FADE IN:  

EXT.  A RIVER. UNDERWATER. DAWN

A salmon swims upstream. Up ahead there is a bridge. The water is 

suddenly disturbed by two large SPLASHES. Two young men, MARK and 

PHILIP sink to the bottom. Their feet are encased in concrete and  

their hands are tied behind their backs. They struggle violently and 

are obviously terrified. The salmon swims close to Mark and it winks 

at him. Mark SCREAMS loudly and there is the sound of pots and pans 

CLATTERING.

INT.  SCRUFFY HOUSE.  MARK'S BEDROOM.  NIGHT.

Mark jerks upright in his bed, still screaming. He is soaked in sweat 

and can hardly catch his breath. The sound of the pots and pans 

continues for two seconds. After catching his breath, Mark goes 

downstairs and into the kitchen. A clock shows the time to be 02.42 

am. Lying on the floor in the middle of some pots and pans is TOMMY, 

unconsciously drunk and in a mess. There is a cut on his head. Mark 

looks world weary and upset. He whispers to himself.



MARK


Jesus Christ!

Mark shakes his head, gets a cloth and cleans Tommy's cut. Mark takes 

a wine bottle from Tommy's coat and pours it down the sink after 

sniffing it.



MARK (to the now mumbling Tommy)


Ah well, at least it's just the wine tonight.  


C'mon big lad, let's get you up the stairs.

Mark takes Tommy to bed, partially undresses him and tucks him in.



MARK (to the now sleeping Tommy)


I had that fish dream again tonight Da. 


(BEAT)


It scared the crap out of me. That's the  third 


time in two weeks!

Mark looks at Tommy and shakes his head gently from side to side.



MARK


Aye, you're a good listener Da.... if nothing 


else.

Mark goes back to bed.

EXT.  MARK'S HOUSE. - MORNING

PHILIP walks up the path.    He knocks briefly, tries the door, which 

is open, and lets himself in.



PHILIP (SHOUTING)


Are you up yet?



MARK (SHOUTING OOV)


Yeah, I'll be down in a minute

Philip looks about him at the blood and mess in the kitchen.



PHILIP


I see your oul lad's been out on the rip again.



MARK (SHOUTING OOV)


Ha!  So what's new?

Mark walks into the kitchen.



PHILIP


Are you ready yet?  We need to get a move on - 


you do know that you're up at twelve?



MARK


Jesus.  I know alright.  I'm fucking shitting 


myself.  Right, prison or pub, here I come.  


Ready?

INT.  COURTROOM. WAITING AREA. - DAY

Mark and Philip are sitting on a bench on one side of a hallway. On 

the other side, also on benches, are ARTHUR, LENNY and Lenny's wife 

ALISON, who is pretty but tarty. Approaching from up the hallway is 

DETECTIVE INSPECTOR DAWSON. He is a greasy sort of character with a 

thick moustache and he is carrying some paperwork. He approaches Mark 

and his friend,  sporting a malicious smile.



DAWSON


Well Jordan - pack your toothbrush, did you? 

Dawson bends down and whispers to Mark. He has a look of absolute 

hatred.



DAWSON


I hope they bugger you senseless you little shit!

Mark smiles.



MARK


Mmmm.... I'm not going anywhere y'know... ..well, 


except the pub....... Soon as this farce is over 


we're off to get rat arsed... 

Mark grins at Dawson. 



MARK (CONTINUED)


....just like the last time, remember! You can 


join us if you like.

Dawson looks amused.



DAWSON


Are you completely stupid? You do know that I 


have your dabs and they're inside the shop in a 


place where the public, ie, you, have no 


access?.... Ha!...You don't stand a snowball's 


chance in hell of beating this rap!



MARK


Is that right?.... Well correct me if I'm wrong, 


but isn't that what you said the last time?

Dawson gets very annoyed at this remark.



DAWSON


Let me tell you son, that was just luck! 


....You'll not be so fucking lucky this time 


though...... An hour from now they'll be shipping 


your sorry hole off to the slammer for a one-and-


a-half stretch!

Dawson appears triumphant. Mark is almost, but not completely, 

undaunted.



MARK 


Mmmmm....well, we'll see.

Dawson storms off. Philip and Mark look at each other.  They give a 

little laugh, but they are both clearly nervous. Philip turns to Mark.



PHILIP


Y'know, I'm beginning to think that he's not very 


keen on you!

They both laugh again. After a moment Mark looks over at Alison and 

catches her eye. They maintain eye contact for a few seconds and they 

give each other a little flirty smile. Alison notices that Lenny has 

seen this flirting and she immediately becomes flustered, almost 

panicky. She instantly loses her smile and busies herself in her 

handbag. Lenny looks at her then over to Mark. He is clearly furious. 

From Mark's POV Lenny is seen (but not heard) giving Alison serious 

grief. Arthur looks slightly amused and smiles over at Mark. Philip 

notices.



PHILIP


Who's that cretin?



MARK


Well, the one on the left's Lenny.  He's just 


your run of the mill psychopath, but that other 


bloke, Arty Magill, you call him.  Now he's just 


downright dangerous.



PHILIP


What? IRA?



MARK


Big time.  Magill's got serious rank and Lenny's 


one of his henchmen.

Philip looks over at both of them and throws them a cheesy grin while 

talking to Mark through his clenched, smiling teeth.



PHILIP


Wankers. 

Mark laughs as the court loudspeaker crackles into life.



TANNOY


Mark Stephen Jordan - Court Room Three please.  

Mark and Philip look at each other, Mark braces himself and they head 

to Court Room Three.



MARK


Well, here goes!

Philip pats him on the back.



PHILIP


Good luck oul pal of mine!  You never know, you 


might get away with a fine.

Mark laughs ironically.



MARK


Ha!  If I could afford to pay a fine I wouldn't 


have ended up here in the first place.

Mark reciprocates the back pat and they both walk towards courtroom 

three. Arthur turns to Lenny who is now a little calmer.



ARTHUR


Let's go watch this Jordan boy's case. It could 


be interesting ...........

He looks at his watch and turns to Lenny.



ARTHUR (CONTINUED)


........We still have about an hour before you're 


on.

Alison, Arthur and Lenny head for Court Room Three.

INT.  COURT ROOM THREE. - DAY

The trial is drawing to a close and Dawson is presenting his final 

argument. 



DAWSON


... so you see, Your Honour, it is all quite 


simple and may I be permitted to say, almost 


exceptionally conclusive. We have heard from two 


independent eye witnesses who have placed the 


defendant in the area, in fact within two meters 


of the premises, at the exact time of the 


burglary. Furthermore, we have a set of 


fingerprints that match the defendant's in no 


less than nineteen points...

Dawson turns to the jury.



DAWSON (continued)


...three more than is required for a positive 


identification in law. 


(beat)


These fingerprints were found in a place where 


the public cannot gain access and the shop owner 


has told us that he does not know the defendant 


and that he has never granted the defendant 


access to the area where the fingerprints were 


found.

Dawson looks triumphantly at Mark, well pleased with himself.



DAWSON


Your Honour, that concludes the case for the 


police. I have no further evidence.

The MAGISTRATE looks to Mark.



MAGISTRATE


Mr. Jordan, I see from my notes that you have 


expressed a desire to represent yourself in this 


matter, is that correct?

Mark gets to his feet and is the epitome of good manners and 

politeness.



MARK


Yes sir, if you have no objection.

The magistrate looks over the top of his glasses at Mark.



MAGISTRATE


You do realise the serious nature of this matter 


Mr Jordan?

Mark nods.



MARK


Yes Your Honour, I do.

The magistrate nods his head repeatedly in contemplation.



MAGISTRATE


Mamma......I'm not convinced that you do!  Would 


you like me to adjourn the court for a short 


while to give you a chance to reconsider your 


position?

Mark is very together and remains polite.



MARK


Thank you for the opportunity Your Honour, but I 


am quite happy to defend myself. I am totally 


innocent of this charge and I have every 


confidence in the justice system. 


(beat)


I have a simple but honest defence that I know 


the jury will recognise as the truth.

Mark turns and nods to the jury.



MAGISTRATE


Very well then, but I warn you that the 


responsibility for whatever happens now lies 


entirely on your shoulders.....You may proceed.

Mark nods acknowledgement.



MARK


Thank you Sir, I have a very short defence and I 


would like to call only two witnesses. First I 


would like to call Detective Inspector Dawson.

The magistrate turns to Dawson.



MAGISTRATE


Please take the stand Mr. Dawson

Arthur, watching from the public gallery, sits forward in anticipation 

and smiles to himself.  Dawson is still looking confident, almost 

amused, as he enters the stand. He is sworn in by the CLERK of the 

court. Mark takes the floor.



MARK


Detective Inspector Dawson, you claim to have 


found a set of my fingerprints inside the shop - 


is that correct?



DAWSON


That is correct.

Mark paces a little.



MARK


And where exactly where these prints found?

Dawson is unruffled.



DAWSON


They were found on a window in a store room to 


which there is no public access.

He looks pleased with himself.



MARK


And what sort of window was it?

Dawson looks a bit puzzled



DAWSON


How do you mean?

Mark tilts his head to one side.



MARK


How do I mean?..... I mean was it a big window, a 


small window, a skylight.... did it have leaded 


glass, was it an internal window, was it broken 


or cracked........what was it like?

Dawson doesn't look quite so confident now.



DAWSON


Errr...well it was about thirty square 


centimeters and had four  glass slats, er... and 


it was on an external wall.



MARK


Right so you are saying that it was a small 


louvre type window?



DAWSON


Er....yes, it was.



MARK


And was it big enough to allow someone of my size 


access?

Dawson grabs at this chance.



DAWSON


Yes, actually it was, if the individual slats 


were removed.



MARK


I see and were they removed?

Dawson is flustered.



DAWSON


They could have been removed and replaced when 


the thieves left.



MARK


Oh really, and tell me this Mr Dawson, was there 


any other damage to the building?



DAWSON


Er... well, there were a few slates missing from 


the roof. 



MARK


Mmmm... and was the felt under the roof tiles 


damaged?





DAWSON


It had a hole in it.

Mark is now looking confident. He has Dawson on the run.



MARK


Okay, let's go back to the window for a moment. 


Is the outside of this window in a place where 


the public have access?



DAWSON


It is in a lane at the side of the shop.



MARK 


A public right of way?



DAWSON


I suppose so.



MARK


You suppose so?....Don't you know?

Dawson is becoming more and more rattled.



DAWSON


Well, yes it is a public path.



MARK


And if you were in this lane and for any reason 


you pulled open this window, by the nature of it 


being made of slats would your fingerprints be on 


one side of the glass and your thumb prints be on 


the other.......?

Mark demonstrates what he means  by using a sheet of paper that he 

picks up from the dock.



MARK


......So if for instance, I was down that lane 


with my girlfriend and we were playing around and 


teasing each other and I took her scarf from her 


and pretended to drop it inside this window, then 


you could reasonably expect to find my 


fingerprints on both sides of the glass - that 


is, both on the inside and the outside?

Dawson is more than a little ruffled.



DAWSON


That's just ridiculous.. 

Mark is well in control.



MARK


Please just answer the question with a simple yes 


or no - is it possible that there is an innocent 


explanation for the prints?

Dawson is trapped and flustered.



DAWSON


Look anyone can make up a story...

Mark interrupts him.



MARK


Yes or no, it's not a difficult question!

Mark smiles at Dawson. The magistrate interjects.



MAGISTRATE


No, Inspector, it isn't a difficult question, 


please answer Mr. Jordan with a simple yes or no!

Dawson is resigned to his defeat.



DAWSON


............... Yes.



MARK


Thank you. And again, yes or no - was there 


evidence to suggest that the thieves gained 


access through the roof?



DAWSON


........ Yes.



MARK 


Thank you. I have no more questions.



MAGISTRATE


You may step down.

The magistrate turns to Mark.



MAGISTRATE


I presume you would like to call your second 


witness?



MARK


Yes sir - My next witness will corroborate my 


evidence regarding the scarf and the 


window.......

Mark turns to the court usher.



MARK


Could you please call Ms. O'Connor?

Watching from the public gallery, Arthur is obviously very amused by 

the proceedings.

INT.  CHURCH. - DAY

BRIAN is a Priest in his late sixties, but wearing well, with an 

almost permanently pleasant demeanour. He is alone and as he puts out 

the prayer books for six o'clock mass he looks fondly about him at the 

building and sighs with nostalgia.

INT.  COURTROOM. WAITING AREA - DAY

Mark and Philip emerge from the court room into a corridor.  They are 

followed by Dawson who is furious. He catches Mark's eye and glowers.  

Mark nods acknowledgement to Dawson and extends his hand in a friendly 

gesture.  



MARK


No hard feelings?

Dawson refuses to extend his hand and is speechless with anger.  He 

turns and walks off.



PHILIP


Jesus you'll need to watch out for that bastard 


now.  If he catches you so much as picking your 


nose he'll throw the book at you.



MARK


I know.

Philip pauses and for a moment looks a bit puzzled.



PHILIP

So…  if you got in through the roof, how come

your dabs were on the window?

Mark shakes his head and smiles.


MARK

I was going to do that shop about a year ago, so

I went down and had a bit of a nose around.  I must

have poked about with that window, but I’d no gloves 

with me – it was only a suss out.

(beat)

I’d forgotten all about it until the cops pulled me.  I 

nearly shit when they showed me the prints!  They’d

been there the whole time.


PHILIP (sarcastically)

Jees!  That was a tad unfortunate.

Mark rolls his eyes and laughs.


PHILIP (Continued)


Pub?



MARK


Yeah but I want to go see Brian the Priest 


first.  D'you know he's retiring today?



PHILIP


Is he?



MARK


Yeah and he's always been good to my oul lad so I 


want to go and wish him all the best.

Mark and Philip walk away and Dawson watches them through narrowed 

eyes.  As he watches, Arthur approaches him and puts his arm around 

his shoulder.



ARTHUR


Inspector Dawson! I think you and I should have a 


little chat.

INT.  CHURCH.   DAY.

It is the end of six o'clock mass.  There is quite a good turn out of 

elderly parishioners and they are kneeling as Brian says a 

benediction.  



BRIAN


... may the grace of the Lord Jesus Christ and 


the love of God and the fellowship of the Holy 


Spirit be with you all, now and forever more. 


Amen.



CONGREGATION


Amen.

EXT.  CHURCHYARD.   DAY.

Brian is shaking the hands of his congregation as they file out of the 

church.  Mark and Philip watch, leaning casually against a tombstone.  

Brian is pleased to see them and waves them over as the last 

parishioner leaves.



PHILIP (TO MARK)


Good bloke, Brian.



MARK


One of the best.  

Mark and Philip saunter across to Brian.



BRIAN


Hello boys.  It's good to see you.  Come on in.  


I just need to tidy up a bit here.

INT.   CHURCH.    DAY.

They all go into the church where Brian proceeds to gather up the 

prayer books from the pews.



BRIAN


How's Tommy keeping?



MARK


Ahh, not great.  Bloody awful in fact.



BRIAN


How come?



MARK


He's wild sore on the drink. 

Brian and Philip look at Mark sympathetically.



BRIAN


Is there anything I can do?

Mark shakes his head.



MARK


Not really... You've done enough already, Brian.  


I owe you, big time.

There is a short silence.  Philip seems uncomfortable with it and 

begins to fidget, picking up a prayer book and flicking through it.  

Brian looks at their court suits.



BRIAN


So, are you boys still at loggerheads with the 


law?



MARK


'fraid so.

Philip looks a little embarrassed at Mark's honesty.



PHILIP


We only do shops you know.  Not people's houses 


or anything.  

Another awkward silence.



PHILIP (continued)


Anyway, those punters always exaggerate their 



(MORE)



PHILIP (continued)


insurance claims, so everyone wins.  You could 


even say we're doing them a favour.

Brian raises an eyebrow and Philip looks sheepish.  Brian laughs.



BRIAN


D'you know, Philip - I do believe some of 'those 


punters' probably do think that you've done them 


a favour...

Brian looks at Philip over the top of his glasses.



BRIAN (continued)


...all the same though.  There must be better 


ways to help people out, eh?

Philip is a little embarrassed and tries to change the subject.



PHILIP


Mmmm, I suppose so. 


(beat)


So Brian, what are you going to do now, now that 


you're no longer a man of God?

Brian laughs.



BRIAN


Just because I'm retiring doesn't mean I'm no 


longer a man of God, you know?  I'll still be 


doing my bit for God and God'll still be doing 


his bit for me. 


(beat)


Do you either of you boys believe in karma?

Mark and Philip look at each other quizzically.



MARK


Karma?



BRIAN


Yes, karma - you know, you reap what you sow and 


all that?

Mark looks thoughtful.  He is evidently considering the matter.



MARK


It's hard to decide really.  I suppose I believe 


in it a bit.  Never really thought about it.

Philip is sceptical.



PHILIP


I don't.



BRIAN


It seems to crop up in all the world's major 


religions, so I suspect there may well be 


something in it.



MARK


Isn't it tied up with Buddhism and reincarnation 


and stuff?



BRIAN


Mmmm, not necessarily.  I prefer to keep it 


simple.  You do good things, you get good things 


in return.  You do bad things, you get bad things 


in return.  Black and white.



PHILIP


What, even if you're a bit of a crim, like me?

Brian laughs.



BRIAN


I expect so, although I do believe that crime 


will probably bring you bad karma. 


(beat)


Maybe it works like a bank balance.  If you build 


up a lot of good karma you can maybe do some bad 


stuff without running into karmic debt.

Mark is deep in thought.



MARK


So what would happen if you built up a gigantic 


good karma balance then?

Brian puzzles over this.



BRIAN


Who knows?  Miracles perhaps. 


(beat)


Why don't you try it for a month or two and see 


what happens!

Philip rolls his eyes.



MARK


Ha!  The way things are going I just might take 


you up on that!

Brian suddenly turns more serious and puts his hand on Mark's 

shoulders and looks him in the eyes.



BRIAN


Please do Mark.

Mark looks a little spooked.

EXT.  DERELICT SHOP DOORWAY.  TOWN CENTRE.  DAY.

Tommy is drunk, standing in a doorway, playing an accordion and 

busking for more drink money. At his feet is a half-empty bottle of 

wine.  A few passers-by give him a wide berth while others drop a few 

coins in his cap.  He acknowledges all donations, sometimes with a 

smile and sometimes with a little drunken jig or salute.  He is very 

happy.  A woman, JACKIE with a young girl, WEE LAURA, stops to listen 

to him.  She obviously knows him and gives him little wave.  Tommy 

turns on his most charming drunken smile.  He pauses playing for a 

moment, reaches down to the cap and, lifting a few coins, he hands 

them to the child.



TOMMY


Alright Jackie love?  Get yer wee nipper an ice 


cream.

He winks and goes back to playing the accordion.  Jackie smiles and 

shakes her head.



JACKIE


Ach Tommy.  You're a desperate case.

Tommy laughs and Jackie goes to walk away.  He seems in high spirits 

when suddenly he yelps in pain.  He clutches his side and bends over, 

kicking over the wine bottle as he does so. Tommy falls to his knees 

in agony, then falls silent and keels over.  Jackie rushes to his aid.

INT. IRISH REPUBLICAN DRINKING CLUB.  DAY.

The club has republican paraphernalia on the walls and there are about 

ten customers, mostly male, most of whom look distinctly unsavoury. 

There is an obvious leader, ARTHUR, who is at the center of the bar 

with his minions in attendance. Arthur is hanging up his mobile phone.



ARTHUR


LENNY, EDDIE, BIG MARTY, - back room.

The 'boys' head to the back of the bar where there is a locked door. 

Arthur follows and pulls out a key and opens the door. They all enter 

and big Marty beckons a MAN at a nearby table to keep watch on the 

door. The man acknowledges.

INT. BACK ROOM. DAY.

The room is dirty and has a few kegs and crates lying around, as well 

as a battered old filing cabinet.. At the far end there is a table and 

four chairs. A bare bulb hangs above it. Arthur sits behind the table 

and the boys stand in front. The boys appear wary of Arthur.



ARTHUR


That was D.I. DAWSON on the phone.

