear, I've already
done the recon for you. It's a
unionist force, same as the bank.

 
Now people stir. Cormac stiffens.

 
RED HAND 2

You seem to know a lot that you
shouldn't.
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MAEVE

Why shouldn't I?
 

CORMAC
(to the Red Hand)

Shut it.
 

MAEVE
I have a list of factory workers
loyal to the cause, ready to help.

 
She looks around, shaking her head.

 
MAEVE (CONT'D)

The particulars are in my purse.
Where did it get to, Walt?

 
Her Bodyguard looks around. He spots the PURSE on the
counter, but a Young Member of the Red Hand rushes to get it
for her, obviously smitten.

 
RED HAND 4

Just like a woman to forget her
handbag when it's got bleeding
dynamite in it.

 
Maeve takes her purse from the Young Man, says nothing,
takes out the LIST, closes her purse with a snap like a
gunshot.

 
She sets the LIST down. Cormac doesn't look at it, watching
Maeve, almost hungry.

 
MAEVE

I want those plans, Cormac.
 

CORMAC
Fine.

 
MAEVE

And you are not to discuss this
with anyone. Should you need to
speak of it, call it...the Bull.

 
CORMAC

...Fine.
 

MAEVE
Frankly, I prefer you not speak of
it at all.

 
CORMAC

And what does your husband think of
this?
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MAEVE

Allen thinks what I tell him to
think. He's not part of this.

 
She stands, gestures to her bodyguards. Cormac and the Red
Hand watch her. She looks them over, nods.

 
MAEVE (CONT'D)

Keep your men close, Cormac. It
looks like you're missing one.

 
As the Red Hand is milling about it becomes obvious: Ferdiad
is not here.

 
CORMAC

The left hand knows what the right
is doing.

 
MAEVE

I should hope so.
 

She turns, leaves.
 

Cormac takes a look at the list of Loyalists, reading over
as the sound of Maeve's heels disappears. A name stands out
-- PHILLIP CLARKE.

 
CORMAC

Someone get me Ferdiad.
 
               INT. GAY CLUB - NIGHT
 

Ferdiad and Seamus walk in to a gay club. Seamus has never
seen anything like this.

 
The neon lights and shapes, the dance floor and disco ball,
the men dressed in flashy clothing, short shorts, mesh,
makeup.

 
Seamus is on edge. Ferdiad grins, pulls him along to the
bar.

 
FERDIAD

What do you think?
 

SEAMUS
It's very bright.

 
Ferdiad laughs. Seamus smiles a little.

 
Seamus stands as if he's Ferdiad's bodyguard, constantly
looking around. Ferdiad leans over the bar and orders a
drink.
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They get another good look at the club. The music is bright,
poppy, iconic, and mostly American.

 
Unlike the punk scene, there is no obvious affiliation here.
Being gay is enough.

 
The bartender comes back, and Ferdiad laughs, drawing
Seamus's attention to the GAUDY DRINK.

 
It's got layers of color, a thin glass, a pineapple wedge
with a plastic flamingo stuck through that says 'MIAMI' on
it. It rests on a glittery green shamrock.

 
Seamus looks at the drink, then Ferdiad.

 
SEAMUS

The hell is that, mate?
 

Ferdiad shrugs, sips the drink, maintains eye contact.
 

FERDIAD
Dunno. I asked for an Old
Fashioned.

 
Seamus laughs loudly. Ferdiad grins, pushing the drink over.

 
They're close at the bar, and they watch the dancers again.

 
Seamus keeps looking to Ferdiad for cues. Ferdiad catches
him looking and grins.

 
FERDIAD (CONT'D)

Let's go dance.
 

SEAMUS
Didn't that drink cost near a
fortune?

 
FERDIAD

Here then, you finish it. Then
we'll dance.

 
Seamus drinks the rest of the drink, much to Ferdiad's
amusement.

 
Seamus takes the garnish, eats the fruit, holds the plastic
decoration out to Ferdiad.

 
SEAMUS

How about a dance, a runsearc?
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FERDIAD

Ah, there you go with your ancient
tongues. Is there Latin to follow?
Even here?

 
SEAMUS

Nobody's beaten it out of me yet.
 

Ferdiad takes the garnish, tucks it behind his ear. He grabs
Seamus' hand, pulling him onto the dance floor.

 
On the dance floor, surrounded by other men, in community
here, they jump and move close together.

 
They laugh, touch each other.

 
This is fun, this is bright and beautiful.

 
There is only loud music, and Seamus, and Ferdiad, and
they're close. Ferdiad smiles, pulls him down to kiss.

 
They do that too, now and then, pulling away and laughing,
dancing and jumping.

 
Ferdiad pushes, kissing him hard, hands in Seamus' hair, and
Seamus pulls away, embarrassed.

 
FERDIAD

What's wrong?
 

SEAMUS
Nothing.

 
FERDIAD

Yeah?
 

SEAMUS
Yeah, alright?

 
Seamus pulls him close, hand on his lower back again, just
like the park.

 
The song gets slower.

 
Ferdiad puts his arms over Seamus' shoulders, cuddling
close.

 
Seamus' eyes are huge. He holds Ferdiad, rocks back and
forth, a boy who has no idea where to put his hands, but he
won't pull away to ask for directions.

 
Seamus raises his hand to the back of Ferdiad's head,
holding him gently, and then just holding him.
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The music rises and they stay still.

 
               SERIES OF SHOTS:
 

--Ferdiad and Seamus back at the bar, this time with a group
of other men, taking shots. Ferdiad makes a face and Seamus
laughs.

 
--Ferdiad and Seamus on the dance floor again, jumping to
bright music.

 
--Ferdiad and Seamus in a corner, smoking, close together,
sharing the cigarette.

 
The night goes on like this. The music is still loud.
They're dancing, tired, and Seamus steps back, mimes getting
a drink.

 
Ferdiad grins, gestures. Seamus turns, and Ferdiad swats at
his ass.

 
               AT THE BAR
 

Seamus bullies up to the counter.
 

SEAMUS
Just a water, ta.

 
BARTENDER

That's it?
 

SEAMUS
I'll even pay, just water.

 
BARTENDER

(winking)
I'm not going to charge you for
something what the Good Lord made.

