
Sending him flying into the table at which sit JACK and 
VERONICA BRENNAN, glasses shattering --

BRENNAN
Jesus, lads, mind the drinks, for 
Christ’s sake!

HARTE, HERLIHY, ASAMOAH, FIONA and the SURFERS look round. *
Then continue on as if nothing has happened. 

LAVELLE and STANTON look at each other.

STANTON
He’s had that coming a long time. 
You know yourself.

INT. LYNCH’S BAR - LATER65 65

LAVELLE is standing next to FIONA, watching HARTE dancing *
with the SURFER CHICK. *

FIONA
Fine-looking man.

LAVELLE
I’d watch yourself around him.

FIONA
Oh I gave up the cocaine a long 
time ago.

LAVELLE
You took cocaine?

She shrugs. She smiles. *

FIONA *
How about a dance? Or what did *
they call it in your day, a jive? *

LAVELLE
Ah now, I’m not cut out--

FIONA
Ah come on. *

She hauls him onto the dance-floor. *

HIGH-ANGLE SHOT -- LAVELLE and FIONA dancing together, *
alongside HARTE and the SURFER CHICK, VERONICA and 
ASAMOAH, and OTHERS. *
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INT. LYNCH’S BAR - LATER66 66

VERONICA pauses beside LAVELLE at the bar.

VERONICA
Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned.

LAVELLE
Say ten Hail Marys and an Our Father.

VERONICA
Ah, I’ve sinned more than that.

LAVELLE
Make an ascent of Croagh Patrick, 
then, on your knees.

VERONICA
On my knees, is it? What made you 
say that?

She looks blankly at him. He finishes his Diet Coke. She 
laughs and moves on. LYNCH appears, inside the bar.

LYNCH
Your church is on fire.

LAVELLE
Brendan, I’m not in the mood--

LYNCH
Your church is on fire.

LAVELLE looks up -- LYNCH is gazing straight past him --

LAVELLE looks round --

REVERSE SHOT -- through a large rectangular window, the 
church can be seen burning at the top of the hill. 

LAVELLE
Jesus Christ.

EXT. CHURCH - NIGHT67 67

The burning church. LAVELLE arriving at the scene. 
Followed by OTHERS from the bar.

LAVELLE is frozen to the spot for a moment, stunned. The 
flames look beautiful in the dark of the night as they 
lick up the sides of the wooden structure.

INT. CHURCH - NIGHT67A 67A

A burning beam collapses. The pews burn. Wooden plinths 
around two statues burn. The Stations of the Cross burn.
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EXT. CHURCH - NIGHT67B 67B

JACK BRENNAN runs up to LAVELLE --

BRENNAN
I’ve called the fire brigade, 
Father. For all the good it’ll do.

He stares at the fire, his mouth open, enthralled.

HARTE lights a cigarette.

HARTE
They won’t get here in time. 

LEARY looks on, a hand to his head in shock. *

LAVELLE circles the church, realising there is nothing to 
be done, the entire building is afire. 

LAVELLE
Why didn’t anybody see?

FIONA finds him, pulls at his sleeve --

FIONA
Come away, Daddy.

LAVELLE
Why didn’t anybody see?

MILO HERLIHY laughs childishly, a pint of Guinness still 
in his hand.

VERONICA BRENNAN and SIMON ASAMOAH glance at each other. 

VERONICA
You’ll probably get the blame 
for this.

They laugh. Turn away from the scene.

INT. LYNCH’S BAR - NIGHT67C 67C *

STANTON and LYNCH look on dispassionately.

LYNCH
Professional job. I’ll say that 
for them.

STANTON
Any fool can start a fire, for 
fuck’s sake.
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EXT. CHURCH - NIGHT67D 67D

HIGH-ANGLE SHOT -- LAVELLE looking on impotently as the 
timbers in the church start to give way.

MATCH CUT TO:

EXT. CHURCH - DAWN68 68

TITLE -- “Thursday”.

HIGH-ANGLE SHOT -- LAVELLE looking on at the blackened 
embers. FIONA, STANTON and LEARY nearby. *

LAVELLE
So now we’re being burnt out.

LEARY *
Who’d do a thing like this?

LAVELLE
Somebody with a grudge against the 
Church, obviously.

STANTON
Sure that could be half the country.

LEARY *
Burning the place down, though?

LAVELLE
People are angry. They’ve a lot to 
be angry about.

STANTON
Unless there’s a personal angle.

LAVELLE glances at him. FIONA noticing the look.

FIONA
How d’you mean?

STANTON
Nobody with a grudge against you, 
Father, no?

LEARY *
Why would anyone have a grudge 
against us? *

STANTON shrugs. Toes the embers with his shoe.

STANTON
Maybe this is the future, hah? 
Maybe it’ll all be ruins one day.
Maybe one day kids will say to their 
parents in amazement, They used to 
believe in what? An auld lad up in 
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the sky? And if we’re good we’ll go 
to Heaven? And if we’re bad we’ll 
go to Hell?

LAVELLE
Y’know for a policeman you seem to 
know very little about human nature.

STANTON
Maybe you’re right. Sure you’d know 
more than me. Don’t touch anything, 
now, I’ll have to get the forensic 
boys down, the supercilious pricks.

He exits. LAVELLE, LEARY and FIONA stand in silence for a *
moment.

LEARY *
What do we do now?

LAVELLE
We’ll have to rebuild it, I suppose.

FIONA
Maybe use bricks next time, might be 
a good idea.

She looks at LAVELLE. He smiles.

LEARY *
Sure that’ll take ages.

LAVELLE
Is there somewhere you have to be?

EXT. SLIGO CATHEDRAL (GARDEN) - DAY69 69

BISHOP MONTGOMERY is on his cellphone, strolling along a 
path, beautiful flowers arrayed on every side --

MONTGOMERY
--Inspector Stanton’s handling all 
that, as far as I’m aware, you’ll 
have to speak to him...It looks 
like arson, yes...Young lads losing *
the head, I suppose, sure isn’t that *
always the way?...No, we haven’t had *
any trouble before now...Thank you. *
Goodbye.

He flips shut the cellphone and pauses in front of a large 
rosebush.