Arthur pauses for a few seconds, playing on the fears of his 

inferiors. Arthur's POV looking in turn at each worried face. Arthur 

gives a few nods and a smile.



ARTHUR (continued)


He wants us to baseball bat that young Jordan 


fella and his wee mate, Philip Glass. 

Arthur smiles, almost laughing.



ARTHUR (continued)


He made a right dick out of him in court.

Big Marty laughs.



BIG MARTY


Good for Jordan, I never liked that bastard 


Dawson.

Arthur looks at Big Marty with contempt.



ARTHUR


Is that right Marty? Well let me tell you that 


from now on you are going to like him. In fact 


you are going to like him a lot. Do you know why, 


Marty?



BIG MARTY


No, Arty.

Arthur's face drops from a grin to an ice cold scowl.



ARTHUR


The next time you call me Arty, Marty, I'm going 


to break one of your fingers, understand?

Big Marty suddenly looks scared and gets flustered.



BIG MARTY


Ah.. er... sorry Art, ah.. I mean Arthur, it.. 


er,.. won't happen again.

Arthur stares at Big Marty and there is a short silence.



ARTHUR


Damn right it won't. 


(Beat)


Dawson's going to make sure that the fingerprints 


from the post office job go missing.



EDDIE


Happy fucking days.

Arthur's POV. He looks at his boys. Lenny looks positively excited.



LENNY


And are we going to baseball bat them?



ARTHUR


Mmm... well let me see now.. On the one hand you 


can either go to prison, or on the other we can 


give Jordan a good kicking.

Arthur looks annoyed at such a stupid question.



ARTHUR (continued)


What do you think?  Besides, Jordan is a petty 


hood with no connections.  So nobody will give 


two fucks anyway.



LENNY


Can I do it Arthur? ..Eh?...I hate that wee 


Jordan bastard.

Arthur raises an eyebrow.



ARTHUR


So, what did he ever do on you, Lenny?



LENNY


I don't like that wee shite.  I've seen him 


eyeing up my missus.



ARTHUR


Ok, the job's yours, but remember, I don't give a 


shit if he's screwing your missus, your sister 


and your ma....

Lenny's jaw drops at the very suggestion of this and he turns red with 

anger.



ARTHUR (continued)


...it's only a kicking, Lenny, alright?

Lenny is still looking stunned. Arthur is visibly amused by his 

ability to wind Lenny up.



ARTHUR


What, am I talking to my fucking self now?



LENNY (coming round)


....Oh, no Arthur, ...er.. thanks very much!

Arthur nods towards the door at Lenny. Lenny gets up and leaves the 

room. Eddie looks at Arthur as though he wants to say something.



ARTHUR


What's up Eddie?

Eddie looks worried.



EDDIE


You know what that stupid fucker is like about 


his missus.  He'll probably end up stiffing that 


boy!

Arthur gives a cocky smile.



ARTHUR


He wouldn't dare.

EXT. CHURCHYARD. DAY.

Mark, Philip and Brian are standing at the door to the church.  Mark 

and Philip are obviously about to leave.



BRIAN


This reincarnation business?



MARK


Yes?



BRIAN


What would you come back as?



MARK


(beat)


A golden eagle.



PHILIP


I don't think I want to come back. Once is 


enough!

Brian and Mark give a small laugh. They all walk out on to the 

driveway and shake hands.



BRIAN


Listen boys. Take care, and remember Mark, you 


reap what you sow! Tell Tommy I was asking for 


him.



MARK


Will do Brian. Take care.

Mark and Philip are walking away and Mark gives a wave from the end of 

the path.



MARK (calling back to Brian)


Bye now! ...Oh, by the way, what would you come 


back as?

Brian answers instantly and with more seriousness than you would 

expect.



BRIAN


A wild Irish salmon.

Brian winks at Mark.

INT. CAR. COUNCIL ESTATE.  DAY

Lenny is driving and Big Marty and Eddie are in the back seat. They 

have gloves, baseball bats and ski masks sitting beside them. The two 

in the back are silent and Lenny is humming along to a song on the 

radio.

EXT. COUNCIL ESTATE. CAR PARK AT HIGH RISE FLATS.  DAY.

Mark and Philip are walking up the road viewed from behind. Into the 

shot comes Lenny's car. It drives up very slowly from behind and moves 

alongside Mark and Philip at walking pace. Lenny has his head and one 

arm out the window and is suddenly spotted by Mark. 



LENNY


Hello Mr. Jordan. I believe we have an 


appointment.

Mark steels himself and keeps walking. The car keeps pace.



MARK


Is that right? News to me.



LENNY


Well now that you know, would you like to join 


us?

Lenny gestures towards the back door of the car.



MARK


A tempting offer Leonard but I think I'll give it 


a miss, thanks.

They all continue along the path and road for a few yards while Lenny 

considers what to do next.



LENNY


Sorry young Jordan.  You must be a little 


confused.  It wasn't a request.

Lenny's nearside henchman pulls a handgun up to his window to show 

Mark and Philip. Philip starts to get a bit panicky, his eyes darting, 

looking for escape options. Mark is scared but cooler.



MARK


Look Lenny, it's like this. You are not wearing 


those masks...

Mark points to the masks on the back seat.



MARK (continued)


...you are driving your own car, and it's broad 


fucking daylight in an estate where even casual 


visitors know who you are. Now even you are not 


fucking stupid enough to shoot us in those 


circumstances, so me and Philip are going to run 


along now and you and your pet monkeys in the 


back can tell Arty Magill that you screwed up, 


ok?

Mark nudges Philip and they both walk off down a nearby entry leaving 

Lenny and the boys frustrated and humiliated.  Once out of sight they 

break into a run, stopping for breath at the end of the alley.  



PHILIP


Oh shit!



MARK


What the hell have we done now?

EXT. MARK'S STREET. DAY.

Mark and Philip are heading towards Mark's house when Wee Laura comes 

running towards them. She is in an excited state.  Mark sees her 

approaching and smiles.



MARK


Hello Wee Laura.

 Laura is speaking in a great rush.



WEE LAURA


Mark, quick, it's your daddy, me and mummy saw 


him in the town and they took him away and mummy 


said that the sirens were going and that I had to 



(MORE)



WEE LAURA (Continued)


wait at your house and tell you and that you have 


to go to my house and m'mummy will tell you about 


it.

Laura catches her breath and Mark hurries across the road to her 

house. He is heading up the path when Jackie appears at the door 

looking concerned. She is in rollers and a house coat. Philip has 

walked over and is not far behind Mark.



MARK


What's happened?



JACKIE


It's your Dad....he collapsed in the town today.  


They took him to the City Hospital. I'm sorry 


pet.



MARK


Do y'know what's the matter with him,..? Is he 


going to be alright?



JACKIE


Sorry love, I don't know any more than I've 


already said. Give them a bell, I'm sure they'll 


put your mind at ease.

Mark looks stressed.



MARK


Do you mind if I use your phone to phone a taxi?



KAREN


Not at all love, you go right ahead, it's just in 


the hall there.

Jackie points to the hall behind her. 

EXT.  HILTON HOTEL.   DAY.

Arthur draws up in his Mercedes.  He gets out and looks up to a window 

in the nineteenth floor.  He looks at his watch which reads two 

minutes past six pm.  He looks stressed.



ARTHUR


Bollocks.

Arthur walks quickly towards the lobby.

INT.  HILTON NINETEENTH FLOOR SUITE.   DAY.

Arthur's BOSS is sitting near the windows.  His MINDER is standing 

with his back to them, hands clasped behind his back, looking out of 

the window, which is hinged from the top and open five inches at about 

waist height.  He does not turn.  His boss looks at Arthur, then turns 

slowly and pointedly to look at the clock which reads five minutes 

past six.  He looks back at Arthur.  He is deadpan.  Arthur picks up 

on this nuance and seems a little uncomfortable. 



ARTHUR


Sorry I'm late boss.

The boss remains deadpan for two seconds, then smiles.



BOSS


Arty Magill.

Arthur looks slightly relieved.

Arthur walks towards the boss and takes a seat facing him.  The boss 

is still smiling.



BOSS


You've been with us now, what, nine ... ten 


years?

Arthur smiles himself and nods in agreement.



ARTHUR


Yeah, more or less.



BOSS


Would like a scotch?  Or a beer perhaps?



ARTHUR


No, I'm driving thanks.



BOSS


You don't mind if I do?

The boss gets to his feet and walks over to a drinks trolley and pours 

a whiskey from a decanter.  He walks to the window and beckons Arthur 

to follow him.  The minder walks OOV.  Both Arthur and the boss take 

in the great expanse of the city.



BOSS


I love this city. 



(MORE)



BOSS (Continued)


(beat)


You control, what, a quarter of it?

Arthur continues to look over the city.



ARTHUR


Closer to a third.



BOSS


So Arty, in your ten years, how many men would 


you say have tried to dip their fingers into our 


coffers?

Arthur turns to the boss.  He is trying to asses where this 

conversation is going.



ARTHUR


Er... three or four that I know of.

The boss continues to look straight ahead.



BOSS


Four 


(beat)


Do you know how many of those four are still 


alive?

Arthur pauses for a second and then does a double-take.



ARTHUR


Boss, do you think I'm on the take?

The boss turns, deadpan, and stares Arthur square in the eyes.



BOSS


Well are you?

Arthur is a little shocked.



ARTHUR


No!  .... Boss, I wouldn't be that stupid.

The boss looks back out the window and down to the car park.



BOSS


Is that your new Mercedes?

Arthur is uncharacteristically flustered.



ARTHUR


Look, I....

The boss interrupts.



BOSS


You know, we don't mind a little cream coming off 


the top of the milk.  For after all, you guys 


take a lot of risks.  


(beat)


But we just can't have anyone taking the piss.

Arthur tries to interject.



ARTHUR


I'm not...

The boss interrupts and turns more serious.



BOSS


Ssshhhh.

Arthur goes quiet.



BOSS (continued)


You and your team control one third of this city, 


yet for the last three takes you've brought in 


only sixth of the total revenue...

The boss takes a sip of whiskey and sets his glass on the window sill.



BOSS (continued)


Now that to me smells real bad.

Arthur goes to speak.



ARTHUR


But boss ...

The boss quietens him by raising his left hand in a stop gesture and 

shaking his head.



BOSS


The way I see it, you're either incompetent or on 


the take. 


(beat)


Which one is it Arthur?

Arthur struggles to find an appropriate answer.



ARTHUR


Boss, the problem is that team of mine.  Some of 


them are rookies.  Some of them are just fucking 


idiots. 


(beat)


Give me a month or two and I'll knock them into 


shape.

The boss pauses as if considering this.  His attitude becomes 

viciously stern. 



BOSS


You've got four weeks to double your revenue or 


you will be knocked out of shape. 


(beat)


Goodbye Mr. Magill.

Arthur thinks about defending himself, decides against it and turns 

and leaves the room.

INT.  HOSPITAL WARD.  DAY.

Tommy is lying in bed with a drip connected to his arm. He is still 

under the influence, although a lot more sedate and no longer in pain. 

Mark approaches from down the ward and Philip is in tow.



MARK


Hi Da.  What's up with you?



TOMMY (slurred)


Ach hello my boy, how are you doing? Don't you be 


worrying about your oul Da now. Damn all wrong 


with me. Well, nothing a few halfuns wouldn't 


cure anyway, ha ha.

Mark looks at Philip in despair and shakes his head.



TOMMY


Now now son, it's only a wee joke, no need to put 


that big face on y'know.

Mark doesn't lighten up.



MARK


It's not funny Da. I was worried sick.

Mark is visibly upset. Philip notices and raises an eyebrow.



PHILIP


Don't be worrying yourself, that old bastard has 


the constitution of a cart horse. He'll probably 


outlive the both of us.

Mark lightens up and gives a little laugh. There are the beginnings of 

tears in his eyes.



MARK


Yeah, you're right. Specially if that tosser 


Lenny gets us....

They both laugh.  A DOCTOR in a white coat approaches Mark.



DOCTOR


Excuse me, Mr Jordan?

Mark turns to the doctor and nods acknowledgement.



DOCTOR


May I have a word with you in private?

The doctor indicates a little observation office at the entrance to 

the ward.



MARK


Sure.

They start walking towards the office and Tommy looks put out. He 

shouts after them.



TOMMY


Never mind what he tells you son, piss all wrong 


with me you know!

Tommy is half joking but his face betrays the fact that he is somewhat 

frightened.



TOMMY (continued, shouting)


Iron-Man Jordan they call me you know! Hard as 


nails I am.

Tommy looks agitated. Mark continues to walk with the doctor towards 

the office. He smiles at this remark from Tommy and shakes his head. 

He turns to the doctor, mildly embarrassed that Tommy is making such a 

racket.



MARK


Hard to stick, more like!

The doctor looks blankly at Mark. They enter the office and the doctor 

points to a seat.



DOCTOR


Please, take a seat.

Mark sits down and the doctor moves behind a small table where he too 

sits down. The doctor looks at Mark and seems to be figuring out how 

to begin.



DOCTOR


Look Mr. Jordan, I am not going to beat about the 


bush. 


(beat)


Your father's liver damage has now reached the 


condition where it can be considered life 


threatening.

Mark takes a deep breath as if to steady himself.  He is deeply moved 

but appears unsurprised at this news.



MARK


He's going to die?

The doctor's attitude softens a little.



DOCTOR


I'm sorry ..er Mark, there's very little we can 


do and your father is seriously ill. 


(beat)


I would estimate that unless he stops drinking 


immediately he has six months at best to live.

Mark looks defeated and shakes his head.



MARK


He won't stop. The oul goat doesn't even know he 


has a problem! 

The doctor nods sympathetically in agreement.



DOCTOR


I've already spoken with your father but it does 


seem to be going in one ear and out the other.  


(beat)


I was hoping that maybe you would have more 


success.

Mark gives a little shake of the head and sighs with resignation.  He 

nods at the wall.



MARK


I'd be as well pissing up against that wall, 


doctor!

The doctor looks at Mark who stares back at him. The doctor cannot 

hold his gaze and, after a few seconds, he lowers his head slightly.

EXT. HOSPITAL EXIT. TWILIGHT.

Mark and Philip are leaving the hospital grounds.



PHILIP


What's the score then?



MARK


Well, it's as simple as this. If he doesn't stop 


with the sauce he's going to croak. They're 


keeping him in there for a few days until he's 


detoxed.

Mark nods back towards the hospital.



MARK (continued)


Then I suppose it's up to me to get him sorted!



PHILIP


Shit! 


(beat)


What're you going to do?

Mark shrugs his shoulders, rolls his eyes and sighs.



MARK


I don't know.  Social Services? Who knows, maybe 


they can lock him up somewhere where he can't get 


pissed.  

INT.  LENNY'S HOUSE.  LIVING ROOM.  NIGHT.

Lenny's house is clean but gaudy. He has a large screen TV and all mod 

cons. Lenny is sitting in an armchair watching RESERVOIR DOGS on 

video.

At a table behind him sit Big Marty, Eddie and two other mobsters - 

FLUFF and MAMBO.  Lenny's wife, Alison is bringing tea and sandwiches

to the table.  She is sporting an eye patch in a vain attempt to cover her black 

eye.  She sets the tray on the table and calls to Lenny.



ALISON


Tea's up.

Reservoir Dogs has reached the part where Mr. Brown is cutting off his 

captive's ear and Lenny is so engrossed and excited by the  violence 

that he doesn't hear Alison. 

From the television's point of view we see a shot of Lenny slowly 

rubbing his groin through his trousers, protected from the others' 

view by the back of his armchair.



EDDIE


Yo, Lenny. Turn that crap off and we'll get 


started.

Lenny suddenly comes round and is self conscious, wondering if he had 

been caught fondling himself. He quickly pulls his hand away from his 

lap and stands up.  He puts the video on pause and walks to the table.

Lenny pretends to yawn and stretches himself. Mambo looks at Lenny 

with contempt.



LENNY


Must have dozed off there, what time is it?



MAMBO


Half eight.... Getting off on that sick shit 


again?

Mambo is small and thin and has tight eyes and angular features. He 

has a blatantly obvious dislike for Lenny. Lenny is ruffled by this 

confrontation.



LENNY


What...? No.. I was sleeping for most of it.



MAMBO


Aye like fuck you were.....psycho. Maybe if you 


didn't watch all that gangster shit you wouldn't 


be so quick to lift your hands!

Mambo's POV. We see a close up of Alison's face and eyepatch. Alison 

is embarrassed and scurries off to the kitchen. Lenny gets very angry.



LENNY


Wait till I tell you something pal. It's none of 


your fucking business what I do or who I do it 


to, ok! We're here to do business so let's just 


stick to that before someone gets hurt.

Mambo is furious and jumps up to his feet and points a finger at Lenny 

across the table.



MAMBO


You fucking threatening me asshole?

The doorbell rings and Alison goes to open the door.



LENNY


What if I am, prick?

Mambo pulls a large calibre automatic from the waistband of his 

trousers and points it at Lenny's head.



MAMBO


I'll tell you what, y'fucking psychopathic 


fucking dickhead, I'll stick one in the centre of 


your fucking napper, understand?



LENNY


Oh, is that a fucking fact?

Lenny pulls his own gun, cocks it and points it at Mambo's head. Mambo 

is now the more nervous of the two. Lenny breaks into a grin. Arthur 

and Alison walk into the room. Arthur is clearly disgusted with the 

situation.  Arthur speaks loudly and aggressively in monosyllables.



ARTHUR


Put. The guns. Away. NOW.

He then mutters to himself and shakes his head.



ARTHUR (continued)


Idiots.

Lenny and Mambo both look worried. They both put their guns away. 



ARTHUR


Sit.

Both Lenny and Mambo sit down.



LENNY (to Alison)


Get Arthur a fresh cup of tea, girl.

Alison salutes Lenny sarcastically, then retires to the kitchen. 

Arthur sits at the head of the table. He remains silent for a short 

while, looking first at Mambo, then at Lenny, then back to Mambo, then 

he lightens up a little.



ARTHUR


Can't leave you boys for two minutes can I?

No replies. Arthur grins.



ARTHUR (to Mambo)


Would you have shot him?

Arthur gestures towards Lenny. Mambo agonises over his reply.



MAMBO


No Arthur.

Arthur looks contemplative and nods repeatedly.



ARTHUR (to Lenny)


And you?



LENNY (smiles)


Still fucking might!

Lenny and Arthur both laugh at this and Mambo is visibly annoyed.





MAMBO


Go fuck yourself.

Arthur drops silent and stares at Mambo. Mambo panics.



MAMBO 


Uh.. not you Boss, I was talking to that ugly 


bastard.



ARTHUR


Mmmm... 


(beat)


Right, enough of this bollox.  Alison, here, take 


yourself out for the night.

Arthur hands Alison fifty pounds. Lenny is looking concerned.



ARTHUR (continued)


Don't come back before midnight, ok?

Lenny is looking more concerned.



ALISON


No problem.  Thanks Arthur.  See you all later.

Alison puts on her coat, throws a sickly sweet smile to Lenny and is 

about to leave when Lenny calls out to her.



LENNY


Er.. you know the score about...ah.. drinking 


with men don't you?

Lenny realises how bad this looks and is embarrassed. Alison taps the 

front of her eye patch.



ALISON


Oh, I think I can remember the score alright, 


lover boy.

Lenny looks at his colleagues guiltily as Alison leaves. Mambo can't 

resist the chance of another dig at Lenny.



MAMBO


Wow Lenny! You're such a hard man. Sick fucker.

Lenny leans forward violently and is about to speak when Arthur turns 

to him and shakes his head to indicate no.  Lenny stops in his tracks 

and sits back in his seat again.



ARTHUR


Right lads, enough. Down to business.

Arthur pulls out a rolled up plan and lays it on the table.



ARTHUR


Next Friday. Royal Avenue. The security van will 


be arriving at Marks and Sparks at 4:30 pm on the 


button. 


(beat)


It's the day after payday so the town will be 


busy and that means more money.

All the boys huddle round the plan.

INT.  CITY CENTRE PUB.  NIGHT.