 
The Bartender, with a flourish, dramatically puts water and
ice in a shaker, shakes and pours into a cup. He adds a
PAPER HEART GARNISH and a lemon.

 
BARTENDER (CONT'D)

(cheeky)
Should I rim it for you?

 
SEAMUS

No, ta, this is grand.
 

He grabs the water, turns, spins the paper heart by its
pick, watching Ferdiad on the dance floor.
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As he drinks, he notices his watch, and when he checks the
time, he becomes obviously upset.

 
SEAMUS (CONT'D)

(to a nearby patron)
Sorry, mate, can I see the time?

 
GAY MAN

Why? Still early, ain't it?
 

He holds out his arm, and Seamus has to lean in to see it.
 

SEAMUS
Shite.

 
Seamus looks around, sees Ferdiad -- still dancing, arms up,
loving this.

 
Seamus takes a deep breath, and he's torn. His fists clench,
he actually covers his watch with his hand, thinking hard.

 
Ferdiad turns, eyes closed.

 
Seamus leaves, walking through the crowd and out of the bar.

 
Ferdiad is still dancing, at home in this space, waiting for
Seamus.

 
               EXT. GAY CLUB - CONTINUOUS
 

Seamus runs out of the club, not trying to be subtle. He
takes a deep breath, jogs down the street.

 
               INT. GAY CLUB - CONTINUOUS
 

Ferdiad opens his eyes, looking around. He can't find Seamus
in the crowd around him.

 
The music stops around him.

 
               EXT. BELFAST - NIGHT - MOMENTS LATER
 

Seamus runs through the neighborhoods. He's heading to the
waterfront, towards the warehouse.

 
He spots police lights ahead and tries to re-route, going
through alleys to get to the warehouse.

 
He spots one of the CONSTABLES (40s) on another street,
already setting up a roadblock.

 
Seamus looks around, sees nobody out, and approaches the
constable, maybe too fast.



76.

 
SEAMUS

What happened?
 

The cop has his hand on his holster.
 

CONSTABLE
Get back, yeah?

 
SEAMUS

I just want to know what's going
on.

 
CONSTABLE

You deaf, boy? Get lost!
 

Seamus tries to push forward, but the cop shoves him
backwards. Seamus has a flash of anger and spits on the
ground.

 
He goes down another street, finds a YOUNG CONSTABLE (20s)
guarding another barricade.

 
SEAMUS

Please, my uncle works down here. I
just want to know if he's safe.

 
YOUNG CONSTABLE

I don't...some kind of shootout
with rebel-types.

 
SEAMUS

(agitated)
Was anyone killed?

 
YOUNG CONSTABLE

I don't...
 

There are more sirens. An ambulance shows up. Seamus' eyes
are wide.

 
YOUNG CONSTABLE (CONT'D)

(Overwhelmed)
I...two blokes dead, a third what
got away. They were guarding
weapons, put up a hell of a fight

 
SEAMUS

A fight.
 

YOUNG CONSTABLE
Yeah. There were crates...war
weapons.
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(he steadies himself)

Who's telling what those bastards
would have blown up next?

 
Seamus and the Young Constable stare each other down. The
Young Constable holds his weapon tighter.

 
YOUNG CONSTABLE (CONT'D)

You should shove off, shouldn't
you?

 
Seamus takes a step back, looks around, sees the lights, the
cops.

 
He hears another GUNSHOT. He turns and runs.

 
               EXT. - OUTSIDE SEAMUS' FLAT - MOMENTS LATER
 

Seamus runs up to the building he shares with Connor. There
are no names. It's nondescript and old. The lights are on.

 
               INT. SEAMUS' FLAT - CONTINUOUS
 

Seamus runs up the stairs.
 

Ava and Lloyd are there, Ava has her trousers off, wearing
boy's BOXERS.

 
Her leg is bloody.

 
Lloyd looks up from where he's bent over her leg, patching
her up. He doesn't say anything and turns back, stitching up
Ava's leg. Her hands shake as she smokes.

 
AVA

Nice night.
 

SEAMUS
Christ, Ava, what happened?

 
AVA

A raid. Someone turned to grass and
reported the warehouse.

 
She smokes, hand shakey.

 
               FROM THE KITCHEN
 

Seamus goes into his tiny kitchen, quickly grabbing a bottle
of WHISKEY, walking back as she speaks.

 
AVA (CONT'D)(O.S.)

Came in quick-like. Opened the
first crate they saw.

(MORE)
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AVA  (CONT'D)

AKs, the bastards didn't even line
the box, had barrels knocking
against the wood.

 
               IN THE LIVING ROOM
 

Seamus passes her the bottle; she takes a long drink.
 

Lloyd's hands are bloody. There are towels, a bowl of water,
disinfectant.

 
AVA (CONT'D)

Bullets. No questions.
(shaky)

Neil fell first. Gore over the
guns. Dead on a crate.

 
SEAMUS

Ava, I-
 

AVA
Doran too. Stupid bugger. Looked
around asking who had been playing
with the guns...

 
Seamus stays quiet, looking down. Ava looks at her leg.

 
Lloyd finishes working on Ava's leg. It's bandaged neatly.

 
LLOYD

And where were you, Hound?
 

Seamus doesn't answer. Ava stares at him.
 

LLOYD (CONT'D)
I asked you a fecking question,
Seamus. Where were you when we were
being killed? You weren't at the
meeting, you were late to watch-
where the fuck were you?

 
Ava drinks. Seamus glares at Lloyd.

 
Lloyd stands, Seamus matches him.

 
LLOYD (CONT'D)

You weren't with your girl, as she
was here with us!
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SEAMUS

Us? You weren't there either! You
were home eating pudding your mum
made or tucked up in bed with a
book and a cocoa!

 
The two look about to come to blows.

 
Connor steps out from the hallway.

 
CONNOR

Enough!
 

Seamus looks over, but it's Lloyd who instantly backs down,
stepping backwards. Ava lights another cigarette.

 
CONNOR (CONT'D)

(to Seamus)
With me, lad.

 
He walks out. Seamus takes a step towards Ava, kisses the
top of her head, and walks out. She smokes, watching the
street out of a window.