MONTGOMERY
You’ll have the press and TV people 
round at some point. *
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LAVELLE has been trailing in his wake.

LAVELLE
No doubt.

MONTGOMERY inhales the scent of the roses.

MONTGOMERY
Who is it?

LAVELLE
I don’t know who it is.

MONTGOMERY turns and looks at him.

MONTGOMERY *
You said you did. *

LAVELLE
I have no evidence it’s the same man.

MONTGOMERY
It’s the same man. Takes a lot of 
nerve to burn down a church. Helps 
if you have a burning sense of 
grievance. If you’ll pardon the...

He walks on. LAVELLE following.

MONTGOMERY
We have to ask ourselves, What does 
this man want? Well, he wants to 
be loved, of course. We all want 
to be loved. Failing that, he wants 
to be admired. Failing that, he 
wants to be feared. And failing that, 
he wants to be hated and despised. 
We should beware the man who wants 
to be hated and despised. Don’t you 
think?

LAVELLE
(after a pause)

I think you read that in a book.

MONTGOMERY smiles. They move on.

LAVELLE
I think he wants to stir up some 
sort of feeling in others, that’s 
true. He doesn’t want to be ignored 
anymore. He wants to make contact.

MONTGOMERY
Well he made contact alright.
Who is it? *
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LAVELLE looks blankly at him. MONTGOMERY nods. *

MONTGOMERY
Those roses’ll want cutting.

EXT. BEACH - DAY70 70

VERONICA emerges from the water to find LAVELLE waiting *
for her.

VERONICA *
Is this about the coke? *
I can take it or leave it. *

LAVELLE
Really?

VERONICA *
Yeah. Most people can. The only 
ones who can’t, had problems to 
begin with.

LAVELLE
We shouldn’t write them off, *
though, the ones who had problems *
to begin with.

VERONICA dries her hair with a towel. Studies him. *

LAVELLE *
What do you want to do with your *
life, Veronica? *

VERONICA *
Nothing. “Consider the lilies of *
the field, how they grow. They *
toil not, neither do they spin.” *

LAVELLE
That’s a very nice quotation.
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VERONICA *
Ah sure everybody knows that one.

LAVELLE
It’s hackneyed, yeah. Like “Turn 
the other cheek,” and “Judge not, 
lest ye be judged.”

They look at each other. *

VERONICA *
I’d like to be an actress, maybe. *
I’ve got an absent father and a *
domineering mother.

LAVELLE
Well it’s a start. When did your
father leave?

VERONICA *
He didn’t leave, he was killed. *

LAVELLE
He was murdered?

VERONICA *
Hunting accident. *

(pause) *
Completely random. 

(pause) *
So there’s no use persevering, *
Father. I’m a lost cause. 

LAVELLE *
No one’s a lost cause, Veronica. *

VERONICA glances at him, then strides away. *
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INT. RECTORY (STUDY) - DAY71 71 *

FITZGERALD with a big smile on his face.

FITZGERALD
Dreadful business, I must say. 
Some little blackguard running 
riot, I wouldn’t wonder.

He is standing between two desks, jingling the change in 
his pockets. LAVELLE at one desk. LEARY at the other. *

LEARY *
Sure what can you do, in this day 
and age.

FITZGERALD
True dat.

(to LAVELLE)
Sorry about the other day, Father. 
That was the drink talking.

LAVELLE
What can we do for you?

FITZGERALD
Well it follows on from what I was 
saying. And it seems more necessary 
now than ever.

(producing a cheque-book)
I’d like to make a donation.

LEARY *
(getting up)

Oh that’s grand!

LAVELLE
To salve your conscience?

FITZGERALD
Surely that’s in the nature of all
philanthropy? The expiation of guilt?

LEARY *
I’m sure you have nothing major to 
feel guilty about, Mr Fitzgerald.
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FITZGERALD
Oh you’d be surprised, Father. 
And call me Michael.

LEARY *
Michael it is. Any charity is always 
gratefully received.

FITZGERALD
I know. I believe that’s Church 
doctrine. And the Church needs all 
the help it can get these days, hah?

LEARY *
Why would you say that?

FITZGERALD
Well, y’know, what with all the 
compensation that’s been paid out 
over the years. 

LEARY’s superficial smile freezes on his face. *

FITZGERALD
I read where it’s up to two billion
now. And that’s just the Yanks. 
And sure we all know they weren’t 
the worst, now, don’t we?

LAVELLE looks blankly at him. Then blankly at LEARY to *
gauge his reaction.

LEARY *
I don’t know about that, now. And 
anyways, most of those cases were 
forty or fifty years ago. Raking up 
old ground, it’s always seemed to 
me. It’s time to forgive and forget.

FITZGERALD
Oh I agree with you, I agree with 
you. It’s time to move on. What’s 
past is past. Et cetera, et cetera.

LEARY *
Ah...Would you like a cup of tea, 
Michael, or something--

FITZGERALD
No, no, can’t stop.

He sits in LEARY’s chair. Waves the cheque-book -- *

FITZGERALD
What are we talking? Ten? Twenty?

LEARY *
Twenty thousand?
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FITZGERALD
Twenty thousand euros, yeah.

LEARY perches himself on the desk. Excited. *

LEARY *
Why that’d be grand. That’d help 
with getting the initial building 
work off the ground. 

FITZGERALD
Twenty it is, then.

(producing a beautiful 
Pierrot White fountain pen)

This is a David Oscarson pen. 
Really expensive. 

LEARY *
It’s lovely.

LAVELLE
Why not make it fifty?

FITZGERALD and LEARY look at him. FITZGERALD smiles. *

LEARY *
Ah now, Father--

LAVELLE
If money’s no object, make it fifty.

FITZGERALD
Why not make it a hundred? 

LEARY’s jaw drops open. He looks at LAVELLE. *

FITZGERALD
Means nothing to me.

LAVELLE
I know it doesn’t.

FITZGERALD
A hundred thousand euros, Father. 
For your pet project. What do you 
say to that?

LAVELLE
I say, Thank you, Mister Fitzgerald.

FITZGERALD grins.