Mark is sitting at the bar having a quiet pint when, reflected in the 

mirror of the bar, he sees Alison enter.  He watches her in the mirror 

as she approaches the bar to stand beside him.



MARK


Hiya.  Alison, isn't it?

Alison looks at him and smiles in recognition.



ALISON


Och, hiya.  Yeah it is.  Saw you in court today.  


(beat)


Nice one.

She smiles and Mark gives a little laugh.



MARK


Thanks. 


(beat)


What happened your eye?

Alison lifts her hand automatically to her eye and looks defensive.



ALISON


Just an accident.

Mark looks concerned.



MARK


Is that because of me?

Alison does not reply, but simply stares at Mark.  Mark shakes his 

head.





MARK


Jesus. 


(beat)


Why don't you just leave the sorry fuck?

Alison looks at him, deadpan.



ALISON


'Cause he would kill me.

Mark looks at her and pauses for a few seconds.



MARK


You deserve a lot better. 


(beat)


Can I buy you a drink?

Alison looks to the door of the bar, looks around the pub and thinks 

for a second.



ALISON


Yeah, okay then.

Alison sits down beside Mark.

INT.  SOCIAL SERVICES OFFICE.  DAY.

Mark is sitting in a comfortable consultation room when in walks 

VICKI, a young female social worker.



VICKI


Hello Mark, I'm Victoria Weston, the duty social 


worker, - just call me Vicki. How can I help you?

Vicki shakes Mark's hand and sits down in a chair facing him.



MARK


Hi. I'll cut straight to the chase. My Dad's an 


alcoholic and he's got a dodgy liver. He's going 


to die if he doesn't stop drinking. I was 


wondering if you could get him treatment 


somewhere, or failing that, have him committed to 


a mental hospital. Er.. for his own good.

Vicki considers the options.



VICKI


Has he had treatment before?



MARK


No.



VICKI


Ok. Has he ever been to Alcoholics Anonymous?



MARK


Ha.  I wish.  He doesn't think he has a problem!



VICKI


Oh, really, so it's not actually him that is 


asking for help then?



MARK


Well no, he doesn't want help, but he sure as 


hell needs it!

Vicki thinks for a few seconds



VICKI


Mmmm... The problem here is that if he doesn't 


want help himself then there is very little that 


we can do. I would have recommended one of the 


local rehabs, but they usually won't take anyone 


unless they themselves admit the need for help.

Mark sighs.



VICKI


There's also A.A., or even alcohol counselling, 


but again that's not much good if your father 


isn't willing to go.



MARK


No, it's not is it?  Well what about getting him 


committed then?

Vicki shakes her head.



VICKI


It's not really an option.  Commitment orders are 


next to impossible to get these days.

Mark considers this.



MARK


So, basically you're saying he's up the creek 


then?



VICKI


I am sorry. I really wish that there was 


something I could do, but unless he admits that 


he has a problem, I'm afraid that you have very 


limited options.

Mark is a little annoyed.



MARK


Limited? There don't appear to be any bloody 


options. Surely to God there must be some way? 


(beat)


That oul lad is all I've got y'know! I can't just 


sit back and watch him top himself! Isn't there 


something?

Vicki is very sympathetic.



VICKI


The only place that would even consider taking 


him would be Royston House, but that's a private 


health clinic and it costs an absolute fortune. 


They can offer people like your father a two 


month rehabilitation course. If you could 


persuade your father to be admitted for, say, a 


'rest' period, the clinic may eventually get him 


to look at his drinking. 

Mark looks at Vicki with raised eyebrows.



VICKI


No, admittedly it's a bit of a long shot, but it 


is a good place.  I have seen some really hard 



(MORE)



VICKI (Continued)


line alcoholics totally transformed there. The 


snag though is that it would cost around seven 


thousand pounds, all payable in advance.



MARK


Whoa!  That's a lot of cabbage!



VICKI


Do you have access to that amount of money?



MARK


No, not exactly. 


(beat)


But at least now I have a straw to clutch at!

Mark gets up to leave and shakes Vicki's hand.



MARK


Listen, thanks very much.



VICKI


You're welcome. Sorry I couldn't have been more 


helpful.

EXT.  ALLEY BEHIND SHOPS.  NIGHT.

Mark and Philip are putting on gloves which Mark has taken from a 

shoulder bag. There is a nine foot wall with a roll of barbed wire on 

top. Mark unrolls a small thick mat which he had been carrying and 

Philip makes a step for him by joining his two hands together. Mark 

steps up on Philip's hands and throws the mat onto the barbed wire. He 

climbs on to the now safe wall and turns and helps Philip up. They 

climb over, and are in a yard. The building is two stories high and 

there are bars on all the windows.



PHILIP


Hope your Da appreciates this.

Mark assesses the scene using a torch.  He finds a door which he tests 

by pushing the top, middle and bottom.



MARK


Bolted on the inside, top and bottom, just a yale 


lock in the middle.

Mark runs his torch beam up a drain pipe to the roof. Mark and Philip 

look at each other and smile.  Mark then finds an alarm bell box about 

ten foot up the wall, close to the drain pipe.



PHILIP


Will you do the honours or shall I?



MARK


I'll go up, you do the box. The usual whistle if 


anyone comes. Twice for cops.



PHILIP


Ok. Good luck.

Mark scales the pipe and in no time at all is on the roof. He pulls a 

small jemmy from his belt and starts taking off the roof tiles. Once 

he has a big enough hole to allow him entry, he leans over the edge 

and gives the thumbs up signal to Philip. Philip takes a rubber bath 

sealant gun from the bag and climbs to the alarm box. He then starts 

to fill the box with the sealant, through one of the box's slotted 

vents. When he has filled the box he looks up at Mark and gives him 

the thumbs up signal. Mark climbs into the hole and almost immediately 

the alarm is triggered, but it is barely audible because the box is 

full of rubber sealant. Philip is still beside the box. He smiles 

triumphantly and climbs down. After a short wait, Mark opens the back 

door and lets Philip into a small enclosed porch.  

INT.  NEWSAGENT'S SHOP.  PORCH.  NIGHT.

In the porch there is a flight of stairs and another locked door, 

leading into the shop.  Philip looks at the door and shakes his head.



PHILIP


Don't suppose by some miracle that's open?

Mark does his push test again, top, middle and bottom.



MARK


It's not only locked.  It's solid as a rock.



PHILIP


Och shit! ... What now?

Mark ponders the problem.



MARK


No idea!

Mark still has a torch in his hand and after a little more pondering 

he shines his torch around the porch and settles on the internal 

door.  After a few seconds he notices two hinges.  He looks to Philip 

and smiles.



MARK


We're in business, Nurse Glass.

Mark now speaks as a surgeon would and extends his open hand towards 

Philip, whilst looking at the hinges.



MARK


Hammer.



PHILIP


Yes doctor.

Philip rummages in the bag and hands Mark a hammer.



MARK


Centre-punch.

Philip rummages in the bag, finds a centre-punch and hands it to Mark.



PHILIP


Doctor.



MARK


Cloth.

Philip pulls out a rag, pretends to mop Mark's brow with it and hands 

it to him.  Mark rolls the rag into a pad and hands it back to 

Philip.  He lines up the centre-punch with the top of the  hinge and 

indicates for Philip to position the cloth on top to deaden the 

noise.  Philip does so and Mark hits the cloth forcefully with the 

hammer.  The centre pin of the hinge now protrudes one centimetre from 

the bottom of the hinge.  Mark turns to Philip.



MARK


Pliers.

Philip hands Mark a set of pliers and Mark uses them to extract the 

centre pin.  They then repeat the process for the second hinge.



MARK


Pliers.

Mark extracts the second centre pin and holds the pin in the pliers, 

smiling triumphantly.



PHILIP


A fine piece of work, Doctor Jordan.



MARK


Couldn't have done it without you, Nurse Glass.

They turn to the door and after pulling at it slightly, they open it 

from the wrong side.  

INT.  NEWSAGENT'S SHOP.   NIGHT.

Inside is a smallish newsagent's shop. After a quick look around, 

Philip finds a bin bag and starts to fill it with cigarettes from the 

display behind the counter. Mark is searching in the storeroom at the 

back.  After rummaging through drawers and cupboards, but finding 

nothing of interest, he opens a drawer, in which he finds a ski mask, 

a sawn-off shotgun and a box of shells.



MARK (whispering to himself)


Oh shit!

Mark takes the gun and shells and puts them in his bag. He moves 

quickly back out to Philip.



MARK


C'mon quick, let's go.



PHILIP


What's the big rush?



MARK


This must be a fucking mobster's place.  I found 


a dodgy shooter in the back there.

Philip is half serious and half laughing.



PHILIP


Right, that's it!  Fuck your Da.  Fuck his 


liver.  I'm offski!

Mark and Philip leave with a bin bag full of cigarettes and climb back 

out into the alley. 

EXT.  ALLEY BEHIND SHOPS.  NIGHT.

They take off their gloves and put them in the bag containing their 

tools and the sawn-off. They start to walk home. A curtain moves in a 

house window on the opposite side of the alley.



PHILIP


If we are to be caught for this one, let's hope 


it's the cops that catch us, eh?



MARK


Too right, ha!



PHILIP


Maybe we should have left their shooter.



MARK


No point. Not once we'd done the shop. If it's a 


mob shop they'll fucking kneecap us anyway.

Philip laughs again.



PHILIP


It's not my knees I'm worried about.  It's my 


head.  

Mark smiles at him.



PHILIP (continued)


I reckon we got about six or seven thousand fags 


and I got about eighty quid out of the till. Not 


exactly the great train robbery, eh?



MARK


I was kinda hoping for a bit of luck.  My Da gets 


out of hospital tonight.



PHILIP (SARCASTICALLY)


Well according to Brian you can make your own 


luck. Maybe you should try this karma business. 


(beat)


Look, if there's anything else I can do to 


help...



MARK


You've always been a good mate to me....I 


appreciate that you know.



PHILIP (mocking)


Aw shucks.

Mark hits Philip a playful clip around the back of the head.



MARK


Do y'see this seven grand?



PHILIP


What about it?



MARK


I'm gonna get it, that's what about it. And do 


you know what else?



PHILIP


What?



MARK


Starting tomorrow I am going to try this karma 


malarkey, 'cause if there's even a tiny 


possibility that it can help keep my oul lad from 


popping his clogs then it's got to be worth a 


shot. What do you think?



PHILIP


Well to be honest, I think it's a load of old 


shite, but hey, horses for courses.  I suppose you 

            may as well though, not much to lose.

Mark nods back towards the shop.



MARK


I lifted a diary in there to keep a record.

Mark looks at Philip to see his reaction.



PHILIP


Shit, you are serious aren't you?



MARK


(beat)


Mmm.. He may be just an oul wino to most people 


but he's my Da and I've grown kinda fond of him!



PHILIP


Yeah. Fair enough!

Mark pulls out the diary and a pen.



MARK


How many karma points for a breaking and entering 


then?



PHILIP


Fuck knows..... Minus five?

Mark laughs.



MARK


Sounds about right! Off to a bit of a crap start 


then!

Mark turns to page one and writes -5.  As he writes it starts to rain 

and a raindrop splashes onto the page, smudging his writing.  They 

turn up their collars against the rain and hurry on.

INT.  POLICE STATION.  CID ROOM.  NIGHT.

Detective Inspector Dawson is hanging up the phone.  There are two 

other DETECTIVES in the room. Dawson turns to one of the detectives.



DAWSON


Oi, clampit, take a run down to 17 Malvern Drive. 


A Mrs. Clayton says she saw someone breaking into 


the back of Campbell's Newsagents.

Dawson indicates the detective's colleague.



DAWSON (Continued)


And bring your little retard friend.  I've got 


some business to attend to.  I'll see you down 


there in twenty minutes.



DETECTIVE 1


Yes Inspector.

The detectives look annoyed but they are too timid to confront Dawson. 

The two detectives leave the room. 

EXT.   ROAD UNDER BRIDGE.   NIGHT.

It is raining.  Dawson turns his car into an dark road that runs under 

a bridge.  He pulls up behind a dark coloured Mercedes which is 

already parked there and gets out of his car.  Dawson runs over to the 

Mercedes, trying to avoid getting wet and gets into the back seat.  

INT.  ARTHUR MAGILL'S MERCEDES CAR.  NIGHT.

Big Marty is sitting silently in the driver's seat while Arthur is in 

the back seat.  He looks pointedly at his watch and scowls at Dawson.



ARTHUR


You're late.



DAWSON


Christ.  Two minutes. 

Dawson looks at Arthur and becomes slightly less sure of himself.



DAWSON (continued)


I got held up at the station.  

Arthur looks dubious.



ARTHUR


Mmmm 


(beat)


So Inspector Dawson, what about these  


fingerprints?

Dawson looks slightly uncomfortable and shifts in his seat.



DAWSON


Oh you don't need to worry about those, Arthur. 

Arthur looks sceptical and Dawson becomes more defensive.



DAWSON (continued)


Listen, I'm a man of my word, but these things 


take a bit of planning.  It takes time. 

Arthur looks unimpressed.



ARTHUR


Mmm.  Well I don't have much time.  If you don't 


deliver soon you're going to pay the price. 


(beat)


And I too am a man of my word.

Dawson resents this but seems a little intimidated.



DAWSON


Listen.  It's under control. 


(beat)


Anyway, there's something else.  I just had a 


call at the station.  One of your boys' shops has 


been done over.  Eddie Campbell's Newsagents.  


I'm on my way there now. 


(beat)


There's a witness who thinks she knows who one of 


them is.

Arthur is mildly interested at this and Dawson becomes more confident.



ARTHUR


Okay... I want his name.



DAWSON


Oh don't worry.  You'll be the first to know. 


(beat)


Have you 'talked' to our mutual friends yet?



ARTHUR


My lads are on their way there now.

Dawson sinks back into his seat and smiles to himself.  



ARTHUR (continued)


Well Dawson.  I believe duty calls.

Dawson takes the hint and steps out of the car into the rain.

EXT.  ROAD UNDER BRIDGE.    NIGHT.

Dawson watches the Mercedes drive off.  



DAWSON


Arrogant shit.

Dawson looks contemplative for a moment, oblivious to the heavy rain, 

then he smiles, claps his hands and rubs them together, laughing.  

EXT. PHILIP'S HOUSE. FRONT GATE. NIGHT.

It is still raining.  Philip has the bin bag and Mark gives him the 

tool bag.



MARK


Here, stick those under your shed as well. I'll 


see you in the morn'.



PHILIP


See you in the morn'.

Mark goes to walk away when he stops and calls Philip back.



MARK


Listen, I've got an idea for a decent move that 


might raise a few grand.



PHILIP


Go on.



MARK


Look, it's too long to explain, but it's 


basically a con. 


(beat)


There's a grand in it for you if you can help me 


out. 


(beat)


I'll tell you more in the morning.



PHILIP


No problem. See you tomorrow.



MARK


'Night.

EXT.  MARK'S HOUSE.  NIGHT

Mark is putting his key in the front door. POV pulls back to inside a 

car which contains Lenny, Mambo and Eddie. Lenny is the driver and the 

two boys are again in the back. Lenny turns to the boys and smiles. 

Mark enters the house and closes the door, unaware of the car.

INT. MARK'S HOUSE. LIVING ROOM. NIGHT.

The room is in darkness and Mark gropes for the light switch.



MARK (shouting)


Are you in Da?

EXT.  MARK'S HOUSE.  NIGHT.

Lenny and the boys get out of the car quietly, look around, take out 

their masks and baseball bat and quietly close the car door. Lenny 

looks at the house and sees the living room light go on. He signals to 

his boys to put on their masks. They start towards the house.

INT.  MARK'S HOUSE.  LIVING ROOM.  NIGHT.

Mark is at the light switch and he can see Tommy lying drunk and 

unconscious on the settee. He walks over and kneels down to check if 

Tommy is still breathing. He puts his ear to Tommy's mouth and looks 

relieved. He pulls a handkerchief from Tommy's pocket and uses it to 

wipe up a little puddle of vomit on the cushion beside Tommy's head.



MARK


You didn't waste much time, did you?

Mark looks at the clock.



MARK (continued)


Fuck, you must only be out a couple of hours!

Suddenly there is a LOUD CRASH. Lenny and his boys walk into the 

living room and are wearing their ski masks. Lenny is carrying the 

baseball bat. Mark jumps up and backs away.   He points to Lenny's 

mask.



MARK


Hiya Lenny. Cold out?

Mark looks at Eddie.



MARK


Alright Eddie?  You feeling the cold as well?

Mark turns to look at Mambo.



MARK


No, you've got me there. Don't know who the 


scruffy one is. .... Surely not the bold Arty 


Magill himself?... Naw, Why would he?  When he's 


got suckers like you to do all his dirty work?

Mark is very nervous and has backed himself into a corner behind an 

armchair. Lenny walks over to Tommy who is still asleep. Lenny prods 

him with the baseball bat.



LENNY


Charming! Aren't you ashamed to call this bogging 


oul wine victim your Da?



MARK


More ashamed that someone might have seen you 


come in here and think that I was a mate of 


yours. Unlikely though, 'cause everyone knows you 


are a scumbag and have no mates.

Lenny takes off his mask.



LENNY


Is that right now?

Lenny whacks Tommy incredibly hard across the shins with the bat so 

that even Mambo and Eddie wince.  Tommy yelps in pain and jerks 

violently.  Lenny immediately knocks him unconscious with the bat.  

Mark loses it and tries to attack Lenny with his bare hands. Mambo and 

Eddie intercept him and beat him to the ground.  Mambo and Eddie stop 

beating him and he is covered in blood. Mark looks up at Lenny and 

then at Tommy's lower legs which are bent out of shape and obviously 

very badly broken. Lenny laughs. He turns his back on Mark, unzips his 

flies and urinates over Tommy's head and face. Mark begins to struggle 

violently and shouts.



MARK


I'll kill you, you dirty fucking bastard.

Mark is beaten into submission again. Lenny zips himself up and turns 

to Mark.



LENNY


Oh, by the way, this little visit is a present 


from Detective Inspector Dawson.

Lenny walks over to Mark and gestures to Mambo and Eddie.



LENNY


Hold his legs open.

The boys pull Mark's legs apart while still restraining him and Mark 

again tries in vain to break free. Lenny kicks him in the balls with 

considerable force. Mark gags with the pain.  Lenny gets down on his 

knees and whispers to Mark.



LENNY (continued)


See if I so much as catch you in the same street 


as my missus... 

Lenny takes a sharp intake of breath through pursed lips and shakes 

his head.  The boys take off their masks and head back to the car.

INT.  BRIAN THE PRIEST'S HOUSE.  KITCHEN.  DAY

Brian is his usual cheery self and is walking into his kitchen humming 

a happy song. He picks up a felt tip marker and walks to a wall 

calendar. He puts a line through everything after Friday 12th. He then 

walks across the room to the telephone and starts checking his diary. 

He dials a number.



BRIAN


Hello, Brian Watson here. I'd like to cancel an 


appointment. 


(beat)


No, I don't think rescheduling is going to be an 


option.  I'm going to be ... er ... permanently 


unavailable.  


(beat)


Ok, sorry about that, cheerio.

Brian hangs up, consults his diary, picks up the phone again and 

dials.

INT.  HOSPITAL WARD.  DAY

Philip is walking into the ward and he walks down to a bed that is 

closed off with a curtain. He hesitates for a second or two and takes 

a deep breath. He pulls the curtain back to see Mark sitting on the 

side of the bed getting dressed. Mark has a fat lip and a black eye. 

He is wearing a t-shirt and briefs and there is extensive bruising at 

the top of his thighs. Mark looks up at Philip and gives him a weak 

and painful smile.



MARK


'Bout ya.



PHILIP


Bastards. I take it it was the mob, aye?



MARK


Yeah, but they said they were doing it for 


Dawson!



PHILIP


What?  How the fuck did that come about?



MARK


Fuck knows. The only way the mob would do 


something for Dawson is if they are getting 


something in return. He must be turning a blind 


eye, or fixing trials, or giving them a lot of 


cabbage. Something stinks, that's for sure.

Philip scans Mark's injuries.



PHILIP


Christ! We'll have to get that bastard y'know.