 
               FROM THE HALLWAY
 

Connor leads them through the hosue. They go into another
room; a former dining room, turned into a center for the
IRA.

 
MAPS and POSTERS on the walls. A few GUNS in the corner.
More obvious are the STACKS of YELLOW SEMTEX.

 
Connor shuts the door.

 
               IN THE MEETING ROOM
 

CONNOR (CONT'D)
Where were you, eh? You were on
duty at 10.

 
SEAMUS

Sorry, Uncle.
 

CONNOR
Sorry? Bit of a short word there.
Do you understand what's happened?
How much we've lost? This gives our
enemies an advantage that we cannot
recover from!

 
Seamus says nothing, hands clasped behind his back. Connor
steps forward, frowning.
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CONNOR (CONT'D)

You smell like alcohol and cheap
smokes. Where the fuck were you?

 
SEAMUS

Just...out.
 

CONNOR
At a club? Tonight? Stupid boy, you
could have put an end to the Cause
all by yourself.

(a beat)
Don't you have something to say?
Nothing?

 
SEAMUS

Sorry, Uncle.
 

CONNOR
Where were you? Who were you out
with? I think I raised you better
than that, better than to put
yourself above other people.

 
Seamus shrugs, says nothing, looking to the side. He's
embarrassed, ashamed, hurt, guilty.

 
SEAMUS

A club, as you said. Lost track of
the time.

 
CONNOR

Why're you doing this, Seamus? I
feel like you're losing some of
that drive, some of that faith.

 
SEAMUS

(desperately)
It's not that. This is my whole
life, my purpose. After mum and
dad...I've made this my everything.
You and the Cause.

 
Quickly, like an eagle striking water, Connor grabs the back
of his head, around his neck, pulls him in close. Seamus
stumbles, eyes down.

 
They hold this violence.

 
CONNOR

Don't fuck me again, Seamus. It
doesn't matter who you are to me.
Soldiers who make mistakes are dead
men.
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Seamus' eyes are down. Connor's grip tightens. Seamus nods
once.

 
SEAMUS

Aye.
 

Connor's hands ease. He sighs, kisses Seamus' forehead.
 

CONNOR
For all that, I'm glad you're here
now. At least you're alive.

 
Seamus nods again. He's still upset. His friends are dead.

 
CONNOR (CONT'D)

Go see to your girl.
 

Seamus nods a third time. He turns to leave, opening the
door.

 
CONNOR (CONT'D)

(calling out)
This won't happen again.

 
Seamus glances back. He nods.

 
SEAMUS

No.
 

He leaves, and Connor walks around the table, sits down. He
looks over at a MAP of Belfast.

 
To the left of the map is a RED HAND PATCH, one we might
have seen on a PUNK JACKET. Underneath the patch are names
and photos.

 
FERDIAD'S photo is there, Seamus torn out of it, part of
Seamus' face still visible.

 
Connor looks over all this quietly.

 
               INT. - MAEVE'S HOME - MORNING
 

The house is silent. We see the help in the kitchen,
starting breakfast. In another room, Beatrice opens the
windows, starts cleaning.

 
               IN MAEVE'S DRESSING ROOM
 

Maeve, still in her dressing gown, is sitting at a MASSIVE
WHITE VANITY. There are makeup kits and mirrors, but also a
STACK OF CHECKS and CASH.
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There is a WHITE PHONE with gold details on the edge of the
vanity. The receiver is tucked against her shoulder and jaw.

 
She writes quickly, using a GOLD PEN on a BLUE NAPKIN. She
runs out of room and starts writing on the vanity counter
itself.

 
MAEVE

Of course...yes...anything for the
cause...

 
She rolls her eyes, reads the notes. It details the account
of the raid on the warehouse.

 
By her feet, the dog yawns, but doesn't move.

 
MAEVE (CONT'D)

Utmost secrecy, of course... thank
you.

 
She hangs up. She is so alive, hands on the vanity, smiling.

 
A KNOCK on the door.

 
MAEVE (CONT'D)

Come in.
 

BEATRICE
Mister Allen is just about to leave
for work. Are you ready for your
breakfast now?

 
MAEVE

No, it will wait.
 

She is distracted by her notes, not looking up.
 

MAEVE (CONT'D)
I have some things to take care of.

 
BEATRICE

Yes, ma'am.
 

MAEVE
Get the girl dressed and off to
school. No more interruptions.

 
BEATRICE

Yes, ma'am.
 

Beatrice leaves.
 

Maeve, grinning, picks up the phone, looking for another
area to take notes, pushing items to the carpeted floor.
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               INT. NEWTOWNARD PUB - TOP FLOOR - CONTINUOUS
 

The phone behind the bar counter RINGS. The Red Hand is here
again, Cormac and a few others. Ferdiad is here as well, in
a corner, reading a FRENCH NOVEL.

 
Cormac ignores the phone, still looking over the maps, the
police reports, a timetable, INTERIOR PHOTOS OF THE SHORT
BROTHERS FACTORY are prominent.

 
The phone stops ringing, then immediately starts again. A
Red Hand Commando picks up.

 
RED HAND 5

Hello-oh, aye, right here, ma'am.
 

CORMAC
The queen?

 
The Commando nods. Cormac grabs a NOTEPAD, goes over to the
bar, sits, gestures for a beer.

 
CORMAC (CONT'D)

I'm here.
 
               INT. - MAEVE'S DRESSING ROOM
 

MAEVE
You need to move quickly, Cormac.

 
CORMAC (O.S.)

Christ, woman, no names.
 

MAEVE
The raid on the warehouse took away
almost ten crates of guns. They're
reeling.

 
Maeve is grinning, delighted. She makes a few more notes and
then looks through the drawers.

 
CORMAC (O.S.)

I'm working on it.
 

MAEVE
Work faster. They're going to look
for an opportunity soon.

 
CORMAC (O.S.)

What makes you say that?
 
               INT. NEWTOWNARD PUB - CONTINUOUS
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MAEVE (O.S.)

It's just guns and ammo in English
lockup. I know that your father-

 
CORMAC

He's no kin to me anymore.
 

MAEVE (O.S.)
Of course, dear. Connor then.

 
CORMAC

What about him?
 

