DARI AN S
PO NT




FADE | N:
EXT. INNSH CIUN, | RELAND (1910) - DAY - AERI AL VIEW

A small, harsh, beautiful island within sight of the massive
Adiffs of Moher on the West coast of Ireland. |Its surface is
covered by patches of green turf Iined by stone fences attached
to Il ow, narrow, thatched-roof huts. Each fenced area encl oses
thick woolly sheep or cattle and chickens roost in tiny sheds
near each house.

EXT. DARIAN' S PO NT - DAY - AERI AL VI EW

A smal |l peninsula on the southern part of Inish Guin. Castle
ruins sit atop it, a tall well-preserved “round tower® beside
the broken walls still guarding the island. The wind is brisk;
waves pound agai nst the rocks.

EXT. ROUND TOAER - DAY - AERI AL VI EW

Built of thick stones in a corbled fashion. The tower is

thi cker at the base than the top, with no windows in its side,
and al nost seens inpregnable. The only entrance is ten feet
fromthe ground and nust be reached by | adder.

CHI LDREN pl ay around the base of the tower. Their shrieks and
squeal s of delight follow after sone boys who toss and hit at a
stocking filled with straw in a rough formof “hurling.”

RHUARI , a chubby boy, watches fromthe sidelines, |left out.
Finally, he shoves a girl nanmed MAI READ to the ground, grabs her
doll and races away, |aughing. Mairead chases after him

EXT. CASTLE RU NS - DAY

Rhuari scranbles over a collapsed portion of the castle’'s walls
to hide, breathlessly holding the doll. Mairead appears and
searches for him

MAI READ

Rhuari, th’ divil take ya, |I'm

after wantin’ ne Shel agh back!

Rhuari! ‘Tis yer soul t’ th divi

if I'mfindin ya!
She runs to the other side of the tower, scream ng his nane.
Nei t her of them notices a fog approaching fromthe direction of
the Moher diffs.
Rhuari peeks over the fence...and the fog surrounds him

RHUARI
Th' divil...
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He HEARS the light rustle of wngs and soft, echoing | aughter
and turns to see the figure of what could be a TRIO CF WOMVEN
towering over him

The other children stop playing as the fog surrounds them An
older GRL notices the three wonen, not far away --

G RL
(deep brogue)
Oh, dear Jay-sus. Al of ya's cone
here t' nel Conme here t’ nme, now

-- and gathers the other children to her, both boys and girl s!

G RL (cont’d)
Rhuari! Rhuari! \Wlere are ya' s?

The fog just grows thicker, hiding everything!

Rhuari is frozen with fear as the form nearest hi mreaches for
the doll. He stares at her...lets her beautiful hand take it.
Her talon-like nails caress his face...then she grabs his coat
and yanks himto her! He SCREAWVS!

The doll drops to the turf and is splashed with blood! H's
SCREAM CUTS OFF!  We HEAR nore soft |aughter and then the sound
of wings flapping as the fog vanishes...leaving the doll behind.

EXT. ROUND TOAER - LATE IN THE DAY - ON THE DCLL

A man’s hand grabs it with a painful SHRIEKI He holds it up and
we see A SEARCH PARTY nmade up of nen and wonen in the woolly
clothing of the Aran Islanders. They race towards the man, a
big solid sort named KINSELLA, horror on their faces.

KI NSELLA
It’s Mairead' s “Shelagh!* And it’s
bl ood on it! Bl ood!

The nmen freeze. The wonen cross thensel ves.

Sea gulls MEWin the air as a well-dressed m ddl e-aged woman
strides up to Kinsella. She is MRS. O BRI EN and her eyes
glitter with intelligence.

KI NSELLA (cont’ d)
"Tis th’ blood of ny son!

MRS. O BRI EN

Ya can’t say that with certainty,
Ki nsel | a!
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The peopl e gl

ANNAGH - -

an

KI NSELLA
Th® devil, | can’t! And d’ ya know
th’ neanin’ of it?! Th “dAd
VWwnen* have cone back, th’ devil
t ake t hen

FI RST WOVAN
It can’t be!

FI RST MAN
"Tis nmuch too soon

SECOND MAN
You're mad, Kinsell al!

KI NSELLA
But haven’t we seen the signs?
Chi ckens gone! Lanbs vani shed!
@ull's flying mad through the air!

ance at each other in agreenent.

MRS. O BRI EN
WIIl ya be still, man!? There’'s
terror enough w thout you addin’
hysteria to it!

FI RST MAN
But "tis truth in his words, Ms.
O Bri en! |’ve lost three ewes in

t he past fortnight!

SECOND WOVAN
And nme daughter, herself, tells ne
of three wonen close t’ here just
as Rhuari was hidin'!

FI RST WOVAN
And then th’ mst hid “emall!

old woman with wild eyes -- bursts forward.

ANNAGH
| told ya! | told yal Am’'t |
after seein’ the banshees gathered
here at Darian’s Point but two
ni ghts back!? And with God’s own
markin’ in the sky but a few weeks
past?! Ain't that always the
sign!?
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M s.

O Brien

SECOND MAN
‘Tis th’ old wonen!
FI RST WOVAN
Th' divils, thensel ves, God save

us!
spins on the crowd, furious.

MRS. O BRI EN
And why would they return?! ’'Tis
been but thirty years! Wy should
they be breakin their vow?!

SECOND WOVAN
Cch, by th” divil’s body, but what
else could it be?

FI RST MAN
"Tis God’ s own warni ng!
FI RST WOVAN
It’s cursed, we arel
SECOND MAN
Your soul t' th' devil, "tis th’

island i s cursed!

MRS. O BRI EN
WIl ya listen t’ yoursel ves?!
&oin’ on like | ost babes when we’ ve
yet t° know th’ truth of it all

KI NSELLA

W know th’ truth, Ms. OBrien
Now I "mafter findin' them whores
of Satan! |'mafter findin what
they did t’ ny son! He took th’
dol I, and now he’s gone and. .. and
that’'s his blood. |'mafter
findin’ ny Rhuari.

(near tears)
Findin his body, if need be, if
only t' give hima fully decent
Christian burial. And then |I'm
after tearin’ themwhores linmb from
i nb!

MRS. O BRI EN

Th® devil take ya, Kinsella, ya
know such a thing is inpossiblel
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He raises his fist...but she glares at himand he coll apses into
weepi ng. Sone wonen finally | ead himaway, followed by nost of
t he rest.

Ms. OBrien watches them | eave then gazes at the cliffs across
the water. The wind whips at her. Sadness fills her eyes.

MRS. O BRI EN (cont’ d)
Musha, but there is th' ring of
truth in his words. | knew, but I
couldn’t let nyself know. ..and now
there’s but one thing t’ do.

The few peopl e remai ni ng back away...all but SEAN McNAMARA, a
tall and powerfully built young man. He stands directly behind
her as she braces against the w nd, unwaveri ng.

MRS. O BRI EN (cont’d)
"Tis an act of savages...but it’'s
all that will end this before it
carries further. God forgive ne,
but it’s all we have.

The gulls hover between her and the diffs of Moher.
DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. CLIFFS OF MCHER - DAY

The seven-hundred foot tall cliffs |loomover the surf, with
squat square observation towers adding to their forebodi ng aura.

EXT. THE BURREN, WESTERN | RELAND - DAY

Brutal. Beautiful. Extensive rock formations and wild patches
of greenery...and absolutely no trees for mles in every
direction. There are |long stone fences but few houses and the
sky is cloudy with bright splotches of sunshine and an eerie
silence...until a huge SQUAVKI NG white swan bursts over a fence
lining the one road.

A 1910 ROLLS ROYCE TOURI NG CAR races past, HONKI NG BACK. At the
wheel is PATRICK THOVAS O BRI EN -- a good-| ooking Irishman, well -
dressed, in good shape and with an exuberance for |iving not
often seen. Beside himsits MARI ON VAN HEUTEN O BRIEN -- his
wife. She has “Gbson Grl* |ooks and the strict breeding of a
“Boston Brahm n.® Both wear driving costunes and goggl es.
Marion’s hand cl enches her hat to her head.

MARI ON

(Bost oni an)
Dear God, Thomas!
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THOVAS
(1'i ght brogue)
Oh, this is a fine machi ne, Marion!

A damed fine machine! |'mafter
buyi ng nysel f one when we’re back
t o Bost on!

MARI ON
If you don’t slow down, we' |l own
this one! 1In pieces!

THOVAS
Now t here you go, again -- being a

nervous fainting thing.

MARI ON
| have never been “nervous“ and
“fainting” is the least of ny
concerns. Wen you own a vehicle
such as this, and should you then
choose to race about like a child,
"Il say nothing. But we have
borrowed this autonobile, and | do
not believe one should toy with
anot her person’s property!

THOVAS
Ch, ne. \Wen your grammar gets
that stiff, | know you're rarin’.

He sl ows down...a bit.

Contrite

he

THOVAS (cont’ d)
Better?
(no response)
So, tell nme -- what’re you thinking
of the place? Marion?

MARI ON
| am being asked to judge fromthe
few glinpses |’ve caught?

sl ows down, sone nore.

THOVAS

I’msorry. 1’ve been acting the
part of a wild boy. But I’ve not
been honme in near twenty years, and
bei ng back...dear God, the feelings
it brings.

(1 ooks about)
The Burren.
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“Not water enough to drown a man,
nor trees enough to hang him*“ O
so said the bastard, Crommel |, when
he first sawit, may his soul rot
with the devil.

She glances at him nelting.
THOVAS (cont’ d)

At least it’'s the sane, thank God,
when so nuch el se has changed. And

changes not for the better, | m ght
add.

MARI ON
Thomas, you of all peopl e nust
admt -- wthout change, one grows

stagnant and sterile.

THOVAS
That from a wonan who hates even
t he t hought of |eaving Boston?

MARI ON
| came with you, did | not?

THOVAS
I was nerely jokin, Marion. Any
harmto it?

He offers her his nost charmng grin. They zip around a hilltop
and suddenly GALWAY BAY is spread out before them bright and
glistening in the patches of sun. Marion cannot help but smle.

MARI ON
Ch, Tom..

THOVAS
That’'s Gal way, across the water.
Last stop before Inish Guin. W
can still turn back...catch the
Mauretania in Cork and scurry hone.

MARI ON
Don’t be absurd. W’re here and
your nother is expecting us.

THOVAS
It’s your funeral.
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MARI ON
Why this sudden concern? Did she
contact you while we stopped in

Dubl i n?
THOVAS
...Not a word.
MARI ON
(chi di ng)

Now, Thomas, has she finally |et
you know her feelings concerning
our marriage?

THOVAS
My not her can keep her own counsel
when she chooses.

MARI ON
For once, you have a mastery of
under st at enent .

They speed down the hill, not noticing several sea gulls float
hi gh above the car, followng them..watching over them

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. GALWAY, | RELAND - DAY

A bustling, fair-sized town at the nouth of the Corrib River.
A mar ket pl ace covers the area next to the quays and a | ong stone
pronenade extends froma dirty dishevel ed section of town.

The Rolls Royce passes, terrifies carriage horses along the way
and pi cks up an entourage of happy scream ng children, who
followit fromone end of town to the next.

EXT. CLADDACH SECTI ON - GALWAY - DAY

A d stone buildings wwth thatched roofs front the docks and the
pl ace borders on filthy. Thomas stops the car on the quay.
Marion pulls out a Browni e Photographic Canera and takes a few
snapshots as he waves to a CAPTAIN near a snmall steanboat.

THOVAS
Your pardon, sir, but are we |ate
for the steaner to Sraidbhaile
G ui n?

CAPTAI N
Nay, sir, but this is herself.
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He notions to the steaner. Thomas nods...then suddenly junps
fromthe Rolls to catch a boy sneaking off with a suitcase! He
yanks it away and swats at the boy, sending himscurrying off.

THOVAS
Thievin' little devil.
(to the captain)
Then if you'll find ne a hand,
we'll be joining you. |’ve two

trunks and sone carry-bags.

CAPTAI N
Gnty, yer soul t’ th' devil, get
yer lazy self over with a cart and
help th’ gentl eman!

G NTY -- a squat old man -- scurries fromthe cabin of the ship,
grabs a hand-cart and scanpers over to the Rolls. He barely

gl ances at either Thomas or Marion...but Thomas | ooks closely at
himas they lift the trunks fromcar to cart.

THOVAS
Was it “G nty“ he called you?

G NTY
It was, sSir.

THOVAS
Not the sane G nty used to have
that fine sailing craft what took
you fromlnish Cuin to Doolin and
back, again, in the sumer?

G NTY
My sorrow, but | did once, sir, and
"tis past ten years since | had it.
Was ya here then, sir?

THOVAS

Gnty, it’s Paidrig. Paidrig Tomas

OBrien. AmI| not in your nenory,
2

—

S

G nty casts hima searching glance then a flash of terror
crosses his eyes. He covers it by being even nore subservient.

G NTY
Cch, isn't it a strange thing t’ be
seein’ ya now? Faith, but | can
tell it, plain as the saints.
Pai dasheen. Th’ O Brien’s boy.
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G nty junps,
t he steaner

10.

G NTY(cont' d)

And didn't | always say ya' d turn
up as th’ finest gentleman, sir?
Ddn't | always? And isn't it
grand ya didn't forget ol’ G nty,
nowisn't it, sir?

THOVAS
Gnty, what’s this blather? [|I'm
still just Paidrig.

G NTY

Aye, that y' are, sir. Faith, but
y'are. And 'tis God’s own truth ya
didn’t forget ol’ Gnty, nowdid
ya, sir? ’'Tis a wonder, is what it
is; a wonder.

CAPTAI N
The devil take ya, Gnty! Get them
bags aboard this vessel! Arra, ny

sorrow for keepin’ ya on here, ya
| azy good-for-nothin'!

bal ances the | ast bag on the cart and runs towards
Thomas wat ches him shaken. Marion cones up,

carefully advancing the filmin her canera.

MARI ON
You seem di st ur bed.

THOVAS
It’s nothing. Nothing at all.

MARI ON
(nods after G nty)
What happened to his sail craft?

THOVAS
It was caught in a stormand | ost,
and G nty alnost with it. M wote
me -- when? M |ast year of MI-T.
But | thought it was himrepl aced
it wth the steaner. She never
said a word of how he went.

MARI ON
She does keep her own counsel, your
not her. Shall we board?

THOVAS
There’s a shed by the Spanish Arch,
for to keep the Rolls. It’'s just

across the river. Back in a bit.
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He returns to the Rolls. Marion watches then turns back to the
steaner and snaps a photograph of G nty |loading the trunks on
board as the captain AD LIBS CURSES IN GAELIC. The children
wat ch froma respectful distance.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. STEAMER - ON THE SOUTH SOUND OF GALWAY BAY - DAY

They are m dway between the coast and the Aran Islands. To the
south tower the Ciffs of Moher. The water is rough.

Marion vomts over the side. She now wears a rubber slicker wet
fromthe spray of waves whi ppi ng agai nst the prow.

Thomas hurries outside, also wearing a slicker and carrying two
mugs. He hands one to Marion.

THOVAS
Here. Irish whiskey. It should
settl e you down.

Marion sm | es her thanks and sips the whiskey.
MARI ON

This is absurd. |[|’ve never had
such difficulty on a ship, before.

THOVAS
The water’s not the snpbothest |’ve
seen.
MARI ON
|’ ve been through worse.
THOVAS
when?
MARI ON

On grandfather’s yacht. En route
to Cuba, once.

THOVAS
Well...his boat is a bit |arger
than this.

MARI ON

It’s not so very | arge.

THOVAS
OCh, aye, conpared to the Lusitania.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:

12.

She hol ds back a reply, finishes the whiskey. He gulps his

down, notions to the cliffs.

THOVAS (cont’ d)
The diffs of Moher. You should
have your canera up

MARI ON
The boat’s too unsteady to snap a
good phot ograph. Perhaps en route
back to Gal way.

THOVAS
There's stories a-plenty to be told
of themrocks -- |egends cold and

hard, like Ireland s history. Like
my famly's history. Maybe I'1I1
tell you sonme while we’re here. O
even show you sone. Then you can
write about them for your journal.
“My Sunmer In The Little Man’s

Country. “
MARI ON
Thomas, please. | do not feel up
to being patronized, at the nonent.
THOVAS
(beat)

Sorry, Marion. Force of habit.

MARI ON
Habits are neant to be controll ed.

THOVAS
It just slipped out!

She says nothing. He kicks hinself.

THOMVAS (cont’ d)
Sorry. W agreed not to quarrel.

MARI ON
Yes.

She rises, back in control, and hands himthe cup.

MARI ON (cont’ d)
Thank you. It was hel pful.

He shrugs and starts for the cabin. Marion stops him
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MARI ON (cont’ d)
Thonas. . . pl ease believe | do not
regret joining you on this journey.
| had not realized how breat htaki ng
t he beauty can be in Irel and.

THOVAS
Even with the wildness in it?

MARI ON
Honestly, what cause have you to be
defensive? |’mthe one about to
nmeet your not her.