MARK


Aye, well, for a start, I'm writing a letter to  


his Chief, telling him what I know and naming 


names. That way if any of those shits 


mysteriously get off the hook for anything, then 


Dawson will have a lot of questions to answer. At 


the very least the fucker will be under suspicion 


and it might help fuck up his career.



PHILIP


Good on you..... Are you getting out now?



MARK


Yeah, nothing broken, just bruising. That bastard 


Lenny broke both my Da's legs. He's in the next 


ward. He'll be in here for ages yet.



PHILIP


Shit, I suppose I'd better lie low for a while. 


Maybe there's something in this karma business 


after all!



 MARK 


What do you mean?



PHILIP


Well, look at the fucking state of you.

Philip nods towards Mark's diary on the top of the locker.



PHILIP (continued)


Minus five. Get my drift?

Mark looks at the diary and then back to Philip.



MARK


Ha! Shit. Maybe you're right! 

(beat)

Now I'm definitely going to give this nice guy 


thing a try!

Philip laughs.



PHILIP


Ha ha! What sort of things will you do then?



MARK


Jesus, there must be a million things I could 


do.  ...I think I'll start by writing a letter to 


thank that Vicki girl in the social services.

Philip laughs again.



PHILIP


Oh, aye! You're just trying to get into her 


knickers, you are!



MARK


No. Seriously. I'm going to write to her and then 


I'm going to call in to OLD MRS. BELL and see if 


she wants her garden done or her shopping. I can 


do lots of little things as well, like paying 


people compliments or ...well I don't know... 


loads of things!

Philip looks at Mark as if Mark is losing the plot.



PHILIP


Tell me this. Did Lenny and his boys beat you 


round the head a bit?

Philip taps his index finger on his temple. Mark gives a small laugh.



MARK


Piss off.

INT.  POLICE STATION.  C.I.D. ROOM.  DAY.

D.I. Dawson is sitting at his desk when in walks Detective One.



DAWSON


Well, if it isn't Mr. Laurel! Where's your 


sidekick, Hardy?



DETECTIVE ONE


Sir, I'd be happier if you'd treat us with a 


little more respect.



DAWSON


For fuck sake lighten up cunt-stable, can't you 


take a wee joke? This is the Northern Ireland 


Police Service, not the fucking Girl Guides. 

Detective One is subdued but obviously resentful.



DETECTIVE ONE


Anyway, Detective Constable Taylor, sir, is away 


with a couple of uniforms to bring in Philip 


Glass for that newsagent's job. 



DAWSON


You know I was thinking... If Glass is involved 


you can be pretty damn sure that Jordan boy is 


involved as well.



DETECTIVE ONE


Jordan, did you say? That wouldn't be Mark or 


Thomas Jordan by any chance?



DAWSON


Yeah, Mark, why?



DETECTIVE ONE


There was a punishment beating over on the 


Springfield Road last night. Father and son - 


Mark and Thomas Jordan.

Dawson is visibly excited and a little confused.



DAWSON


And Thomas Jordan? Were they badly hurt?



DETECTIVE ONE


Quite badly I think.

Dawson grins like a Cheshire cat and punches the air with his fist.


DAWSON


Yessss!

INT.  PHILIP'S HOUSE. KITCHEN.  DAY.

Philip is eating a fry beside a window at the back of the house.  He 

is about to take another mouthful when he freezes as a uniformed 

policeman walks by the window towards the back door.  Philip panics 

and throws down his knife and fork and runs to the hall at the front 

of the house.  Through the frosted glass in the front door he sees the 

outline of another two cops.  He stops in his tracks.  After thinking 

for a few seconds he turns and runs up the stairs to the sound of the 

door being knocked loudly and repeatedly.



POLICEMAN (OOV)


Police!  Open this door!

Philip clambers up into the attic and is replacing the hatch as he 

hears the door being SMASHED in.  He hides behind the chimney in the 

attic.  He hears the police searching the house and, after searching 

the bedrooms, a policeman climbs onto the banister and opens the attic 

hatch.  Philip sees the hatch being lifted and panics.  He runs to the 

roofing felt and manages to rip a hole through it as the overweight 

cop struggles to get a leg into the attic.  

The cop is half in and half out of the attic when both he and Philip 

stop in their tracks and look at each other.  After a two second delay 

they both re-double their efforts.  Philip is removing tiles and the 

red-faced policeman is getting to his feet.  Philip is half out of the 

hole and the cop is nearing.  Philip is completely out, bar one foot 

and is just withdrawing it as he feels it being grabbed.  A struggle 

ensues and after a short while, Philip's shoe comes off and the cop 

falls back onto the rafters.  One of the cop's arms goes through the 

plasterboard and protrudes into a bedroom below.  

EXT.  PHILIP'S ROOF.   DAY.

Philip runs to the edge of the roof and is stopped by a perilous jump 

into a tree.  The cop has regained his composure and is now struggling 

to climb out of the hole onto the roof.  Philip looks at the jump and 

looks back to the cop who, although red-faced, is nearly out of the 

hole.  Philip once again considers the jump, but he can't quite muster 

up enough courage.  The cop is now on the roof and starts to 

tentatively  move towards Philip.  Philip looks to the cop, then to 

the tree and to the cop again.  The cop is just about to nab him, when 

Philip turns back to the tree.



PHILIP


Aw, shit!

Philip gathers his courage, takes a deep breath and leaps out towards 

the tree, just as the cop is about to grab him.  Philip clumsily grabs 

a branch and eventually finds a foothold on a lower branch.  He can't 

believe his luck that he has made it.  He looks back up at the cop, 

smiling cockily and gestures to the cop with both hands, calling him 

forwards.



PHILIP


Come on, you fat fuck!  Let's see if pigs really 


can fly!

No sooner has he uttered these words when the branch snaps from 

underneath him.  Philip falls, arse over tit, through the branches and 

hits the ground on his back, with a serious THUD, knocking the wind 

out of him.  He lies still for a few seconds and then slowly and 

painfully gets to his feet.  

The policeman is considering the jump and steels himself to go, but he 

chickens out.  He looks down to see Philip staggering away across the 

neighbours' gardens.  Once again he considers the jump and once again 

he chickens out.



POLICEMAN


Ach fuck it.

He turns and walks back towards the hole in the roof.

EXT. MARK'S STREET. OLD MRS. BELL'S GARDEN.

Mark is finishing mowing the lawn and Old Mrs. Bell is bringing him a 

cool bottle of beer. Philip is approaching from up the street.



PHILIP


Hello Mrs. Bell.

Mrs. Bell smiles and nods, then hobbles back into the house.



MARK


Ahhh.  The wanderer returns.  Where have you been 


hiding?



PHILIP


Ha!  Hiding's right.  I had to do a runner from 


the peelers so I've been staying over at my 


uncle's till the heat dies down a bit.



MARK


What? Are the peelers on to us?

Philip shrugs his shoulders.



PHILIP


Looks like it.   

Philip indicates the lawn mower.



PHILIP(continued)


So I see you're serious about this karma shit.



MARK


Serious as bubonic plague! 


(beat)


I'm still planning this scam though. Next Friday 


I think. Still want to hear about it?



PHILIP


Sure.



MARK


Good. Come on over to the house and I'll fill you 


in.

Mark puts the mower away and calls out to Mrs. Bell.



MARK


I'm away on here Mrs. Bell. If you need me again 


just call over.

Old Mrs. Bell comes slowly to the door.



OLD MRS. BELL


Thanks dear.  You're a great wee fella.

Mark grins at Philip.  Philip shakes his head and smiles.



MARK


Any time Mrs. Bell. Any time.

INT. MARK'S HOUSE. KITCHEN.  DAY.

Mark and Philip enter from the back door. Mark heads for the kettle 

and Philip sits at the table.



MARK


Cuppa?



PHILIP


Aye go on.... what's this scam then?



MARK


Aw, it's a cracker.  It'll probably make the 


news, but the less you know now, the safer you'll 


be.

Philip looks surprised.



PHILIP


On the news! What the hell are you up to now 


Jordan? 


(beat)


No forget it.  I don't think I want to know. 


(beat)


Just tell me what you want me to do.

Mark is pleased at Philip's co-operation.



MARK


Alrighty! First we have to sell the smokes and 


get some dough.

Mark pulls a piece of paper from his pocket and hands it to Philip.



MARK (continued)


Then, here's a list of gear I need you to get. 


(beat)


Go at least as far away as Dublin, and get it 


discreetly.

Philip shakes his head and smiles.



PHILIP


You're a scary bloke Jordan! When do you need 


them for?



MARK


The day after tomorrow would be nice.



PHILIP


God knows what you are up to but whatever it is I 


hope to fuck your karma rating is a bit higher 


than minus five, pal.

They both laugh as Mark brings the tea to the table.



MARK (in mock 'luvvie')


Actually darling its plus six!

Mark suddenly turns serious and looks as though he is in pain. He rubs 

his stomach and bends over a little.



PHILIP


Those bastards hit you in the gut as well?


MARK


Nah, it wasn't them.  Been getting this for weeks 


now.  Well, on and off. 


(beat)


Okay.  Let's get back to this.

INT.  HOSPITAL WARD.  DAY.

Mark is visiting Tommy. He is just arriving and is carrying a bag of 

grapes. As he passes the bed beside Tommy's an elderly male patient 

beckons him over. Mark goes over but the patient is almost inaudible. 

Mark puts his ear close to the patient's mouth.



MARK


Sorry?

The patient half croaks, half whispers.



PATIENT


Could you get the nurse for me son, my buzzer 


ain't working.



MARK


Sure, no problem!

Mark walks across the ward and talks to a nurse. Mark points back to 

the patient and the nurse nods. Mark starts back to Tommy's bed and 

pulls out his diary. He opens it at a page which has a '9' on it and 

he puts a line through it. Underneath he writes '10



MARK (to himself)


Yo. Double figures.

Mark puts the diary in his back pocket and sits down beside Tommy. 

Both Tommy's legs are in plaster and he is stone cold sober.



MARK


Hi Da.



TOMMY


Hello, son, good to see you. Are you feeling any 


better?



MARK


Still a bit sore, but apart from that I'm grand. 


It's you I'm worried about!



TOMMY


Och, don't be worrying yourself about me now. The 


doctor says I'll be out of these in about a month 


or so.

Tommy taps his plastered legs.



TOMMY (continued)


Er.... I don't suppose you took stock of your 


poor Da's terrible thirst and brought him a 


little..er.. relief, did ya?

Mark is incredulous.



MARK


Catch yourself on! Anyway, it's not your bloody 


legs I'm worried about, it's your liver.

Tommy goes on the defensive.



TOMMY


Bugger all wrong with my liver son, so you may 


stop your flapping.

Mark gets upset and angry and raises his voice.



MARK


Look, for fuck sake stop all this shit will you? 


You're fucking dying and it's doing my head in. 


When I talked to you about Royston House last 


night you treated it like I was telling you some 


kind of fucking joke, well from where I'm 


standing it's not one bit funny.

Mark calms down a bit and his voice returns to normal.



MARK (continued)


Look, if you are too fucking stupid to do it for 


yourself would you not at least consider doing it 


for me?

Tommy is fed up being lectured and becomes snappy.



TOMMY


Mmm.. What's the word I'm looking for...Oh yes ... 


NO!

Mark loses his temper and throws the grapes roughly towards Tommy.



MARK


Fuck ye. Hope you choke on them.

Mark is storming out of the ward when Tommy calls out to him



TOMMY


Hey, son, son,

Mark is about ten metres away and fuming. He turns towards Tommy. He 

looks hopeful that Tommy might have had a change of heart. Tommy holds 

up the bag of grapes.



TOMMY


How long do you think it would take for these to 


ferment, ha ha ha!

Mark loses it again and grabs an orange from the top of a nearby 

bedside locker. He throws it hard at Tommy but it misses and splats 

off the wall just above Tommy's head. Tommy is still laughing as Mark 

storms out.

Tommy shouts after him.



TOMMY


You need to lighten up a bit son, life's too 


short.

Tommy suddenly stops laughing and is again in serious pain. He 

clutches his side and groans.



TOMMY


Nurse, nurse.

Mark hasn't seen this and is walking down a corridor on the way out. 

He pulls out his diary and puts a line through '10' and underneath he 

writes '9'. He stops and thinks for a second and gives a little laugh 

and shakes his head



MARK (to himself)


Stubborn oul goat.

INT. REPUBLICAN DRINKING CLUB. BACK ROOM. DAY.

Arthur, Lenny, Mambo, Fluff and Eddie are taking their seats around 

the table. Arthur has the plan of the robbery laid out and he has 

little model human figures and a model car and van.



ARTHUR


Alright lads, this is the last time we meet 



(MORE)



ARTHUR (Continued)


before the job. My man on the inside has 


confirmed that its still a go-er. All I want to 


do now is have a quick run through the details 


one last time. Eddie - give me it from the top.



EDDIE


No problem! Meet here at three-forty, head into 


town. I keep watch at one end of the street, 


Mambo at the other. Radio you when the van 


appears. Lenny's driving, Fluff doing the 


business. The security guard's one of ours and 


will co-operate. The money box won't be closed 


tight so that that dye thingy wont go off. Head 


back to the West, ditch the money, torch  the car 


in Twinbrook and come back here.



ARTHUR


Excellent, sweet as a nut! 


(beat)


And if the cops turn up er ....  Mambo?



MAMBO


Ditch all the gear.  Every man for himself. Don't 


go shooting unless it's either them or us, and 


make your way back here.



ARTHUR


Spot on. Any questions?

The boys look at each other but no one replies.



ARTHUR


Good. I'll be on top of the old library with the 


radio and binnocs. I should be able to see any 


cops coming for miles. If I give you the word to 


ditch just do it immediately and without 


question. 

INT.  MARK'S HOUSE.  LIVING ROOM.  DAY.

Mark is sitting in the living room.  The television news is on in the 

background with an article about famine in Southern Africa.  There is 

a knock and the door opens.



PHILIP (shouting)


Are you in?



MARK


Yeah, in here, com'on in.

Philip walks into the living room and is carrying a sports bag. He 

looks happy. He passes the bag to Mark.



MARK


Oh class! Is this the gear?



PHILIP


Yep.



MARK


Did you get all of it then?

Mark starts to unload the bag onto a coffee table.

Philip smiles.

Mark pulls out two, two-way radios, a bottle of super glue, a mobile 

phone and charger, and a metal block about the size of a rubix cube 

with an extendable radio aerial protruding from one corner. Mark holds 

up the cube and smiles.



MARK


Excellent! Where the fuck did you get this?

Philip is very pleased with himself.



PHILIP


Well the aerial's from my now fucked radio and I 


got Stewarty Wilson to knock up the box down at 


the shipyard. Is that the sort of thing you were 


looking then?



MARK


It's perfect!  It's exactly what I need. Did 


Stewarty not ask you what you wanted it for?



PHILIP


Naw, you know Stewarty, smart enough not to ask 


any questions. I bunged him a twenty spot, ok?



MARK


No prob, cheap at the price!

Philip picks up the cube and examines it closely.



PHILIP


Call me old fashioned, but I would think that 


this is meant to be a bit of a bomb, would I be 


right?

Mark taps the side of his nose a few times.



MARK


Ah, now, what you don't know can't hurt you!



PHILIP


Well tell me this, is that my part finished or do 


you need me to do anything else?



MARK


I need you. Do you know that wee shelter in the 


middle of the park?



PHILIP


What, Beechfield Park?



MARK


That's the one. I want you to be there at three-


thirty on Friday. And I want you to wear this.

Mark pulls a ski mask from under a cushion and Philip looks at him 

with raised eyebrows. Mark starts laughing.



PHILIP


Fuck me, you haven't even got to the good bit yet 


have you?



MARK


Er... not quite. I also want you to bring the 


radios, the cube, phone,  glue and... the sawn-


off.

Philip drops his shoulders and looks worried.



PHILIP


Aw Mark, tell me you're not doing an armed 


robbery, you dickhead.  You get about ten years 


for that oul malarkey.

Mark laughs again.



MARK


Relax, I'll not even be touching the gun.

Philip looks anxious.



PHILIP


I hope t' fuck you don't think that I'm going 


t...

Mark interrupts Philip.



MARK


Don't be daft, I'm hardly gonna be asking  you to 


rob somewhere now am I?

Philip looks a little relieved and lightens up again.



PHILIP


Listen Jordan, I've known you a bloody long time. 


There is very little you could do these days that 


would surprise me! Tell me some more.



MARK


Ok. I want you to wait behind the shelter 'till 


you see me cycling towards you. I want you to 


jump out masked and order me to come  with you.  


I'll time it so there'll be witnesses so don't 


wear anything that can be identified.  Bring all 


this gear...

Mark hands him the bag with all the gear.



MARK (CONTINUED)


..and as soon as I leave you, disappear. If you 


happen to get scooped on the way to the shelter, 


just say you found the bag sitting on a bench and 


you were bringing it to the cop shop.



PHILIP


Yeah, and the cops will believe that!



MARK


It doesn't matter what they believe.  It's about 


what they can prove.  Stick to your story and 


they can't touch you.

Philip thinks about this for a few seconds and then throws caution to 

the wind.



PHILIP


Aw fuck it, why not! In for a penny, in for a 


thousand pounds! Er.. you did say a grand didn't 


you, y'mad bastard?



MARK


Well, yeah, only if it works! Fancy a cuppa?

INT.  HOSPITAL WARD.  DAY.

Mark comes in carrying two bunches of grapes. He goes to the bed of 

the elderly patient beside Tommy and gives him one of the bunches of 

grapes.



MARK


There you go!

The elderly patient looks at Mark suspiciously.



MARK (CONTINUED)


Er... They were doing two bunches for the price 


of one.

The patient nods. Mark moves over to Tommy's bed and marks up his 

karma diary.  It now stands at plus 19.  Mark tosses Tommy the other 

bag of grapes.



MARK


There you go, more gear for your home brew kit!

Tommy gives a weak grin and looks distinctly sheepish. There is 

obviously something on his mind.



MARK


What's the matter Da?



TOMMY


To be honest son, I don't think I'm doing too 


well.  Things look a bit different when you're 


sober.

Mark looks very interested in this new turn of events and sits down. 

He pulls his seat closer to Tommy.



MARK


Go on.



TOMMY (continued)


I'm in terrible pain son, with my oul liver.  And 


it's getting worse. 


(beat)


I've never said this before in my whole life, not 


to a single living soul, but I'm a bit ...well 


... you know ... sort of ... afraid.

Tommy is on the verge of tears and Mark puts his hand on top of 

Tommy's.



MARK


It's going to be ok Da. The doctor told me that 


as long as you stay off the drink, your liver 


will get better.  Maybe you should give this 


Royston House place a go.



TOMMY


If only it was that easy son.  You see the thing 


is... well, I know the thought of dying is 


scaring me, but...  I think I might be even more 


frightened of trying to get by without a drink.

Mark is visibly very moved.



TOMMY (continued)


I need it son,.... just like you need air.  I'm 


lying here with my legs all smashed up, but all I 


can think of is getting a bloody drink.  And it's 


torture.

Mark is on the verge of tears.



TOMMY (continued)


Jesus, look at the state of your oul Da.  I 


don't mean to embarrass you like this son, but 


I'm getting frightened.  

Tommy grabs Mark's wrist.



TOMMY (continued)


Help me son.



MARK


Listen Da, I'm not embarrassed. I'm fucking glad 


that you have finally stopped joking and taking 


the piss out of everything.   


(beat)


Of course I'll help you.

Mark mutters under his breath.



MARK (continued)


About bloody time.

Mark looks at Tommy who is clearly upset.



MARK (continued)


Listen Da, let's just leave it for the night and 


we'll talk about something a bit more cheery. 



(MORE)



MARK (Continued)


(Beat)


What did they give you for your tea?



TOMMY


Ah you're a good man you know! Tea?  Bloody 


tinned salmon sandwiches.

INT.  POLICE STATION.  CHIEF INSPECTOR'S OFFICE.  DAY.

The Chief Inspector is sitting behind his desk reading the letter that 

Mark has sent regarding Dawson. There is a knock at the door and the 

Chief puts the letter down.



CHIEF


Come in.