MAEVE (O.S.)
There was a pick up down south.
Semtex, all the way through. None
of that was picked up last night.

 
CORMAC

None?
 
               INT. MAEVE'S DRESSING ROOM - CONTINUOUS
 

Maeve is touching up her manicure, smirking down at her
nails.

 
MAEVE

There's a young man they have, his
name's on a few lists. One of
their...incendiaries experts. Have
you heard of the Hound?

 
CORMAC (O.S.)

Aye, he's been around for a few
years. Right nasty bastard.

 
MAEVE

I have a name for you.
 

CORMAC (O.S.)
Out with it then.

 
               INT. NEWTOWNARD PUB - TOP FLOOR - CONTINUOUS
 

MAEVE (O.S.)
Seamus Daugherty, your old man's
foster.

 
Cormac looks over at Ferdiad.

 
CORMAC

I was out of the house by the time
he came along. How do you figure
he's the Hound?
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MAEVE (O.S.)

He was seen skulking around the
warehouse after the police showed
up. A late heel, I think.

 
CORMAC

You wouldn't expect it but he
always had a flair for the
dramatic.

 
MAEVE (O.S.)

I want everything on this boy.
 

CORMAC
Well. Perhaps I know someone. I'll
send him over.

 
Cormac is staring at Ferdiad. Ferdiad, oblivious, is still
engaged in his book.

 
MAEVE (O.S.)

I want the Hound dead. I want the
Bull in hand. I want it now.

 
Cormac nods slowly.

 
CORMAC

I'll make it happen.
 
               INT. MAEVE'S DRESSING ROOM - CONTINUOUS
 

Maeve holds her hand away from her, inspecting her nails.
 

MAEVE
Good.

 
She hangs up, takes a deep breath.

 
Standing, Maeve turns away from her vanity and goes into her
walk in closet, picking out her clothing for the day.

 
She holds a red dress up to her body, looking at herself in
the mirror. Smiling. Everything is going perfectly.

 
               EXT. - MAEVE'S HOME - DAY
 

It's raining out. Ferdiad walks up to Maeve's home, looking
at a piece of paper with the address on it.

 
He tucks the paper away in a MESSENGER BAG, walks up the
steps, shakes off his UMBRELLA.

 
He knocks, and is immediately let inside
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               INT. - MAEVE'S HOME - CONTINUOUS
 

Ferdiad's damp, but he's greeted by Beatrice immediately.
 

BEATRICE
Mrs. Kane has been expecting you.

 
FERDIAD

Ta, all appreciated.
 

Other members of the help come over, take his COAT, BAG, and
UMBRELLA and usher him in.

 
He's obviously out of place, looking around wide-eyed at all
this. He has never been in a home this beautiful or well-
kept before.

 
He displays the outward symptoms of not fitting in:
smoothing his hair, tugging his cuffs, hand running down the
front of his shirt.

 
               SITTING ROOM
 

Beatrice leads him into the main sitting room, where he is
again overwhelmed by the luxury.

 
Maeve stands, smiling.

 
FERDIAD

I...was told to come here?
 

MAEVE
I asked you to visit, dear.

 
She beatific, gesturing for him to come in and sit down. If
she's annoyed by his damp clothing, she says nothing.

 
He sits, hands clasped in his lap, awkward.

 
FERDIAD

I'm uh...Ferdiad, ma'am.
 

MAEVE
I know, I've heard good things.

 
FERDIAD

Oh.
 

There's an awkward silence as Beatrice comes back, bringing
a TEA SERVICE, with scones and jam.

 
The gold-rimmed teacups make another appearance.
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MAEVE

This will be fine.
 

She gestures for Beatrice to leave, and she immediately
slides forward, making Ferdiad a cup.

 
FERDIAD

You have a beautiful home.
 

MAEVE
Thank you, dear.

 
She hands him a cup on a saucer, the height of propriety and
manners.

 
MAEVE (CONT'D)

I know your parents. Shannon and
Phil are such a sweet couple.

 
FERDIAD

Phil's my step-dad.
 

MAEVE
Oh, of course. He's quite active
with the Defense Force.

 
FERDIAD

Yeah. Yes. I've heard that. I don't
hang around that place much.

 
MAEVE

(reassuring)
You're among friends here.

 
She makes up a scone for him, passing it over as well. He
takes it, puts the plate in his lap, still awkward.

 
FERDIAD

Oh, ta. Thank you very much.
 

MAEVE
I wasn't exaggerating, Ferdiad.
I've been told you're very
effective.

 
A beat, Ferdiad takes a bite of his scone and can't answer.

 
MAEVE (CONT'D)

The job you did at the bank was
very well done.

 
His eyes go wide.
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MAEVE (CONT'D)

Don't worry, my love, you're not
here to be arrested. I have a
vested interest in the success of
your group.

 
FERDIAD

Ma'am, I'm sorry but I'm not... I'm
going back to school in a month. I
intend to move away from Ireland
entirely after I get my degree.

 
MAEVE

That's a shame. You're not at all
concerned with the state of your
homeland?

 
FERDIAD

(pained)
It's not that, I just...

 
He's lost, scrambling. He looks young.

 
MAEVE

I know your other reasons, of
course. I can see why you'd want to
get out of this place. Considering
the sort of clubs you tend to
prefer.

 
Ferdiad looks panicked, embarrassed. He looks down.

 
MAEVE (CONT'D)

It's not a problem to me, love. I
don't care who you fool around
with. But I know how it is out
there. I could help, you know, find
you a girl to date during the
day...my Fiona's turning seventeen
in August. I daresay in a few years
you two could have a wedding. You
wouldn't have to worry about any
rumors with a nice girl waiting at
home.

 
FERDIAD

Ma'am, that's not what I want.
 

MAEVE
You know Seamus Daugherty, is that
right?

 
Ferdiad immediately stiffens. Maeve smiles.
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FERDIAD

We grew up together.
 

MAEVE
You're still close now, correct?

 
FERDIAD

We've...kept in touch.
 

MAEVE
Oh, I've heard that.

 
Ferdiad goes bright red. His hands are shaking so badly that
he puts the cup on the table, followed by the plate. Maeve
goes in for the kill.