THOVAS
(chuckl es)
Sonmething 1'd not wish on Cromel |,
even. She’'ll test you, to see what
you' re nmade of.

MARI ON
Ch, now | amtruly concerned.

He tosses her a grin. She smles, turns to look at the cliffs.
MARI ON (cont’ d)
Oh...those gulls, do you see then?
Hovering in md-air.

He | ooks...finds a flock of hundreds of sea gulls dancing in the
w nd, keeping a even distance between themand the cliffs.

THOVAS
Qull's do that, Marion. They're
hopi ng mackerel will cone dancing
in the waves.

MARI ON
But | have never seen so nmany at
one tine. | believe I shall bring
my canera out. It would be worth

trying to snap a photograph.

She heads back to the cabin as Thomas frowns. A nenory tugs at
hi m

THOVAS
...t would, at that.

The gulls continue to hover in the w nd.
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The steanmer turns, heads into the island s harbor -- a cove on
its eastern side. A neager group of thatch-roofed buil dings
huddl ed around a small rocky beach nmake up a village naned
Sraidbhaile Guin. A solid stone pier stretches into the water.

EXT. SRAIDBHAILE CIUN S COVE - INISH CIU N - DAY

The village | ooks inviting. As the steaner enters the sheltered
cove, it passes several currachs -- |arge canoes made of w cker
and covered with tarred canvas -- returning to the harbor, half

| oaded wth heavy nets and fresh catches of fish. There are
four nmen to each boat, all stripped to their undershirts and al
stroking their oars through the ocean with a nervous sw ftness.

Mari on stands at the bow of the steaner, her canera out. She
snaps photos of the currachs and smles at the surprised |ooks
t he men cast her.

Sean McNamara rows in a currach they are about to pass. He sees
Marion and her canera...and inpulsively whips his oar into the
currach! Then he grabs a rope and springs to his feet!

SEAN
Cars up, | ads!

He “l assoes” a nooring pi ke on the steamer, expertly pulls back
and his boat is dragged along by the faster vessel, causing his
men to AD LIB curses of fear while he WHOOPS wi th pl easure!

SEAN (cont’ d)
Faith, but won’'t ya be takin a
photo of us, mss? It’'d be a fair
capper to as fine a day as God ever
made!

Marion hurries back to the rope, startl ed!

MARI ON
Are you mad?! You m ght capsi ze!

SEAN
Upon ny soul, but it’d be worth th
danger -- which grows the greater
by the nonents ya waste tal kin’

Marion | aughs, ains and snaps the picture.

MARI ON
There! And, naturally, you would
i ke a copy.
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Sean’s smle freezes. The other nen stare at her, stunned.

SEAN
God of virtues, ne life for onel
VWhere could | come for t' fetch it?

MARI ON
It must be sent to London to be
processed. It would be best if |
bring you the photograph, when it
returns.

SEAN
I’ m Sean McNamara! Ask any on th’
i sland! They know ne lodgin’. And
you m ght be?

MARI ON
“Ms." Patrick Thomas O Bri en

absently cross thensel ves.

Thomas cones

SEAN
A thousand pardons, m ssus. Could
it be that Pat’s wth ya?

up behind her.

THOVAS
| am indeed. “Sean MNanmara,“ you
said? Not the little freckled | ad
| played hurling with?

SEAN
And. .. and used ne head as the ball,
as often as not! Faith, but ‘tis
good to see ya, again, Pat.

THOVAS
And yourself. How s your da?

SEAN
Gone to his reward, God rest him
The sea got him four years back.

THOVAS
Sorry to hear it. He was a fine
man.

SEAN
As they cone. Are...are ya here
for |ong?

15.

Two
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THOVAS
The summer, only, then we’ re back
t o Boston.

Sean rel eases the rope with a wave.

SEAN
Then 1’11 see ya down the pub! My
t hanks, again, mssus! | swear by
th” devil, I'll be holdin" me heart

| ookin forward to the photo!

The steanmer swiftly pulls away fromthem Sean’s snmle fades as
he slowy sits back down in the currach to take up his oar

Thomas turns to Marion.

THOVAS
He was but five years old when |
saw himlast. God, I'"'mfeeling ny
years.

MARI ON

Thomas, you |left before you were
even of college age. You hardly
qualify as Mt husel ah.

She returns to the prow, takes a photo of the harbor as they
enter. Thomas follows her.

THOVAS
Sraidbhaile Cuin. Mans “Quiet
Village.“ The jetty's new. And
there IS a pub. Wasn’t one when |
left.

MARI ON
It’s all so very charm ng

Thomas al nost nakes a snide comrent, in answer, but holds his
tongue. He | ooks around. Thick clouds approach fromthe west.

THOVAS
Looks like there’s a bl ow com ng
up. Must be why the boats are
turning for shore, early. W'l
have to nake fast for the house.

She | ooks back at the currachs -- tiny and hel pl ess agai nst the
bl ustery majesty of the ocean.



EXT. SEAN S CURRACH - SRAIDBHAILE ClU N - DAY
The nmen furiously row

FI RST MAN
He’'s here in good tine, he is!

SECOND MAN
How coul d he be unless his manid
already sent for hin? 1It’s ten
days journey across th' water.

TH RD MAN
At th' | east.

SEAN
Seven, and there’'s vessels can do
th journey in five, if need be.

SECOND MAN
Th' devil take her, she'd still
have to’ ve known!

FI RST MAN
Aye.

TH RD NMAN
You're too nuch her lad, at tinmes,
Sean.

FI RST MAN
Ya take what she says as th’ purest
t ruth.

SEAN

And why not, mght | ask? She's
yet t’ lead us wong.

SECOND MAN
But she nust’ve known for at | east
a fortnight and said nothin’!

SEAN
(glancing at gulls)
I’ mthinkin she was warned and
kept her silence t’ keep us from

fear.

FI RST MAN
And | et Rhuari be taken, th’ bl oody
wi t ch!

17.
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TH RD MAN
Ya'd swear she was one of 'eni
SEAN
Whist, will ya think what you're

sayi n’ ?!

He notions upwards to the huge flock of sea gulls new ng
overhead. The nmen hesitate then concentrate on their row ng as
Sean | ooks back at the steaner.

EXT. SRAIDBHAILE CIU N - INISH ClU N - DAY

The steanmer docks and G nty junps onto the pier totie it to the
pilings. As Thomas hel ps Marion ashore, he glances around in
surpri se.

THOVAS
There’s an oddity -- no one’s cone
for to greet the steanmer. W
al ways cane for Gnty’s craft.

The wind grows nastier. Thomas, G nty and the Captain |oad the
trunks and bags into a two-wheel ed donkey-cart driven by an
anci ent OLD MAN

Marion | ooks around, notices the town is enpty...except for
Kinsell a seated by the door to a tiny “public house,” a bottle
of whiskey in hand. He is as drunk as a madman. Three boys
race past a |low, narrow honme. A WORN WOMAN bursts fromw thin
and SCREAMS at them IN GAELIC. Two boys spin and race into the
house.

The third scurries into another, alnost gains a swat on the
behind fromhis owmm MOTHER. Both wonen cast pai ned gl ances at
Kinsella then wary, startled | ooks at Marion and Thonas before
slamm ng their doors shut.

Marion frowns then turns to watch the currachs slip up to a
stretch of beach across the inlet. Several boys and old nen
appear fromthe rocks to help themdrag the boats up fromthe
surf. They seem hurried and fearful.

Marion snaps a photograph then notices Thonmas waving to her.
She joins himin the back of the donkey-cart. They ride away.

Annagh joins G nty and they watch the cart zip down the road.
G NTY

By God above, he's cone...but with
his wife, th’ divil take him
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ANNAGH
Wi st your talk, Gnty! Don't be
sendin’ th’ poor |ad such thoughts!
“God have nmercy on him* is what we
should be thinkin and it’s prayers
we shoul d be sendin’ his way.

She crosses herself, goes to Kinsella and takes himinto the
pub. Gnty casts a quick |ook after the cart.

G NTY
Musha, | swear by th’ divil...how
sad for your nother th’ day ya was
born to this.

CAPTAI N
G nty, ya lazy good-fer-nothin’
get yer fool self over t’ here an’
help me tie down th’ boat! W're
caught in port "til nornin’, God
save us!

G nty scurries over to the steaner as the cart vani shes over a
rise.

EXT. INNSH ClU N - DAY

The clouds are thick and cruel, thunder HEARD rolling closer and
cl oser. The donkey-cart hurries along a new gravel road that
circles away fromthe tower and ruins, jostling everyone.

MARI ON
Must he be in such a hurry?

THOVAS
The stormis about to break...and
you' ve not seen a real stormtil
you' ve seen one in Irel and.

MARI ON
Thomas, | once rode out a hurricane
on Nant ucket .

THOVAS
(chuckl es)
Then you' ve a fair idea of what to
expect .

Marion notices the old driver keeps casting fearful furtive
gl ances at the tower. She eyes it, tugs at Thonas.

( CONTI NUED)
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MARI ON
That tower -- what is it?

THOVAS
Darian’s Point. O Dar R anaigh --
whi ch translates | oosely into
“God’s Image.* Qur old castle’'s
ruins stand beside it.

MARI ON

Really? 1°d love to see them
THOVAS

W'l go, tonorrow, if weather

permts.

She smles, nestles into his arns. He hesitates...then tenderly
draws her closer and they watch the tower as they pass.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. O BRI EN HOVE - DAY

The house is larger, nore prosperous than any on the island,
wth a slate roof and second story. A separate barn and shed
sit close by, also sporting slate roofs. Stone fences radiate
inall directions fromthe little conpl ex.

The STORM BREAKS as the donkey-cart arrives. Marion and Thomas
jump fromit as Ms. OBrien opens the front door. She sees who
it is with neither surprise nor expectancy, and beckons them
inside. Marion carries the smaller bags into the house, then
turns to glance back at

The Ciffs of Moher before they are hidden by the driving rain.
The ocean is brutal.

Marion continues inside as Thomas and the old man carry a trunk
after her. They rush out to get the second trunk but Ms.

O Brien stops Thomas at the door...cannot help but take his face
in her hands and gaze at himw th gratitude.

MRS. O BRI EN
Cch, but isn't it a strange thing
that you would know? How is it,
Paidrig? Howis it ya knew?

THOVAS
Knew what, nm?

A gust of wind rem nds them of the beating rain and he hurries
out to bring in the last trunk.
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EXT. STEAMER - N GHT

The little boat rocks and bobs in the rain and wind, a single
light burning in the tiny cabin.

I NT. STEAMER - N GHT

Dirty and cranped. The captain lies on his cot, drinking froma
bottl e of whiskey and hummng to hinself as he listens to the
wind and rain and | ooks over sone dirty “French” post cards with
a drunken smrk. He is close to falling asleep when he HEARS a
“thunp” on the foredeck and jolts awake.

CAPTAI N
Gnty? Is it yourself? Are ya
back fromth pub, now? G nty?!

Then the wind dies and the sea grows calm The captain | ooks
out his wi ndow and sees a fog has surrounded his ship.

CAPTAI N (cont’ d)
Th' divil be dammed, when'd this
cone about ?

He stunbles to the door and | ooks out.

CAPTAI N (cont’ d)
And thick, it is. W’'IIl not be off
with th’ sun, t’norrow.

He HEARS soneone scurrying atop the cabin and junps around.

CAPTAI N (cont’ d)
G nty! Wi st your foolishness an
come int’ th' cabin! ‘Tis a night
not fit fer man nor beast! Gnty!

EXT. STEAMER - N GHT

The captain totters out into the fog...and HEARS a |ight
rustling of wings and the echo of soft, nusical |aughter. He
grows hesitant...wary.

CAPTAI N
Who' s aboard? Who's...

He HEARS nore scurrying behind himand turns to see the vague
form of a woman approaching. The nusical |aughter whispers from
her. He steps back, uncertain.

CAPTAI N (cont’ d)
Who's that, there? Wat’'s this...?

( CONTI NUED)
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He HEARS shuffling behind himand turns to find two nore fenale
forms wapped in the fog, dancing around him playfully! He
freezes, stunned...and suddenly very afraid!

CAPTAI N (cont’ d)
No...no...this can't be.

The figures whisper closer, toying with him forcing himaway
fromthe cabin!

CAPTAI N (cont’ d)
l...1"ve taken too nmuch o’ this
divil's brew, | have. That's th’
whole of it...I...1...

He SMASHES THE BOTTLE and wi el ds the sharp end as a weapon
against the fornms in the m st!

CAPTAI N (cont’ d)
Stay back! Stay back! *Tis not
th> time. Ya nade an oath! Stay
back!

He bunps against the prow s edge, not noticing one of the forns
has floated into the air and is drifting around behind him The
other two reach for the broken bottle...but the captain jabs at
themwith it!

CAPTAI N (cont’ d)
No! ‘Tis too soon! Ya swore an
oath! Stay back -- !

Two femal e hands with black, talon-like nails appear fromthe
fog, behind the man, and encircle himto dig into his throat!

EXT. SRAIDBHAILE CIU N - NI GHT
Deep in the fog. The captain is barely HEARD scream ng...then
the fog drifts away, |eaving behind the town and little steaner,
now back to being beaten by the wind and rain, again.

DI SSOLVE TO
INT. O BRI EN HOVE - KITCHEN - NI GHT
The old man sits by the stove, sipping a cup of steam ng tea

whil e a plunp housekeeper naned BRIG D fixes supper. The STORM
RAGES out side, but inside feels warm and cozy.
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I NT. O BRIEN HOVE - LIVING ROOM - N GHT

Ol lanps burn. Confortable chairs and couches sit before a
roaring fire, giving a quiet air of prosperity. There is even a
shot gun nmounted over the mantel pi ece.

Thomas stands behind a couch, wearing a Gansey sweater and
| ooking over Ms. O Brien's shoul der as she |eafs through an
al bum of phot ographs.

THOVAS
This one -- ny first solo job as
architect. ’'Twas nerely a school

annex, but it set nme on ny way, and
me but two years out of university.

MRS. O BRI EN
By ny faith, 'tis a wonder.

THOVAS
(conspiratorially)
O course, the only reason | got
the job is the mayor was in an
el ection and he wanted to show he
was an Irishman for Irishnmen.

MRS. O BRI EN
Such bl ather, Paidrig. ' Twas but
your own abilities that brought ya
the job, God | ove ya.

THOVAS
It did bring nore work to ne, and
now |"mup for a new project -- a

bank! And it’s twenty |evels, ma.

MRS. O BRI EN
Twenty!? Cch, but that’d be
wondrous t' behol d.

He sits beside her, happily.

THOVAS
Then cone visit with me and Mari on.
W' ve plenty of room and you coul d
stay as long as you w sh and...and
we could take you to see New Yor k!
Oh, it’s the world's grandest city,
wi th buildings reaching clear to
the sky and nore being built every
day.

( CONTI NUED)
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MRS. O BRI EN
Is that th® truth, now?
THOVAS
There’ s one being planned -- for
the Wool worth Conpany -- it’'Il be

the tall est ever seen and worth the
trip, alone!

MRS. O BRI EN
And 1’ve had dealin’s with them
THOVAS
Then you' || have to see it! |It’s
Cass Gl bert designed it, and it’s
like a cathedral, alnmost. It’s

just the sort of building Il
desi gn, soneday.

He | eans back, proud, not noticing painis in his nother’s eyes
as she watches him

MRS. O BRI EN

(quietly)
Yawll, at that.

THOVAS

Aye. There’'s already talk of ne
headi ng the new office in Chicago --
that’s where Sullivan’s office is --
or we may even go head-to-head with
McKim Mead, White in New York.

(chuckl es)
O course, Marion wouldn't go for
t hat .

Marion enters froma downstairs bedroom now perfectly conposed
and pi nned and sm i ng.

MARI ON
Only because | cannot understand
why anyone woul d choose to | eave a
city as civilized as Boston for a
town as vul gar as New YorKk.

MRS. O BRI EN
Marion. You |l ook fine and fresh.
Conme sit by ne. W’ve nmuch to
| earn of each other.

( CONTI NUED)
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Marion is about to join her when the sound of sonething...or

soneone. ..is HEAR skittering over the roof. Marion and Thomas
| ook up.
MARI ON
VWhat a curious noi se.
THOVAS
VWhat is it, ma?
MRS. O BRI EN
A ..a loose tile. | keep neanin
t’ have it fixed. Cone al ong,

Mar i on.

Marion sits near her as Thonmas cl oses the book and stands to
warm hi nsel f by the fire.

MRS. O BRI EN (cont’d)
It’s ny understandin’ you' re of th’
“Van Heuten® famly.

MARI ON
Quilty as charged.

MRS. O BRI EN
I"ve had dealin’s with a man of
t hat nane.

MARI ON
Have you?

MRS. O BRI EN
| sell the wool and clothin’ nade
on this bit of land. He bought
sone for his store in Boston.

MARI ON
Then you refer to ny uncle. M
father and brothers run the
shi ppi ng and financial interests.