Dawson walks in and stands in front of the desk.



DAWSON


You wanted to see me sir?



CHIEF


Yes Dawson, take a seat.

The Chief indicates a chair, Dawson pulls it over and sits down. The 

Chief is stern, accusatory in manner. Dawson is getting flustered.



CHIEF


The Botanic post office job. I believe there is a 


problem?



DAWSON


Ah ...yes sir. The scene of the crime squad seems 


to have mislaid the fingerprints. We can't do 


anything without them. 


(beat)


I have told them to drop everything and get it 


sorted, sir.



CHIEF


Who had access to those prints?



DAWSON


Just the scene of the crime boys sir.

The Chief stares in silence for a few seconds waiting for Dawson to 

add more, but Dawson remains silent.



CHIEF


And presumably yourself, Dawson, given that you 


are the officer in charge of this case?



DAWSON


Oh, yes of course myself sir, that goes without 


saying.

The Chief gives Dawson a filthy look.



CHIEF


Mmm...Yes it did didn't it. 


(beat)


I have a letter here from a Mark Jordan. That's 


that lad who ran rings around you in court, isn't 


it?

Dawson is getting more and more uncomfortable. He tries to formulate a 

suitable answer but is cut off by the Chief.



DAWSON


Err..



CHIEF


He says that you are working for Arthur Magill, 


that you ordered his beating and that I should 


watch for things like evidence going missing.  


What do you make of that Inspector Dawson?

Dawson is completely flustered and struggles for an answer. He is red 

with embarrassment. The chief is stone faced.



DAWSON


Sir that is ridiculous. 


(beat)


Mark Jordan and I have never seen eye to eye. 


Er.. I imagine that he is just trying to make 


trouble for me sir.

Dawson is now finding it difficult to maintain eye contact. The Chief 

is starting to get angry and has raised his voice.



CHIEF


So how do you explain the missing prints, then?  


And don't even think about telling me it's just a 


coincidence!



DAWSON


Er.. um.. It's not down to me sir, honestly! 



(MORE)



DAWSON (Continued)


(beat)


In fact sir, I think I can guarantee you that 


those prints will turn up again. I'll keep those 


scene of the crime boys under serious pressure 


until they come up with the goods.



CHIEF


If you don't get a conviction on the Post Office 


case Dawson, I am going to investigate this 


matter to the full and I'm pretty damn sure that 


that would not be in your interest. Do I make 


myself clear?



DAWSON


Crystal sir.

The Chief is at the end of his tether and practically shouts at 

Dawson.



CHIEF


Now get out and get this sorted!

Dawson leaves the office and the Chief mutters to himself.



CHIEF


Bloody incompetent!

INT.  REPUBLICAN DRINKING CLUB.   DAY.

There are about twenty rough looking customers drinking in the bar.  

The door opens and in walks Dawson.  Within a few seconds the place 

goes silent.  Dawson is like a lamb amongst the wolves.  He sidles up 

to the bar and nervously addresses the barman, while all eyes in the 

bar watch his every move.



DAWSON


Arthur Magill about?

The barman stares at him with contempt, then walks to a wall intercom 

and presses a button.



BARMAN


Arthur.  The filth's here asking for you.

A few seconds later the door of the back room opens and Arthur 

emerges.  Dawson turns round and Arthur beckons him down the bar with 

his finger.  Dawson walks a gauntlet of silent hatred, follows Arthur 

into the backroom and closes the door behind him.

INT.  REPUBLICAN DRINKING CLUB. BACK ROOM. DAY.

Arthur is alone in the room.



DAWSON


Friendly crowd in here.

Dawson gives a nervous smirk.  Arthur moves round behind the table and 

sits down, gesturing for Dawson to sit at the other side.  On the 

table are strewn a few bits and pieces including an old rusty hammer, 

Arthur picks this up and begins to toy with it.  Dawson sits down. 



ARTHUR


Do you know why I called you here?



DAWSON


Er ... About the fingerprints?



ARTHUR


Smart cookie.  


(beat)


A little bird tells me there is a problem?

Dawson looks shocked.



ARTHUR (continued)


What?  You think you're the only cop in my 


pocket? 


(beat)


So what's the score?



DAWSON


Sorry Arthur, the chief's been busting my balls 


on this one.  It just can't be done.

Arthur instantly and violently loses his temper, jumps out of the 

chair and smashes the hammer down hard towards Dawson's fingers on the 

table.  Dawson retrieves his fingers in the nick of time and the head 

of the hammer makes a hole in the table.  Dawson jumps up in shock and 

fear. Arthur is shouting.



ARTHUR


Can't?!!!!? ... Can't? I don't want to hear 


"can't".  

Arthur becomes indignant.  He leans across the table, grabs Dawson's 

tie and pulls him forward to within a couple of inches of his own 

face. 



ARTHUR (continued)


Just who the fuck do you think you're dealing 


with?  Do you think I'm some kind of two-bit 


hood?

Arthur lets Dawson back off a little, letting the tie slip through his 

fingers, but still holds onto the end.  Arthur sits down and as he 

does so, uses the tie to pull Dawson down into his own seat.  Dawson 

is forced to lean forward a little.  Dawson is very frightened and, 

stuttering, tries to bargain.



DAWSON


I can give you other stuff ... tip offs ... 


police movements.  You name it.



ARTHUR


I have named it.  I want the prints.

Dawson is pleading now.



DAWSON


Please Arthur.  My entire career's on the line. 

Arthur is calmer but still aggressive and menacing.  Very slowly he 

begins to reel Dawson in by the tie until Dawson's ear is on the 

table.  Arthur leans over and whispers into his other ear.



ARTHUR


If my boys go down you won't have a career, 


because you won't have a life.  


(beat)


Do I make myself clear?



DAWSON


Crystal.

Arthur lets go of Dawson's tie.



ARTHUR (CALMLY)


Get out.

Dawson scurries away.

EXT.  HIGH STREET.  DAY.

Mark is walking slowly up the road with a bag of shopping over his 

wrist, concentrating on rubbing a scratch card, when Philip spots him 

from the other side of the street. Philip waves and shouts.



PHILIP


Yo, Mark

Mark turns and sees him and waits for him to cross the road.



PHILIP


'Bout ya. What's in the bag?



MARK


It's not mine. Oul Mrs. Bell asked me to pick up 


a few things for her.



PHILIP


Ah ha! Building up the old score for tomorrow's 


scam then?



MARK


Well, it can't do any harm!



PHILIP


What number are you up to now then?



MARK


Twenty seven.



PHILIP


Go ahead there! Notice any difference then?

Philip grins. Mark picks up on his cynicism.



MARK


You can take the piss all you want but I've just 


won twenty quid. Ha!

Mark waves the card under Philip's nose whilst laughing. Philip 

brushes him away.



PHILIP


Piss off, will you.

Mark stops messing about and they start to walk together



PHILIP


How's your Da?



MARK


He's getting out tomorrow.  His liver is well 


fucked, but at least it has scared him into 


thinking about giving the treatment centre a go.



PHILIP


Every cloud has a silver lining, eh?



MARK


Mmmm... Just gotta get the dough now.  You're 


still up for tomorrow?



PHILIP


Oh aye! 

EXT.  RIVER.  UNDERWATER.  DAWN

Same dream sequence as Scene 1, but instead of the clattering of pots 

and pans there is the sound of a continual beeping. Mark jerks upright 

soaked in sweat and breathing fast. He is disoriented and after a few 

seconds he locates the source of the beep. It is his alarm clock. He 

turns it off. He gets up and runs a bath.

INT.  BRIAN THE PRIEST'S HOUSE.  DAY.

Brian is cheery. He has just had a bath and is wrapped in a bath robe. 

He goes into the living room and puts on a CD of classical music. He  

gets dressed and starts filling out 'Post It' sticky notes. On one he 

writes 'Oxfam' and sticks it on the screen of his TV. On another he 

writes 'War on Want' and sticks it on his hi-fi. On a third he writes 

'Mark Jordan' and sticks it on a large hard backed book of eastern 

religions. He continues to fill out the 'Post It's while humming along 

to the music.

INT.  PHILIP'S HOUSE.  KITCHEN.  DAY.

The calendar on his wall says Friday 12th. The clock reads 3:00 pm.  

Philip has the sports bag on the table and a check list. He is packing 

the bag, one thing at a time.



PHILIP


Cube, check, sawn-off, check, radios, check,  ski 


mask, check...

INT.  REPUBLICAN DRINKING CLUB.  BACK ROOM. DAY

The room is occupied by Lenny, Fluff, and Eddie. The clock is showing 

3:35 pm. They are all very quiet and showing signs of tension.  Lenny 

looks impatiently at his watch.



LENNY


Where is that wanker?

Eddie is standing at the window. He pulls back the curtain a little 

and looks out.



EDDIE


Here he is now.



LENNY


'bout time too!

Eddie checks his two way radio and leaves the other on the table for 

Mambo. He takes two masks from a box and hands one to Lenny and one to 

Fluff. He takes a large automatic pistol from the box and gives it to 

Fluff. He hesitates before handing Fluff the magazine.



EDDIE


Only if it's life or death, ok?

Eddie taps the gun magazine.



FLUFF


Yes, Daddy.

Mambo walks in. Lenny looks at his watch.



LENNY


It's three thirty-five you know!



MAMBO


Yeah, and we're not fucking leaving till three 


forty, so what's your problem?



LENNY


You're the fucking problem. I thought maybe you'd 


lost your bottle.



MAMBO


Is that right, well I'm not the one sitting there 


flapping. Nerves playing you up Lenny?

Lenny is riled and stands up and points at Mambo.



LENNY


Tell you what Mambo. Me and you is gonna sort 


this out for once and for all after this move is 


over.



MAMBO


Good, can't wait

Mambo and Lenny exchange filthy looks. Lenny gathers up his mask.



LENNY


Right, let's get going.

They all tool up and head for the door.

INT.  BRIAN THE PRIEST'S HOUSE.  HALL.  DAY.

Brian has on his full clerical gear.  He looks at himself in the 

mirror long and hard and finally closes his eyes and takes a long deep 

breath, picks up a copy of the New Testament and kisses it.  He opens 

the front door and pauses for a few seconds. Giving a resigned sigh, 

he puts the bible in his pocket and leaves the house.  He does not 

close the door behind him.

EXT.  PARK GATES.  DAY.

Mark is entering the gates on his bicycle. Just through the gates he 

stops and waits. After a short while he sees a middle aged woman in a 

scarf, walking a little terrier. He waits until she is about two 

hundred metres ahead of him and nearing the shelter, then he sets off 

on his bike. He arrives at the woman at the same time that she arrives 

at the shelter. There is no one else around. As Mark approaches the 

shelter a masked figure in overalls and carrying a sawn-off shotgun 

runs out from behind the shelter grabs Mark's neck and pulls him off 

the bike.  He sticks a sawn-off shotgun under Mark's chin and marches 

him behind the shelter.  The woman is close by and has seen 

everything. She is open mouthed and frightened. She scurries off as 

quickly as she can.







CUT TO: BEHIND THE SHELTER.



MARK


Good man, quick, have you got all the gear?



PHILIP


It's all in there.

Philip indicates the bag. Mark starts rummaging. He pulls out the cube 

and extends its aerial. He hands it to Philip with the tube of super 

glue.



MARK


Cover one side in glue. Use plenty.



PHILIP


What the fuck for?



MARK


Just hurry, I'll explain later.  That oul doll 


will be on her way to phone the cops, we've only 


got a few minutes.

Mark picks up one of the two way radios and puts the other in Philip's 

pocket while Philip is covering one side of the cube in glue. Mark 

then picks up the mobile phone and puts it in his own pocket.  He 

looks at Philip.



MARK


Is it covered?

Philip nods.



MARK


Okay, now stick it onto the side of my neck, and 


make sure its stuck completely solid!

Philip looks totally perplexed.



PHILIP


What the f..

Mark interrupts him.



MARK


Listen, now's not the time, just do it, I'll talk 


to you on the radio in a minute, just hurry up!

Mark tilts his head and Philip glues the cube on to his neck. The 

aerial is sticking up an inch or two above Mark's head. Mark stuffs 

the shotgun into Philip's overalls.



MARK


Here - hide that thing in the park somewhere and 


we'll pick it up again tomorrow. Make your way 


home now and I'll fill you in on the radio. 


(beat)


Don't talk to me on this thing unless I talk to 


you first ok?

Philip is bewildered by this stage.



PHILIP


Aye, whatever!



MARK


Off you go, I'll call you in a few minutes.

Mark picks up the bike and cycles away.

INT.  NEWSAGENT'S.  CITY CENTRE.  DAY

Brian the Priest walks up to the counter. He recognises the girl 

behind the counter, LINDSAY, and smiles broadly at her.



BRIAN


Hello petal, and how are you today?

Lindsay smiles back at him.



LINDSAY


Hi Father Watson, nice to see you, are you 


looking for DAVID?



BRIAN


As a matter of fact I am dear, is he in?



LINDSAY


You're in luck, he just arrived two minutes ago. 


I'll go get him.

Lindsay disappears into the back of the shop and in no time at all 

David appears. He is delighted to see Brian and shakes his hand 

warmly.



DAVID


Hello stranger, long time no see.  Are you 


keeping well?



BRIAN


Never better. 

David smiles.



BRIAN


You know David, your friendship has really added 


to my life.  I really am a better person for it.  


I just want you to know that.

David is confused and begins to look alarmed.



DAVID


Brian ... is something wrong?  Are you ill?

Brian laughs fondly.



BRIAN


No really, I've never been better. 


(beat)


Anyway, what about you?  How are Kate and the 


kids?

EXT.  ROYAL AVENUE.  MARKS AND SPENCERS. DAY

Lenny's car pulls up and parks in a space at the side of the road. 

Eddie and Mambo get out and head in opposite directions to the ends of 

the street. Lenny and Fluff get out, turn up their collars and head 

across the road to an electrical goods shop window where they browse. 

Lenny puts a small radio earpiece in his ear. He looks at his watch.



LENNY


Fifteen minutes.

Fluff is a bit jittery, he doesn't reply, but just nods 

acknowledgment.











CUT TO:

Arthur on the library roof. Arthur looks at Lenny and Fluff with his 

binoculars and then locates in turn first Mambo and then Eddie, 

walking to their positions. Arthur pulls out his radio.



ARTHUR


A. in position. L.& F. in position. E. nearing 


position, M. nearing position.











CUT TO:

Lenny is holding his earpiece with one hand, listening to this 

broadcast. Fluff is looking at him for information.



LENNY


Arthur is with us, so far so good.

EXT.  PARK EXIT.  DAY.

Mark is just inside the park gates and he stops and gets off his bike. 

He pulls out a can of vegetable soup and opens it with a tin opener. 

He takes a large mouthful but does not swallow it. He dumps the tin 

and opener down a drain. He cycles out of the park slowly and on to a 

main road, leading to the city centre. Just in front of him there is a 

bridge crossing a large river. He gives a quick glance to a security / 

traffic camera at the far end of the bridge to ensure it is pointing 

at him. He cycles to the middle of the bridge, gets off his bike and 

walks across the path to the bridge rails where he pretends he is 

being violently ill by 'throwing up' the soup. He tries in vain to 

pull the box off his neck. Mark bends the aerial back and forward 

until it snaps off and he throws it on the ground. He then wipes his 

mouth and pulls out the mobile phone and dials. 



MARK


Police please and hurry.

Mark is pretending to be very nervous and makes his voice shaky.



MARK (continued)


You've got to help me.  I've got a bomb stuck to 


my neck. 


(beat)


Listen, please don't interrupt ... I don't have 


much time. 


(beat)


My name is Mark Jordan.  A few minutes ago I was 


cycling through Beechfield park and a masked man 


with a gun forced me in behind a shelter. He gave 


me a two-way radio and a sports bag and he super-


glued a box to my neck. It won't come off. He 


said it's an ounce and a half of semtex with a 


remotely operated detonator. 


(beat)


I've broken off the aerial but I don't know if 


that is enough. He told me to go to the Halifax 


in Royal Avenue and get £100,000. He expects me 


to be there in seven minutes and he says there is 


someone else watching. 


(beat)


Look, can you empty the building and get them to 


leave the vault open so I can close myself in? 


I'm hoping maybe the radio signal that detonates 


this fucking thing won't get through the vault 


walls. 


(beat)


Oh, and get the bomb squad and have an ambulance 


ready.  Okay? 


(beat)


Right I'm on my way, and for God's sake make sure 


your men are discreet! 

Mark holds the phone away from himself and looks at it with disbelief.



MARK (continued)


'Cause I'll be the bloke with a fucking bomb 


stuck to my neck, that's how!

Mark shakes his head in disgust at the stupidity of the police. He 

hangs up the phone, picks up the radio and calls Philip.



MARK


Philip, are you there?



PHILIP (OOV)


Go ahead!

Mark looks at his watch. He glances at the traffic camera. It is still 

pointing in his direction.



MARK


In exactly....twelve minutes radio me and say 


"You have two minutes to get out of there or your 


head comes off" Say nothing else then lose your 


radio. Don't let anyone see you with the radio at 


all. Is that all clear?



PHILIP


Yep..



MARK


Good man, hear from you in...

Mark looks at his watch.



MARK (continued)


....just over eleven minutes then, bye.



PHILIP


Eleven minutes, bye!

EXT.  ROYAL AVE.  DAY.

It is a busy afternoon in downtown Belfast. PAN a row of shops. In 

this row is the Halifax Building Society, two clothes shops, a 

fishmonger's, a travel agent's and Marks and Spencers. There are lots 

of people about.











CUT TO:

Eddie. He sees the security van approaching and discretely radios 

Lenny and the boys.



EDDIE


The van's here, be with you in two minutes.











CUT TO:

Arthur on the roof. Arthur talks into his radio.



ARTHUR


Positions.

Lenny and Fluff move away from the shop window and get back into the 

car. Lenny hands Fluff his mask and sets his own on his lap. They pick 

up a newspaper each and hide behind them.  The van pulls up and a 

solitary guard gets out and heads for the store. He is carrying a 

security cash box.











CUT TO:

Brian the Priest entering the fishmonger's.

INT. CITY CENTRE POLICE STATION. CID ROOM.  DAY.

Detective Inspector SMITH is on the phone. He is very business like.



SMITH


I want two unmarked cars at the Halifax right 


away, officers to be plain clothed and carrying 


small arms. Get me the army bomb squad and an 


ambulance on standby.  I want at least a dozen 


plain clothes officers on the street, searching 


for the man with the remote control. Tell them to 


be there within five minutes or I'll want to know 


why!

EXT.  ROYAL AVENUE.  DAY.

Mark has just reached the end of the street where Eddie is stationed. 

Eddie sees Mark and turns away to avoid recognition. Mark doesn't see 

Eddie. Mark glances up and checks a security camera is looking his way 

and he gets off his bike and lets it fall to the ground. He walks in 

the direction of the Halifax and also the security camera.  A dark 

stain appears and grows on the front of his trousers and spreads down 

the top of his legs. He walks into the Halifax which is deserted 

except for one man who is leaving. The man discreetly speaks to Mark 

as he passes.



MAN


Police. The vault is open. Close yourself in. 


I've left a radio on the floor.

Mark gives a discreet nod and goes in.











CUT TO:

Royal Avenue. Several different police officers in plain clothes are 

watching the public trying to find the radio operator.

INT. CAR. ROYAL AVE. DAY.

Four plain clothes officers are in a car, parked between the Halifax 

and Marks and Spencers. The driver is speaking discretely on his lapel 

radio.



DRIVER


Unit Six, any movement?











CUT TO:

A plain clothes officer on the street. He also talks discretely to a 

lapel radio.



UNIT SIX


Nothing yet guv.











CUT TO:

Car interior.



DRIVER


Unit Seven?



UNIT SEVEN (OOV)


Nothing Guv!

INT.  ROYAL AVE.  FISHMONGER'S.  DAY.

Brian the Priest is talking to the fishmonger.  We have missed the 

conversation but both men have just started laughing heartily. He is 

still laughing when he spots something in the display in front of him. 

He stops laughing immediately and looks serious.  He is looking at a 

salmon.  He closes his eyes.