EXT. RECTORY - DAY72 72

FIONA is playing with Bruno, rubbing his belly, flopping 
his ears around.
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FIONA
Good dog. Aren’t you a good dog. 
Yes you are.

LAVELLE appears. He watches them in silence, smiling. 

EXT/INT. SLIGO TOWN RESTAURANT - DAY73 73

LAVELLE and FIONA eating. 

LAVELLE
It’s my fault. *

FIONA
How is it your fault what some 
crazy person--

LAVELLE
I should have done something. 
Said something.

FIONA
(after a pause)

What was Stanton was getting at?

LAVELLE
If I could tell you I would. 
You know that.

FIONA
I thought I was the one supposed 
to be in trouble, not you.

They look at each other.

VERONICA (O.S.)
How’s the fish?

They look up to see VERONICA BRENNAN, coked up, standing *
over them. Glamorously dressed, a gin-and-tonic in her *
hand.

LAVELLE
Too many little bones.

VERONICA
Isn’t that always the way.

She grabs a chair and sits at their table. FIONA looks at 
her, then at LAVELLE.

VERONICA
I’m not stopping. Meeting the fella.

LAVELLE
You’re informing me of your adultery 
in advance?
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VERONICA
Isn’t that more honest than in the 
confessional when it’s all done-and- 
dusted and there’s nothing you can 
do about it?

FIONA
What are you expecting him to do 
about it now?

VERONICA
Stop me from committing a mortal sin.

LAVELLE
You have to stop yourself. I can’t 
stop you.

VERONICA
Then what good are you at all?

FIONA shoots another look at LAVELLE.

VERONICA
You’re right, though. I mean, who 
are you to lecture anyone when it 
comes to sex?

FIONA
He has as much right as anyone else--

VERONICA
I don’t think virgins have any call *
to be dictating-- *

LAVELLE
What makes you think I’m a virgin? 
Fiona’s my daughter.

VERONICA
Oh I thought she was just some young 
one you were fiddling around with.

LAVELLE almost flinches. 

FIONA
Oh you bitch.

LAVELLE looks at VERONICA with utter disgust. She notices 
this, and smiles.

VERONICA
You want to hit me now, don’t ya?
Go on. Hit me.

LAVELLE looks blankly at her. She grins.

Suddenly, FIONA hits her a massive slap to the face ---
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OTHER DINERS glance around. One of whom is LEO MACARTHUR. 
He laughs as he picks at his teeth with a toothpick --

VERONICA rubs her reddened cheek. Tears in her eyes. But 
still defiant. She glares at FIONA.

VERONICA
Nice shot. But I’ve taken better.

LAVELLE
What is this, exactly? 
The Theatre of the Absurd?

VERONICA
Oh you’re very fond of your high-
falutin’ phrases, aren’t you, Father. 
I do think you do look down on us 
country people.

She knocks back her drink. Glancing out the window, she 
sees SIMON ASAMOAH approaching.

VERONICA
There’s my ride, as it were. 
Let’s do this again some time.

She exits. Leaving startled DINERS in her wake.

FIONA
Do you have to put up with that 
kind of shit on a regular basis?

Through the window we can see VERONICA as she reappears 
and throws her arms around ASAMOAH. ASAMOAH looks blankly 
at LAVELLE and FIONA.

LAVELLE
There’s a lot of it going around, 
let’s put it that way.

EXT. BEACH - EVENING74 74

LAVELLE and FIONA walking along.

LAVELLE
We really should talk, you know. 
Get it all out.

FIONA
Like in one of those shit plays at *
the Abbey?

LAVELLE
I don’t know what the third-act 
revelation would be, though.

FIONA
Neither do I.

70.

CONTINUED:73 73

(CONTINUED)



LAVELLE
Your mother dying killed a little 
something in both of us, I know that.

FIONA
It was a long goodbye if ever there 
was one. I sometimes wish she hadn’t 
hung on as long as she did. 

LAVELLE
She was stubborn, alright. But brave, 
too. I wonder if I’ll be that brave, *
when it comes down to it.

FIONA
It wasn’t just her dying. You were 
missing in action a long time. 
Before and after. When I needed you 
the most.

LAVELLE
Was it really that bad?

FIONA
I don’t know, maybe I’m exaggerating. 
You were a highly-functioning 
alcoholic, I’ll give you that.

LAVELLE
I’ve always thought the “highly-
functioning” part should cancel out 
the “alcoholic” part. Like a double 
negative.

FIONA smiles. They come upon MICHEÁL sitting in an old 
wooden boat, staring out to sea, a Davy Crockett hat on.

LAVELLE
What are you up to, there, Micheál, 
if you don’t mind me asking?

MICHEÁL
Thinking.

LAVELLE
Thinking. Thinking about what?

MICHEÁL
Things.

LAVELLE
Thinking about things. How profound.

FIONA
What’s that you’re wearing?

MICHEÁL
A hat.
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LAVELLE
A hat. You don’t give much away, do 
you, Micheál? You should’ve been in 
the French Resistance, they could’ve 
done with men like you.

FIONA laughs.

EXT. EASKEY SHORELINE - EVENING75 75

LAVELLE and FIONA manoeuvre between the rock-pools.

LAVELLE
I was never neglectful, I don’t think. 
I never hit you or--

FIONA
There are other forms of violence.

LAVELLE
I know there are. Attempting suicide, 
for one.

FIONA
Jesus. I walked into that one.

LAVELLE
Not only violence against yourself, 
either.

FIONA
It wasn’t intended that way. I wasn’t 
trying to hurt you.

LAVELLE
How could it not hurt me? I love you.

FIONA
I love you, too. Don’t doubt that.

They look at each other. Put their arms around each other 
and walk on.

FIONA
And just when I thought I had you *
back and you were all ship-shape *
and raring to go, go you did. *
I thought it’d be another woman.

LAVELLE
I have a vocation. I wasn’t trying 
to escape or--

FIONA
I know that. I know you’re sincere. 
But the fact remains, first she went 
away and then you went away. I lost 
two parents for the price of one.
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LAVELLE
I never went anywhere. I’m still here.

FIONA
I think you’re being a little naive, 
there, Father. 

They stop as they reach the edge of the rock-face, looking 
out over the sea.