MRS. O BRI EN
I ndeed?
(wth a smle)
Well, he owes ne a thousand pounds,
the scoundrel. Only paid nme for

hal f what’s due. Wen ya return t’
Boston, m ght ya have a word with
hi m about it? Seein as how he’s
now stealin” fromhis own famly?
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MARI ON
(taken aback)
Naturally, 1'Il speak with him

More skittering is HEARD, overhead. Thomas nervously edges
bet ween the two wonen.

THOVAS
It...it my take a bit of tine, nma.
|’ ve never seen a wonan so busy as
Marion, save for yourself. Not
only does she run the house, but
she’s part of several charities and
wites for a journal, even.

MRS. O BRI EN
You're a witer, as well, Mrion?
And have | heard of this “journal ?*

MARI ON
| doubt you have. It’s nerely a
quarterly publication ained for the
wonen’ s suffragi st novenent.

MRS. O BRI EN
“Votes for wonen.“ VWhat a foolish
thing. The nen nmake a nmess of the
worl d and wonen want to share hal f
t he bl ane.

MARI ON
Qur intent is to give wonen nore of
a voice in howthe world is run
Ms. OBrien, thus preventing the
“mess“ of which you so di sapprove.

MRS. O BRI EN
And ya think that’d change a thing?

MARI ON
It certainly couldn’t hurt.

MRS. O BRI EN
And what of Saint Paul’s adnonition
that a wonman “shoul d not teach or
usurp authority over a man, but
shoul d be in quietness?”

MARI ON

What ot her sentinent could one
expect froma book witten by nmen?

( CONTI NUED)
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Thomas qui ckly freshens his nother’s tea.

THOVAS
Un ma, | forgot -- Aunt Kathleen
sends her love. Her and Uncle
Sheanus, both. They’'re hoping to
meke it home next summer, nmaybe.

MRS. O BRI EN

Musha, but it’d be fine seein’
Kat hl een, agai n.

(to Marion)
My sister emgrated to Boston the
year Paidrig was born. M/ Paidrig
stayed with them once he nmade it
over. But | suppose ya know all
that, now don't ya?

MARI ON
Nat ural |y.

MRS. O BRI EN
Sheamus owns a fine wonen’s hat
shop near Harvard. |’ m wonderin’
if ya'd net hinf

MARI ON
I was introduced by Thomas on our
weddi ng day.

MRS. O BRI EN
I was neanin’ before ya nmet ny
Pai dri g.

MARI ON

(pause)

| resided in a different area of
Boston. But he appears to be a
very pl easant gentl eman.

MRS. O BRI EN
He’s a boor, God |ove him and
tells the sane silly tales, over
and over. Kathleen swears she
knows each one by heart and then
sonme, God preserve her.

(1 ooks at Thonmas)

But they cared for ny Paidrig well
and hel ped hi m becone what he is.

Thomas bl ushes. Marion sml es.
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MARI ON
Yes. It is difficult to believe
he’'s advanced so far in such a
short period of tine.

MRS. O BRI EN
Seein’ as how he didn’t know the
“right people* before ya net?

MARI ON
Nat ural | y.

Marion catches the flash of a hurt expression cross Thonas' face
and qui ckly adds --

MARI ON (cont’ d)
O course, knowi ng the “correct
peopl e“ neans little if one is
i ncapabl e of proving one’s worth.
And Thomas has proven hinself to be
nore than capabl e.

-- but Ms. OBrien sawit all.

MRS. O BRI EN
Well, | raised ny Paidrig t’ do
what was necessary, even if it
meant hard wor k.

MARI ON
Naturally. H's capabilities are
what brought about his nom nation
for inclusion in the Encycl opedi a
Bri t anni ca.

Ms. OBrien | ooks at Thonmas, stunned. He turns to the fire
quietly angry.

THOVAS
Mari on. . .

MARI ON
Their new edition may use a
bui | di ng he designed as a prine
exanpl e of vibrant American
architecture.

MRS. O BRI EN
Paidrig, why'd ya not tell ne?
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THOVAS
I was waiting till it was deci ded,
ma. Mne' s one of five buildings
up for it, and McKim Mead, Wite
did one of themand they' re the
tops, as of now.

MRS. O BRI EN
(absently)
Ch, quit your blather. T even be
consi dered for such an honor is
reason enough to be proud.

Brigid appears at the door to the kitchen.

BRIG D
Are ya ready t’ sup, ma’ an?
MRS. O BRI EN
Aye, Brigid. Set it out. |’'msure

we're all fam shed fromth' hunger.

Thomas takes her armand they go to the dining area.

THOVAS
I was thinking, the spread | ooks
fine, ma. Still feels all the

world |ike hone.

MRS. O BRI EN
The north fence is new. Put in
| ast year by the Quinn boys.

THOVAS
Not them short fat lads | run with?

MRS. O BRI EN
The sanme. Both married sone years,
now, by the Grace of God, and with
ni ne children between 'em
(to Marion, pointedly)
Their first was but a year after
marriage.

MARI ON
“How happy they nust have been.*

Thomas casts Marion a | ook of warning and she responds with one
of conplete innocence. Ms. OBrien pretends not to notice.

MRS. O BRI EN
Nat ural | y.
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She sits at the head of the table.

DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. O BRI EN HOVE - BEDROOM - NI GHT
A bed with thick dowmn quilts sits against a wall, flanked by two
narrow w ndows. A single candle burns. Marion slips on her

dressing gown as Thomas pulls off his shirt. The storm has
ended. . . out si de.

MARI ON
Now we know -- your nother does not
approve.

THOVAS

Well you didn't exactly help keep
t hi ngs snooth, now did you?

Mari on hesitates then brushes her hair.

MARI ON
| kept ny behavior as cordial as
possi bl e.

THOVAS
Don’t hand ne that blather! [’'ve

seen you treat Portuguese fishernen
with | ess condescensi on.

MARI ON
Ch, be fair, Thomas! Her comments
were hardly appropriate.

THOVAS
Marion, did | not warn you she’d
test you? Try to see what you're
made of ?

MARI ON
That is no excuse for her |ack of
civility as regards my uncl e!
Pressing nme to intervene on a
matter as vul gar as noney!

THOVAS
And it wasn't “vulgar” for you to
mention that bl oody Encycl opedi a
Britannica? |’d asked you not to!
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MARI ON
| thought it would nmake her happy
for you.
THOVAS

And take her focus away from you.
And won’t she be doubly happy when
she learns |I'’monly being thought
of because your father knows sone
of the judges?

MARI ON
But they would not be considering
you were your design wthout nerit.

THOVAS
Nor woul d they have consi dered ne
on my own! | swear to you, Marion

the only reason he did it was to
prove to nme |’ mnot of your world,
and not a bit of a thought nore.

MARI ON
Honestly, you ascribe far too nuch
intelligence to ny father. He
hasn’t the capacity for deceit you
wi sh he had. Not |ike your nother!

THOVAS
Now don’t go laying this evening on
her shoul ders.

MARI ON
I do not assign fault, but neither
will | accept the sole bl ane!

He funes, finishes undressing in silence. Marion continues to
brush her hair...then slanms the brush down, in disgust.

MARI ON (cont’ d)
| cannot believe nyself! Before |
met you, | would never have fallen
into such a childish cat-fight.

THOVAS
Well...there...there’'s no shane in
bei ng had by a naster.

MARI ON
VWhi ch makes ne feel so much better
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THOVAS
Cch, the devil hinmself couldn’t get
right by the both of you.

He fl ounces onto the bed, renpves his shoes. She watches him

MARI ON
(finally)
Thomas?
THOVAS
VWhat ?
MARI ON

Why di d you begin using your m ddl e
nane in Anmerica?

THOVAS
.1 dunno. | just did. Wy?
MARI ON
Oh, | was hoping you had a reason
THOVAS

Such as what ?

MARI ON
I don’t know. A girl you knew,
once. O a fight you had, once.
|"ve come to realize |I know so
little of your life...your life
bef ore you noved to Boston.

THOVAS
Ch, aye -- “the little man’s story
fromthe little man’s country.”

She | ooks away, stands and goes to the w ndow.

MARI ON

You seemto believe |I care about
aspects of your life in Amrerica.
What you di ne upon for |uncheon.
The size of your shoes. The
autonobil e you wi sh to purchase.
Why woul d you never nention that
everyone here refers to you by

“Patrick?”

THOVAS
“Paidrig.“ The Irish equival ent of
Patrick. It just wasn't inportant.
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She | ooks at

MARI ON
It’s nore inportant than anything
el se you've told ne.

THOVAS
And just how m ght that be, Marion?

MARI ON
You' re bei ng patroni zing.

THOVAS
That froma wonan whose fam |y
wrote the book on it.

him hurt. Enbarrassed, he turns away.

MARI ON
Now you’ re bei ng unki nd.
THOVAS
l...1 didn’t nean to be.
MARI ON
We agreed not to quarrel.
THOVAS
The words just...slipped out. From
habi t .
MARI ON
Bet ween your “habits® and ny
“attitudes,” it’s small wonder

we're making little headway with
our “difficulties.”

THOVAS
W' ve been away fromyour famly
but a week. That’'s hardly tine
enough to nmake headway agai nst
anyt hi ng.

MARI ON
They aren’t the only hurdle we
face, Thonas.

THOVAS
I know.

He gets into bed.

Marion gazes out the wi ndow. Patches of fog drift past,
sonetines revealing the tower at Darian’s Point in the distance.
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MARI ON
Perhaps it was | who was unkind in
marrying you.

THOVAS
| wal ked into this wwth nmy eyes
open. Fully aware, fully warned.

MARI ON
But our warnings to each other are
what we heed the | east.

THOVAS
Only because we’re both stubborn
little mules. C non, now. You'll
catch your death standing by that
wi ndow.

MARI ON
In a nonent. | love the scent of
the air after a storm

THOVAS
Marion, you' re already | ooking
pal e, and there’s no doctor on the
island. If you growill, we'll
have to cart you back to Gal way.

She sighs and goes to the bed. Mrre skittering i s HEARD across
the roof. Thonas eyes the ceiling.

THOMVAS (cont’ d)
"Il have to get that fixed.

Then he snuggl es under the covers. Marion watches himthen lies
back, wearily.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. ROUND TONER - NI GHT
Pat ches of fog swirl around it and a rough surf is steadily
HEARD. The castle’s and tower’s rocks glisten despite the | ack
of much illum nation
Kinsella stunbles up a path leading to the base of the tower, a
shotgun in one hand, a rickety |adder on his back. He is blind
drunk and AD LIBBI NG vicious curses in Gaelic.

A fog begins rolling in fromthe Mher diffs.
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Kinsella trips, falls and rolls onto his back. He can just see
the tower as the fog envelopes it. A white figure lands at the
top...then two figures join it, barely visible, as if they could
be tricks of the mst. He forces hinself back to his feet.

KI NSELLA
(muttering)
Whores of Satan. Bl oody w tches.
"Il show ya evil.

He stunbles up to the base, props the |ladder up to the door and
clinbs inside.

I NT. ROUND TOAER - N GHT

A d pl anks of wood that have crashed down from above litter the
floor, nost lost in shadows. Narrow stone steps are built into
the wall and spiral up to the barely visible crowm. Kinsella
stunbl es over to and then half-crawls up the steps, incoherently
muttering. Up he clinbs, faster and faster.

EXT. TONER S CROMN - N GHT

A stone platformbuilds up fromthe wall to extend fromthe
side. Sone old wooden planks still rest atop small stone
extensions that jut out a few feet fromthe top of the tower’s
sides. Loose stones have tunbled into rough piles atop the

pl anks and platform

Kinsella bursts up the steps to find -- nothing. The crown is
deserted; the fog swirls about it, silent as death. Kinsella
stunbl es onto the platformand spins about, |ooking for
soneone. .. anyone. ..

KI NSELLA
Bl oody whores! \Where are yal!?
What’ ve ya done with nme son!?
Answer ne, ya bl oody whores!
Answer ne!

He weeps with drunken sorrow, still spins in circles to see
not hi ng. .. and not hing...and nothing...and the HEARS the w ngs
rustling and soft echoing | aughter.

KI NSELLA (cont’ d)
Spawn of Satan. Th' killin of th
castle on ya for takin’ nme son
He's all | had left! \Were is he?
Where’s ne Rhuari? Tell ne!

He turns, again...and SOVETH NG MOVES in the m st, behind him
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KI NSELLA (cont’ d)
COMVE FACE ME, YOU BLOODY WHORES!
COVE TRY A MAN | NSTEAD OF A CHI LD!
GOD OF VI RTUES, BUT |’ LL DESTROY
YOU ALL!

More novenent is seen...two figures now flitting behind him He
senses them..and fear begins taking over. He turns and al nost
catches sight of a figure whipping past himin the fog!

Kinsella rai ses the shotgun and FIRES! The flash give a
monment’s illumnation to A NAKED WOVAN st andi ng opposite him
atop the stones! She LAUGHS...softly, barely audi bl e!

Ki nsel l a stunbl es back onto a wood plank! It cracks and shifts
as he ains at her and FIRES the second barrel! He shifts his
wei ght to the stones as he struggles to reload! He gets one new
shell in before the shotgun is ripped fromhis hands and

vani shes over the sidel

Ki nsel |l a screans, tunbles back and a | eg crashes through sone of
the rotten wood! More LAUGHTER. .. al nbst nusical in tone...now
evil and cold...ECHOES in all directions as

THREE FI GURES approach him wapped in the m st but obviously
femal e!

Kinsel la struggles...then frees hinself and bolts for the
steps...but he is caught by a woman’s hand! Her talon-1ike
nails slit through his throat! He gasps out a horrified,
gurgling cry and falls and we CUT TO

EXT. ROUND TOAER - N GHT

Cold. Alone. Caught in deep patches of fog. Cruel LAUGHTER
softly echoes over the crash of the waves agai nst the rocks.

FADE OQUT THEN IN TO
EXT. O BRI EN HOMVE - DAY

A stunningly beautiful day. Hundreds of sea gulls hover in the
air as Ms. OBrien exits with a huge bow of shredded bread
The GULLS CALL to her and sees strips of clothing draped across
a nearby stone fence, and sadness enters her eyes. She goes to
the clothing, crosses herself, and stuffs the strips into her
apron pocket. Then she sits on a |large stone that faces the
Adiffs of Moher and tosses the bread into the air for the gulls
to catch.



37.

I NT. O BRI EN HOVE - BEDROOM - DAY

Thomas wakes, | ooks at Marion sl eeping beside him He touches
her hair. She stirs. He pulls back then slips fromthe bed.
He steps into his trousers as he | ooks out the w ndow.

EXT. O BRI EN HOVE - DAY

Ms. OBrienis still seated by the fence, the sea gulls
hoveri ng above her, the w ndow behind her. |Inside, Thonas sees
her and smles then steps back.

Ms. OBrien watches the gulls, intently...until Thomas cones up
behi nd her.

THOVAS

You know, ma, ny earliest nenory is
waking to find you seated on that
rock tossing bits of bread to them
thieving gulls. Like they didn't
steal food enough fromthe starving
fishermen. | once asked da why he
let you do it.

MRS. O BRI EN
... And his answer?
THOVAS
He cane near striking nme...then
held me close and said, “If there's
a God above, 1’d never know why.”
MRS. O BRI EN

He knew, your father. They' re our
eyes, God’'s blessin’ on them and
al ways there when needed.

THOVAS
You nmake |i ke they’'re guard dogs --
no, “guard birds.“ That has a nuch

finer sound to it.
She just listens to the birds. He |ooks at her, warily.
THOVAS (cont’ d)
Ma...what’s your trouble with
Mari on?

MRS. O BRI EN
Have | said a word agai nst her?

( CONTI NUED)
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THOVAS
You' ve said nothing at all. [|’'m
married five years and not once
have you nentioned ny wife in one
of your letters.

MRS. O BRI EN
The devil, how could I be talkin’
about a woman |’'d yet to neet?

He | eaps over the fence to face her.

He ri ses,

THOVAS
Well now you’ ve net, sSo answer nmne
straight.

MRS. O BRI EN

Answer nme one thing, first. Wy
did you marry her?

THOVAS
(taken aback)
W | ove each ot her.

MRS. O BRI EN
Arra, man, but the lie was put t’
that not five mnutes after seein
ya t’'gether, so nore t' th' point --
why did she marry you? Ya didn't
exactly run in the sane “soci al
circles.*

shocked at her bluntness. Her glare follows him

MRS. O BRI EN (cont’ d)
Wel|? Wsat’'s your answer t’ be?

THOVAS
I...1 set ny cap for her.

MRS. O BRI EN
Paidrig, 'tis the truth 1’1l have,
or nothin!

THOVAS
It 1S the truth!
(pause)
The firml| started with handl ed an
expansi on of her father’s wharves.
| saw Marion when | dropped off the
boss’ plans for it.
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He | eans back agai nst the fence.

THOVAS (cont’ d)
Cch, ma, but just to | ook at her
was to court madness from desire.
(pause)
To make it short, | wanted her as
my wife...so | set ny cap for her
(pause)
And two years after we net, we
married.