BRIAN (WHISPERING)


Our Father, who art in heaven  Hallowed be thy 


name.  Thy Kingdom come ...

The fishmonger watches on, mystified.

EXT. ROYAL AVE.  DAY.

POV from inside Lenny's car. Lenny sees the guard coming out of Marks 

and Spencers and picks up and puts on his mask. Fluff does the same.



LENNY


You're on.

Fluff cocks his gun, pulls down his mask and jumps out of the car and 

walks towards the guard, the gun held down by his side.

INT. HALIFAX. VAULT INTERIOR. DAY.

Mark enters the vault and pulls the door behind him. There is a two 

way radio sitting on the floor. He picks it up and speaks nervously.



MARK


H..Hello?











CUT TO:

Unmarked Police car in Royal Avenue. The occupants hear Mark and the 

driver replies by again talking into his lapel.



DRIVER


Mark, it's the police here.  We're trying to find 


the radio operator but nothing so far. Pull the 


vault door over and sit tight. In a minute or two 


we are sending in a bomb disposal expert and a 


doctor, both in plain clothes. Hang in there, 


it's going to be al....JESUS CHRIST!!

The driver looks out his front windscreen and sees Fluff twenty yards 

away holding a gun to the guard's head and taking the money box.

He pulls out his service revolver and jumps out of the car, shielding 

himself behind the car door. His colleagues realize what's happening, 

draw their weapons, and jump out. They too take cover behind the car 

doors.



DRIVER (shouting loudly)


Police! Drop your weapon and lie face down on the 


ground or I will open fire!

Fluff spins round and sees the officer.  Fluff quickly turns his gun 

on him. The officer is still pointing his gun over the top of the 

door.



DRIVER (still shouting)


This is your third and final warning. Drop your 


weapon or I will open fire!

The guard slowly curls up in a ball at Fluff's feet.



FLUFF (muttering)


Third? You lying bastard.

Fluff's trigger-finger slowly tightens.











CUT TO:

Lenny in the car. Lenny is still masked and is shouting to Fluff.



LENNY


What the fuck are you doing?.... Come on, run!

Lenny flings open the passenger door and, with wheels spinning, drives 

as close as he can to Fluff.  Fluff is in a world of his own.  His 

finger tightens on the trigger and a shot flies from his gun.  The 

officer and his colleagues open fire in great numbers but the camera 

follows the track of Fluff's bullet in slow motion over the officer's 

head and towards the fishmonger's. The bullet goes through the front 

window.

INT.  FISHMONGER'S.  ROYAL AVE.  DAY.

Brian still has his eyes closed and is finishing his prayer.



BRIAN


... Amen.

At the word "Amen" the bullet rips into the back of his skull and a 

large section of his face comes away. He slumps to the floor, falling 

on the large salmon on the display, which lands beside him.

EXT. ROYAL AVENUE. DAY

There is the sound of repeated gunfire. Fluff has been hit about 

twenty times in all parts of his body and head. He falls to the ground 

dead. The general public are running and screaming.  Lenny leans out 

of the car and grabs the money box, before screeching off.  Several 

policemen fire after him, taking out his rear window screen.

EXT. ROYAL AVE. ROOF OF LIBRARY.  DAY.

Arthur is removing the binoculars from his eyes.   He shakes his head 

from side to side, smiles grimly and starts to walk away.

INT. HALIFAX VAULT INTERIOR. DAY.

Mark is joined by the bomb disposal man, HARRY. The man is wearing 

body armour and a protective face shield.   The doctor is just outside 

the vault and is filling a syringe with a liquid from a bottle.  Harry 

walks over to Mark  who is sitting in the corner, and he notices that 

Mark has wet himself.



HARRY


It's going to be okay son. Let me take a look at 


this thing.

Mark says nothing but turns to allow Harry access to the box on his 

neck.  Harry examines it carefully.



HARRY


Now I can't be absolutely sure at this point, but 


I would say that it is ninety odd per cent 


certain that this thing is a hoax.

Mark gives a big sigh of relief.



MARK


God, am I glad to hear that!

Harry starts to sort out different tools from a bag on the floor.



HARRY


I have a doctor outside, I think he wants to give 


you something to take the pressure off. I think 


it's safe enough now for him to come in.  Will I 


get him?

Mark nods in agreement.



HARRY


Come in doctor.

The doctor walks in and kneels down beside Mark, squirting a little 

drop of fluid from the syringe. Mark's radio crackles to life but 

there is a lot of interference.



PHILIP (OOV)


You have two minutes to get out of there or your 


head is coming off.

Harry looks at Mark and Mark pretends to panic.



HARRY


It's ok, it's ok, he's bluffing.



DOCTOR


Hello Mark, I am Doctor McCauley and I'm going to 


give you something to help you to relax. 

Mark lifts his hand and the doctor injects him in it. Mark starts to 

faint and the doctor lays him back comfortably against the wall, 

deeply asleep.

INT.  HOSPITAL WARD.  DAY.

A private ward.  Mark is sleeping.  Philip is sitting by his bed 

looking distraught and reading a newspaper.  Mark is starting to come 

around.



PHILIP


Welcome back.

Mark tries to focus but has difficulty. He gives his head a shake.



MARK


Where am I?



PHILIP


You're in hospital.  You've been here since 


yesterday.  Sleep well?



MARK


Like a baby on Tmazepam!

Mark is still trying to bring himself round.  Philip shifts 

uncomfortably in his seat.



PHILIP


Listen.  I've got some bad news.  You'll need to 


brace yourself.

Philip shows Mark the paper headlines it reads 'PRIEST AND TERRORIST 

KILLED IN POLICE SHOOTOUT' There is a photo of both Brian and Fluff 

underneath.



PHILIP


I'm sorry.  I know he meant a lot to you.

Mark is silent.  He stares at the paper and his eyes moisten.  He 

looks at Philip.  He is still trying to come round and struggling to 

take it all in.



MARK


What the fuck???????????



PHILIP


According to the news last night, you were in the 


vault of the Halifax when all this was going on 


outside.  Armed robbery gone wrong, apparently. 


(beat)


The place was crawling with peelers.  They must 


have been tipped off.

Mark suddenly realises what has happened and clamps his head in both 

hands.



MARK


Oh no. 


(beat)


Poor Brian.



PHILIP


How come you and the mob were there at the same 


time?  Was that part of your scam, whatever that 


was?

Mark is bewildered.



MARK


No ... Shit no.  I didn't know they were going to 


be there.  

There is a short silence.  Philip looks at the paper again.



PHILIP


Two guys wasted.  For what?  Thirty-seven 


miserable grand.

He throws the paper back down onto Mark's bed in disgust.  Mark is 

still looking shocked and upset.  



MARK


Do you know when the funeral is?



PHILIP


No.  It's too soon.  Don't worry, we'll find out.

Mark nods.  Both of them are uncomfortable with this situation and 

there is a bit of an awkward silence, which Philip breaks by changing 

the subject.



PHILIP


So what was your game then?  I take it it didn't 


work.

Mark is deep in thought.



MARK


No.  It probably did work, actually.  As far as 


the Halifax is concerned, my quick thinking saved 


them a hundred grand, so I'm hoping for a reward 


of about ten percent.  


(beat)


Especially if there's a lot of publicity.

Mark looks at the paper.



MARK (continued)


Which there obviously is.

Just then Inspector Dawson appears. Mark looks at him in disgust.



MARK


Fuck off Dawson.  I've nothing to say to you.

Dawson smiles and keeps walking towards the bed. He sits down beside 

Philip.  Philip moves his chair to the other side of the bed.



DAWSON


So what stupid little game were you up to last 


night, then Jordan?



MARK


I might have known you'd be too thick to figure 


it out! Now get the fuck out of here before you 


get hurt!

Dawson laughs at this notion.



DAWSON


By who?  You? ... him?   Don't make me laugh. Ha 


ha.

Mark is trying hard to control his temper.



DAWSON (continued)


Still sore at me for my little present then? 



MARK


I'm not going to tell you again, get the fuck out 


of here!



DAWSON


That's brave talk for dead man. 


(beat)


First of all, I know you did Campbell's shop.  

Dawson tuts several times, the way one would to a naughty child.



DAWSON (continued)


Secondly, it was you who brought the police to 


Magill's robbery yesterday, and he's not going to 


be pleased when I tell him.

Mark is scared by this threat and there is a tense silence between 

them.  Dawson starts to smile and leans forward into Mark's face.



DAWSON


Did your Da enjoy his hot shower?



MARK


You ...

Mark loses his temper, lunges forward and grabs Dawson violently by 

both ears and pulls him forward.  He sinks his teeth into Dawson's 

nose.  There is the SOUND of flesh ripping and gristle giving way.  

Mark wrenches his head back, taking the tip of Dawson's nose with 

him.  There is blood everywhere.  Dawson jumps back and stands up.



DAWSON


AAAHHHHH! You fudkid basdtd!

Dawson is in a terrible panic and starts screaming for help.



DAWSON


Durse, durse.

Philip takes advantage of this situation by walking calmly over to 

Dawson and kicking him hard in the balls. Dawson goes silent and drops 

to his knees. Mark looks at Philip and smiles. Mark parts his lips 

which are covered in blood to reveal the tip of Dawson's nose between 

his teeth. A nurse comes running into the room.



NURSE


Oh my God! What happened?

Philip winks at Mark and turns innocently to the nurse.



PHILIP


I think poor Mark must still be in shock or 


something.  He attacked this poor man, but he 


didn't seem to know where he was or what he was 


doing. Kept screaming something about a bomb and 


pulling at his neck.

Dawson looks at Philip in disbelief. He is still on his knees, one 

hand holding his crotch and the other holding his nose. Blood is 

running through his fingers. Philip looks at Dawson and says with 

malice, his eyes narrowed viciously.



PHILIP (continued)


And of course I would be prepared to swear to 


this in court.

Mark gives a quick smile, spits out the nose end and feigns confusion.



MARK


What's going on? What's happening? Where am I?

The nurse comes over to Mark and talks to him reassuringly.



NURSE


You're okay now Mark. You're in hospital for a 


wee rest and you'll be right as rain in a day or 


two. Lie down now and I'll get the doctor to give 


you something to help you relax.

Mark gives a smug smile to Philip, unseen by anyone else, and lies 

down for a sleep.











CUT TO:

Outside the ward. Tommy has arrived from his own ward in a wheelchair. 

He is sober and is looking well. The door is being guarded by a 

hospital security guard who is keeping the press at bay. He has just 

refused Tommy entry.



TOMMY


Listen here son, do I look like a bloody 


reporter? I'm in my jammies in a bloody 


wheelchair for Christ sake!



GUARD


Sorry sir, I have my orders.

The nurse comes out of the ward and notices Tommy,



NURSE


Oh Mr Jordan! Mark's fine, but he has just been 


given something to help him sleep. If you come 


back about tea time we'll let you have an hour 


with him. Is that ok?



TOMMY


Well....If you say so nurse. Are you sure he's 


alright?



NURSE


Och, he'll be up and about in no time, stop your 


worrying!

The nurse ruffles Tommy's hair.



TOMMY


Y'see if he comes round before tea time?



NURSE


Yes?



TOMMY


Would you tell him I'll go on that wee trip for 


him .... he'll know what that means.



NURSE


I will.  Now take yourself off.

The nurse waves him away and he smiles at her and leaves.

INT. CITY CENTRE RESTAURANT.  DAY.

Dawson is seated at a booth with a cup of coffee in front of him.  

Arthur walks in and takes a seat facing him.  He looks to Dawson and 

laughs.



ARTHUR


So it's busy public places now, Dawson? 


(beat)


Getting a little nervous?

Dawson totally ignores this quip.



DAWSON


I've got some big news for you, Arthur.



ARTHUR


I hope it involves fingerprints.



DAWSON


No not yet, I'm working on that.  That should be 


okay, but this is bigger.

Arthur seems a little cynical.



ARTHUR


Oh really?  Okay, fire away.

Dawson leans back and throws his arm over the back of the booth.



DAWSON


It was Jordan and Glass that did Campbell's.

He looks at Arthur for a reaction.  There is none.



DAWSON (continued)


But that's small scale.  Here's the thing. 


(beat)


Jordan was the guy in the vault last night when 


Fluff was killed.

Again, Dawson pauses, waiting for a reaction.  This time he gets it.  

Arthur sits up, interested.



ARTHUR


Really?



DAWSON


Yeah, really.  Those cops weren't there for your 


team.  They were there for Jordan. 



(MORE)



DAWSON (Continued)


(beat)


He's the reason Fluff's dead.

Arthur considers this information.  He beckons Dawson forward with his 

finger.  Dawson looks unsettled and leans forward nervously.  Arthur 

pats him playfully on the cheek two or three times.



ARTHUR


Good boy.

Dawson is more relieved than humiliated.  He goes to speak, but then 

decides against it.  Arthur notices and encourages him.



ARTHUR (continued)


Go ahead.  Say it.

Dawson again steels himself for what he is about to say.  He looks 

over his shoulder to make sure that no-one else is listening, leans 

towards Arthur and whispers.



DAWSON


I think you should have them both killed.

Arthur is not pleased and sits back in his seat, shaking his head.



ARTHUR


Oh you're a real credit to the force, Dawson. 


(beat)


But this changes nothing. 


(beat)


The prints disappear or you'll disappear.

Arthur gets out of his seat and walks off in disgust, leaving Dawson 

angst-ridden.

INT. HALIFAX. DAY.

There is a small gathering of staff and management. They are there to 

present Mark with a cheque as a reward. The MANAGER is at the front 

addressing the audience and there are a lot of press reps at the back.



MANAGER


... if it wasn't for the quick thinking and 


selfless courage of Mr. Jordan, not only would we 


have lost one hundred thousand pounds, but much 


more importantly, some of our staff, and indeed 


Mr. Jordan himself, may well have been killed or 


seriously injured. 



(MORE)



MANAGER (Continued)


(beat)


It now gives me great pleasure in presenting Mark 


with a little token of our appreciation. I have a 


cheque here for five thousand pounds. 


(beat)


Come forward please Mark!

Mark is sitting beside Philip in the front row and he gets up and 

receives the cheque. There are a lot of flashes from the 

photographers.

EXT.  ROYAL AVE.  OUTSIDE HALIFAX.  DAY

Mark and Philip are walking away from the building society. Mark is 

looking at the cheque.



PHILIP


Not bad for a day's work, eh?



MARK


Mmm...To be honest I was kinda hoping for a bit 


more. Ten Grand would have done.



PHILIP


Do you mean for your Da's rehab thing?



MARK


That and a few other things, I have a grand to 


give you, and I'm going to give a grand to those 


poor African kids.  Maybe earn back a few karma 


points, eh?



PHILIP


I don't want to knock your theory or anything, 


but look at Brian the Priest.  He's always 


fucking nice and he got one in the back of the 


head!



MARK


You've got me there alright!

Mark considers this conundrum.



MARK


Maybe for Brian, death was ok. Maybe he's moving 


on to bigger and better things!



PHILIP


Could be, who knows!  Maybe there really is a 


tooth fairy as well. 


(beat)


Anyway, fuck all that shite, let's get pissed!

Mark waves the cheque under Philip's nose



MARK


I'm your man!

INT. REPUBLICAN DRINKING CLUB. BACK ROOM.  DAY.

Lenny, Arthur, Mambo and Eddie are sitting at the table there is a 

battered old filing cabinet standing against the wall. On top of it 

sits the security box. Arthur looks over at it and is surprised to see 

it sitting out in the open.



ARTHUR


Eddie, put that thing in the cabinet. Can't have 


that sitting  about in full view!



LENNY


Pity about Fluff, eh?



ARTHUR


That's why I got you down here. I know who got 


the cops involved and you are going to sort him 


out once and for all.

Arthur pauses for dramatic effect as he looks at each of his men  in 

turn.



ARTHUR (continued)


It was that pain in the arse Jordan, operating 


his own bizarre little scam. What's more, I also 


found out that he's the one that did your shop 


Eddie, and he has our shooter. Him and his bum 


chum, Glass.

Arthur pauses again.



ARTHUR (continued)


I want them both topped. As soon as possible. 


Lenny you take charge.  Eddie, Mambo, you're to 


take your orders from Lenny on this one.



LENNY


How do you want me to do it?



ARTHUR


Anyway you like. Oh, and tonight if you can 


manage it!

Lenny is excited.



LENNY


Anyway?  No problem.  Leave it to me boss.

INT. NIGHTCLUB. NIGHT.

Mark and Philip have picked up TWO GIRLS and they are all a bit drunk 

and having a great time. They are putting on their coats and getting 

ready to leave. Philip drains three different drinks from the table as 

they are leaving. Mark turns to his girl who is obviously keen on him.



MARK


Where to now then, money's no object tonight 


...for a change! Ha ha.

Mark pulls out a thick wad of notes and his girl is obviously 

impressed.



GIRL ONE


Whoa. Look at Loadsa Money!....We could head back 


to my apartment with an Indian and a couple of 


bottles, if you fancy it.

Mark clearly does fancy it and looks over at Philip who is snogging 

Girl Two.



MARK (to Philip)


Fancy it?

Philip stops snogging and pawing his girl and looks over at Mark with 

a grin.



PHILIP


Does the pope shit in the woods?

Mark and the girls look confused then laugh. They link arms with their 

partners.



MARK


Let's go then!

They head towards the exit.

EXT. NIGHT CLUB.  CAR PARK.  NIGHT.

Lenny, Mambo and Eddie are sitting not far from the club exit in a 

car.  They are silent. After a while Mark and his crew walk out and 

they are happy and joking with each other. Lenny puts the car in gear 

and drives in front of where they are walking, preventing them going 

any farther. It is two hundred meters from the club and it is dark and 

isolated. Lenny and the boys get out and confront Mark and Philip.



LENNY


Into the car.

Mark turns serious.



MARK


Look Lenny, don't you think you've done enough? 


My Da's not even out of the bloody hospital yet!

Lenny completely ignores this appeal and turns his attention to Girl 

One.



LENNY


You and your mate ... Take a hike.

Girl One fancies herself as a bit of a hard case and stands up to 

Lenny.



GIRL ONE


Go and ride yourself!

Lenny looks over to Eddie, shakes his head in disbelief, turns back 

towards the girl and punches her hard in the face.  Girl One's nose 

breaks and she staggers back, almost running until she hits the wall.  

She slides down on to the ground.  Her friend runs over and tries to 

help her.  Mark and Philip are about to attack Lenny when Eddie pulls 

his gun and they stop in their tracks.



GIRL TWO (SHOUTING BACK TO LENNY)


Y'Fucking psycho.

Eddie uses his pistol to wave Mark and Philip into the back of the 

car. They drive off, leaving the girls at the wall.

INT.  REPUBLICAN  DRINKING CLUB.  BACK ROOM.  NIGHT.

The door opens and in walks Lenny, Eddie, Mark, Philip and Mambo. They 

make Mark and Philip sit in two wooden chairs.  They tie them to the 

chairs and bind their ankles.  They gag them.  Lenny goes to the 

corner of the room where there is a cupboard.  He opens it, takes out 

two large plastic washing up basins and brings them to Mark and 

Philip.  He sets a basin down in front of each of them.  Mark and 

Philip turn to look at each other.  Lenny goes back to the cupboard 

and comes back with a large thick paper sack on his shoulder.  It is 

obviously heavy.  He sets it down in between them.  Mark looks at the 

bag.  It says in large letters 'BLUE CIRCLE CEMENT'.  Mark realises 

its significance and starts to SCREAM but it is muffled by his gag.  

He is wriggling about on his chair, fraught with terror. 











CUT TO:

FLASHBACK to his recurring dream. A half-second snippet of the two 

splashes, the noise of water bubbling and Mark and Philip frantically 

struggling.











CUT TO:

Lenny in the back room.



LENNY


What's the matter Jordan?  Suddenly lost your 


cockiness?

Philip has now realised the significance and is silently staring at 

the basin and cement.  He is crying and tears are running down his 

face.  Lenny starts to fill the basins with cement powder and lifts 

Philip's feet into one of them.  Philip appears to be in shock.  Lenny 

calls out to Eddie.