 
MAEVE (CONT'D)

It might have been fine when you
were kids. Sweet even, children not
knowing where to draw those lines.

 
FERDIAD

(upset)
Just say what you want.

 
MAEVE

(beatific)
Ah, excuse me...Father?

 
Ferdiad turns, sees Father Fergus walk in.

 
Ferdiad stands as if he's leaving, but he's trapped; Fergus
takes up the door.

 
FERGUS

Lad.
 

FERDIAD
What's going on?

 
MAEVE

We police our own streets, yes?
We're on the political side of the
English, but we're Irish first.

 
FERDIAD

What do you need me for?
 

MAEVE
We need to take something out of
the hands of the Nationalists.
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FERGUS

We're trying to avoid more death,
son. There's a grave threat to the
safety of Belfast, and there are
few people who can pass along both
sides of the wall.

 
FERDIAD

People know who I am.
 

FERGUS
You've been away two long years,
lad. Those what remember you
remember you kindly.

 
MAEVE

It's either you, or we'll be forced
to inform the police about Seamus'
midnight activities and allow them
to handle him. I'm sure you know
how quick they are to fire. We're
just looking to prevent more
bloodshed.

 
Ferdiad looks from Maeve to Fergus. He can't believe that
Fergus is allowing Maeve to threaten Seamus.

 
Fergus is resigned, his face is tight.

 
FERDIAD

Is that it?
 

FERGUS
It's just a delivery, nothing to
object to. We just need someone who
won't raise alarms.

 
MAEVE

No names. You pick something up
from your Da's work and pass it off
to one of ours. A little hand off.

 
Ferdiad looks between the two of them.

 
Fergus smiles encouragingly.

 
FERGUS

Please, lad. This one last thing,
and Maeve will set you up well.

 
MAEVE

You want a place in Paris? What
boulevard?
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Ferdiad pauses, looks at Maeve again.

 
FERDIAD

This is the last thing. I don't
want to keep doing this. I've said
I was done. I was done.

 
Maeve looks sympathetic, nodding.

 
MAEVE

I completely understand.
 

FERDIAD
(to Fergus)

No mention of this to Seamus?
 

FERGUS
None.

 
Ferdiad nods, resolute.

 
FERDIAD

What do you need?
 

Maeve smiles, Fergus walks into the room and sits on the
couch.

 
Ferdiad sits back down.

 
Maeve pours herself a cup of tea as Fergus leans into
Ferdiad and begins to speak.

 
               INT. CATHOLIC CHURCH - IN THE VESTIBULE - DAY
 

Connor is pacing, mimicking Lloyd's wait earlier.
 

Seamus walks in, wearing his SUNDAY SUIT, shoulders hunched,
the look of a little boy heading to confession.

 
CONNOR

Hold on, pup-
 

Connor grabs Seamus' arm, pulls him-
 
               INTO THE VESTRY
 

Similar to the altar room, but full of LITURGICAL VESTMENTS.
Fergus is there, and he and Connor glare at each other.

 
Fergus is prepping for the FIRST FRIDAY BENEDICTION, putting
on all the regalia of his station.

 
Seamus looks desperate, as if he wants to run away.
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FERGUS

Don't mind me. Just an old priest
looking to save a few souls.

 
Connor sneers slightly, pulls Seamus into a corner, away
from Fergus.

 
CONNOR

We've new information-
 

SEAMUS
(desperate)

This can't wait until after
benediction?

 
CONNOR

The cause is immediate, boy. We
move tonight, and you do not get to
argue with me.

 
Fergus is still putting on his vestments carefully,
murmuring the associated prayers under his breath.

 
He is not looking at them. Connor pulls Seamus in close,
whispering against his ear.

 
CONNOR (CONT'D)

(sotto voce)
What they're calling the Bull is a
missile system, the architecture
for it.

 
SEAMUS

(aloud)
So it won't change much after a
sermon.

 
He tries to walk past.

 
Connor pushes him back roughly.

 
Fergus glances over at the thud of Seamus' back against the
wall. Connor leans in.

 
CONNOR

This is your chance to redeem
yourself, yeah? Your girl still
can't stand up without turning pale
as a sheet.

 
Seamus' eyes are down.

 
Fergus puts on the STOLE-
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FERGUS

Redde mihi, Domine, stolam
immortalitatis, quam perdidi in
praevaricatione primi parentis-

 
CONNOR

This is a simple call, Seamus.
Intercept the information. Take out
the man coming and the man going.

(a beat)
As long as you're on time and you
don't hesitate...all will be
forgiven. Last night's shite-show
...absolved.

 
FERGUS

Domine, qui dixisti: Iugum meum
suave est, et onus meum leve: fac,
ut istud portare sic valeam, quod
consequar tuam gratiam. Amen.

 
Fergus finishes, putting on the chasuble and taking a deep
breath.

 
Seamus looks up, eyes over on Fergus. Connor is still,
backing him into a corner.

 
Connor presses a piece of PAPER into Seamus' hand.

 
CONNOR

Get going.
 

Seamus looks down, pushes by Connor, walking past Fergus.
 

Fergus is silent.
 

Connor leaves after Seamus, glancing over at Fergus.
 

CONNOR (CONT'D)
Say an extra prayer for him,
father.

 
Fergus watches as Connor leaves. He closes his eyes.

 
There is a new weight to his shoulders.

 
               INT. JOHN HEWITT PUB - EARLY EVENING
 

Seamus and Ferdiad are sitting at a booth, the high sides
giving them some privacy. Seamus still in his SUIT, although
a little loose, tie gone. Ferdiad is dressed about the same.

 
A drink is in front of each of them. Neither are drinking.
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Ferdiad is on edge.

 
FERDIAD

Good showing for service today?
First Friday, isn't it?

 
SEAMUS

Skipped it.
 

FERDIAD
Even confession?

 
The joke falls flat.

 
FERDIAD (CONT'D)

Sorry.
 

Another pause. Tinny music around them.
 

FERDIAD (CONT'D)
Why'd you ditch me at the club?

 
SEAMUS

(flinching)
Oh-

 
FERDIAD

Were you ashamed or something?
 

SEAMUS
(sullen)

No...
 

FERDIAD
Did your terrorist friends make you
a better offer?