MRS. O BRI EN
And her fam |y accepted ya?

THOVAS
... They did.

MRS. O BRI EN
Wt hout the pinch of a fight?

THOVAS
They di d!

MRS. O BRI EN
The devil, Paidrig, do | |ook the
part of a fool ?!

He grows tight and angry.

THOVAS
Ch, aye! Aye! Wat would a wonan
such as Marion Van Heuten want with
the likes of nme? I1'man Irish
Catholic immgrant. That woul d
cast me less than a Negro in the
eyes of her “social circle.”

MRS. O BRI EN
"Tis my point, exactly! And since
when does an O Brien care a fig for
any fool such as that?

THOVAS
Since he wants t’ build nore than
just school annexes and tenenents!
Since he wants t’ design the banks
the fools own and the offices they
work in and the hones where they
livel

( CONTI NUED)



40.
CONTI NUED: ( 3)

MRS. O BRI EN
(realizing)
By th’ saints...ya wed your “l|ady
wife* so as t' becone “acceptabl e”
t” th” likes of them

He | ooks away, unable to answer her.

MRS. O BRI EN (cont’d)
And tell me now, did it work?

THOVAS
(finally)
Why do you think I'"mallowed to bid
on designing that bank?

MRS. O BRI EN
(pause, noddi ng)
That still don’t give ne ny answer,
Paidrig. Wy did she marry you?

THOVAS
She...she had to.
(pause)
She t hought she was with child.

MRS. O BRI EN
Not at your doin’ ?!

He cannot answer.

MRS. O BRI EN (cont’d)
But you’'ve no wains...not a one!

THOVAS
The doctor called it an hysterical
pregnancy. Wich is funny, 'cause
there’s nothing at all hysterica
about Marion. That...that’'s why
her famly allowed us to marry.

She eyes himw th distaste. He notices...and smrks, in answer.

THOMVAS (cont’ d)
Aye, ma. Well before you cut | oose
on me, you' |l be happy to know her
father’s been playing subtle havoc
Wi th us, ever since, to the point
we're set to be quit of each other
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MRS. O BRI EN
And the church allows divorce in
Ameri ca?!

THOVAS

... W’ ve been offered an annul nent.
Her father knows the Cardi nal and
he found a way...a “l oophole,“ as
it were. W're here to see if we
want to accept it.

Ms. OBrien's glare would kill a buffalo. Thonmas squirns.
MRS. O BRI EN
Upon ny soul, it was wong of ne t’
send ya across th’ water. | can

see that, now It’s taken th’ truth
of yourself away fromya and | eft
naught in its place.

THOVAS
Cch, ya say that at a tine when
even God, Hinself, is wonderin’ at
what the truth m ght be!

Ms. OBrien bolts to her feet!
MRS. O BRI EN

Paidrig, I will not have bl aspheny
in nmy housel!

(beat)
By th’ devil, this is not how ya
was raised -- t’ pile one nore sin

atop th’ others. Have ya |ost al
sense of pride, man? O have ya
pl ayed th’ part of a whore too

| ong?

He all but wilts under her attack. Then she notices Marion is
standing in the window, fully dressed. Thomas follows his
not her’ s gaze and goes white at seeing Marion.

MARI ON
(cool & calm
Brigid asked ne to informyou,
breakfast is to be served. Now.
“Before the chill comes over it.*

THOVAS
We...we'll be in, directly.

She nods and slips back into the bedroom
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THOVAS (cont’ d)
Surely she didn’'t hear us.

MRS. O BRI EN
Does it truly matter?

He sinks to the ground, his head in his hands.

He does not
him..gently

THOVAS
Jesus, Mary and Joseph, she’ll
never forgive nme, now.

MRS. O BRI EN
| thought ya were set t’ be quit of
her .

THOVAS

I’d sooner lose ny right arm  Not
that she’d care...

MRS. O BRI EN
Ch, Paidrig...

ook at her. Finally, Ms. OBrien kneels before
takes his face in her hands.

MRS. O BRI EN

Listen t’ ne, my son. Your father
was a horse’s ass th’ nost of his
life, God rest his soul and those
of th’ dead MORH) he felt th' want
of a pint or two, he’'d off t’
Galway without a word. O if he
fancied a pretty lass, well...there
was tinmes it seenmed th’ devi
hi nrsel f was upon him God save him

(caresses his face)
But still I forgave him Paidrig,
and not only because | knew his end
fromthe day we wed, but 'tis the
fate of women in this world t’
forgive th’ fools they |Iove. And
so he had ny fullest support. For
I knew he needed it, desperately.

She rises, leads himto his feet.

MRS. O BRI EN (cont’d)
Now it may well be that ya do | ove
Marion, an’ it may well be that you
have nore need of forgiveness than
does she -- I'’mnot after know n’.
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But | do know that you'll have th’
need of her fullest support...in

all that ya do. Can ya honestly
say t’ nme that ya see that comn
fromyour “lady wife?* | don't.
An’ t’ hold tight t' sonethin’ that
does not exist is a fool’ s gane.
An’ is that how ya was rai sed?

She heads into the house. Confused, Thomas slowy follows her
i nsi de.

DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. O BRIEN HOVE - DI NI NG ROOM - DAY

Thomas, Marion and Ms. O Brien finish what was obviously a very
silent, very unconfortable neal. Brigid conmes in to clear the
table. Marion rises.

MARI ON
If you wll excuse ne.

THOVAS
Marion. Are...are we still on for
t he day?

MARI ON
I should finish unpacking.

THOVAS
C nmon, Marion. |I’'Il have Brigid
make us a bite of lunch to take
al ong, then we’ll wal k around the

i sland, just you and ne.

Marion | ooks directly at Thomas and nods.

MARI ON
Il change into sonmething nore
appropriate. [|’'ll unpack your

boots, as well.

She calmy exits the room Ms. O Brien shakes her head and
stands. Thomas foll ows her up.

MRS. O BRI EN
She’s a cool one, she is.

THOVAS
She’s off in her “formal” node.
Cvility without coment. A walk
may...my mnmeke things better.
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MRS. O BRI EN
(carefully)
How long’ Il ya be gone, then?
THOVAS

Hm®? Ch, the day. She wanted to
see the old castle ruins and the
tower, then --

stiffens, cuts himoff.

MRS. O BRI EN
Pai drig, don’'t be takin her there!
THOVAS
And why not ?
MRS. O BRI EN
The...th” tower’s been unsteady, as
of |ate.
THOVAS
Well 1’ve no intention of clinbin

it, if that's your worry.

MRS. O BRI EN
Arra, on nmy oath, will ya only do
as | ask, for once?!

She storns into --

I NT. O BRIEN HOVE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

M s.

O Brien stops beside a desk near a wi ndow. Thomas strides
up behind her. They speak softly, this tine.

THOVAS
Ma, what’s this, now?
MRS. O BRI EN
‘“Tis nothin . 1...just don’'t want

ya goin’ near th' tower, is all!

THOVAS
And why should I not show Marion a
pil e of broken stones?

MRS. O BRI EN
Because. .. because they m ght catch
up t’ ya before ‘tis tine and it’'d
do us no bit of good, any of it!
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THOVAS

Cch, you're off to not talking
sense, again.

(beat)
Wait...you said sonething queer,
outside. You said you knew ny da’s
end when you married him..and that
I"d have need of ny wife's full est
support. What was it you neant?

MRS. O BRI EN
VWhat | sai d.
THOVAS

Now it’s you evading the truth.

She hesitates, slips a large silver Celtic cross froma desk
drawer and turns to him

MRS. O BRI EN
Paidrig, listen well t' nme. A
prom se kept for three thousand
years has been broken, and it’s
fallen t’ you t’ nend it.

THOVAS
Cch, now you're talkin riddles!

MRS. O BRI EN
(pause)
Th® “dd Wnen* have returned, nmay
th” devil take them

THOVAS
VWhat “d d wWnen?"

MRS. O BRI EN
By ny oath, Paidrig, ya know full
wel |l what |’ m sayin’!

THOVAS
You can’'t be neaning the A d Wnen
of Moher? But they' re not real!

MRS. O BRI EN
They're as real as th’ devil! Not
two days past, they took a child --
a boy but nine years of age -- an’

have killed two nen, sincel!
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Thomas st eps

THOVAS
You're not after saying this had
sonmething to do with ny father’s
deat h?

MRS. O BRI EN
They took himthirty years ago.
Fromatop the tower. But 'tis you
they’ve cone for, Paidrig. You're
the last OBrien of this line, and
if youre killed before the right
time they're free of their oath!
Free to go where they will and do
what they wll!

back, a bit concerned about his npther.

THOVAS
Ma, you're talkin' of a Celtic nyth
like it’s proven fact.

MRS. O BRI EN
“Celtic nmyth?® Is that all ya
t hought th’ “Ad Wnen* were?

THOVAS

VWhat el se could they be?! Faith,
but you used the inage of themto
put fear in nme as a | ad, and even
then I wasn’t all so sure of it’s
not bein’ just stories. WIIl you
next be tellin nme the “little
peopl e“ exist, as well?

MRS. O BRI EN
Whi st with your talkin'! \Wat if
they hear ya and play m schief with
our plans?

THOVAS
God of virtues, I...I can’t believe
my ears. My nother’s whispering
superstitions |i ke an ignorant
country w fe!

MRS. O BRI EN
“Superstitions?!'® Paidrig Tonas
OBrien, are ya tellin nme ya no
| onger believe even in th” world
where ya was raised?
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THOVAS
| believe in the world where |
livel! A world of know edge and
intelligence, built on fact!

MRS. O BRI EN
Th® devil, what is t’'day’'s fact but
tonorrow s fiction?

THOVAS
Well, it’s better than believing in
devil s and banshees and bl oody
goddamm | epr echauns!

She slaps him furious!

MRS. O BRI EN
How is it you re ny son?! Howis
it youre an OBrien?! Ya ve |let
this “new worl d“ of know edge and
fact and intelligence put chains on
your Gods and there’'s why th’
smles of idiots becane your
reward, and that’s a fair foolish
way of livin'!

THOVAS
Then | guess that nmakes ne a fair
f ool .

He angrily strides fromthe room Ms. OBrien glares after him
then | ooks at the cross in her hand.

MRS. O BRI EN
God preserve us, but I'’mthinkin
we may be done for.

She sits at the desk, weakly.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. O BRI EN HOVE - DAY
Marion and Thomas stride away fromthe house. He carries a net
bag that holds a light lunch; Marion’s canera hangs from a
shoul der. The day is still bright and beautiful.

Ms. OBrien watches themthrough a wi ndow, her face lined with
Worry.
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She CALLS to the gulls with SOUNDS that eerily mmc their cries
and crosses herself before closing the window The gulls cal
to each other and foll ow t hem

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. INNSH ClU N - DAY

Thomas and Marion stroll down the gravel road. He is stil
angry and she senses it. The gulls hover above themin a circle
of protection...but Marion is too focused on Thomas to noti ce.

MARI ON
The weat her has becone quite
wonderful. Don’t you agree?

THOVAS
It’'lIl change. ‘Tis never the sane
for alength of tinme. W’ d best
not stay in Sraidbhaile Guin for
supper, but head back before it’s
dar k.

MARI ON
Thomas. .. nust we hurry?

THOVAS
(wth a smle)
| suppose not. But when it pours
down rain in the dark, you m ght
w sh you had.

MARI ON
I"ve wal ked in the rain before.

They reach a hilltop and he pauses to | ook at her.

THOVAS
And it doesn’t surprise ne.

MARI ON
But why should it?

THOVAS
| don’t know. But |’'ve |earned so
much about you...when you say you
rode out a hurricane or sailed to

Cuba, | think, “l’m sure she has.*
MARI ON
Well...for sone reason | fee

vaguel y insulted.
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But | wonder if that isn’'t part of
t he probl em between us -- that we

know each other too well?

MARI ON
Thonas, the few facts | know about
you were all but dragged past your
def enses.

THOVAS
But what is there to know, Marion?
Look around you.

He turns to engulf the view She follows his gaze and all they
see is coastline and ocean in every direction. To the north,
the Aran Islands are easily visible; to the east are the ever-
present Cliffs of Moher. Mre sea gulls circle above, hol ding
between the cliffs and the island.

THOVAS (cont’ d)
I come fromlnish Guin. Not nuch
of a wrldtolivein, is it? For
t housands of years, it was naught
but stone. The bit of soil you see
was built by hand -- grinding kelp
Wi th sand and crushing it into
crevi ces between the rocks to |et
it keep. O course, it paid off.
Qur wool’s the finest in the world.
Qur mlk the freshest. Qur |anbs
the tastiest.

MARI ON
But what a harsh and brutal life it
must have been.

THOVAS
No worse than nost. | hel ped grind
kel p, nyself. After da was kill ed.
It was for the O Carna famly, and
I was paid in eggs and spuds. |
t hought | was after hel ping ma, but
she wasn’t in need of it.

MARI ON
Which | do not find the |least bit
sur pri sing.

THOVAS

(chuckl es)
Because we own it, Marion
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Marion watches himas if seeing himfor the first tine.
nonment, she quietly snaps his photograph.

shyly sm | es.

MARI ON
Oown it?

THOVAS
Aye. This little snip of a rock
| didn’t know that at the tinme; |
was but five years old. So |
wor ked as they worked, hauling
buckets of kelp up fromthe water
and singing to pass the tine...or
sportin’ poens.
(beat)
“This isle called sacred by the
anci ent s,

Fromtines renptest in the wonb of

Chi nos,

Each | anded si de touched by the
sea.

This isle, which rises o er the
waves of oceans,

And is covered with a sod of rich

| uxuriance
| s peopled far and wi de by the
Hi berni.”

THOVAS (cont’ d)
Roughly transl ated from Rufus

Avenius, fourth century, A-D. Now

you know nore of ne, don’t you?

MARI ON
. 'Yes.
THOVAS
Funny, the thoughts what hit you
fromnowhere. Till this norning,
wondered why | ever |eft here.
MARI ON
I thought as nuch.
THOVAS
And now? Al | want is to | eave.
MARI ON

Leave?! But we only just arrived.
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After a

Thomas realizes and
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THOVAS
The devil take it. Let’s go on
tonorrow s steaner.

MARI ON
Thomas, what happened between you
and your nother, this norning?

THOVAS
Did ya not hear us?

MARI ON
| saw you and she were arguing and
decorum denmanded | not listen. But
| do know it was about ne.

THOVAS
Not conpletely, Marion. ‘Twas al so
about ne...being a di sappoi nt nent
to her...for finally seeing | cone
froma world where tales carry
greater weight than fact. \Were
myt hs and | egends are of greater
i nportance than reason

He notions to the ruins and tower.

THOVAS (cont’ d)
You say you know not hi ng of ne?
There’s ny history, and by the
devil, but what stories |I could
tell you about themrocks. Legends
hard and col d...and not a one of
themw th solid proof they ever
happened. But those tales are so
ingrained in this island s history,
not even God, Hinself, in all H's
A ory, could nake a one of us stop
believing in them

MARI ON
That nuch, | al ready suspect ed.

THOVAS
And you wonder why | never told you
of my life here? A ..a life where
every sentence is blessed with an
oath? And where ya nust be careful
of what ya say, for th® “fairies”
m ght make sport of your plans?
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MARI ON
Fairies?
THOVAS
And | eprechauns...all th “little

people.“ And we wonder why the
world likens the Irish to mad dogs?

MARI ON
Thomas, that is hardly the case.

THOVAS
But what does that matter to nme?!
I’man OBrien, of the U Briuin
clan! |’ m descended from ki ngs!
Maybe even the Dagda, hinself!

He | eaps atop a rock and surveys his “ki ngdom”

MARI ON
“The Dagda?*

THOVAS
Father to the ancient Celtic gods.
Do you know not hi ng of mad dogs,
wonman?

MARI ON
Ah, finally | understand. You are
“descended from gods as well as
kings.“ And rabid canines.

THOVAS
Consi der yourself blessed to know
me, wench.
MARI ON
“Wench?! “
THOVAS
And what else is a woman t’ an Ui
Briuin?
MARI ON
Hi s equal, at the very |east.
THOVAS
“Equal ?'* To a man such as nesel f?

He strikes an even nore dramatic pose. Marion |aughs.
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MARI ON
OCh, | had no idea you were of such
i nportance. | nust imortalize

this nonent of revel ation.

She takes anot her photograph of him He | aughs, junps fromthe
rock and pulls her to the ground with him

MARI ON (cont’ d)
Thomas, no! Be careful!

But then he is |lying beside her, his face hovering over hers.

THOVAS
“Revel ation® is right, Marion. For
now | see the truth of nyself. By
t he Sai nts above, but what an ass |
was -- taking offense at your
father’s foolishness. Building ny
pride through your grief.

MARI ON
My...ny father was the greater ass.

THOVAS
But 1"maqguilty enough. Can ya ever
forgive ne?

Her expression says it all...and he kisses her, |ong and deep.
Her arnms encircle himand their kisses becone nore urgent, nore
passionate...until the gulls are HEARD nmewi ng, above. Thonas
gl ances up at themthen smles at Marion.