LENNY


Go and get a couple of buckets of water.

Mambo is at the filing cabinet and he takes out the money box.  He is 

bored and starts building small structures with the wads of money from 

the box.  Lenny sees him and is annoyed.



LENNY


Oi! Put that back where you fucking got it. 


Didn't you notice we had company?



MAMBO


Right, like they are going to be telling 


anybody.  A passing trout, perhaps - ha ha!



LENNY


I don't give two fucks, put it away when you are 


told!  Remember, I'm the boss on this one.

Mambo throws the money back into the cabinet and slams the drawer 

shut.  Eddie comes in with a bucket of water and gives it to Lenny.  

Lenny starts to mix it with the powder in the basins. After he has set 

both Mark and Philip's feet in concrete he stands up.



LENNY


There we go! Two hours and that'll be rock solid.

Lenny appears pleased with his handy work.  Mambo isn't impressed.



MAMBO


Wouldn't it be a lot easier to stick one through 


their temples?



LENNY


Easier, yes.  As much fun, no.

Lenny looks smug. Mark and Philip are making vain attempts to shake 

the basins from their feet, but their ankles are tied together and to 

the chair, allowing very little movement. Eddie walks over to Philip 

and starts searching his pockets. He pulls out a wad of several 

hundred pounds.



EDDIE


Happy days!

He turns to Philip.



EDDIE


You don't mind if I keep this do you?

Philip looks up at Eddie.



EDDIE


No?  Why that's very generous of you.

Lenny searches Mark.  He finds a bigger wad - a couple of grand.



LENNY


Fuck me, this is our lucky night boys.  Pity I 


can't say the same about our friends here though.

Lenny laughs at his own quip and Eddie gives a half hearted laugh.



EDDIE


How much do you reckon we've got then?



LENNY


Don't know, give it a count there.

Lenny throws his wad to Eddie who counts it.



EDDIE


Three thousand nine hundred and twelve - That's 


ah.. one thousand three hundred and four quid 


apiece. Er...what about Arthur?



LENNY


What about him? He's not on this job.

EXT.  RIVER.  UNDERWATER.  DAWN.

A salmon swims upstream. Viewed from just behind. Just up ahead is a 

submerged wreck of a car.

INT.  TRANSIT VAN.  DAWN.

Mark and Philip are lying on the floor with their feet encased in 

concrete blocks that are shaped like basins.  They are still gagged 

and their hands are tied.  Eddie and Lenny are sitting beside them and 

Mambo is driving.



EDDIE


It's getting bright, we'd better get a move on.



MAMBO


It's ok, we'll be there in one minute.

Mark and Philip start panicking and uttering muffled screams again and 

Lenny becomes so engrossed in their terror that he starts to rub 

himself through his trousers again.  After about two seconds he 

realises what he is doing and jerks he his hand up to his mouth, 

pretending to be having a coughing fit.  The van stops.



LENNY


Okay, let's go.  Quick as we can.

He opens the two back doors and slides Mark out and over his shoulder. 

Eddie simultaneously puts Philip over his shoulder. They are on a 

bridge with a wall and a ten foot drop to the river. They walk 

awkwardly to the wall with Mark and Philip struggling violently and 

screaming.



LENNY


Ready, steady, go!

Lenny and Eddie drop Mark and Philip feet-first over the wall and into 

the river.  There are two large splashes.  Lenny and Eddie immediately 

turn and hurry back into the van which screeches off, even before the 

doors are closed.











CUT TO:

RIVER SURFACE. Mark and Philip's heads are just above water and they 

are inches from each other. Mark's gag has come off and is hanging 

around his neck. Mark and Philip stop struggling when they realise 

they are not completely under water. They cannot believe their luck.



MARK (SPLUTTERING)


Ptt..ftpp. It's not deep enough! Ptfft....

Mark looks deliriously relieved and shouts loudly and triumphantly.



MARK (shouting)


It's not fucking deep enough!

Philip closes his eyes for a second and gives a long sigh. He is 

chattering with the cold.  His gag is still in place and Mark bends 

over and pulls it down with his teeth.  The water is up to their 

chins.











CUT TO:

UNDERWATER. A salmon swims upstream. Mark and Philip have landed on 

the sloping bonnet of the wrecked car. They slide a few inches down 

the bonnet to a scraping sound.











CUT TO:

SURFACE. Mark and Philip are acutely aware that they have just moved 

and are now a little deeper. They have to tilt their heads back in 

order to be able to breathe. They both look terrified again.



MARK (quickly)


Shitshitshitshit!



PHILIP (shouting at the top of his voice)


Help! Help! Help!











CUT TO:

UNDERWATER. Suddenly both Mark and Philip slide off the car bonnet and 

on to the river bed. The concrete on Mark's feet develops a large 

crack on impact with a rock on the bottom. Philip is struggling for 

his life when suddenly Mark stops struggling.  He has spotted 

something. It is the salmon. The BUBBLING SOUND stops and for a moment 

all is quiet and still except for Philip's frantic struggles in the 

background.  For a moment Mark seems mesmerised by the salmon until, 

as the salmon swims away, he redoubles his struggles.  He glimpses the 

rock on the river bed and repeatedly bangs his feet against it 

until the concrete breaks and falls away.  His feet become free. He 

swims to the surface and gasps in a large breath.  











CUT TO:

SURFACE. Mark treads water for a second then pulls the knots on his 

wrists free with his teeth.



MARK


Philip!

Mark takes a deep breath and swims down to Philip. 











CUT TO:

UNDERWATER.  Philip is still struggling furiously and looks 

frantically to Mark.  Grabbing Philip's feet, Mark tries to break the 

concrete in the same way, by banging his feet against the rock.  As he 

begins to run out of breath he swims again to the surface, takes 

another deep breath and dives down to Philip once more.

Philip has stopped struggling and is completely still.  His eyes are 

open and his hair is floating in the current.  He is obviously dead.  

Mark tries to lift him, but he is too heavy and again Mark has to 

break for the surface.  He takes another deep breath and goes down 

again.  He shakes Philip and shouts at him underwater, then he tries 

to blow air into Philip's mouth and nose.  Finally, he realizes the 

futility of it all and swims to the surface.  When he surfaces he is 

crying.



MARK (crying)


No ... no.

Mark swims down again.











CUT TO:

Mark climbing out on the river bank and up on to the bridge, crying 

and staggering. Mark straightens up on the bridge and looks up the 

road. He is totally enraged. He holds his fists in the air and shouts 

at the top of his voice.



MARK


Bastards!..... I swear to God I'll get you for 


this, you fucking bastards! 

Mark drops to his knees, sobbing hard.  His emotions seem 

uncontrollable and change from anger, to grief and then guilt.  



MARK (SOBBING)


Philip ... 

He then goes quiet for a few seconds, clutches his stomach in pain and 

keels over.



MARK


Aghh...Mmmnnff..

INT.  HOSPITAL.  WARD.  DAY

Tommy is sitting in his wheelchair beside his bed. Mark is visiting 

him and is sitting on the bed. Mark looks exhausted. Tommy is looking 

concerned.



TOMMY


That poor wee fella. What a terrible way to go.



MARK


I know. Stinking scum bastards. 

Mark points his finger at Tommy, seething with bitterness and anger.



MARK (continued)


Well I'll tell you what, Da, I'm going to get 


them. 


(beat)


And I'm going to get that money back too.  Don't 


you worry.



TOMMY


Let it go, son. Those are bad, bad men you're 


messing with. 

Mark is angry and frustrated to the point of tears and his voice 

begins to break.  He speaks through gritted teeth.



MARK


I'm not letting it go, Da.  Me and Philip were 


like that.

He holds up crossed fingers to illustrate closeness.  Tommy shakes his 

head in despair.



TOMMY


Ah, there's no talking to you.  Let's just drop 


the subject, eh?

There is a strained silence as they think about what to talk about.



TOMMY (continued)


Is that belly of your getting any better?

Mark instinctively puts his hand on his stomach.



MARK


No, it's getting worse.  I've to come in here 


tomorrow for tests which is freaking me out a 


bit. 



TOMMY


Ach you'll be grand.  Probably an ulcer.

Tommy pauses and gives a little smirk.



TOMMY (continued)


Probably wind.

Tommy's smirk becomes a cheesy grin.  Mark looks puzzled.  Tommy 

breaks wind loudly.  Mark bursts out laughing and shakes his head from 

side to side.



MARK


You dirty bastard!

Tommy bursts out laughing too.

EXT.  MARK'S HOUSE. FULL MOON.  NIGHT.

The living room light is on and through the window we can see Mark 

inside, reading a newspaper.

INT. MARK'S HOUSE. LIVING ROOM.  NIGHT.

Mark is sitting reading the newspaper. He sees the following headline. 

'LOCAL MEN STAND TRIAL FOR POST OFFICE ROBBERY'. Mark considers this 

for a short while. He is thinking hard.



MARK (to himself)


Tomorrow. That's it! They'll all be at the trial.

EXT/INT.  HIGH STREET.  REMOVAL COMPANY.   DAY.

Mark is walking into the shop. There is a poster on the window. It 

reads. 'ROUND THE CORNER, ROUND THE WORLD, SINGLE ITEMS OR WHOLE 

HOUSE - CALL IN FOR A QUOTE.' He walks up to the counter. There is a 

GIRL behind the counter who smiles at him as he approaches.



MARK


Hi.  I've a filing cabinet that I need moved 


fairly urgently.



COUNTER ASSISTANT


Certainly sir, where is it going to and where is 


it coming from?



MARK


Its just a local job. From a club in the Falls 


Road to number seventeen Batchelor's Walk.



ASSISTANT


Right sir, that will cost twenty-seven pounds 


fifty. 



MARK


Look, that cabinet's a valuable antique.  I'd 


like to go with your guys and keep an eye on it.  


Is that a problem?



ASSISTANT


No, not at all sir, happy to oblige.  Can I have 


your name please?



MARK


Yes. It's Arthur Magill.

Mark counts out the money onto the table and signs an order form.

INT.  LENNY'S HOUSE. LIVING/DINING ROOM.  DAY

Lenny and Eddie are sitting watching the news. The newscaster is 

moving to a new item.



TV NEWSCASTER


Police are appealing for information regarding 


the whereabouts of Philip Glass, Missing from his 


home since the twentieth of this month. He was 


last seen leaving a night club in Belfast's city 


centre and was wearing....

POV change to look at Eddie and Lenny.



EDDIE


How come they don't mention Jordan?



LENNY


Probably haven't been told he's missing yet. Who 


would report him anyway? His Da's a drunken oul 


git and his best buddy's a stiff!

Lenny flicks over the TV using the remote until he finds a war movie.

INT.  REPUBLICAN DRINKING CLUB.  DAY.

The bar is empty and the barman is cleaning the glasses. He is fat and 

slovenly. Two workmen in overalls with an order form walk in and up to 

the bar.



WORKMAN ONE


Howya doing guv, we're here for the filing 


cabinet.

The barman looks puzzled.



BARMAN


What filing cabinet?

The workman consults his documents.



WORKMAN ONE


The antique one in the backroom. It says "SEE 


BARMAN FOR KEY" 



BARMAN


First I heard about it. Anyway that room is..er.. 


private. 'Fraid I can't let you in there.



WORKMAN ONE


Fair enough, boss, it doesn't make any difference 


to me. See ya.

The workmen start heading towards the exit. The barman is thinking.



BARMAN


Hang on a minute, who asked for it to be lifted?

The workman consults the paperwork again.



WORKMAN ONE


Um.. That was...let me see...Ah - a Mister Arthur 


Magill, says it was urgent.



BARMAN


Oh Arthur, right.

The barman picks up the key and then he thinks for a second, then 

shakes his head.



BARMAN


Sorry lads.  I'd better not.  I've got my orders.



WORKMAN ONE


Well whatever.

They head towards the exit and back to the van.

EXT.  OUTSIDE REPUBLICAN DRINKING CLUB.  DAY.

Mark is sitting in the passenger seat of the removal van.  He watches 

the workmen leave the building and return to the van.  They open the 

front door to the van.



WORKMAN ONE


Barman won't open the room for us Gov.  He says 


he's got his orders.  Whatever that means.

Mark rolls his eyes and nods.



MARK


Thought that might happen.  


(beat)


Wait here a second.  It's just a 


misunderstanding.  I'll sort it out.

The workmen light up cigarettes and lean against the van.  Mark heads 

into the bar.

INT.  REPUBLICAN DRINKING CLUB.  DAY.

The barman is still behind the bar, cleaning glasses.  Mark walks in 

through the bar doors, walks towards the bar flap, lifts it up and 

walks behind the bar, whilst withdrawing a sawn-off shot gun from his 

coat.  The barman freezes as Mark walks right up to him and sticks the 

shotgun barrels on the bridge of his nose.



MARK


On your knees.

The barman is terrified and complies without question, still holding a 

glass in one hand and his cloth in the other.  Mark is business-like.



MARK (continued)


Key to the backroom.  Where is it?

The barman is so scared he can't move, he just looks hard to his 

left.  Mark follows his gaze to a rusty nail with a key hanging from 

it.  Mark lifts the key and starts backing out towards the entrance 

doors, his shotgun still trained on the barman.



MARK (continued)


If you move, I'll kill you. 


(beat)


If you speak, I'll kill you. 


(beat)


If you make a noise, I'll kill you. 


(beat)


If you cough, I'll kill you.

The barman is like a frightened rabbit.  He is too scared even to 

acknowledge.  Mark sticks his head out the door and calls out to the 

workmen.  His right hand, holding the shotgun is hidden from their 

view.  In his left hand he holds up the key for them to see.



MARK (continued)


Sorted.

The workmen stub out their cigarettes and head towards the bar, 

bringing a two-wheel trolley.  Mark goes back in behind the bar.



MARK (continued)


Flat on the floor, and remember, total fucking 


silence.

The barman complies and has his nose pressed flat against the floor.  

Mark slides the shotgun back into his coat and moves back to the 

entrance doors just as the workmen walk in.  He hands them the key.



MARK (continued)


There you go lads.  It's that room back there.

Mark points to the backroom and waits at the bar while the workmen 

open the door and go in.

INT.  REPUBLICAN  DRINKING CLUB. BACK ROOM.  DAY

The workmen enter and walk over to the filing cabinet.  Workman One 

looks at the battered old cabinet and then back to Workman Two.



WORKMAN ONE


Antique my arse!

They lift the cabinet onto the trolley and return with it to the main 

bar.

INT.  REPUBLICAN DRINKING CLUB. DAY.

The workmen hand the key back to Mark and head on out of the bar to 

the van.



MARK


With you in a wee second, lads.

Mark goes back behind the bar again where the barman is still lying 

face down on the floor.



MARK


You move one inch for the next thirty minutes and 


it'll be the last time you ever move.

Mark heads towards the door, hiding the shotgun in his coat.

EXT/INT. PHILIP'S HOUSE.  FRONT DOOR.

The workmen are wheeling the trolley up the driveway as Mark opens the 

front door for them.



MARK


Just throw it in the hall here. 

The workmen man-handle the filing cabinet into the hall and then 

Workman One hands a clipboard and pen to Mark.



WORKMAN ONE


Could you just sign here please.

The workman puts an x at the place on the form where he wants Mark to 

sign and Mark signs it 'A Magill'.   Mark hands one of the men a ten 

pound note .



MARK


Cheers lads.  Get yourselves a drink.

The workmen leave and Mark closes the door behind them and leans 

against it, sighing heavily with relief. He pauses for a second to 

gather himself and then looks at the cabinet once again. He tries to 

open the top drawer but finds it locked.



MARK


Shit!

Mark goes through the house and out the back to the shed. He reaches 

under and gets the tool bag out. He rummages around  and pulls out a 

large bunch of keys. He heads back into the house with the bag in one 

hand and the keys in the other. He goes back to the cabinet and tries 

various keys. On the fourth attempt the cabinet opens.



MARK


Yes!

Slowly he pulls open the top drawer. He is disappointed when he finds 

it empty. He kicks the cabinet. He hurriedly checks the other drawers 

and when he pulls open the last drawer at the bottom, he finds the 

money box. He lifts it out and carries it to the kitchen table. He 

opens it slowly and his face lights up as he sees the thirty seven 

thousand pounds. He puts the money into his bag quickly and leaves the 

house, grinning like a Cheshire Cat.

INT. REPUBLICAN DRINKING CLUB. DAY.

Arthur is banging the barman's head repeatedly on the bar with 

considerable viciousness. He bangs the barman's head in rhythm to what 

he is saying.



ARTHUR


You...stupid...ugly...fat..fucking.. ..dickhead.

The barman is a bloody mess and is begging.



BARMAN


I'm sorry Arthur, I had no choice.

Arthur throws him down and walks to Eddie.  



ARTHUR


First Dawson lets us down and now this. Get on to 


that company and find out where they took that 


fucking filing cabinet.

The bar phone starts to ring and is answered by the barman.



BARMAN


Hold on I'll see.

The barman holds his hand over the mouthpiece and calls nervously to 

Arthur.  



BARMAN (continued)


Arthur.  It's the Boss.  He wants to speak to 


you.

For the first time Arthur looks no longer in control.



ARTHUR


Shit! ...

Arthur thinks for a brief second and whispers to the barman.



ARTHUR (continued)


No.  Tell him I'm not here.

EXT. BELFAST STREET.  DAY.

Alison, viewed from behind, is walking along the road in a short skirt 

and high heels.  Mark sees her from the other side of the road and 

hurries up behind her.  When he gets close he calls her name.  Alison 

turns round, revealing that her arm is in plaster.  Mark looks at her 

arm and shakes his head in disgust.  He nods  in the direction of her 

arm.



MARK


Was that him again?  

Alison looks at him in silent desperation.  They hold each other's 

gaze for a few seconds, then Alison looks down.  She meets his gaze 

and her eyes fill up with tears, then she speaks venomously through 

gritted teeth.



ALISON


I hate him.

Mark pauses and considers this.



MARK


I think we can help each other. 


(beat)


Let's go talk.

EXT/INT. ROYSTON HOUSE.  DAY.

Mark is pushing Tommy up the driveway and into the reception area of 

the rehab. An exceptionally attractive female STAFF MEMBER greets them 

as they enter.



STAFF MEMBER


Ah! you must be Mr. Jordan, we've been expecting 


you. We can sort out your registration a little 


later but if you'd like to follow me I can show 


you straight to your room. Would you like a cup 


of tea or coffee?

Tommy is obviously impressed and returns her friendly smile with a 

large smile of his own.



TOMMY


That'd be just grand. 


(then to Mark)


Would you like a wee cup son?



MARK


Oh, go on then.

The nurse smiles again and turns her back on Mark and Tommy to lead 

the way, revealing a very shapely figure. Mark and Tommy look at her 

and then at each other as they follow her down the corridor.



TOMMY (whispering to Mark)


I think I might just be able to stick it here.

INT.  EUROPA HOTEL. BAR.  NIGHT.

Alison is sitting alone at the bar.  She is dressed to the nines and 

looking great, even though her arm is still bandaged.   Her eyes are 

trained on the door and she watches as Dawson enters.  She begins to 

look nervous.  Alison downs her drink for Dutch courage and orders 

another.  She fixes her hair in a small compact mirror and stands up.  

Taking a deep breath to steel herself, Alison begins to slink through 

the tables towards Dawson.  As she reaches Dawson she pretends she has 

been bumped by another customer and spills her drink over the top of 

his leg. Dawson's initial reaction is one of anger.



DAWSON


Look at you, y'stupid ...

By this stage Alison has pulled out a hanky and is apologising 

profusely.  She begins to mop the drink off the top of his legs, 

bending over and revealing a deep cleavage.  As she is mopping his 

trousers she looks up and their eyes lock for a few seconds.  Alison 

puts on her best Barbie-doll voice.



ALISON


Oh I'm so, so sorry.  I'm such a stupid thing.

Dawson is immediately taken by her sexuality and changes from being 

angry to being lecherous.



ALISON (continued)


Can I buy you a drink to make up for it?



DAWSON


No, let me buy you one.

INT. MARK'S HOUSE. KITCHEN. NIGHT.