 
At this, Seamus looks up. He reaches over, grabs Ferdiad's
wrist, making him jump.

 
FERDIAD (CONT'D)

What on earth-
 

SEAMUS
Outside.

 
He leans over, ferocious, angry.

 
FERDIAD

Christ, let me go!
 

SEAMUS
Outside, now.
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Ferdiad leans back, startled.

 
FERDIAD

We'll lose our table?...The drinks?
 

SEAMUS
We weren't really using either.

 
Ferdiad slides out.

 
               EXT. HEWITT ALLEYWAY - MOMENTS LATER
 

The two men are next to each other, leaning against the wall
of the pub, in the shadow of an alley.

 
Seamus has gone quiet. Ferdiad fumbles as he lights a
cigarette.

 
FERDIAD

Wasn't fair of me to say that.
(a beat)

I just...I need you to know how it
felt...what I felt when you just
disappeared.

 
SEAMUS

How'd it feel then?
 

FERDIAD
It felt like shite, Seamus, how do
you think it felt?

 
Silence for a few seconds.

 
Ferdiad waits, shakes his head, takes another puff.

 
SEAMUS

I'm sorry. I was...it was nice.
 

FERDIAD
(relentless)

Then why did you leave?
 

SEAMUS
I had to.

 
FERDIAD

Had to?
 

SEAMUS
I had a job to do.
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FERDIAD

Who gave you a job at an hour of
midnight?

 
SEAMUS

Ferdiad, don't...
 

FERDIAD
It's not fair. All this is
bullshit.

 
SEAMUS

Ireland isn't bullshit.
 

Ferdiad is silent. He looks away. They're close, shoulder to
shoulder, almost touching.

 
SEAMUS (CONT'D)

A free Ireland-–It's not just what
I want. Not just what the IRA
wants...Ireland is not bullshit.
She's something worth fighting for.
If one person dies, ten, a hundred,
if blood is what it takes to bring
Ireland together again, it's worth
it. Who wouldn't prefer to die than
to live in this half-place
England's forced on us?

 
FERDIAD

I understand it, I do. You think I
like listening to the way Phil
talks? Those meetings I'm forced to
sit through? I've lived here all my
life, Seamus, just as same as you!

 
SEAMUS

You're getting out...you have uni
to look forward to-

 
FERDIAD

Come with me.
 

Seamus looks at Ferdiad, who reaches over, takes Seamus'
hand.

 
FERDIAD (CONT'D)

I'm getting a flat next year. Right
near school.

 
SEAMUS

With a view of the Eiffel Tower? Or
that...fecking stupid palace?
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FERDIAD

Come with me. Leave all this to the
politicians and legal busybodies.
Come with me.

 
Seamus doesn't move. Ferdiad leans into him, smiles. There's
something desperate, sad, and naive here.

 
FERDIAD (CONT'D)

We could walk down the Champs-
Elysees, holding hands.

(a beat, nothing)
You could kiss me. In the day. At a
park.

 
SEAMUS

There's no such place.
 

FERDIAD
Come with me.

 
Seamus shakes his head.

 
SEAMUS

There are things I have to do. I
can't leave.

 
They're still holding hands.

 
Seamus pulls away, rubbing both hands over his face, through
his hair.

 
Ferdiad watches, pained. He takes a shaky breath, looks
away, smokes again.

 
               EXT. JOHN HEWITT PUB - MOMENTS LATER
 

Lloyd walks across the barfront, sees Seamus and Ferdiad are
still in the alley, smoking. They're directly across from
each other, not touching.

 
LLOYD

Seamus?
 

Seamus looks up, looks at Ferdiad.
 

Ferdiad takes another drag, and Seamus turns, going out of
the alley.

 
Seamus and Lloyd go back into the bar.

 
Ferdiad crushes his half- burned cigarette into the ground
and almost runs away from the pub.
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               EXT. NORTH BELFAST, DUNCAIRN - NIGHT
 

The WAREHOUSES of Sailortown are abandoned at night. This is
an area next to the George Best Airport - planes fly over
occasionally. The River Lagan is nearby.

 
There are a few security guards, but they are inattentive,
watching only the gates and not the fences.

 
Seamus is walking next to the fence, hunched over, intent.
Lloyd follows, nervous.

 
               INT. CONVERTED WAREHOUSE - MOMENTS LATER
 

Ferdiad is quiet and fast. He's wearing his black tac-gear
from the bank robbery, his red handkerchief around his neck.

 
He's wearing a large COAT, bulky enough to hide a gun. He
walks slowly, carefully, absolutely silent, passing in
between shipping containers.

 
He pauses for only a second, spotting the metal staircase up
to the landing, the hallway that leads to the doors of-

 
               THE OVERSEER'S OFFICE
 

Ferdiad opens the door to one of the offices, slowly. There
are other offices on this landing. He looks around, and then
steps in, still alert.

 
               EXT. CONVERTED WAREHOUSE - CONTINUOUS
 

Seamus scales the side of the warehouse, using scaffolding
and equipment to make the climb.

 
Lloyd watches him, in awe, and has to force himself to look
around, eyes out.

 
Seamus pushes open the window, slowly, then drops down to
the concrete floor below.

 
               INSIDE THE WAREHOUSE
 

Seamus crouches, pauses. He lifts his head, something
doglike about him. This is Seamus at his most ruthless.

 
He's received a cut over his eye during this. Blood starts
trailing down his face.

 
He stands slowly, the only sound is that of water; the River
Lagan is close.

 
Around him are containers, crates, shipping boxes.
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Moving slowly, he heads for the stairs.

 
He pauses, looking up at the second landing.

 
He's not nervous; he's hunting.

 
               IN THE OVERSEER'S OFFICE
 

A skylight lets in a small patch of yellow light. It falls
on Ferdiad's face. He shrugs off his jacket.

 
Sitting at the table is the UDF PICK-UP: a older man with a
handle of keys.

 
They speak in low whispers.

 
UDF PICK-UP

(nervous)
I thought you weren't going to
come-

 
FERDIAD

I'm early as it is. How long have
you been here?

 
Ferdiad spreads his jacket out, lets out a seam from the
inside of his jacket, pulling out the JAVELIN BLUEPRINTS
pressed in between two pieces of cardboard.