THOVAS (cont’ d)
Nosy bastards. Not here, then.

MARI ON
VWher e?

THOVAS
I"ve just th' place.

He rises, yanks Marion up and pulls her towards the tower.

THOVAS (cont’ d)
In there! The center of all ny
famly’'s | egends!
(draws her cl ose)
W' Il make them anot her.
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MARI ON
Oh, Tom | don't know. It doesn’t
| ook very sturdy.

THOVAS
Do you fear we' |l shake it down
around us?

MARI ON
(playfully swats at him
M. OBrien, at tines you are
extrenely vul gar.

THOVAS
Cone, Marion, |’ve not been inside,
bef or e.
MARI ON
You haven’t?!
THOVAS
No. It was forbidden ne as a

child.

(conspiratorially)
Y see, it’s where the “Od Wnen“
neet for to make their evil plans.

MARI ON
“add Wnen?*

THOVAS
Froman old Irish nyth. And ny
gl orious ancestor, the Dagda, is

smack in the mddle of it all. Oh,

‘tis quite a story...but you'll not

get it out of nme till we go inside.
(hal f - si ngi ng)

In the tower. In the tower.

Marion hesitates...then shoves Thomas to the ground,

MARI ON
(bad brogue)
Very well then, M. O Brien, and
"Il be neetin’ ya at th’ base.

THOVAS
Cch, but what was that accent you
were trying -- French?!

54.

| aughi ng.

She | aughs and races down an overgrown path to the tower.
Thomas chases after her. The huge flock of sea gulls follows.
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EXT. CASTLE RU NS - DAY

All is serene except for the steady pounding of the waves
agai nst the rocks nearby. The wind has died down and a soft
mst is noving in. Marion and Thomas hurry up to the ruins.

THOVAS
Here we are, Marion -- Darian’s
Point. Last stronghold of the
O Briens agai nst the bastard,
Cromwel |, may the devil take him
He crushed us throughout Irel and,
drove us back till this was all we
had left. And he’d have taken
Inish Guin, as well, but those
rocks stopped him The sea’s
strewn with the bones of his nen
and | ongboat s.

MARI ON
Mor e | egends?

He does a rolling tunble over the grass to snatch up a
flower...and hands it to her.

THOVAS
And what else is there in Irel and?

She takes it with a smle then | ooks at the tower.

MARI ON
How curious that this is so well-
preserved while the castle has
fallen into such disrepair.

THOVAS
It is, at that. Legend has it, the
tower was raised in but twenty
days. You' d think it would fall to
ruin, first.

A SHRI EK mekes themjunp and | ook at the tower’s crown. Sea
gulls are suddenly diving at it, SCREECH NG horrifically. The
m st is thicker...becomng a fog.

MARI ON
Good heavens, what an uproar

A nmenory tugs at Thomas. He hesitates.

THOVAS
. Aye.
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MARI ON
It appears they used it for a nest
and sonet hi ng has i nvaded.

THOVAS
That may be. ..

MARI ON
Are there stairs to the top?

He grows angry with hinself, kicks aside his hesitancy.

THOVAS
That's what we’re about to find
out, isnt it?

He | eads her towards the door.
EXT. ROUND TONER - DAY

The fog has thickened as Marion and Thonmas approach the | adder
to the entrance. The gulls’ SCREECH NG is |ouder, angrier. He
tries to force hinself to ignore them Marion finds the | adder
to the entrance.

MARI ON
Qoviously, it was not forbidden to
everyone.

THOVAS
| dunno about this, Marion. |[|’'d
forgotten...but the stones’'re
cor bl ed.

MARI ON
“cor bl ed?”

THOVAS
Large stones | aid atop each ot her
the spaces jamed with snall er
stones, so no nortar is needed.

MARI ON
It appears sturdy enough.

THOVAS
Maybe. ..and nmaybe it’s about to
crash down, and |'d hate for us to
be inside when it does.
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MARI ON
Thomas, don’t tell ne you ve becone
a nervous fainting thing.

THOVAS
I’ mnot fainting.
MARI ON
Wll, I'’d like to see the interior.

She begins clinbing the | adder.

THOVAS
Marion, there’s too nuch of a fog.
You' |l not be able to see anythi ng!

But she is alnost inside. He follows her, reluctantly.
I NT. ROUND TONER - DAY

The fog nmakes the place seem even darker and danker than at

ni ght, but there is just enough light to see. The gulls
steadi |l y SCREECH, above...sonetines joined by a H SS of anger.
Their shadows play over what little light there is from above.

Marion carefully steps around the rocks and rotten boards that
cover the dirt. Candle stubs are everywhere.

MARI ON
Dear God, what a stench.

Thomas enters and fascination replaces nervousness. He inspects
t he stones nmeking up the entrance arch.

THOVAS
By the Saints, but this tower
predates Cromwel|l. And by

centuries, at the | east.

MARI ON
How can you tell?

THOVAS
By the way the steps're laid --
into the side and spiraling up --
and the platformatop it all. Wat
a marvel of primtive engi neering.

Then Marion sees an ETCHI NG carved into the wall opposite the

entrance. She noves closer to get a better view The mst is
t hi ckening into a fog.
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MARI ON
Tom |ook at this.

He joins her to peer closely at the etching, has to light a
candl e to get enough |ight.

In primtive fashion, it shows the tower opposite the ocean from
the Aiffs of Moher, several robed figures standing around its
base. Atop the tower, a man is being ripped to pieces by w nged
creatures.

THOVAS
Here’s nore | egends for you. This
one’s about the “dd Wnen.*“

MARI ON
The one invol ving your ancestor?

He rises and | ooks around the place...nervous, again. The
gull's” SCREAMS and fury seemto be increasing in anger! He
lights a few nore candl es.

THOVAS
Aye. Y see, the Dagda was wed to
Morri ggan, Queen of the Denons.

MARI ON
Wiy am | not surprised a wonan
controls the evil in this tale?
THOVAS

But that’'s not the whole of it.

The Dagda found his heart taken by
a lass of the U Briuin clan, so he
t ook her, she took with child and
Morriggan took with a terrible fury
when she found it out. She killed
the lass and the U Briuins cried
for vengeance on the gods.

MARI ON
As they well shoul d.

THOVAS

But the Dagda was as angered at
Morriggan as any of the U Briuins.
He decided to be quit of her and
his past. And to show he neant it
all, he bathed his sins away in the
waters off the diffs of Mher. O
course, that wasn’'t the end of it.
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MARI ON
Don't tell ne -- the child was born
before the | ass di ed.

THOVAS
Aye. And Morriggan swore to have
the boy killed. And so she used
her powers to formthe Dagda’s sins
into --

A LOUD SHRIEK -- comng nore froma woman than a gull -- cuts

t hrough the noi se, nmaking themboth junp in fright! They | ook
up at the crown but can see nothing through the fog. This tine,
both [augh at their nervousness.

MARI ON
You al nost have ne believing in
your nonsense.

THOVAS
(calls)
Who' s up there?

Thomas takes a candl e and heads up the steps as Marion turns
back to the etching. She notices the remains of a broken rib
cage atop a small nound of candl e wax.

MARI ON
Tom cone | ook at these bones.

THOVAS
Bones?

He pauses to | ook at her just as sonething falls from above. He
| ooks down to see A SEVERED GULL’ S HEAD bounce down the steps
and into the thick fog! He whips around to |ook up the stairs
and finds A WOVAN junping at him SHRI EKI NG

Thomas stunbles back with a cry and falls, dropping his candle
as the “woman® rips at himw th her cruel nails!

Marion spins, scream ng!

The woman casts her an evil glare then bolts out the door! The
| adder crashes to the ground, after her!

Marion rushes to Thonmas. He junps and tries to scranble away.
MARI ON

Hush, Tom Thomas, it’'s Marion
Everything will be fine.
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He fights to regain control of hinself. She notices his neck is
gashed and bl eeding. The fog is quickly dissipating.

THOVAS
Dear God in Heaven, did ya see it?
Dd ya see it?

MARI ON
See what ?

She pulls out a handkerchief, tries to stemthe flow of bl ood.

THOVAS
That thing! That...“creature.”

MARI ON
It was gone before | could I ook
VWhat was it?

THOVAS
God preserve ne, what burnin’ eyes
it had. Horrible eyes, like a...a,
no, no...it...it couldn't be...it
couldn’t.

MARI ON
Coul dn’t be what ?

Then he notices the bl ood and suddenly grows very cal m

THOVAS
I"m bl eedin’. God save ne, |...1
must’ ve cut neself when | fell

MARI ON
[l run honme for help.

THOVAS
Town’s closer. W' Il find soneone
t’ fix me there. Gve ne a napkin
fromth bag.

She does. He ties it around his neck to hold the cut cl osed.

MARI ON
Tom | think you should lie still,
let me go for help. That cut is
rat her deep.

THOVAS

Il be well enough, Marion, so
let’s nove on.

( CONTI NUED)



61.
CONTI NUED:  ( 4)

MARI ON
But the |adder’s fallen. You’'l
have to junmp to --

THOVAS
Then 1’11 junp! Have I th' choice?

She flinches at his tone. Wth her help, he rises and they
cross to the door...and he junps the ten feet to the ground.

EXT. ROUND TOAER - DAY - FROM THE CROWN

Thomas props the | adder up and Marion clinbs down, then she and
Thomas creep away fromthe tower. GQulls still SCREECH...but now
a soft CHUCKLE is HEARD joining the noise as the fog rolls away.

DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. PUB - DAY

Smal| and dark. Rickety tables, sugan stools and a short bar
its only furnishings. Two narrow wi ndows let in a m ninum of
light and a few candl es cut through the shadows. Several MALE

| SLANDERS -- G nty anongst them-- are there, each with a gl ass
of porter and seated in all corners of the room They sneak

gl ances at Thomas as a feisty old wonan naned PEG ties a
kerchi ef around his neck to hold a cloth against the wound. He
is seated at a table, Marion beside him Both have gl asses of
whi skey before them A needle and thick ball of thread also sit

atop the table.
( MORE)

PEG
There ye be, Paidrig, God save ya.

THOVAS
My thanks t' ya, Peg. As fine a
doctor there never was.

PEG
(1 aughs)
On this island’s for sure. And
how s the devil poundin’ in yer
head?

THOVAS
Gone t’ flanes, praise Cod.
(si ps whi skey)
This helps Iike ya d never think.

PEG

Well, "tis rare enough | get t’
crack it open, by Cod.
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It’'d best be doin’ ya sone good.
Now you and your m ssus just sit
there and ya catch back sone of
your strength, Paidasheen, and |’|
bring out sonme of ne rabbit stew.

THOVAS
Peg, ya’'ve troubled yerself enough.

A sad expression whispers over her face and she caresses his
cheek with a pai ned tenderness.

PEG
Musha, but 'tis little enough I'm
givin' ya, Paidrig Omen Vaun.

Thomas tenses, then Peg grabs the needl e and thread and slips
into a back room He downs the rest of his whiskey and pours
anot her glass. Marion watches...finally puts her hand on his.

MARI ON
Ton? Darling, what does “Patrick
Ownen Vaughn® mean?

THOVAS
(absently)

“Pai drig® Omen Vaun. Onaen was ny
father’s nane. “Vaun“ stands for
fair-haired. “Patrick, son of fair
hai red Onen. *“

MARI ON
But what does it nmean? Sonet hing

speci al ?

Thomas i gnores her, glances around the roomto find none of the
men -- save for Gnty -- will ook directly at him He fights a
growi ng sense of panic.

MARI ON (cont’ d)
Thomas. Thonas?
(no response)
“Pai dri g?“

He | ooks at her, startled...then enbarrassed.

MARI ON (cont’ d)

Dear God, |’ve never seen you soO
upset. Wiat did you see in the
t ower ?
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THOVAS
Not hi ng, Marion. Nothing. [It...it
was a gull. A sea gull. That’'s
all. A sea gull
He keeps whispering “sea gull“ over and over, like a mantra.
MARI ON

| saw enough to know that thing was
far too large to be a nere bird.
You, yourself, referred to it as a
“creature.”

Thomas covers his eyes as the islanders exchange horrified
gl ances. Sone gulp their drinks down and quickly exit the pub.

THOVAS
Wi st your blather, will yal? It’'s
just that it...well...it took after
me so sudden |like, | fell back and

hit nme head and...and | went and
started tal king gi bberi sh.

(tries to | augh)
That old tower’s so filled with
wld stories, ‘tis a wonder |
wasn’'t after telling ya |l saw th’
fairies or |eprechauns.

MARI ON
But those cuts on your neck appear
to have been slit by a razor.
Could a sea gull have made thenf

Thomas sl anms his hand on the table.

THOVAS
Damm t, wonman, take ne at ny word,
for once!
(pause, carefully)
Wth it’'s wings spread open, a gul
can appear the size of a man. Just
leave it at that, wll ya?

Marion al nost flares with anger, but then Peg brings out two
steam ng plates of stew and sets them before her and Thonas.

PEG
Here ya go, ne dears. God s own
strength cones fromeatin decent
food and suppin’ fine whiskey.
Have at "em both.
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THOVAS
(forced gaiety)
Cch, Pegeen, but ‘tis th’ nmanna
from heaven you' re bringin’ us.

Peg giggles. Marion glares at himthen | ooks at her.

MARI ON
Excuse ne, Peg, but what are the
“add Wnen?*
Peg’s smle freezes. Thonmas's glare would kill a raging

el ephant. Two nmen shudder and cross thensel ves then exit as
Gnty notions for Peg to keep quiet. Marion subtly noti ces.

PEG
(forcing a | augh)

AOd wives tales, nme dear. Wether
they be spirits or devils, |’ve no
i dea, any longer. They're nerely
stories used by nothers for t’ keep
their sons inline. “Be a good |ad
or I'll sic the old wonen on ya.*

Marion smles as if accepting the explanation.

MARI ON
| see. Thank you, and “Paidrig“ is
correct. Your stew does have a
heavenl y aronma.

PEG
Well, God above, |I'mhopin it
lives up t’' your expectations,
mssus. Oh...oh, ne...lI'’mafter
forgettin' th' bread.

She scurries back into the roomas Marion begins eating the
stew. Thomas silently eats his, as well, fum ng...and sinking
deeper and deeper into thought. Marion surreptitiously watches
him He glances around the pub, again...sees Gnty is staring
at himin wary wonder. Thomas returns the | ook, horror grow ng
in his eyes, then he returns his focus to the stew.

THOVAS
(whi speri ng)
No...no, this is insane is what it
is. I'mletting hysteria take

over. Such things aren’t possible.
They...they can’'t be. Can't...
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Hi s hand shakes and he drops his spoon. He gul ps down the rest
of the whi skey, but it does himno good. Marion notices, grows
concerned, puts her hand on his arm

MARI ON
Thomas. . .

He junps with fear and stunbles back fromthe table, scaring Peg
as she returns, then he bolts outside. Marion hurries after
hi m

EXT. PUB - SRAIDBHAILE ClU N - DAY

Thomas bursts frominside, followed by Marion, to find severa
i slanders of all ages standi ng about, watching the pub.

MARI ON
Thomas! Thomas, wait!

He stops and flinches at seeing the people. Marion notices it
all and is stunned into silence.

Thomas | ooks wldly at the sky to find the huge flock of gulls
hovers above them as if keeping watch. He rails at them

THOVAS
It’s not so! It can't bel That's
not why | returned here! Dear God
in heaven, it’s not so!

MARI ON
Thomas. . .

He responds only when she calls him--

MARI ON (cont’ d)
Paidrig, let nme find us a boat to
take us to Galway. W' Il have you
exam ned by a doctor.

THOVAS
Th® devil take ya, |1’'ve no need of
a doctor!

MARI ON

But, darling, your behavior is
irrational and that is often the
result of a blow to the head.

He turns on her, fury boiling in his eyes.
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THOVAS
OCh, aye, aye, aye, ny Marion, that
woul d explain it all, wouldn't it?

W live in an age of science and
reason, don’t we, where anything
can be whi sked away with | ogic!

And | believe that! Believed it.

MARI ON
But what ot her explanation could
there be for your current actions?

THOVAS
l...1 saw “Death,” face t’ face.

She steps back, completely confused. He noves with her.

She | ooks at
answer .

MARI ON
Pl ease...you ' re scaring ne.

THOVAS
| asked ya but t’ accept ny word in
that pub, and why was that? D d ya
not consider it wasn't that |
didn’t want t’ tell ya, but that I
was after tryin  t’ keep hold of ne
sanity!?

MARI ON
What attacked you?
( MORE)
THOVAS
(finally)
One of the “Ad wonen. “

MARI ON
That tells nme nothing! Wat are
t hey supposed to represent --
wi tches? Denons? \Wat ?!