Mark has his tool bag on the table. He puts on a pair of gloves. He 

lifts out the sawn-off and loads it with two shells. He pauses, 

thinks, and slaps his forehead, as if just realising something, before 

removing one of the shells. He wipes off all his prints and puts the 

gun up his coat. The clock on the wall reads seven thirty. He gets his 

mobile phone and puts it in his pocket.

EXT/INT. EUROPA HOTEL.  RECEPTION.  NIGHT.

A receptionist hands a room key to Dawson.



RECEPTIONIST


Room Three - Two - Four, sir.

Dawson takes the key and he and Alison cross the lobby towards the 

elevator. Dawson is pawing Alison and they are giggling like young 

lovers. Dawson is tipsy and has a cigarette hanging from the corner of 

his mouth.  They enter the elevator, still giggling, and the doors 

close.











CUT TO:

OUTSIDE THE HOTEL. Mark is watching Alison and Dawson through the 

window. He sees them leave reception and head into the elevator. 

INT.   EUROPA HOTEL. THIRD FLOOR. EN SUITE BATHROOM.  NIGHT.

Alison enters the bathroom, locks the door behind her and turns on a 

water tap.  She is acting quickly and methodically.  Sitting down on 

the corner of the bath, she takes a mobile phone from her handbag and 

begins to send a text message.











CUT TO:

OUTSIDE THE HOTEL.  Mark's mobile beeps and he switches it on to see 

the message, which reads, "Room 324".  Mark smiles to himself and 

pulls out a scrap of paper.  He punches a few numbers from it into his 

phone and waits for a second.  After a few rings it is answered.



MARK


Hello Mambo?  Is Lenny with you? 


(beat)


Never mind who, let's just say I'm a friend. I 


have some good news for you. 


(beat)


Yes really - Lenny's wife is in the Europa hotel 


as we speak. Room 324. She is being fucked by 


Inspector Dawson. I think it is your duty as a 


friend to tell Lenny, don't you? 


(beat)


Oh, I'm deadly fucking serious pal.

Mark smiles and hangs up.  He pulls out a stopwatch and clicks it.

INT.  REPUBLICAN DRINKING CLUB. NIGHT.

The bar is busy with lots of people playing pool or darts, or just 

sitting drinking.  Mambo has just hung up his phone and is looking 

over at Lenny. He is delighted with this news and can't wait to tell 

Lenny. He calls Lenny over.



MAMBO (calling)


Lenny!

Mambo holds up the phone to show Lenny. Lenny comes walking over.



MAMBO


There was some joker on the phone and he was 


talking about your missus.

Mambo is savouring the moment. Lenny is already beginning to look 

annoyed.



LENNY


What the fuck are you on about?

Mambo cannot help himself smiling.



MAMBO


He says your missus is in the Europa Hotel with 


Inspector Dawson.

Lenny becomes more enraged.



LENNY


What?

Mambo is positively delighted at Lenny's reaction.



MAMBO


He says Dawson is riding her and that they are in 


room 324.

Mambo shrugs his shoulders as if to imply that he is just repeating a 

message, but he is unable to suppress a smile of delight.  Lenny is 

livid. He stares at Mambo for a second or two, purple with rage, then 

punches Mambo in the face. Mambo falls over a table full of glasses 

and lands unconscious on the floor. Lenny storms down into the back 

room and gets a baseball bat. He comes back to Mambo and clubs him 

repeatedly about the head then storms out into the car park where he 

sees a taxi. He opens the driver's door of the taxi, pulls the driver 

out by the neck and throws him to the ground. The taxi driver is on 

his hands and knees and turns to Lenny as Lenny is half in the car.



TAXI DRIVER


Oi, get out t'fuck!

Lenny stops getting into the car. He climbs out again with his 

baseball bat and beats the taxi driver repeatedly around the head. The 

driver slumps to the ground, a bloody mess. Lenny screeches away in 

the taxi.

INT. EUROPA HOTEL. ELEVATOR.  NIGHT.

Mark has just got into the elevator on the ground floor at reception. 

He pushes the button for floor 3 and the doors close.  Mark gets a 

little stomach pain and groans a bit while holding his belly but the 

pain passes quickly.  He checks his stop-watch, clicks it again and 

takes out his mobile phone and dials a number.



MARK


Police please.











CUT TO:

RECEPTION AREA. A car screeches to a halt outside. Lenny comes 

storming in with his bloodied baseball bat and is heading for the 

stairs.











CUT TO:

THE CORRIDOR. Mark is waiting in the alcove when he hears the elevator 

doors open. He peeks his head out but it is just an elderly couple 

heading down the other side of the corridor. 











CUT TO:

Lenny running up the stairs.











CUT TO:

Mark. Mark hears footsteps running up the stairs and peeks out again. 

He sees Lenny coming towards him and he steps back into the alcove. He 

pulls the sawn-off out of his coat and waits until Lenny is almost at 

him. He steps out. Lenny sees him and stops for a moment. Lenny looks 

utterly confused. Mark walks up to Lenny and looks him in the eye.



MARK


Hi Lenny.

Mark hands Lenny the gun.



MARK (CONTINUED)


He's in there now Lenny....... with your wife.

Mark nods towards room 324. Mark starts walking away and Lenny is in a 

state of utter bewilderment and rage. Lenny looks at the room number 

and starts shaking. He lets out an almighty yell as he kicks the door 

in.











CUT TO:

Elevator. Mark has just got into the elevator and the doors have 

closed.

INT.  EUROPA HOTEL. ROOM 324.  NIGHT.

Alison is sitting on the bed in her underwear. Dawson is beside her 

with his trousers and pants down  around his ankles. As Lenny comes 

storming into the room Alison jumps and screams.  Lenny stomps over 

and back-hands her out of the way in his effort to get to Dawson. 

Dawson is still on his hands and knees on the bed and tries to scurry 

away.  Lenny pushes the sawn-off into Dawson's naked backside.



LENNY


DON'T. YOU. FUCKING. MOVE.

Dawson is on his knees on the bed with his backside raised and his 

face buried sideways in the bed. He is terrified. Lenny grabs Alison 

by the throat with his free hand. He is strangling her and she is 

turning purple.



LENNY


Filthy, slimy, whore.

Alison's tongue is starting to come out and her eyes are beginning to 

roll.  She is turning darker.



LENNY (continued)


...and with a stinking fucking copper!

With this remark Lenny spits in her face and jerks the sawn-off hard 

into Dawson. Dawson yelps with the pain. Lenny's focus changes to 

Dawson as he throws Alison away with such force that she cracks her 

head off the wall and falls to the floor clutching her throat and 

fighting for breath.



DAWSON


Please.....Please.

Dawson's pleading seems to anger Lenny even more.



LENNY


No point in fucking whining, 'cause you know 


what?......you're going to die.

As he is speaking, Lenny is repeatedly jerking the sawn-off into 

Dawson, causing further yelps of pain.



DAWSON


Look, I've got money, you can have it all.

Lenny is almost starting to enjoy himself.



LENNY


How much?



DAWSON


Twenty thousand. I swear I'll give you it all.



LENNY


No, I'm only kidding, I don't want your money, 


I'll just stick with killing you, thanks.



DAWSON


No!.. No!... Please! I'll do anything!

Alison is recovering. She half crawls onto the edge of the bed.



LENNY


Anything?..  Ok.... kiss that treacherous bitch. 


A big juicy smacker, right on her lying little 


bitch of a mouth.



DAWSON


Bbbb b ..but you'll kill me if I do!



LENNY


I'll fucking kill you if you don't.

Lenny loses his temper again and shouts at the top of his voice



LENNY (shouting)


JUST. FUCKING. DO. IT!

Alison and Dawson reluctantly move towards each other and start to 

kiss. Both of them are trying to keep one eye on Lenny. Lenny still 

has the sawn-off pushed into Dawson's ass. Both Dawson and Alison have 

tears running. As they kiss, Lenny's finger is tightening on the 

trigger.  After a few seconds the shotgun explodes and the shot comes 

ripping out of Dawson's upper back, splattering the wall. Alison leaps 

away to the floor. Dawson is dead. Lenny walks slowly round to Alison. 

He stands over her and points the gun at her head.



LENNY


Your turn whore!

Lenny's finger tightens on the trigger.  Alison tries to protect her 

head with her hands.  Lenny slowly tightens the trigger further.



VOICE (OOV)


Police - Put the gun on the ground and your hands 


on your head.

Lenny turns to the door where there are several armed police officers 

aiming at him and moving stealthily into the room.  He still has the 

gun pointed at Alison's head.



OFFICER


This is your final warning. Throw your gun on the 


ground and put your hands on your head.

Lenny does nothing for two seconds and then he pulls the trigger. 

CLICK. Nothing happens.  He breaks into a large grin, swivels on his 

heels as quickly as he can and points the gun at the police officers. 

By he time he has turned, the police have opened fire. He takes 

bullets to the upper body and falls, dead and blood-soaked, on top of 

the now screaming Alison.  Alison continues to scream as police 

officers help her away from the bodies.

INT.  MARK'S HOUSE.  BEDROOM.  DAY.

Mark's alarm radio wakes him up. The news is on.



RADIO


.....leaving one hundred troops in the South 


Armagh area. ....Two men have died in a shooting 


incident in  a hotel in the centre of Belfast. It 


is believed that the deaths were as a result of a 


domestic incident and sectarian motives are not 


suspected. A woman is being treated for shock. 


Police say...

Mark reaches over and turns off the radio. He lifts his Karma diary 

and a pen from the table at the side of his bed. He opens the diary at 

the current page and it reads 46. He puts his pen in his mouth and 

thinks.



MARK (to himself)


Gotta be at least minus a hundred.

Mark scores out the 46, thinks for a second and then writes minus 

fifty four. No sooner has he done this than he clutches his  stomach 

and groans in pain.  He leans over the side of the bed and retches.  

In a few seconds the pain subsides. Mark looks at his stomach and then 

back to the page of his diary.



MARK (to himself)


Oh shit!

INT. ROYSTON HOUSE. GROUP ROOM/HALL.  DAY.

Tommy is sitting in a semi circle in a group therapy situation. There 

are seven other clients and a facilitator.



FACILITATOR


...and finally the last commonly used denial 


method is when the alcoholic acts as though 


nothing is of any real significance. They 


frequently try to minimise the importance of 


their responsibilities by constant and continual 


joking but cannot see the pain and frustration 


this causes to those who are close to them. They 


believe that they are 'too tough' to worry. You 


may well have heard our more experienced patients 


refer to this condition as the 'As Hard As Nails' 


syndrome.

Tommy looks shocked. The facilitator notices.



FACILITATOR (continued)


Tommy - something click with you there?



TOMMY


Aye! I think that might be me alright!



FACILITATOR


I think so too Tommy. Ok group let's leave it for 


today. Please remember what we learned today 


about  denial and about the importance of being 


honest - particularly with your loved ones. Your 


homework is to practice this honesty in your 


communication with others, but especially with 


those closest to you. I expect you to have taken 


some action by this time tomorrow! Good luck!

The group breaks up and they start heading out into the hall.  Tommy 

hobbles on his crutches to a payphone in the corridor and dials a 

number.



TOMMY


Hello son. Its your Da here. I think we need to 


talk...

Sound fades and Tommy continues to talk although we can no longer hear 

the conversation.

INT.  DOCTOR'S WAITING ROOM.  DAY.

Mark is putting away his mobile phone. He is emotional and relieved. 

He is holding back a tear when the doctor calls out.



DOCTOR


Next.

A man is walking out of the doctor's room and Mark walks in.



DOCTOR


Ah, Mark, take a seat please.

Mark takes a seat at the side of the doctor's desk.



DOCTOR


Mark, I am going to ask you to brace yourself for 


some bad news. 


(beat)


I have the results of your biopsy here. 


(beat)


Look, I'm afraid that there is no easy way to say 


this so I'll come straight to the point. Your 


test results show that you have cancer of the 


stomach.

Mark drops his shoulders.



MARK


Shit! 


(beat)


Am I...am I...going to die doctor? 


(beat)


Is there anything I can do?



DOCTOR


Well it's too early to say at this stage, but 


there are a few options that we can look at.

The doctor's voice fades to total silence.

He is looking at Mark and Mark's attention has been strongly 

distracted from the doctor. Mark is staring at something in the far 

side of the room. The doctor follows Mark's gaze. Mark is staring at a 

glass case on the wall which contains a large mounted salmon. Mark 

slowly gives a smile.

EXT.  RIVERBANK ROAD.   DAY.

Mark has his tool bag over his shoulder and is walking down by the 

river in a built up commercial area. Eddie is nearby and sees Mark and 

is visibly shocked.  He ducks into a doorway. He gets out his mobile 

phone and dials a number.



EDDIE


Arthur, Eddie here, listen - Christ - you're not 


going to believe this - I've just clocked Mark 


Jordan heading into the Oxfam shop on Riverbank 


Road. 


(beat)


Yes absolutely certain! And do you know what 


else? The removal firm gave me that address - it 


was Philip Glass's pad. They're alive!











CUT TO:

Arthur is totally incredulous on the other end of the line.



ARTHUR


Unbelievable! 


(beat)


How could that be? 


(beat)


Well that explains who's got our money then! So 


Jordan's there now?











CUT TO:



EDDIE


Yeah, he's just away in to the shop.











CUT TO:



ARTHUR


Right. This time I'll deal with the wee fucker 


myself. I'm on my way.

Arthur hangs up, pulls out his magnum and inserts a magazine into the 

handle.

INT. OXFAM SHOP.  RIVERBANK ROAD. DAY.

Mark walks into the shop and goes to the counter.



MARK


Good morning, I'd like to make a donation.



OXFAM WORKER.


Thank you very much, just put it into the tin 


there.

The worker indicates a small collecting tin on the counter.



MARK


Er.., it's in notes and there are quite a few of 


them!

Mark pulls out a wad of notes to the shock and surprise of the worker.



OXFAM WORKER


My goodness, how much were you thinking of 


donating, sir?



MARK


Well, I'm not exactly sure, But its around eight 


thousand. I've got to rush, can I leave you to 


sort it out?

Mark tosses the wad on the counter and turns to leave the shop.



OXFAM WORKER


Thanks very much. Thank you. Er.., cheerio sir.

EXT.  REPUBLICAN DRINKING CLUB.  DAY.

Arthur rushes out of the Republican club and gets into his Mercedes.  

As he turns on the ignition the car doors' auto-lock system engages.  

Arthur speeds off to the sound of screeching tyres and dials a number 

on his mobile phone.



ARTHUR


Eddie.  It's Arthur again.  Be with you in 


seconds.  Where is he?

EXT.  RIVERBANK ROAD.  DAY.

Eddie is hiding in a shop doorway, watching Mark approach, from about 

200 yards. He speaks into his mobile phone.



EDDIE


Right.  He's just outside the flower shop.  I'm 


in the newsagent's.  He's heading towards me.

From Eddie's POV.  A further 500 metres behind Mark, we see Arthur's 

car come screeching round the corner.











CUT TO:

INTERIOR. ARTHUR'S MERCEDE'S.  Arthur is speeding towards Mark.  The 

engine revs are mounting.  Arthur is still on the phone.



ARTHUR


I see him Eddie.  Are you tooled up?



EDDIE


Yep.



ARTHUR


Okay.  Shoot the wee cunt and I'll run over him.  


That way there'll be no mistakes. 

Mark hears the engine of Arthur's car and turns to investigate, just 

as Eddie is stepping out from his hiding place and cocking his gun.  

Mark sees Arthur's car bearing down on him and in a split second 

recognises Arthur behind the wheel.  He starts to panic and looks 

quickly for an escape route.



MARK


Fuck!

While he is still registering Arthur's car, Mark hears a shot and a 

bullet ricochets off a lamp-post next to him.  He automatically puts 

his hands up to protect his head and spins round to see Eddie firing 

at him.  Mark is totally bewildered and in a state of panic.  His eyes 

dart, looking for outs.  Arthur's car has mounted the pavement and is 

heading straight for Mark as Eddie takes his second shot.  The car is 

only inches from Mark when he dives violently to one side.  It is 

unclear whether he has been hit by the car or not.  Eddie's bullet 

hits the front right hand tyre of Arthur's car.  The tyre explodes 

causing Arthur to lose control of the steering.  The car broadsides 

down the front of the shops, scraping, sparks flying.  Eddie tries to 

avoid the car, but fails and is hit with terrific force, leaving blood 

splattered over the front and side windows.  He is thrown over the top 

of the car.  The car shudders to a halt, having turned through 180 

degrees.   

After a second or two, Mark crawls out of a doorway onto the street, 

badly shaken and somewhat disorientated.  He surveys the damage, 

taking in Eddie's body and Arthur's battered car, before beginning to 

hobble down the road, away from the scene.  As he does so POV pulls 

back to reveal Arthur's car revving back into life again in the 

background.  As Mark staggers on the car picks up speed behind him and 

begins to race forward.











CUT TO:

ARTHUR BEHIND THE WHEEL.  Arthur's face is set and determined.  He 

slams the accelerator to the floor.  He is furious.  He starts 

accelerating up the footpath towards Mark who finally turns and spots 

Arthur.  Mark is in pain, but he attempts to sprint across the 

street.  Arthur determinedly swerves towards him, but the car is 

unstable due to the damage in the ripped tyre.  Mark mounts the 

pavement by the side of the river and, as Arthur gets very close Mark 

throws himself behind a large tree.  Arthur only sees the tree at the 

last second and has to swerve hard to avoid hitting it.  In doing so 

he loses control and the car smashes at speed through a rickety wooden 

fence and plummets over the embankment, landing ten yards out into the 

river. The car starts to sink very slowly.  

Arthur tries to open the doors but they are still locked.  He pushes 

the electronic door lock button, but it doesn't work, because of the 

water. As the car slowly sinks deeper and deeper Arthur panics and 

tries, unsuccessfully, to break the windows with his elbows.  He is 

screaming for help.

The car is filling up with water.  It is up to Arthur's shoulders and 

he is now in a state of absolute terror. He is trying to smash his way 

out but it is not working. The car is now three-quarters full of water 

and sinks to the bottom of the river.  Arthur is kicking at the 

windows with his feet, in total blind panic.  At the passenger window 

a face appears. It is Philip's bloated and half-eaten face and it has 

an eye missing. It has fallen against the window and Arthur spots it 

and screams in his ever-decreasing air pocket. A salmon swims by and 

looks at him as the last few inches of air fill up with water and he 

drowns.











CUT TO:

MARK ON THE RIVERBANK. Mark seems in shock.  He stands by the edge of 

the road and looks blankly at the stream of bubbles on the surface of 

the water, where Arthur's car has just sank.




FADE TO GREY.  HOLD FOR 2 SECONDS.

EXT.  ROYAL AVENUE. DAY.

Mark is walking along the street whistling a happy tune. He has his 

mobile phone in his hand and is busy punching in a number.  He puts 

the phone to his ear.



MARK


Hi.  Alison? 


(beat)


I'm on my way.  Get me a pint in.  See you in a 


couple of minutes. 


(beat)


Right.  Bye.

As he passes a jeweller's Mark sees a man up a ladder trying to repair 

an alarm box.  He has a small transistor radio perched on a windowsill 

which is playing the song "PERFECT DAY" in the background. The shop 

owner is at the bottom of the ladder and the ELECTRICIAN shouts down 

to him.



ELECTRICIAN


Sorry boss, it's going to be two or three days 


before I can get this thing working again.

Mark is looking sideways into the jeweller's window at loads of gold 

and diamond jewellery when he overhears this conversation. His ears 

prick up and he pauses to listen. Just behind him on the pavement is 

an advertising sandwich board from a restaurant he has just passed. 

Mark looks at the alarm box and then at the jewellery.  Mark's head 

turns forward to look straight into the camera and he raises an 

eyebrow and gives a mischievous smile.  

The camera PULLS BACK from Mark, to show the sandwich board beside 

him. On the board in chalk are the words, "TODAY'S SPECIAL - WILD 

IRISH SALMON".  Mark gives a little ironic laugh and shakes his head.



MARK


Nah!

The music from the radio swells to a crescendo with the words, "You're 

going to reap just what you sow".  The music takes over as the image 

fades out.




FADE OUT.
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