LAVELLE
I’m still here. I’ll always be here.

FIONA
Will you? 

(with a sad smile)
You promise?

LAVELLE
(pointing to her heart)

I’ll always be here.
(pointing to his heart)

And you’ll always be here. 

FIONA’s eyes well up with tears.

LAVELLE
How’s that for a third-act revelation?

FIONA
It’s corny. But I like it.

INT. COTTAGE (BEDROOM) - NIGHT76 76

RYAN is lying fully-clothed on his bed, a multicoloured 
quilt beneath him. The shillelagh by his side.

LAVELLE pours him a bourbon. 

RYAN
You know how you can tell when you’re 
really getting old?

LAVELLE 
How?

RYAN
Nobody says the word “death” around 
you anymore.

LAVELLE looks at him. Holds out the glass. RYAN pops two 
large pills from a vial into his mouth. Takes the glass --

RYAN
Here’s mud in your eye!

Tosses back the bourbon in one go. Motions for another. 
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RYAN
That’s great stuff! Makes me feel 
like bursting into song.

LAVELLE takes the glass. Fixes him another.

LAVELLE
Go on ahead for yourself. 
Nobody’s stopping you.

RYAN raises the shillelagh as if it were a conductor’s 
baton and sings --

RYAN
“You will eat, by and by, in that 
glorious land above the sky--” 

LAVELLE smiles. Shakes his head.

RYAN
“--Work and pray, live on hay, you’ll 
get pie in the sky when you die!”

LAVELLE
God, you’re an awful man altogether.

RYAN cackles. LAVELLE hands him the bourbon.

RYAN
Like the fella said, “There has to 
be a Devil before there can be holy 
water.”

EXT. FIELDS - NIGHT77 77

LAVELLE walks through the fields behind the rectory, 
lighting his way with an old oil lamp.

LAVELLE
Bruno! Bruno!

He goes on through the fields. Pauses, having spotted 
something up ahead. Walks on --

LAVELLE’s POV -- the dog lying dead.

LAVELLE looks down at the dog. Its throat has been cut. A 
puddle of blood around its body. He crouches beside the 
body. Touches its coat. 

LAVELLE
Ah what has he done to you?

(crying softly)
What has he done to you, Bruno?

He strokes the glossy coat, still crying.
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EXT. FIELD - NIGHT78 78

LAVELLE finishes digging a hole. Puts the shovel to one 
side, where Bruno lies enveloped in a bright red blanket.

He hefts the bundle and places it gently in the hole. 
Shovels earth onto the bundle until it is completely 
covered. Pats it down.

He puts his hands together atop the shovel and says a 
prayer.

EXT. SLIGO TRAIN STATION - DAY79 79

TITLE -- “Friday”.

The convertible screeches to a halt. FIONA jumping out 
with her suitcase. LAVELLE getting out --

FIONA
Oh no! I forgot to say goodbye to 
Bruno!

LAVELLE
I’ll give him a big kiss from you.

FIONA
Oh do!

They hug and kiss --

FIONA
I’ll be fine, you know.

LAVELLE
Will you?

FIONA
Well let’s just say, today I’m fine.

LAVELLE *
So you say. *

She smiles, and disappears into the station. *

EXT. COUNTRY LANE - DAY80 80

LAVELLE strolls along, brooding. He comes up alongside a 
young GIRL on her own. Picking petals off a flower.

LAVELLE
Hello. Where are you off to?
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GIRL
The beach.

LAVELLE
It’s nice at the beach, isn’t it.
Do you surf?

GIRL
No, my Da won’t let me. He says 
it’s too dangerous.

LAVELLE
Ah, what does he know. Big meanie.

The GIRL laughs.

LAVELLE
Here on holiday?

She nods.

LAVELLE
Where are you from, Wicklow? *

GIRL
Yeah.

LAVELLE
Well never mind. We won’t hold it 
against you--

Suddenly, a car screeches to a halt on the main road in 
front of them. A MAN gets out, angry --

MAN
Janine! Get in the car, now.

The GIRL quickly crosses to the car.

MAN
(softly)

Where the hell d’ya get to, honey? 
I’ve been looking all over for ya.

The GIRL gets in. The MAN turns to LAVELLE, angry again --

MAN
What were you saying to her?

LAVELLE
I wasn’t saying anything to her. 

MAN
Oh really. You looked deep in 
fucking conversation to me.

He glares at LAVELLE. Gets back in the car. Drives off. 
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LAVELLE stands there. Runs a hand through his hair. 

INT. LYNCH’S BAR - DAY81 81

LAVELLE
Large one. *

LYNCH looks at him, as he clicks onto Sky News. He has a 
bandage on his hand. 

HARTE, seated at the end of the bar with a whiskey, 
glances at him also.

ASAMOAH and BRENNAN are playing chess in a corner of the 
bar. BRENNAN looks round.

LYNCH
You sure about that?

LAVELLE
Whiskey, I said.

LYNCH gets the drink. Sky News playing a report from 
Afghanistan.

LYNCH
I wonder what’s the latest in the 
sand-nigger war?

ASAMOAH looks up. Smirks.

HARTE
Looks like more dead to me. 
But then again, who’s counting?

LYNCH passes LAVELLE the whiskey. LAVELLE knocks it back.

LAVELLE
Have one yourself. Might shut you up.

LYNCH
Ah sure that’s what they call them, 
sand-niggers. The Marines, I mean. 
I read it in a book about that young 
one they raped and murdered, y’know? 
They killed her entire family, then 
they turned on her.

LAVELLE
That’s your bedside reading, is it?

LYNCH
I like to keep up with American 
foreign policy. Another?

LAVELLE gives a slight nod. LYNCH turns to HARTE.
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LYNCH
Yourself?

HARTE
One ice cube this time. 
Two just get in the way.

LYNCH gets the whiskies.

ASAMOAH makes a chess move. BRENNAN smiles to himself.

ASAMOAH
Who burned down your church, Father?

LAVELLE
It’s not my church. It’s our church.

BRENNAN
I’d say it was the Romanians. 
They’re heathens, I think.

LYNCH
The Romanians? What Romanians do 
we have around here?