 
UDF PICK-UP

I didn't want to be followed!
 

FERDIAD
You skulk around anywhere too long
and you'll be noticed.

 
The man is taking off his shirt, pressing the cardboard
against his chest, pulling on a bulletproof vest, then his
shirt.

 
               ON THE LANDING
 

Below the offices, on a landing that leads up to the upper
level, Seamus is crouched, exposed.

 
He's holding his GUN, ready. If anyone comes out of the
offices, onto the main landing hallway, they'll see him
immediately.

 
He makes his way up.

 
Seamus carefully opens the door to an office identical to
the one Ferdiad is in.
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Light comes through a broken skylight. Suddenly a rush of
WINGS-

 
               IN THE SECOND OFFICE
 

A murder of crows have been disturbed, and they fly off the
empty shelving unit. They rush around, loud and dark. They
suddenly fly through the door, over Seamus, through the
warehouse.

 
He ducks as they fly by. He's breathing hard, eyes wide,
shocked. An ill omen.

 
Another few seconds. He makes the SIGN OF THE CROSS and
continues down the hallway of offices. There are still
flutters, caws, the sounds of the crows as we go back to-

 
               THE OVERSEER'S OFFICE
 

The crows are in the distance, unseen.
 

UDF PICK-UP
You hear something?

 
FERDIAD

Rats are all over this place.
You've got what you need then?

 
UDF PICK-UP

I heard-
 

FERDIAD
Get the hell out, man. I can't
leave until you go.

 
UDF PICK-UP

There's someone here! You want me
to get fecking murdered?

 
There is an air of amateurish behavior here. They're deadly
serious, speaking sotto voce, but it's obvious they're not
really trained for this.

 
The Pickup is standing by the door, looking out.

 
FERDIAD

You want me to leave first?
 

The factory is still again. The door squeaks open, but it's
not apparent who has left the office.

 
The man goes to the stairs, pauses at the landing- mimicking
where Seamus was exposed earlier.
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Overhead a FAN TURBINE slowly turns. Seamus is watching from
the open hallway above.

 
The GUNSHOT is loud, huge in this building.

 
The man falls to the concrete, face-first. Seamus walks
down, and pauses before he crouches to examine the body.

 
FERDIAD (CONT'D)

Seamus?
 

Seamus's head snaps up. Ferdiad is on the landing. Both are
shocked.

 
SEAMUS

What are you doing here?
 

FERDIAD
Look at this...

 
SEAMUS

Jesus Christ, get out of here.
 

Ferdiad is down the steps by now. He goes to the Pickup, but
he's dead, obviously gone. Ferdiad looks shaken now.

 
FERDIAD

People will have heard...
 

SEAMUS
What are you doing here?

 
FERDIAD

Just go, we'll talk later.
 

Both rushed, but sotto voce, worried, upset.
 

They look young. Ferdiad stands, backs away from the Pickup.
He looks at the BACK DOOR-takes a step towards his escape
route.

 
He pauses, sees that Seamus is only carrying his gun.

 
Ferdiad's eyes look down...The man's body is undisturbed.
THE PLANS ARE NOT WITH THE IRA.

 
SEAMUS

Ferdiad, what-
 

FERDIAD
Later, yeah?

 
Without any immediate response from the guards, they're a
little more calm, retreat a few steps away from the body.
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Ferdiad reaches out for Seamus' hand. They stand like this
for a few seconds.

 
SEAMUS

You shouldn't be here.
 

Ferdiad looks at him.
 

LLOYD (O.S.)
Don't touch him!

 
Lloyd, meant to be a lookout, is inside the warehouse, at
the BACK DOOR.

 
Seamus and Ferdiad jump apart.

 
LLOYD

He's the quisling, Seamus! What do
you think you're doing?!

 
SEAMUS

He's...
 

Ferdiad jerks away. He looks between the two of them.
 

FERDIAD
I'm leaving.

 
Seamus reaches for Ferdaid's arm again. Lloyd steps forward,
fumbling, startling Ferdiad, who reaches for his BELT.

 
LLOYD

He's got a bloody knife!

 
CRACK!

 
A flash-

 
Seamus' GUN is in his hand. The light falters.

 
Seamus' face is stricken as Ferdiad falls back. No time to
say, think, do anything.

 
Ferdiad is on the ground, a gunshot wound blooming. He can't
talk.

 
Seamus drops the gun, kneels, cradles Ferdiad. Ferdiad's
eyes are wide open, focusing on Seamus as he dies.

 
Ferdiad dies in Seamus' arms. Seamus pulls him close and
will not let him go.

 
Lloyd runs up, puts a hand on Seamus shoulder.
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LLOYD (CONT'D)

We have to go...
 

Seamus is holding Ferdiad up to him, blood drips to floor.
He makes a soft keening noise. Seamus' blood drips onto
Ferdiad's forehead.

 
LLOYD (CONT'D)

Seamus, please.
 

SEAMUS
(fiercely)

I won't leave him.
 

LLOYD
Just...

 
Seamus starts arranging Ferdiad in his arms, shuffling
slightly.

 
SEAMUS

He doesn't belong here.
 

LLOYD
We need to go! The peelers are out
there, two shots off? We need to go
right now!

 
Seamus is still clutching Ferdiad, but noises are in the
distance. Cars, yelling, a siren.

 
Seamus curls around Ferdiad, leans down, kisses his
forehead. He's distraught. He pulls Ferdiad close and lifts
him as he stands.

 
LLOYD (CONT'D)

What are you fecking doing?!
 

Seamus doesn't respond, carrying Ferdiad. They leave, Lloyd
pushing him along.

 
The GUN is left. There is blood on the ground. The Pickup,
dead, undisturbed, the plans still against his skin...

 
Crows flying.

 
               BEHIND A SHIPPING CONTAINER
 

Another MEMBER OF THE RED HAND comes out.
 

He runs over to the PICKUP, quickly pats him down. A few
badges are obvious on his jacket, including a "Q.S." tattoo
on his hand.
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There's the sound of screeching metal, rusted doors opening.

 
The RED HAND lackey, pulling up his shirt, tearing at the
vest, finds the PLANS, slips in the blood, runs away.