THOVAS

(quietly)
Harpi es. Aye, harpies. Half
woman. Half bird. Full evil.

himas if he has gone insane. He laughs, in
THOVAS (cont’ d)
There it comes! There's ny Marion,

lookin' at me like I'mflamn’ nmd
as a dog.
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Not two days back in the old
country and the lad’ s lost in his
myths, is what you're thinkin,
isn"t it? After all, there s just
one wee problemw th what |'m
sayin’, isn't there? And it’s that
harpies don’t exist, now do they?
That’ s what reason tells us both.
We can’t have such things flyin’
through th’ air stealin’” chickens
and sheep and even th’ occasiona
child t’ feed upon. Oh, no!

That’ d negate everything we’ve cone
t’ accept as real and nodern and

intelligent and it’d nean...it’'d
mean. . .

(pause)
I1’d have t' be the next O Brien
t’...t’ be...aw, no...no...not now
NOT NOW

He sinks to his knees, his head in his hands.

MARI ON
Thomas, |...Thonss...

Mari on hesitates then enbraces him She does not notice Ms.
O Brien hurrying up in the donkey cart, Sean with her

MARI ON (cont’ d)
Pai drig...you saw. .. “sonething” in
the tower that frightened you, and
when you hit your head, it junbled
everything in your mnd to the
extent that you are unable to
differentiate between reality and
fiction. Cone. W’II|l take you to
be seen by a physician. And | am
certain he will agree with what |
have told you

Thomas slowy | ooks at her. He grows hopeful.

THOVAS
Do...d ya think it mght be so?

MARI ON
O course, darling. Now shall we
find a boat and -- ?

Ms. OBrien strides up, very businesslike
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MRS. O BRI EN
Pai dri g!

He jerks around to | ook at her as Marion rises.

MARI ON
Ms. OBrien, Thomas has been hurt
and - -

MRS. O BRI EN

(cutting her off)
Pai drig, stand up! You' re not
hel pin® matters with this display.

He | ooks around at the islanders, who are staring at himwth
growing terror. Marion glares at Ms. O Brien

MARI ON
Your son is injured, Ms. O Brien
| should think you capable of a bit
nore conpassion -- !

MRS. O BRI EN
Be still!

(exam nes Thonas)
Well...you re not as bad off as |
feared ya were.

THOVAS
Ma, it can’t be...it can't...Il...|
can't...not now. ..it doesn't nake
sense. ..

MRS. O BRI EN

Hush, ny son. Hush.

(makes him | ook at her)
| tried t’ warn ya. God above, but
| tried. Nowlisten t’ nme, ny
Pai dasheen -- they’'re all watchin’
ya. They're in th" terrors and are
mar ki n” your every nove. They're
waitin for yat’ show emall wll
be fine. Do ya hear ne, Paidrig?
You're th® O Brien, now, and they
need for ya t’ show themthat.

Strength flows fromnother to son...and he finally rises,
unsteadily but sonmewhat back in control of hinself.

THOVAS
l...1"msorry, ma. Now | see the
truth init.
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MARI ON
The truth of what!?

He puts an unsteady finger to her I|ips.

THOVAS
I"'mfine, now, Marion. | did show
a bit of the mad dog Irishman
there, for a bit, but now !l mfine.

MARI ON
Truth of what, Thonmas?!

MRS. O BRI EN
Irish history, dear. Nothin t’
fret over. In fact, | think it

best ya head hone. Paidrig and |
need sone tine, alone.

MARI ON
Now, just one nonent -- !

MRS. O BRI EN
Here, Sean’l| be takin’ ya in th
cart. Cch, but |I'msure you're
weary fromall yer wal kin® about.

Sean brings up the cart, grinning nonchalantly. Mrion goes
nose to nose wwth Ms. OBrien

MARI ON
If you believe for two nonents that
| woul d even contenpl ate | eavi ng
himin this condition -- !

THOVAS
(cutting her off)
Whi st, woman! Can’t you see you're
not wanted here!?

She | ooks at him startl ed. He hesitates then takes her to one
si de, enbarrassed at his tone.

THOVAS (cont’ d)
This is an O Brien problem Marion
You can’'t be a part of it.

MARI ON

But...l amyour wife. You are ny
husband.
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THOVAS
Have it ever so? Truly?

MARI ON
You are neking | ess and | ess sense
to me.

THOVAS
An’ mekin’ nore an’ nore to neself.
|’ve sonething t' do that nust be
done, an’ | was raised to do what’s
necessary, now wasn't 1? An’
that’'s the real truth of neself.

He tenderly caresses her face.

THOVAS (cont’ d)
An’ here’s another truth -- | |ove
you. | have fromth' first nonent
| saw ya, an’ it near drove ne nad,
know n” ya didn't |love ne th' sane.

MARI ON
But | do.

THOVAS
Truly?

MARI ON

Why do you think | canme with you to
Ireland? Wiy do you think I was
trying to start over with you, away
fromny father?

THOVAS
Bl ess ya for that.

He ki sses her forehead and | eads her back to the donkey cart.

MARI ON
Thomas. .. Paidrig, please -- if you
wish to live in New York or
Chicago, I'll go with you. Let’s
return, imrediately; on tonorrow s
steamer. We could still catch the

Mauretania if we hurri ed.

THOVAS
wWe'll talk of it, later. Now
return yourself t’ th’ house and
don’t be worryin’; I'll be fine.
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She searches his face, knows he’'s lying to her. But he is
unyielding. So she clinbs into the back of the cart. Sean hops
into the driver’'s seat, flicks the reins and they canter away.
Marion does not | ook back as she goes.

Thomas wat ches after her, as if he is seeing her for the | ast
time. Ms. OBrien steps up behind him

THOVAS (cont’ d)
I's this what happened with da, m?

MRS. O BRI EN
I was near t' your father till th
nmonent of his death. God, Hinself,
couldn’t have kept ne away. But
what el se can you expect fromth’
likes o' her and hers?

THOVAS
Don't say that. She’s no idea
what’ s t’ cone.

MRS. O BRI EN
Let’s hop in th' pub, Pai dasheen.
We’'ve a world of words for t’ give
each ot her.

He turns to follow her...and as they walk to the pub, the

i slanders press little stones etched with Runic synbols into his
hands. .. and whi sper PRAYERS IN GAELIC, with tears stream ng down
their cheeks. Thomas hesitates...then smles and accepts it al
as if it were the nost natural thing in the world.

EXT. INNSH ClU N - DAY

Sean gui des the donkey cart along the road at a fast little
clip. Mrion sits quietly behind him deep in thought.

SEAN
We'll be back t’ the spread in two
snips, mssus. And |I'msure
Brigid Il have ya sone fine tea and
snacks.

He casually flicks the reins and the donkey cart quickly jostles
along. Marion watches Darian’s Point in the distance then turns
so she can talk to Sean

MARI ON

We should return to the tower. |
| eft our |uncheon there.
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Sean tenses just enough for her to notice.

SEAN
Cch, I"msure the gulls have it by
now, mssus. No need t’ be nakin
trips out of our way, now is there?

MARI ON
|’ve a perfectly good nane, Sean.
It’s “Marion.“ |1'd prefer you use
it, if you don't m nd.

SEAN
Sorry, mssus -- | nean, “Marion.*

I"’mnot used t’ bein’ so informal
with fine | adies.

MARI ON
Real | y? A handsone young man |ike
yourself? | find that difficult to

bel i eve.

SEAN
Well...it’s not as if we get th’
i kes of yourself out t’ these
parts nmuch, mss -- Marion

A wcked little smrk conmes to her |ips. She stands and | eans
on the back of the driver’s seat.

MARI ON
Wiy, Sean, did you just pay ne a
conpl i ment ?

SEAN
I’ mnot nuch for the subtleties of
| anguage, mssus, but if | did, it
was a pitiful one.

MARI ON
It was a beautiful one. Thank you.

He bl ushes. She notices they are nearing the trail to the
tower, so she smles and |l ets down her hair.

SEAN
You're wel come. .. Marion

MARI ON

Is that why you | assoed the boat,
yest er day?
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Sean gl ances

SEAN
I"'mafraid | don’t understand what
you' re sayin’

MARI ON
In Anerica it is not uncomon for a
young man to commt sone daring act
in hopes of catching the eye of a
girl he fancies.

SEAN
But | didn’t know you was narri ed.

MARI ON
What difference would that make?
I"I'l wager you're quite the rogue
when you choose to be.

at her, warily. They pass the turn to the tower.

SEAN
You're makin sport of me, ain't
ya? ’'Tis a cruel thingt’ dot’ a
sinple lad |ike neself.

MARI ON
“Simple?* | doubt anything about
you is sinple, Sean. | sense you
have fiery passions burning wthin,
and the strength of a bull inits
pri ne.

She feels his biceps. He all but junps out of his skin.

She car esses

MARI ON (cont’ d)
Oh, yes...feel how solid you are.

SEAN
Don’t be doin’ that!
MARI ON
Why shouldn't 1? |t appears Thonas
w Il be occupied for sone tine.
And your arms are so strong, SO

power f ul .
hi s hands, sensuously. He bolts to his feet!
SEAN

Ms. OBrien, | think this has gone
far enough!
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MARI ON
I ndeed it has!

She grabs the donkey’s reins and shoves himout of the cart! He
hits the ground, knocking the wind fromhim She turns the cart
around with a flick of her wists.

MARI ON (cont’ d)
Honestly, it took you | ong enough
to be shocked. Hasn't anyone any
decency any | onger?

The cart jostles back to the rough trail leading to Darian’s
Poi nt !

Sean scranbles to his feet, in pain.

SEAN
Ms. OBrien! Marion! Ya crazy
wonman, ya can’'t be goin therel

He stunbles after the donkey cart as it bounces over the uneven
soil, speeding away fromhim then he stops, still w nded from
the fall...and now afraid.

Sean (cont’d)
Ya can’t be...don’t be...oh,
Jaysus, mssus...please, don't...

The donkey cart is swiftly approaching the tower. Sean | ooks
around, seeing nothing...and then sea gulls begin to gather
about him hovering in their protective node. He grows |ess
afraid and nore concer ned.

Sean (cont’d)
Arra, ya stupid...stupid...
(calls)
Just praise God you' re a wonman!

The donkey cart is halfway to the tower.

Sean returns to the road and hurries back towards town, the
gulls still keeping watch over him

EXT. ROUND TONER - DAY

The area is deserted, without a sea gull in the air. There is
the m ni num of a breeze and even the waves SOUND subdued on the
rocks bel ow.

Marion rides up...and then the donkey bal ks and stops, BRAYI NG
in fear.
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She gets off the cart, |ooks around and sees nothing then heads
on to the tower’'s base as the donkey bolts away fromthe tower!

Marion turns to see it racing towards the road...a road that is
now deserted. She hesitates then continues on to the tower.
She clinbs up the | adder to the opening.

I NT. ROUND TOWNER - DAY

The place is cut through with shadows, rays of soft sunlight
casting enough of a glow from above to be able to see. Marion
carefully steps around the rocks and tinbers littering the
floor, uncertain as to what she is | ooking for.

She | ooks up at the top but sees nothing so slips over to the
bones she had first noticed. She picks through themand finds a
few that are too big for a bird and what appears to be the
sleeve to a child s coat that is stained with blood, increasing
her confusion...and concern.

She hol ds up the stub of a burned candle...then she peers at the
etching but can still only barely make it out in the shadows and
noss. She wi pes away sonme of the noss to reveal the figure of a
woman with flow ng hair hovers over the tower and its carnage,
her arns outstretched as if in prayer...or offering. Runic
synbols are carved into the stone, around her.

Marion noves back, chilled. She turns to the steps, hesitates,
then begins to clinb them..going higher and higher.

EXT. TONER S CROMNN - DAY

Marion reaches the top and steps onto the platform careful to
avoid the gaps in the wood. The air is still and the waves are
barel y HEARD

She sees the stains fromKinsella s blood on the wood and stones
t hen nervously | ooks around at the island fromone end to the
next

Water is seen in every direction, the diffs of Mbher |oom ng
across the sound. The sun is |ow, nmeking the stones seemto
glowin the dimmng light...and the fog is rolling in fromthe
cliffs!

Marion hesitates...then snaps a photograph of the blood. She

| ooks over the side and sees only rocks and green turf and the
castle ruins, as deserted as when she arrived. Then she notices
aglint fromthe sun off a bit of netal. She heads back down

t he steps.
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EXT. CASTLE RU NS - DAY

Marion crosses to the castle then clinbs over a fence and finds
Kinsella s shotgun lying in a patch of weeds and brush, battered
and open. She picks it up and checks it, expertly. The one
shell remains in its chanber and sharp scratches run the |ength
of one side of the barrel. She sets it back where she found it,
her m nd racing, and heads back to the road.

EXT. INNSH ClU N - DAY

Marion hurries along, lost in thoughts that she obviously
dislikes. The fog rolls in behind her, first obscuring the
tower then the ruins as it approaches. She finds the road and
heads towards the O Brien hone, refusing to believe what she is
begi nning to believe.

MARI ON
(nmuttering to self)
It can’t be true. Human sacrifice?
It’s not possible, in this day and
age. It would be an act of...of
savages.

Bef ore she knows it, the fog has surrounded her...and it is
brutally thick, danpening even the sound of the waves on the
rocks. Marion hesitates...then carefully forges ahead.

MARI ON (cont’ d)
This road | eads to Thomas' hone, so
stop behaving |i ke a nervous
fainting thing.

She forces herself to keep wal ki ng, even when she HEARS a vague
sound -- |like the rustling of wings...once...twice. Athird
time makes her dart around, skittishly, but she sees nothing in
the near pitch-black darkness.

MARI ON (cont’ d)
I s anyone there?
(irritated with hersel f)
Idiot. |If there were, do you think
they’ d answer?

Then she HEARS soft chuckling laughter. 1t ECHOES fromin front
of her to behind her. She spins, grow ng frightened.

MARI ON (cont’ d)

Cease this, imediately! It is not
anusi ng!

( CONTI NUED)
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She continues on...then slowWy nakes out the shape of the donkey
cart inthe fog. It is at an odd angle, like it ran off the
road.

Marion reaches the cart with relief...then notices the donkey is
gone! No...its HEAD STILL DANGLES FROM THE HARNESS, the bit

still inits nmouth, its throat neatly slashed to shreds! Marion
gasps...then HEARS nore noi ses behind her and turns to catch the

gl i npse of
A woman’ s figure whispering past her.

Marion can barely force herself to keep control. She turns and
hurries down the road as best she can. The LAUGHTER and the

WHI SPERI NG MOVEMENTS pace her, causing her to becone nore afraid
and run faster and faster. The |aughter and novenents stil
seemto surround her!

Finally, she loses control and runs like a madwoman...until she
trips over her skirt and falls! She slanms to the ground and

| ooks around. The laughter and whispers are still there! She
HEARS and t hen sees and backs away fromtwo...no, three
different figures that are shuffling closer to her...and begins
to weep and cower until --

Annagh appears fromthe darkness, lanp in hand! She | eans over
Mar i on.

ANNAGH
God and Mary save us, mstress, but
are ya lost in this foul bit of
weat her ?

Marion junps, terrified, then sees Annagh...and grows furious.

MARI ON
You filthy creature, how dare you
meke sport of nme -- ?!

ANNAGH
Arra, your soul to the devil if ya

think 1’mfool enough to be out on
a night such as this!

MARI ON
It had to have been you maki ng
t hose sounds! Wy el se woul d you
be in this area?

( CONTI NUED)
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ANNAGH
The killin of the castle on ya!
"Tis me own poor |odgin’s behind
themrocks. |'mbut after comn
out t' see why ya was cryin , CGod
be with us, and aimm’t | a fool for
carin ?

MARI ON
But if it wasn’'t you, then who were
t hose wonen fol |l owi ng ne?

ANNAGH
Wnen? How many, m ssus?

MARI ON
I don’t know. Two or three.

Annagh | ooks around, confused.

ANNAGH
(to self)
Th® old wonen was out here? But
why woul d they be chasin’ a fenal e?

Marion gl ances about to find the fog has thinned. The lights of
a house can just be seen. The waves are HEARD, once again, and
a gentle breeze has begun to blow The donkey cart is nowhere
to be seen. She | ooks at Annagh, sheepishly.

MARI ON
Oh, dear God, please forgive ne. |
appear to have |l ost ny head and
becone one of those “nervous
fainting things“ | so dislike.

ANNAGH
Faith, but this fog was thick
enough t’ make th’ angels wonder at
what was in it. Cone inside,
mstress. |’ve got th’ tea makin’
and th’ bread steamin’ hot. Cone
i nside an’ take your leisure til
ya find your bearin’s, once nore.

Marion rises and shakily brushes herself off.

MARI ON
I...1 believe | shall, thank you

( CONTI NUED)
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ANNAGH
My love t° God, but this way, then.
"Tis but a tiny mddlin place cut
out o' th' sod, where th' fire's
warm and th’ roof’s not |eakin and
|I’ve even a chair for yat’ sit
upon. This is th’ way, mstress,
God give us full strength. This is
th way.

Annagh dances with joy as she | eads Marion into her hovel.
I NT. ANNAGH S HOVE - DUSK

Barely larger than a hotel room with a dirt floor, a pair of
sugan chairs (stools nade of hay that has been twi sted into
rope) beside a table and a straw mattress all crushed into
filthy corners. Another stool sits before the hearth. A kettle
of boiling water hangs over the fire, a pot of stew nestled by
the flanmes. Annagh |eads Marion inside, fussing about. Marion
is now much less interested in staying.