BRENNAN
Ah they’re always hanging around, 
the Romanians. Getting up to no good.

ASAMOAH
I think it must be someone who does 
not like you, Father. I think it must 
be one of the good people in this town.

HARTE
You should join the Guards, Simon, 
with your powers of deduction. 

BRENNAN
Checkmate.

ASAMOAH looks down at the pieces. Then back up at BRENNAN. 
BRENNAN picks up his whiskey, and goes to the bar.

BRENNAN
These measures, hey, Father. 
It’s like a buttercup in the mouth 
of a cow. Guinness, there, Brendan.

He knocks back his whiskey. Glances slyly at LAVELLE.

BRENNAN
So you think there’s a God, then, 
Father, yeah?

LAVELLE looks blankly at him.
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BRENNAN
I’m not codding, I’m being serious. 
I’m having doubts, like. A crisis 
of faith.

LAVELLE looks blankly at him. Takes his drink and gets up.

BRENNAN
Ah now, I didn’t mean to offend ya, 
I’m sorry. Really I am. As sure as 
there’s a hole in a goat.

LYNCH laughs as he pours the Guinness. LAVELLE heads for 
the pool room.

BRENNAN
I’m an awful messer, Father, God 
forgive me! Don’t go away mad!

INT. POOL ROOM - MOMENTS LATER82 82

CLOSE on a rack of pool balls being split.

LEO MACARTHUR, practising on his own, chalks his cue as he 
considers his next shot. Looks up --

LAVELLE is leaning against a wall, whiskey in hand.

LEO
Hey Fada! Whaddaya hear, whaddaya 
say!

LAVELLE
You’re back, so?

LEO
I got a lotta clients in this town, 
Fada. From the hoi polloi to the 
masses of society. I gotta keep my 
ass lubricated at all times.

LAVELLE
The hoi polloi are the masses of 
society. You’re using the phrase 
incorrectly.

LEO pauses in the act of making a shot. Smirks.

LEO
That may be so, Fada. I didn’t get no 
education, see. I was getting fucked 
in the ass and fucked in the face all 
the live-long day. There wasn’t no 
time for any o’ dat dere book-learnin’. 
I was sucking the prick of a bishop 
in his bishopric on a regular basis, 
ya get me? How d’ya like that play 
on words, smartass?
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LAVELLE
Do you need help?

LEO
You’re starting to sound a little 
screwy, now, Fada. Maybe ya need 
to see a headshrinker yerself--

LAVELLE
Do you need help? Are you okay?

LEO
There’s nothing wrong with me, 
my friend, I’m feelin’ fine.

He smacks in a ball.

INT. LYNCH’S BAR - NIGHT83 83

LAVELLE at a table, brooding over a Guinness with a 
whiskey chaser. HARTE mooches over.

HARTE
Y’know when I first started working 
in Dublin, there was this three-
year-old boy whose parents had taken 
him into the hospital for a routine 
operation, but the anesthesiologist 
made a mistake, and the little boy 
ended up being deaf, dumb, blind 
and paralysed. For good.

(pause)
Think of it. Think of when that boy 
first regained consciousness. In the 
dark. You’d be frightened, wouldn’t 
you. But you’d be frightened in that 
way where you know that the fear is 
going to end. It has to. It must. 
Your parents can’t be too far away. 
They’ll come to your rescue. They’ll 
turn on the light and they’ll talk 
to you.

(pause)
But think of it. Nobody comes to 
rescue you. No light is turned on. 
You are in the dark. You try to speak 
but you can’t. You try to move but 
you can’t. You try to cry out but 
you are unable to hear your own 
screams. You are entombed within 
your own body, howling with terror.

(pause)
Your parents stand around you. 
They have no way to communicate with 
you. They have no way to explain what 
has happened to you. Will you ever 
understand what has happened to you? 
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And that it will not end, that it 
will always be this way?

There is silence for a long moment. *

LAVELLE *
What the fuck? Why the fuck would *
you tell me a story like that? *

HARTE *
No reason. *

LAVELLE rears up -- *

HARTE goes into a karate stance -- *

ASAMOAH and LYNCH look round -- *

HARTE steps back quickly and scoots off. *

INT. LYNCH’S BAR - LATER84 84

HOLD on LAVELLE as we JUMP-CUT through his night’s 
drinking, encompassing pints and shorts.

Only ASAMOAH left in the bar with LYNCH. They pass a 
spliff back and forth, glancing at LAVELLE.

LYNCH
Time to go. Come on.

LAVELLE looks round at ASAMOAH.

LAVELLE
He’s still drinking. Same again.

LYNCH
Time to go, I said.

LAVELLE
What’s that, an order?

ASAMOAH
You do not like taking orders, Father? 
You do not mind giving them.

LYNCH
Sure his kind are all alike.

LAVELLE
My “kind”.
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LYNCH
Yeah your “kind”. Your time has gone, 
and you don’t even fucking realise it.

LAVELLE
My time will never be gone.

LYNCH
You hear that? The arrogance of the 
man.

ASAMOAH
You need to be a little more humble, 
Father.

LYNCH
He needs taking down a peg or two, 
is what he needs.

LAVELLE looks at them both. He steps down from his stool, 
puts his hand into the pocket of his soutane, and 
withdraws the Webley revolver, aiming it at them --

LAVELLE
Take me down, then.

ASAMOAH steps back, but LYNCH doesn’t flinch. He looks 
coolly at LAVELLE --

LYNCH
Go on. I fucking dare ya.

LAVELLE looks blankly at him. Adjusts his aim and fires --

Into the ranks of spirits and the mirror behind the bar, 
shattering nearly everything --

EXT. LYNCH’S BAR - NIGHT85 85

The blasts from the revolver lighting up the bar --

INT. LYNCH’S BAR - NIGHT86 86

The gun clicks. Empty. All six shots fired.

LAVELLE looks at LYNCH and ASAMOAH, swaying slightly.

LYNCH reaches under the bar and produces a yellow baseball 
bat. ASAMOAH grins.

INT. RECTORY (BATHROOM) - NIGHT87 87

LAVELLE washing his bloody hands in the sink. His bloody 
face reflected in the mirror.