 
The lights in the warehouse turn on. There is blood,
FOOTPRINTS in two directions, and left behind...Seamus' GUN.

 
PRE-LAP:

 
The crows' (the ill omen, the Morrigan, the old goddess)
caws echo throughout the building. The river rushes.

 
All is as it always is in land of Ulster, the blood of
Ireland soaked into the streets.

 
               INT. ST. GEORGE'S CHURCH - DAY
 

The Church is brightly lit; sun streaming in. It's odd for
the climate, and all the light does is show in dull color
the sea of black and dark blue. There are red ties
throughout.

 
This is rigid ritual.

 
Phillip and Shannon sit near the front of the church.

 
The PROTESTANT MINISTER stands in the pulpit, in front of
the glossy black lightsink of a coffin.

 
It looks like an omen, something deep. A well with flowers
on it. Unopened.

 
MINISTER

This recurring tragedy of our time,
that the promising and innocent
should be cut off in the prime of
youth. Ferdiad was a man of the
future, a bright student and a
loyal son of Ireland.

 
It can be difficult for us, left below, to understand the
ways of the Lord, in this time that seems so dark, in the
hands of those who seek to unmoor our city, our country, our
faith, in the hands of those who lawlessly pursue murder and
sin.

 
All the while the minister delivers this sermon, it feels as
if the church is getting smaller and smaller.

 
People enter the church quietly, filing in even though the
sermon is near over.
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Shannon is dry-eyed, experiencing a loss beyond tears,
devastated. She murmurs medicated prayers, can't look at her
son's coffin.

 
Phillip, next to her, resolute, strangely proud.

 
The door opens behind the congregation, and Maeve and Allen
enter.

 
The community reveres these two; Irish royalty in Belfast.

 
MINISTER (CONT'D)

But we know! We who cling to faith
and truth, we who remember the
words of our Lord when He said He
would never forsake us.

 
He watches Maeve and Allen as they enter.

 
MINISTER (CONT'D)

We know that even though he was
taken from us, we place our trust
in our brave police and in the
courts of justice, and in the Lord
above who guides and blesses them.
Our streets have seen too much
bloodshed.

 
Maeve and Allen walk forward, Maeve a few steps ahead. She
gets to the Clarkes' pew and leans down to whisper in
Shannon's ear, presumably words of comfort.

 
Shannon's jaw tightens. Her expression turns like sour milk.
She doesn't move, doesn't acknowledge that she's being
spoken to.

 
Allen puts a hand on Maeve's back, and then steps into a
nearby pew.

 
MINISTER (CONT'D)

For we know that though we feel
sorrow and loss, Ferdiad himself is
saved. He is already within the
light, and he is with the community
of heaven now, looking forward with
joy to peace in our time, as we may
look forward to reuniting with our
loved ones in the paradise that
awaits those who died in God's
love. In the name of the Father...

 
The Minister's voice lowers as he continues the blessing,
moving his hand in a cross toward the coffin.
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Maeve is straight-backed. Unyielding.

 
Allen reaches for her hand, and she pulls it away, looking
away from him, hand wrapped around her clutch.

 
The Minister finishes, and the organist starts to play.

 
The song rises over the black coffin, the congregation all
standing as one joining in from their hymnals.

 
               EXT. ST. GEORGE'S CHURCH - CONTINUOUS
 

The song can be heard even outside the church.
 

The staunch white pillars of St. George's are colonial,
neoclassical, an undeniable sign of the English stake in
Belfast.

 
PRELAP:

 
The song endures, louder and louder, but it becomes thready,
coming out of Ava's CASSETTE PLAYER.

 
               EXT. ORMEAU PARK - DAY
 

Ava and Seamus are sitting side by side on the water's edge.
 

The water rushes beneath them as the song fades.
 

Seamus picks at the cut over his eye. He wants it to scar.
 

Cigarette smoke wafts on the breeze as the sun starts to go
down.

 
Ava smokes, the music changes. It gets lower, turns into
something sad and empty. Not fucking Danny Boy.

 
SEAMUS

I went over to him, on the street.
He was lost, on his way home from
school, and he was like...holding
this torn school book. Some of the
pages, torn near out of the
binding. He had scuffed knees,
split lip, torn uniform...but I
found him, and I saw his eyes,
yeah? Sad. Big and sad.

 
He takes the cigarette from Ava.

 
SEAMUS (CONT'D)

He wasn't crying though. Worried
about the damn book.

(MORE)
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SEAMUS  (CONT'D)

I told him we could fix it, took
him to Fergus 'cause...even if this
little orange kid knew better than
to be in our part of town... I knew
Fergus had cellotape for his book.

 
I remember the way he looked at me when I told him we could
fix it. Big feckin' eyes.

 
AVA

He did have pretty eyes. A nice
color.

 
She takes the cigarette from his mouth, kissing his cheek.

 
SEAMUS

I suppose they were a good color.
 

AVA
You suppose, huh?

 
Seamus shrugs, looking out at the water. Ava takes another
drag before offering it to Seamus.

 
SEAMUS

Ta.
 

AVA
What else, then?

 
SEAMUS

What else is there?
 

AVA
I dunno. Tell me more about his
eyes.

 
SEAMUS

Like a saint's, how about that?
Looking at all the people, seeing
something nobody else did. Summer
sea blue. Never empty.

 
AVA

What's a blue flower? For his
grave. We could hunt one up.

 
There's a pause here. This is the reality of it; how they'll
remember Ferdiad. Seamus isn't holding it together anymore.
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SEAMUS

I should have just...gone with him
when he asked. To France. Away from
all this. He asked me to...

 
Ava takes a deep breath; they stay silent for a minute.
Seamus leans forward, head in his hands.

 
SEAMUS (CONT'D)

I should have gone with him.
 

He's in tears, breaking slowly, trying not to. Ava tosses
her cigarette into the water and scoots closer to him,
wrapping her arms around his shoulders, pulling him close.

 
The song plays louder and louder.

 
Seamus lets Ava comfort him, the two of them leaning into
each other.

 
They hold hands, watching the harbor.

 
Ireland is still divided.

 
The cost of peace by piece.

 
FADE OUT.

 
THE END