ANNAGH
Here ya be, mssus. Just set
yersel f upon that stool, there, and
"Il be pourin’ ya a fine cup o
tea for t' steady your nerves.

MARI ON
On second thought, | am expected at
hone. ..

ANNAGH

Oh, no, mstress, no, God preserve
ya, but that’d be the way t’
puttin’ yourself back into a state,
as God’'s nme witness, it would.

Just set yourself down and give
yourself a bit of a rest. | can
escort ya hone, soon enough.
They' Il not be after two, t’gether.
Wul d ya care for a drop o whiskey
in your tea? T give ya a bit o
God’ s strength?

MARI ON
No...tea will be sufficient.

She sits on the stool nearest the fire as Annagh tosses | eaves
into a chi pped cup and pours hot water on them

( CONTI NUED)
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ANNAGH
Beggi n’ your pardon, mstress, but
|’ve neither sugar for t’ sweeten
the tea nor mlk for t’ color it.

MARI ON
I have no need of either, thank
you.

ANNAGH
Then m ght ya be carin for a wee
bite of bread with your tea? 1’ ve
butter churned fromgoat’'s mlKk.

MARI ON
Pl ease, just the tea.

ANNAGH
Wel | then, here ya be.

Annagh hands Marion the cup and plops down by the fire to watch
her .

MARI ON
It snells wonderful.

ANNAGH
"Tis a mxture of nme own, m stress.
Sonme | eaves bought down t’ the
shop; sonme herbs growed in nme own
small holdin, thanks be t’ God.

Marion sips the tea, finds it bitter, forces a smle.

MARI ON
VWhat an...interesting flavor.

ANNAGH
(cackles with |aughter)
By all that’s holy, our Paidrig
Baun’s signed hinself up a rea
| ady, he has.

MARI ON
You know who | am

ANNAGH
Cch, but don't all on this rock
know that, m stress? Like our
Pai dasheen knew th’ need, t' be
sure. Misha, nme heart for his own,
i f need be.

( CONTI NUED)
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Marion | ooks at her, warily.

MARI ON
“He knew the need?* I|I'mafraid I
don’t quite understand...

ANNAGH
O course ya don’t, mstress. How
can ya when ya ain’t born of this
| and, God forgive ya? Arra, but
our ways and custons nust seem i ke

them of heathens t' ya -- givin’
thanks t° God with every breath and
swearin oaths, as well, and al

the while believin things what
can't be believed. Misha, but
aint it madness, all of it, in
your eyes, surely?

MARI ON
It woul d appear you al so know ny
m nd.

ANNAGH

Cch, but amm’t | after knowing it
better than ya think, mstress?
For 'tis you also returned Paidrig
Baun t’ his soul.

MARI ON
| returned himto his soul ?

ANNAGH

Aye, but 'tis the truth, m stress.
He lost it goin ‘cross th' water,
God forgive him but now ya brung
himback t' us, mstress. Ya brung
him hone...and "tis you'll keep his
famly line goin'. He d have been
th> last true O Brien, but for your
doin’, God' s grace t’ ya.

MARI ON
(warily)
You m sunderstand. This journey
was Thomas’ suggestion, not m ne.
And as for continuing his “famly
line,“ I"mafraid you re a bit
premat ure.

( CONTI NUED)
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Marion bolts

ANNAGH
Cch, but ya can’'t be foolin ne,
m stress. | can see it clear as

day, now. And that’s why they cone
for ya, th’ old devils. That’'s why
all o this has started. They
knew, they sensed ya’'ve a wee-un
buil din’ inside ya, indeed ya have.

to her feet, angrily.
MARI ON

How dare you speak to ne of such
personal matters?!

She starts for the door, but Annagh wayl ays her, frantically.

ANNAGH
But amm’t ya after knowin’ th’ why,
mstress? Am’'t ya after know n’
th” reason of all this?

MARI ON
Are you capabl e of expl ai ni ng
everyt hi ng?

ANNAGH
"Tis someone who must, m stress.
Th® rest think t’ distract ya and
send ya away, but they can’t see
what it neans, your comn’ here
with Paidrig. For they fear ya,
all on this island do. Ya brung
th OBrien back t’ us and ya can
keep himfromdoin” what needs t’
be done, as well.

MARI ON
You credit me with far too nuch
control over Thonmas or “Paidrig" or
what ever you choose to call himn
|’ ve never been able to keep him
from doi ng exactly as he w shes!

ANNAGH
Dd ya marry himor not? And did
ya give himcause t' cone here or
not ?

MARI ON

I gave himno cause! He...he does
not know I'’mw th child.

( CONTI NUED)
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She sinks onto a stool. Annagh strokes Marion’s hair, tenderly.

MARI ON (cont’ d)
| haven't told a soul. | feared if
Thonas knew | was to bear his child
-- honestly bear it, this tine --
he’' d never have allowed us a second
chance, that he’' d have stayed only
for the sake of the baby. And
NOW. . . NOW. . .

ANNAGH
But can’'t ya see it, mstress? Al
that worked t’ bringin” himhere
exactly when he needed t’ be. His
nother’d waited too | ong. She
woul dn’t | et herself believe what
was truth. But when he cone,
anyway, she knew it was fated...and
accepted it.

MARI ON
What was fated?! Everyone speaks
of things in such vile, elliptical

terms on this island! | must tell
you, |’ m beginning to suspect the
wor st t hings i nmagi nabl e.
_ ANRREH
What things?
MARI ON

I...1"ve seen the etching in the
tower depicting human sacrificia
rites.

ANNAGH
As was practiced in th' ancient
days, God save us.

MARI ON
And...and is Thomas to be...be the
next...?

ANNAGH

It must be an O Brien, mstress.
And he nust be of this bloodline.
And he nust be willin' . That’s why
it’s so inportant ya said nothin’
"bout the wain you're carryin .

( CONTI NUED)
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CONTI NUED: (5) ANNAGH( cont ' d)
He’'d no reason not t’' do what nust
be done, save for yourself bein
his wwfe. And that neant nothin’
till "twas too late, did it?

Marion cannot speak fromthe horror and revul sion she feels.
Annagh smles, in answer, and squats besi de her.

ANNAGH (cont’ d)
| can see in your eyes, you're
judgin’ us as savages, ain't ya,
m stress? But you're not know n’
the “why“ of it all, now are ya?

MARI ON
Paidrig told nme part of it...about
Dagda and Morriggan and the wonman
she kill ed.

ANNAGH
But that’s only th’ half of it.
(leans in closer, softly)

Shall | give ya the whole of th’
story, mstress? Shall | help ya
t’ understand it?

MARI ON
Yes. | want to know everyt hing.

Annagh smles and sits before Marion.

ANNAGH
When th' Dagda washed away his sins
in the waters below the diffs of
Moher, he renounced Morriggan and
his own wi cked past. But th' devil
is a woman cast aside.

The first runblings of a storm are HEARD out si de.
EXT. CLIFFS OF MOHER - DUSK
Stark and brutal in the growing storm
ANNACH (V. Q)
Morriggan called forth her powers

and fornmed th’ Dagda’s sins into
harpies, of th' purest cruelty and

evil, then cast ‘em‘cross th | and
t’ seek th’ Dagda’s son and destroy
hi m

W SWOOP UP away fromthe crashing waves and face I nish G uin.



EXT. INISH ClU N - DUSK

We FLY around the island then SWOOP DOVWN onto a herd of
grazing in a walled off area.

ANNAGH (V. O CONT.)
And soon the creatures were killin’
sheep, destroyin’ farns an’
stealin’ boy-chi cks upon which t’
feed...an” terror reigned suprene.

The sheep scatter in fear!
EXT. DARIAN' S PO NT - DUSK
The tower and castle ruins seemsnall and hel pl ess.

ANNAGH (V. O CONT.)
Th® Dagda made a pact with th U
Briuins, an’ joined with "emt’
fight th’ devils, but could not
destroy them for t’gether th’
creatures were too strong...and
bot h si des were bl oodi ed.

EXT. ROUND TOWNER - DUSK
St andi ng al one and solid beside the ruins.

ANNAGH (V. O CONT.)
So th’ Dagda called a truce with
Morriggan and formed a conprom se,
as it were...a vow agreed to by
even th’ U Briuins.

I NT. ROUND TONER - DUSK
We ADVANCE on the etching. It seens to gl ow.

ANNAGH (V. O CONT.)
If th harpies would forever |ive
inth caves of th® diffs of Mbher
and feed only upon th’ fish of the
sea, they’'d be left in peace...and
provided with one fair male of th’
U Briuin clan t’ feast upon each
hundred years. And in Celtic
| ands, a vow was sacred and nust be
kept, conplete. Forever.

We HOLD on the youth being torn to pieces.

85.
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EXT. SRAIDBHAILE Cl U N - DAY
Thomas follows Ms. OBrien to the pub

ANNAGH (V. O CONT.)
And so each hundred years, a fine
young man of th’ U Briuin clan is
chosen t’ be givent’ th “dd
Wnen, “ as they were now call ed.
Then he was handed tokens for his
good fortune in the afterworld.

As they wal k, the islanders press the etched stones into Thonmas’
hands...and WH SPER prayers in Gaelic, with tears stream ng down
t heir cheeks.

I NT. PUB - DUSK

Thomas sits across fromMs. OBrien in the center of the pub
candl es burning everywhere around them the stones in a sem -
circle before him She nmurnmurs unheard prayers as she holds the
silver Celtic cross up.

ANNAGH (V. O CONT.)
And, after a cerenony t’ cleanse
his soul, he was taken t’ th tower.
There, he would clinb t’ th’
top...and call for th’ harpies to
feast upon him..w th Mrriggan
wat chin’ t’ nake sure the vow was
kept .

A w ndow behi nd them shows the tower in the |ast gl ow of
daylight, sitting silently in the distance. Ms. O Brien places
the cross before Thomas, the whispered prayers continuing, the
deepest pain in her eyes.

I NT. ANNAGH S HOVEL - NI GHT
A hint of a smle is on Annagh’s face.

ANNAGH
And so it has been for three
t housand years, mstress. And so
it wll be, t’'night.

Marion is filled with disgust. She |ooks out a slit of a w ndow
to see the tower in the near distance...and horror begins to
repl ace everything el se.

DI SSOLVE TO
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EXT. O BRI EN HOUSE - N GHT

The storm has grown stronger -- with thunder, lighting and w nd
but no rain. Another donkey cart waits just outside the door.

I NT. O BRIEN HOVE - LIVING ROOM - N GHT

Thomas bursts fromthe downstairs bedroomas Ms. OBrien
descends the stairs. Sean stands by the door, upset.

THOVAS
She’s not in our room

MRS. O BRI EN
Nor is she upstairs.

Brigid enters fromthe back door

BRIA D
She’'s not t' be found in the barn
or shed, ma’' am

Ms. OBrien storns over to Sean

MRS. O BRI EN
| hope you’re proud of yourself,
bein’ played for a fool, such as ya
were. Ya upset everything!

He squirnms. Thomas is nearly distraught.
THOVAS

Ma, they wouldn’t have taken her,
woul d t hey?!

MRS. O BRI EN
O course not! I’"d o heard of it!
THOVAS

But ya saw the cart, didn't ya?
An’ th’ head of that poor beast
still with it! But she’s a wonan!
Wiy woul d they take her? They
couldn’t have, could they?

MRS. O BRI EN

Be still! You' re puttin yourself
int’ awld state -- !

( CONTI NUED)
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CONTI NUED:
THOVAS
Be still, yourself, woman! ’'Tis ny
wfeis mssin an |'ll do nothin’
till she’'s found!
MARI ON ( OFF)

Patri ck.

He spins to see Marion at the front door, the canera slung over
her shoul der, Annagh behind her. Sean jerks away fromthem
startl ed.

Thomas bolts to Marion and gathers her in his arns. She hol ds

himgently, like a nother would a frightened child.
THOVAS
Dear, God, Marion...| thought
they'd taken ya. | thought...|
feared. ..
MARI ON
Shh...1 know. | know.
THOVAS
If they had, | couldn’t have done
this. 1’'d have gone nad an’..

He cannot continue. Annagh exchanges |ooks with Ms. O Brien
then backs away into the darkness. Ms. O Brien grows very
concer ned.

Marion forces Thonmas to | ook at her.

MARI ON
O course, darling. O course.
Now |isten to me. Annagh has told
me the entire story.

MRS. O BRI EN
So, t’was with Annagh ya were?
MARI ON
Yes, and now | under st and.
Patrick, | want to be with

you. ..t hrough everyt hi ng.
Thomas | ooks at her, stunned.
MRS. O BRI EN

By th’ devil, have ya lost all your
senses?!

( CONTI NUED)
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Thomas gasps

back,

trying

MARI ON

Conpl et el y.
(to Thomas)

But I will not be far from you,
agai n.

MRS. O BRI EN
[l not allowit!

MARI ON
You have no say in the nmatter. He
is ny husband. | amhis wife. |
wll stay next to him

MRS. O BRI EN
No, Paidrig, there’'s sonethin not
right about it all. She plans t’
di srupt th’ cerenony, t’ be sure.
She’I'l ruin th” lot of it and nmake

matters far worse.

MARI ON
No, I...I won’t. | want to be by
your side when you...you face these
creatures.

MRS. O BRI EN

Ya can't be there, Marion! Ya
ain't of this |and.

( MORE)

THOVAS
Ma's right in that, dearest. Ya
aren’t of our blood...nor of our
cl an. .

MARI ON
Not even if | carry your child?

wth joy. Ms. OBrien glares at Sean. He steps
to find a place to hide. Brigid al nost weeps.

THOVAS
Mne? M child? And ‘tis th’
truth, this tine?

MARI ON
(noddi ng)
You renenber that nasty quarrel we
had? After father’s birthday
di nner? And how we nmade up with
each other? He dates fromthen.

( CONTI NUED)
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M s.

O Brien

And he will be a son. | can al
but guarantee you

goes to Thonas and Marion, blazing with anger.

MRS. O BRI EN
Why, th' bloody devils! That’s why
they went after her! Marion, if ya
join us, they'Il cone after ya,
agai n!

MARI ON
I’d like to see them do just that.

THOVAS
No, Marion, ny nother’s right. Ya
shoul d stay here with Sean an’
Brigid, where ya Il be safe.

MARI ON
But what about you?

THOVAS
Not t° worry. Now | can do what |
have t° do. Now I’Il do it so ny
son won’t have t’.

MARI ON
Patrick. ..

THOVAS

Pl ease, dearest. Don't make this
any harder for ne.

MARI ON
You cannot prevent ny joining you.

He nods to Sean and takes Marion firmy by the arns.

THOVAS
You' || stay here with Sean, Marion.
There’s nothing else t’ be said.

Sean and Brigid take hold of her. She struggles.

MARI ON
I will NOT be treated |like sone
prized breed mare! Patrick, you're
my husband! |’ myour wfe!l W

nmust stay together!

( CONTI NUED)
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He ki sses her

M s.

O Brien

THOVAS
(touches her |ips)
Hush an’ listen t’ ne. We will be
together. | wll be with you
Al ways, dearest. Trust ne.
MARI ON
Patrick. ..
and exits.

MARI ON (cont’ d)
But you'll die! Your nother wll
end your |ife because of an insane
superstition!

st ops beside Marion, genuinely confused.

MRS. O BRI EN
“Superstition? Then ya don’t
truly believe th’ |legends. Do ya
believe in evil at all, Mrion?

MARI ON
| believe human beings are capable
of it init’s purest form

MRS. O BRI EN
And that’s all ya'd have to it?

MARI ON
If you nmean could | accept even the
i dea of nonstrous creatures flying
through the air, the answer is
“no. “

MRS. O BRI EN
But | hear there’'s a machi ne can
fly. 1Is that th” truth, then?

MARI ON
O course it is.

MRS. O BRI EN
Have ya seen one?

MARI ON
Nat ural | y.

MRS. O BRI EN

Then prove it t’ ne.

( CONTI NUED)
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MARI ON
VWhat ?!

MRS. O BRI EN
| choose not t' believe in these
“flying machines.“ Prove they

exi st, here and now. Ya can't.
All ya can do is ask ne t’ take it
on faith.

MARI ON
Oh, please. This is neither the
time nor place for such childish
phi | osophy!

MRS. O BRI EN
And is that all faithis t’ ya?
“Chi |l di sh Phil osophy?* What a sad
way t’ live in this world.

She foll ows Thonmas out.

Marion struggl es against Sean’s and Brigid s grip as they guide
her into a chair.

MARI ON
(calling after Ms. O Brien)

Listen to ne, you witch! If you
harmhim | wll destroy you! |
will bring in the police and...and,
Sean, please release ne! She’l
kill him

SEAN
You' || stay here and not nove an
inch. If ya don't, I'll bloody tie

ya t’ th chair!