LEARY, in pyjamas, passes by the open doorway -- *
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LEARY *
Jesus Christ! What happened to you? *

LAVELLE
Brendan Lynch.

LEARY *
Brendan Lynch? Sure he’s a Buddhist.

LAVELLE
So what if he’s a fucking Buddhist? 
You think Buddhists don’t beat people 
up? You think Buddhists don’t fuck 
their kids just like everybody else?

LEARY *
You’re obviously very upset--

LAVELLE
Tibetans spit on blind people in the 
street. They’re killing albinos in 
Africa. You are so fucking naive.

LEARY *
Please don’t curse at me, Father. 
And I think it’d be best if we 
continue this conversation in the 
morning when you’re sober--

LAVELLE
Why are you a fucking priest at all? 
You should be a fucking accountant 
in a fucking insurance firm!

He slams shut the door.

INT. LAVELLE’S ROOM - MORNING88 88

TITLE -- “Saturday”.

LAVELLE lying prone on his bed, bruises all over his body, 
still wearing his trousers and socks. His soutane in a 
black pile on the floor. 

He awakens. Gives a wretched groan.

EXT. RECTORY - MORNING89 89

LEARY hands a suitcase to a CABBIE -- *

LAVELLE (O.S.)
You’re leaving.

LEARY turns. LAVELLE is standing there, squinting in the *
sunlight. Wearing a horrible woollen V-neck sweater. 
Drinking from a pint-glass of water.

83.

CONTINUED:87 87

(CONTINUED)



LEARY *
I think it’s for the best.

LAVELLE
Because of last night?

LEARY *
Because of a lot of things. Not just 
last night, or what’s happened here.
I’ve been having doubts...about my *
sexuality, if you must know. *

LAVELLE *
You’re not gay, Father. You’re not *
interesting enough to be gay. *

LEARY is taken aback yet again. *

LAVELLE *
Listen, I’m sorry about what I said *
last night. *

LEARY *
You said what you said with such 
venom. I didn’t realise you hated 
me that much.

LAVELLE
I don’t hate you at all.

LEARY *
Then why... *

LAVELLE
It’s just that you have no integrity. 
And that’s the worst thing I can say 
about anybody.

LEARY *
Well that’s...That’s just...

He heads for the car. *

LAVELLE
I hope you find what you’re looking 
for. Good luck.

LEARY gets into the cab. It drives away. *
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EXT. CHURCH - DAY90 90

HIGH-ANGLE SHOT -- LAVELLE appears and stands amid the 
ruins of the church. Finds a blackened and burnt hymnal. 
Flicks through it. Tosses it aside.

INT. LAVELLE’S ROOM - DAY91 91

LAVELLE in smart civilian clothes. He tosses the copy of 
Moby Dick into a packed suitcase.

EXT. EASKEY - DAY92 92

He drives through the town. Past the fields. The castle. 
Then -- 

MILO HERLIHY zooms up alongside on his motorcycle. Looks 
across at him. At the suitcase on the passenger seat. 

LAVELLE looks back at him.

HERLIHY accelerates, speeding on ahead, disappearing out 
of sight.

EXT. SLIGO AIRPORT - EVENING93 93

An Aer Arann plane is on the runaway.

INT. SLIGO AIRPORT - EVENING94 94

LAVELLE is looking out at the airplane, waiting for the 
announcement to board.

TERESA (O.S.)
Father. *

LAVELLE turns to find TERESA ROBERT standing next to him. *
She glances at his clothes, his cut lip. *

LAVELLE
Oh hello. *

TERESA
You are going to Dublin?

LAVELLE
Yes.

(pause) *
Just getting away for a while, *
y’know.

TERESA
I heard about your church. 
A terrible thing.
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LAVELLE
Yes.

TERESA
You must be very upset.

LAVELLE
Yes I am.

LAVELLE glances out the window --

LAVELLE’s POV -- a coffin is being escorted to the plane 
by TWO BAGGAGE HANDLERS.

LAVELLE turns back to TERESA. She is watching the coffin.

TERESA
I am bringing him home to his 
family in Italy. Dublin and then 
Rome.

LAVELLE
How have you been?

TERESA
People here have been very kind.

LAVELLE
I mean...

TERESA
Some times I think I cannot go on.

(turning to look at him)
But I will go on. 

EXT. AIRPLANE - EVENING95 95

PASSENGERS climb the steps of the airplane, LAVELLE and 
TERESA among them. LAVELLE pauses at the top, waiting his 
turn to enter the plane. He looks down --

LAVELLE’s POV -- the coffin has not yet been loaded. The 
TWO BAGGAGE HANDLERS are leaning against it. They laugh.

EXT. SLIGO AIRPORT - EVENING96 96 *

The Aer Arann plane traverses the sky. *

EXT. EASKEY -- NIGHT96A 96A *

LAVELLE in his sports car, speeding back to Easkey. *

INT. RECTORY (LAVELLE’S ROOM) - DAWN97 97

TITLE -- “Sunday”.

A light breeze is blowing through the open window and 
gently lifting the lace curtains.
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LAVELLE is lying in bed, idly watching the curtains.

His soutane is hanging on the wall.

INT. LAVELLE’S ROOM - DAWN98 98

He buttons up the soutane. Fixes his collar. Kneels in 
front of the crucifix and says a prayer. Blesses himself.

EXT. DOG’S-HOLE - MORNING99 99

CLOSE on the Webley Revolver.

LAVELLE weighs it in his hand. Then tosses it out into the 
crashing waves.

A wide crack in the cliff-face, the sea rushing in and 
smashing upon the rocks. The spume shooting up to where 
LAVELLE is standing, his soutane fluttering in the wind, 
an almost mythic figure looking out over the Atlantic.

FITZGERALD appears and approaches, unheard. Eventually 
LAVELLE turns, flinching at FITZGERALD’s proximity.

FITZGERALD
Thinking of throwing yourself in? 
They say it’s the easy way out.

LAVELLE
Nothing easy about it, I wouldn’t 
have thought.

They look out at the ocean.

FITZGERALD
I’m in a bad way, Father.

LAVELLE looks at him.

FITZGERALD
I’m not putting you on. I’ve been 
in a bad way for a long time. 

LAVELLE
Have you spoken to a psychia--

FITZGERALD
Ah they just load you up on pills. 
Ask you about your feelings for 
your mother. Same auld shite since 
the ‘20s.

LAVELLE
How does this...this feeling down...
How does it manifest itself?
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FITZGERALD
Not wanting to do anything. Finding 
nothing worthwhile. A sense of... 
disassociation. Detachment.

LAVELLE
You have a lot to be thankful for, 
objectively.

FITZGERALD
I had a wife and kids and they meant 
nothing to me. I have money and it 
means nothing to me. I have life and 
it means nothing to me.

LAVELLE
Where do you think this sense of 
detachment comes from?

FITZGERALD
From nowhere. 

(pause)
From nowhere.

LAVELLE studies FITZGERALD as FITZGERALD looks out to sea. 
He is obviously sincere, and in a lot of pain.

LAVELLE
I have to meet someone now, but I’ll 
call up to the house after. We’ll 
talk. Get you back on track. Okay?

FITZGERALD
Thank you, Father. Thank you.

LAVELLE puts an arm around his shoulders. FITZGERALD leans 
into him, resting his head in the crook of LAVELLE’s neck.

EXT. HOTEL BALCONY - MORNING100 100

FIONA on her cellphone. Coffee beside her. Dublin skyline.

FIONA
Y’know, you changed the subject, 
the other day when we were talking.

EXT. PAYPHONE - MORNING101 101

LAVELLE on the payphone.

LAVELLE
What was the subject?

EXT/INT. EASKEY - MORNING102 102

As they speak, we see images of the locations where they 
spent time together, these locations now deserted -- 
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Train station. Lynch’s bar. Lavelle’s room. Country road. 
Easkey River. Split-rock. Confessional. Church ruins. 
Rectory exterior. Restaurant. Beach. Shoreline.

FIONA (V.O.)
You know what the subject was. 
I think you committed a sin of 
omission there, if truth be told.

LAVELLE (V.O.)
Sure there are worse sins than sins 
of omission.

FIONA (V.O.)
Well now you’d be the expert in that 
department, Father.

LAVELLE (V.O.)
You’ll have to defer to me, so.

FIONA (V.O.)
I suppose I will.

LAVELLE (V.O.)
I think there’s too much talk about 
sins, to be honest, and not enough 
talk about virtues.

FIONA (V.O.)
You might be right. What would be your 
number one?

LAVELLE (V.O.)
I think forgiveness has been highly 
underrated.

FIONA (V.O.)
(after a pause)

I forgive you. Do you forgive me?

LAVELLE (V.O.)
Always.

EXT. EASKEY - MORNING103 103

SLOW-MOTION TRACKING SHOT following LAVELLE as he walks 
through the town. It is still early. He sees no one.

Suddenly, GERALD RYAN appears in front of him --

RYAN
Father.

LAVELLE
Little early for Mass.
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RYAN 
Doctor Harte was out fishing at the 
crack of dawn. He begrudgingly gave 
me a ride. He’s a wonderful doctor, 
but a completely appalling human 
being. Where are you headed?

LAVELLE
Just down to the beach there.

RYAN
Want some company?

LAVELLE
Not really, no. Maybe later.

RYAN
Fair enough. I won’t keep you.

He starts to move off, leaning on his shillelagh.

LAVELLE
Did you finish your book?

RYAN
I did. Not sure how good it is...

LAVELLE
I’m sure it’ll be grand. 
You’re a fine writer.

RYAN
(moved)

Thank you, James.

LAVELLE nods and walks on.

EXT. BEACH - MORNING104 104

LAVELLE comes down onto the beach. Looks around --

LAVELLE’s POV -- there is no one to be seen on the beach. 
But far off, some SURFERS are riding the waves.

He strides out, a lone figure out for a Sunday stroll. The 
surf rolling in.

EXT. SAND DUNES - MORNING105 105

MICHEÁL is painting with oils. A canvas set up on an 
easel. He pauses -- 

MICHEÁL’s POV -- LAVELLE looking out to sea. And then a 
second MAN, approaching from the right.   

EXT. BEACH - MORNING106 106

LAVELLE turns and sees the MAN approaching --
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LAVELLE’s POV -- the MAN gradually defines himself as JACK 
BRENNAN. Wearing a plain white shirt, the cuffs turned up, 
ordinary black trousers, black shoes.

As BRENNAN nears LAVELLE, he takes a gun from a trouser 
pocket and holds it loosely at his side.

BRENNAN
Take your hands out of your pockets. 
Slowly.

LAVELLE
Why?

BRENNAN
I heard you had a gun.

LAVELLE slowly removes his hands from the pockets of his 
soutane and turns them palms up.

BRENNAN
Have to say I’m surprised. Thought 
I’d have to go looking for you.

LAVELLE
Just because I’m here, doesn’t mean 
you have to go through with it.

BRENNAN
Yes it does. It’s one of those... 
self-fulfilling prophecies.
Did you really think it’d come to 
this, though, hah? 

LAVELLE
I was hoping it wouldn’t. I thought 
you were a friend of mine.

BRENNAN
Ah sure, a friend is just an enemy 
you haven’t made yet.

LAVELLE
Cheap cynicism.

BRENNAN
No, not cheap, now. That’s a cynicism 
that was hard-won. That’s a cynicism 
that was earned after a hell of a lot 
of psychological and physical torture.

LAVELLE
I take it back, then. But it’s 
cynicism all the same. That’s the 
difference between us, I suppose.

BRENNAN
That’s not the only difference.
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OMITTED107 107 *

EXT. BEACH - MORNING108 108

BRENNAN looks out over the waves. LAVELLE appraising him.

BRENNAN
Any regrets?

LAVELLE
Yeah. I never got to finish Moby Dick.

BRENNAN
The whale kills Ahab.

LAVELLE
Is that right?

BRENNAN
Then he destroys the rest of the 
ship and the crew along with it. 
All except for Ishmael. He alone 
escapes to tell thee.

They look at each other for a long moment.

LAVELLE
The burning of the church I under-
stand. But you didn’t have to kill 
my dog.

BRENNAN
I didn’t kill your dog. 
Why would I do a thing like that? 

LAVELLE
I found him. Out in the field. 
His throat had been cut.

BRENNAN
Nothing to do with me. I am wholly 
innocent of that crime.

(pause)
I did give Veronica a shove that *
one time, though. I admit that and *
I’m sorry for it. *

(pause)
Did it upset you? The dog?

LAVELLE
Yes it did.
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BRENNAN
Did you cry?

LAVELLE
Yes I did.

BRENNAN
That’s nice. And when you read about
what your fellow priests did to all 
those poor children down all those 
years, did you cry then?

LAVELLE looks blankly at him.

BRENNAN
I asked you a question. Did you cry 
then?

LAVELLE
No. 

BRENNAN
That’s right.

LAVELLE
No, I suppose--

BRENNAN
Yeah?

LAVELLE
I suppose I felt detached from it. 
The way you are when you read any-
thing in a newspaper or see it on 
televis--

BRENNAN raises the gun and fires --

LAVELLE is hit in the lower left side and staggers back, 
collapsing onto the sand.

BRENNAN
Detach yourself from that.

EXT. SAND DUNES - MORNING109 109

MICHEÁL sees BRENNAN fire the shot and LAVELLE go down. He 
takes a step back, stunned.

OMITTED110 110 *
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EXT. BEACH - MORNING111 111

LAVELLE touches his wound, his hand coming away bloody.

BRENNAN
We were the lucky ones, though. 
There are bodies buried back there. 
Buried like dogs.

LAVELLE puts his hand over the wound once more, feeling 
the blood pulsing out. He looks around --

LAVELLE’s POV -- the beach. The SURFERS. BRENNAN. The sky.

BRENNAN approaches LAVELLE and aims the gun at his head.

EXT. SAND DUNES - MORNING112 112

MICHEÁL drops his brush and runs down through the dunes --

EXT. BEACH - MORNING113 113

LAVELLE looks up at BRENNAN.

BRENNAN
Don’t look at me.

LAVELLE holds his gaze.

BRENNAN
Don’t look at me. Turn your face to 
the side.

LAVELLE holds his gaze.

BRENNAN hesitates. Hears a sound and turns --

MICHEÁL appears, running and tumbling down from the dunes 
and out onto the beach --

BRENNAN turns his aim on MICHEÁL -- 

LAVELLE
No!

MICHEÁL pauses, looking from BRENNAN to LAVELLE -- 

LAVELLE
Run, Micheál!

MICHEÁL
I’ll get Stanton, Father!

HELICOPTER SHOT -- MICHEÁL retreats and runs towards the 
town. BRENNAN turns back to LAVELLE.

BRENNAN
He reminds me of me.

94.

(CONTINUED)



He starts to sob. He moves off towards the surf, trying to 
regain his composure.

LAVELLE watches him, his face turning pale as the life 
ebbs from him.

LAVELLE
It’s not too late, Jack.

BRENNAN
(still sobbing)

Yes it is. Yes it is.

He turns back, wiping his tears with his gun-hand. He 
takes a deep breath, then aims the gun at LAVELLE again.

BRENNAN
Say your prayers.

LAVELLE
I’ve already said them.

BRENNAN fires, point-blank.

OMITTED114 114 *

EXT. EASKEY - MORNING115 115

RYAN on a bench, eating an ice cream. *

INT. ASAMOAH’S HOUSE (BEDROOM) - MORNING116 116

VERONICA astride ASAMOAH. He rubs the bruise on her face 
with his thumb.

INT. MANSION - MORNING117 117

FITZGERALD sitting at a large oak table, dishevelled. A 
whiskey in front of him. He glances at his watch.

INT. STANTON’S HOUSE - MORNING118 118

STANTON looking through a magnifying glass, examining a 
bank note taken from a stack in front of him. He grins.

EXT. PRISON YARD - MORNING119 119

FREDDIE JOYCE being stomped on, the legs of OTHER 
PRISONERS kicking at him. He tries to protect himself, but 
does not cry out.

INT. BOOKSTORE - MORNING120 120

LEARY in the “Philosophy & Religion” section, flicking *
through Richard Dawkins’ The God Delusion.
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EXT. PHOENIX PARK - MORNING121 121

FIONA walking with a HANDSOME MAN. Her hands in gloves. 
Laughing at something he has said.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - MORNING122 122

LEO sitting naked at the edge of a bed. Thinking. A 
crucifix on a chain around his neck. A MAN’s form glimpsed 
under the bedclothes.

INT. IRISH ARMY RECRUITMENT OFFICE - MORNING123 123

MILO signing up. He passes the form back across to the 
RECRUITMENT OFFICER.

INT. HOSPITAL OPERATING THEATRE - MORNING124 124

DOCTOR HARTE puffing on a cigarette, then putting it out 
on a diseased heart in a steel dish, the butt sticking up.

INT. LYNCH’S BAR - MORNING125 125

LYNCH putting a glass to the optic of a lone intact 
whiskey bottle. His face bruised, his lip split.

INT. AIRPLANE - MORNING126 126

TERESA ROBERT in business-class, looking out a window. 
Vodka-and-tonic in front of her. She blesses herself.

EXT. BEACH - MORNING127 127

HELICOPTER SHOT -- BRENNAN walks away from the body of 
LAVELLE.

FADE TO BLACK.

INT. PRISON - DAY128 128

FADE IN on a line of cubicles --

TRACK ALONG the VISITORS speaking with PRISONERS on 
telephones, separated by glass --

Coming to rest on FIONA. She is obviously devastated, but 
is sitting calmly, waiting.

On the other side of the glass, a door opens --

JACK BRENNAN appears with the GUARD seen earlier. He looks 
devastated also. He sees FIONA.

FIONA looks blankly at him. Picks up her telephone.

BRENNAN stands for a moment longer. Then hesitantly 
approaches the cubicle and sits down.
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FIONA waits. Tears in her eyes.

BRENNAN looks at her. Looks at the telephone. Looks back 
at her. CUT TO BLACK. 

The CLOSING TITLES play. Then the image of LAVELLE at the 
dog’s-hole appears, his back to us, his soutane fluttering 
in the wind.     

T H E  E N D
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