Marion glares at him..then stops struggling. Brigid backs
away, nervously, then lays a shawl over Marion’s | egs.

BRIG D
Tell ya what, na’am-- how s about
| fetch ya a nice cup o' tea and a
sandwi ch or two? Now that ya ve a
wain comn’, ya'll need t’ be
keepin’ yer strength up, God save
ya. Don’'t that sound best, now?

Marion says not hi ng.

( CONTI NUED)
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BRIG D (cont’d)
Well...I’Il be bringin" ya a bit o
sonmet hin’ out, anyhows.

She scurries into the kitchen. Sean |eans against the door, his
eyes never |eaving Marion. She glares at him in answer.

MARI ON
Sean, you can’'t believe in this
nonsense, can you?

SEAN
And who are you t’' judge? Ms.
O Brien has given nore t’ us than
ya could ever think of givin , and
she’s yet t’ | ead us wong.

MARI ON
But...you are tal king about a
myt hol ogi cal creature comng to
life in a part of the world where
it is never supposed to have even
exi st ed!

SEAN
But they do exist. Have for three
t housand years.

MARI ON
Have you seen one?

SEAN
Wuld | still be here if | had?

MARI ON
Then what proof have you?

SEAN
What proof have ya of anything,
m ssus, except that ya choose t’
believe it?

MARI ON

Ch, you are her parrot, aren’t you?
SEAN

That don’t sound |i ke a conplinent,

m sSsus.

( CONTI NUED)
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MARI ON
| believe we’ve established that |
have a perfectly good nane, Sean.
Pl ease use it.

SEAN
Ch, no, no, ya'll not be pullin’
that on nme, again. T fool nme once
wthit ist’ your credit. 'T fool
me twice is t’ ny shane.

Marion | ooks at himwth a cool, direct gaze, then tw sts her
hair back into a bun atop her head.

MARI ON
So...l ama prisoner here?
SEAN
Till Ms. OBrien says different.
MARI ON
But I...l cannot sit here and do
nothing. | nust keep busy.

She hol ds up her canera.

MARI ON (cont’ d)
|’ve conpleted the filmin ny

canera. | should change it and
prepare it for mailing...put in a
new roll of film After all, this

roll holds the snapshot | took of
you on your boat.

Sean | ooks at her, wary...but also fascinated.

SEAN
Ya can do all that yourself?

MARI ON
Yes. Wuld you care to watch?
That way you would “have® to
believe I can do so.

SEAN
You're makin’ sport of me, again.

MARI ON

I"msorry. May | get a newroll?
They’'re in nmy room

( CONTI NUED)
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SEAN
...Go ahead, then.

She rises and heads into --
I NT. O BRI EN HOVE - BEDROOM - NI GHT

Sean follows Marion but stays by the door. She glances out the
w ndow at the tower then casually pulls a roll of filmfroma
carry bag and returns to --

I NT. O BRIEN HOVE - LIVING ROOM - N GHT

Marion gl ances around, sees the dining area is in shadow. She
strides over to the dining table. Sean’s interest overcones his
war i ness.

MARI ON
This nmust be done in darkness. The
filmis very sensitive, but it
needn’t be conpletely dark. This
shoul d be sufficient.

She stops beside the dining table. The only light in the area
cones fromthe lanps in the living roomand the fire. Marion
winds the filmin the camera until she HEARS it cone | oose.

MARI ON (cont’ d)
You wind the filmall the way

forward...until it comes off the
spool. Then you unfasten the back,
like so...

She renoves the back of the canera to showthe filmis

conpl etely around the right spool. She pulls it out and tapes
it, tightly, with a bit of adhesive on the film Al the while
she is surreptitiously glancing about, noticing

The shel ves of plates on one wall, all of them Wdgewood, and

A fine crystal decanter and gl asses atop a silver tray and
serving table...interesting, but she is not satisfied.

MARI ON (cont’ d)
... Then you renove the spool and
use the adhesive provided to hold

the filmclosed. It nust not be
exposed to any light until it is
processed.

( CONTI NUED)
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SEAN
Ya get your inmages on that tiny bit
of paper, m ssus?

MARI ON
Yes. Hard to believe, isn't it?

He casts her a smrk. She smles, in answer, and takes note of

A pair of silver candlesticks sitting atop a chest near the
table. She coolly renoves the spool in the |eft side of the
canera and fits it into the right.

MARI ON (cont’ d)
Then you nove this spool to the
opposite side...and you' re prepared
to insert the film

She holds up a newroll of film pulls off the tape holding it
closed and sets it into the left side.

MARI ON (cont’ d)
Now. .. what you do is place the film
in this side so the paper side
faces out...then you thread this
flap through this slot in the

opposite spool. Do you see?
SEAN
Not really, mssus. |It’s so dark.

How can ya do it?
She hands hi mthe camera.

MARI ON
Here...| feel it. See? That slot.
Do you feel it?

Sean fiddles with the canera as Marion carefully reaches over
and takes one of the candlesticks. He finds the slot and his
face lights up --

SEAN
Oh, there it isl!

MARI ON
| ndeed!

-- and Marion SMASHES HHMw th the candl estick! Sean drops the

canera and crashes to the floor, stunned! Marion has to hit him
twice nore to knock hi m out!
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MARI ON (cont’ d)
Dammabl e har d- headed Iri shnen

She drops the candlestick on the table, shaken, and rushes back
into the living room She grabs the shotgun from above the
mant el pi ece but finds it has no shells. Brigid rushes into the
room

BRIG D
M’ am what’'re ya doin’?

MARI ON
VWhere are the shells?!

BRIG D
God forgive ne, but there ain't
none, nma' an

Marion storns over to her.

MARI ON
Don't lie to ne!

BRIG D
Before God and all H's Saints,
there ain"t none. The last tine it
was used was by master Paidrig
"fore he crossed the water! Ms.
O Brien never had cause for t’' use
it, God save her!

Marion tosses the shotgun aside, furious.

BRIG D (cont’d)
Come sit now, ma’am Ya have need
of rest, if not fer yourself, then
for the wain wthin ya.

She tries to guide Marion into the chair. Marion shoves her
back and points to Sean.

MARI ON
He has nore need of your help than
do I.

She grabs a heavy cl oak and heads for the door.
BRIG D
Ma’am ya can’t be goin out there!

The Add Wwnen' || find ya, God
preserve us, and || take the wain!
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MARI ON
I'"d like to see themtry.

And she is gone into the storm
EXT. DARIAN' S PO NT - N GHT

Stormclouds swirl about the area as waves surge and crash
agai nst the rocks! The wind is furious!

EXT. ROUND TOAER - N GHT

The rocks gleamin the dark night, even between the flashes of
lightning. The entrance is open, the |adder pulled up into the
tower. Candlelight flickers within. There is no sign of the
donkey cart.

I NT. ROUND TOAER - N GHT

The wind whistles through the tower. The flanmes of dozens of
candl es cast dancing shadows on the walls, adding to the
fearful ness of the evening.

Thomas kneels in the mddle of the floor as Ms. O Brien places
the Celtic cross about his neck. He takes it and kisses it.
Ms. OBrien kisses the top of his head. Thonas stands, casts
her a smle and clinbs the steps. Ms. OBrien watches him a
m xture of fear and hope on her face.

EXT. DARIAN S PO NT - N GHT

Marion hurries across the rocky land, fighting the wind as she
goes. She pauses to | ook at the tower just as Thomas reaches
the top. She hurries forward even faster than before.

EXT. TONER S CROMN - N GHT

Thomas stands on the stone platformand | ooks around in the
w nd, watching...waiting. Suddenly the WND CEASES. He grows
tense...and turns to | ook at

The Ciffs of Moher across the water, all but gleamng in the
night...a fog now visible at their base...and approaching the
t ower!

EXT. CASTLE RU NS - N GHT

Marion reaches the broken walls and realizes the wi nd has

stopped. She, too, looks at the cliffs and sees the fog swiftly
growi ng nearer. She hesitates for the first tine...wondering.
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She gl ances up at the tower’s crown to see Thomas is al so
wat chi ng the approaching fog. Marion |ooks back at the fog,
suddenly uncertai n.

MARI ON
No...it’'s inpossible...

Suddenly, she HEARS a bl oodcurdling SHRI EK of joy! And then the
fog envel opes first the tower...and then surrounds her.

EXT. TONER S CROMN - N GHT

Thomas spins about, able to see little nore than the rocks of
the tower’s crown. He HEARS soft |aughter echo from above
him..then behind him..then before him..and he has to fight
t he grow ng panic.

VAGUE FI GURES that are al nost female float through the air.
Huge wi ngs brush the fog into rolling waves of thickness. One
figure swoops in close.

Thomas stunbl es back, in fear...al nost steps over the edge of
the platform

It LAUGHS. ..and settles atop the wall to his side. He |ooks at
the figure as the fog swirls around it, occasionally revealing
it has the torso and arns of a wonman...but the | egs and w ngs of
a bird of prey.

He is nesnerized by the creature, does not notice two nore
settling behind him

EXT. ROUND TONER - NI GHT

Marion finds the base of the tower and | ocates the entrance, but
sees the | adder has been pulled inside and she has no way of
entering. She |ooks about at the swirling fog, grow ng nore and
nore afraid.

I NT. ROUND TONER - NI GHT

Ms. OBrien al nost HEARS Marion...but is too focused on the
tower’s crown to pay attention

EXT. TONER S CROMN - N GHT

Thomas HEARS Marion’s voice and spins to see the other two
creatures! He tries to steady hinself.

ONE HARPY gives a low, evil little CHUCKLE...and | aunches itself
into the air, its wings whipping the fog into a frenzy!

( CONTI NUED)



100.
CONTI NUED:

Thomas turns to it and angrily rips open his shirt, exposing his
chest!

THOVAS
Here! HERE, you spawn of Satan!
It’s nme you want! |'mthe O Brien

The cross gl eans, despite the darkness!
The harpy floats in a circle above the tower’s crown!
EXT. ROUND TONER - NI GHT

Marion | ooks up to see the creature’s novenent through the fog
and she gasps in disbelief!

MARI ON
(whi spers)

Ch, no...oh, no, no, no...Thomss...

Paidrig...PATRI CK, NO
I NT. ROUND TONER - NI GHT
Ms. OBrien |ooks up to the top of the tower!
EXT. TONER S CROMN - N GHT
Thomas stands dead center of the platform

The harpy dives at himw th a hissing |augh!

The other creatures all but dance on the wall, watching with
anti ci pati on!

Thomas wat ches the harpy approach. .. unnovi ng!

The creature is al nost upon him

Thomas grabs the Celtic cross...and rips the base of it away
fromthe head to reveal A STILETTO KNI FE honed to razor
sharpness! He whips the stiletto upwards!

The harpy twists to one side as it slanms into him but the
stiletto slices into its side! They crash against the wall,
breaki ng through part of it, the harpy shrieking with pain!

The other two creatures junp into the air in shock and anger!
The harpy struggles to get away from Thomas, its w ngs bl asting

t hrough the fog! Thomas hangs on and sl ashes into it, over and
over, trying to avoid its teeth and tal ons!
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One talon inbeds itself in his side and snaps away!
The harpy breaks free of himand tries to return to the air!

Thomas is left hanging on to the few planks of wood, trying to
keep fromfalling into the tower!

The harpy shrieks in pain, gives one nore attenpt to fly away,
then slans against a pile of stones and tunbles over the side!

EXT. ROUND TONER - NI GHT

Marion wat ches the harpy hurtle past her and di sappear into the
mst, its SHRIEKS of pain and fear terrifying! Then she
scranbl es back fromthe tower and | ooks up at the crown in
wonder .

MARI ON
Oh, dear God...dear Cod..

I NT. ROUND TONER - NI GHT
Ms. OBrien lets hope flood into her face

MRS. O BRI EN
Dear God.

EXT. TONER S CROMN - N GHT

The two remaining harpies circle the tower, SHRI EKI NG

Thomas pulls hinself back onto the platform still gripping the
stiletto! He pulls the broken talon out and drops it! The
harpy’s bl ack blood mngles with his own!

The other two creatures dive at him-- one fromthe left, the
other fromthe right -- shrieking in fury!

Thomas ducks to one side, but is clipped in the side by one’s
talons as the other whips at the hand holding the stiletto!

He crashes against a wall, knocks away nore of the stones! He
al nost falls!

The stiletto slips fromhis hand to di sappear into the fog!
EXT. ROUND TONER - NI GHT

Marion catches a glinpse of the stiletto as it whips away from
the tower and | ands near by!
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Thomas is dazed but still able to find his bal ance on the
crown’s ol d wood pl anks!

A harpy appears fromthe fog behind himand pounces! Its talons
sink into his back, but he rips away, grabs a stone and smashes
its face with it! The creature |laughs with a hiss!

A second harpy appears frombehind him hissing as it roars
t owar ds t hen

Thomas spins to see it...and stunbl es aside and

The second harpy slans into the first one with its talons! The
first harpy shrieks and beats at the second one in a fury,

gi vi ng

Thomas a chance to get away fromit and scranble back onto the
stone platformand | ook around for a weapon of sone sort!

He sees only rocks and broken strips of wood!

The two creatures end their spat and turn towards him The
first harpy shoves the second aside and rises to pounce!

Thomas sees a strip of wood splintered into a sort of stake!
The first harpy | eaps at him
Thomas grabs the stake and swings it around and

The first harpy plunges onto it, ramm ng the stake straight
through its heart!

The second harpy junps into the air, shrieking in horror!
The first harpy struggles to pull out the stake!
Thomas falls back to watch

The first harpy screeches horrifically as it slowy dies...and
di ssolves into a wi sp of snoke!

Thomas i s exhausted, near hysteria, shaking uncontroll ably!
I NT. ROUND TONER - NI GHT

Ms. OBrienis all but glowing with joy.
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MRS. O BRI EN
There's but one nore, son. But one
nor e.

EXT. ROUND TONER - NI GHT

Marion stunbl es about the base, trying to see...but all she can
make out is the figure of the last harpy floating around the top
of the tower, in shock...hissing, sadly...then angrily...then
SHRI EKI NG at the top of its |ungs!

EXT. TONER S CROMN - N GHT

Thomas tries to force hinself back to his feet...but he is too
weak. Red bl ood seeps fromhis wounds, m xing with the black

bl ood fromthe harpies.

The | ast harpy eyes him warily. It floats through the air,
wat chi ng...waiting...

EXT. ROUND TOAER - N GHT

Marion is near hysteria, herself, her eyes | ocked on the
creature noving in the fog.

MARI ON
Patrick...Patrick! PATRI CKI!

I NT. ROUND TONER - NI GHT
Ms. OBrien finally HEARS Marion. Horror springs to her face
EXT. ROUND TONER - NI GHT

The | ast harpy hears her, tool Wth a twist of its wings, the
FOG VANI SHES. .. and for the first tine we can see the creature

clearly! The sight is even nore terrifying -- with w ngs
spanning at least fifteen feet and the feathers covering them
and its lower body and its legs a brilliant grey! The talons on

its claws are black and polished, just like its fingernails, and
feathers flow fromits crown down its back in place of hair!

Marion stunbles back to the castle’s ruined walls, horrified at
what she sees!

I NT. ROUND TOAER - N GHT

Ms. OBrien sees her and hurriedly slips the | adder down to the
gr ound!

MRS. O BRI EN
Mar i on! Mari on, cone here to ne!
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EXT. ROUND TONER - NI GHT
The | ast harpy sees Marion and utters its soft, guttural LAUGH
EXT. TONER S CROMN - N GHT

Thomas | ooks through a break in the wall and sees Marion
standing far below in clear view

THOVAS
Marion, get out of its sight!

He | ooks up.
The | ast harpy circles...and LAUGHS!
Thomas forces hinself to his feet!
THOVAS (cont’ d)

No! NO, ya whore of Satan! Cone t’

me! |I'mth O Brien
But it is too late! The |ast harpy swoops down towards Marion!
Thomas stunbl es down the tower’s steps!
EXT. ROUND TOAER - NI GHT

As Marion watches in nute horror,

The | ast harpy settles onto the rocks before her, chuckling with
its nost evil hiss!

Marion stands rock still, refusing to believe what she sees!
MARI ON
You cannot exist...you cannot
exist. ..

The | ast harpy hops towards her, its feathers gl eam ng as
sharply as its talons and teeth....ready to toy with her! It
reaches for her with its cruel fingers!

Marion pulls out Kinsella s shotgun and FIRES at the creature!
The | ast harpy gives a vicious laugh, in answer! The buckshot
only seens to tickle it! The creature hops into the air, whips
its wings to hover above!

Marion drops the shotgun, nesnerized!

Ms. OBrien hurries down the | adder!
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Thomas appears at the door and | eaps to the ground!

The | ast harpy lets itself drop towards Marion! She shakes her
head.

MARI ON (cont’ d)
You cannot exi st.

The | ast harpy is al nost upon her...when THE NOOSE OF A ROPE
whips onto its leg and pulls taut! The last harpy is thrown off
and bounces to the ground next to Marion, with

Sean pulling tight at the other end!

The | ast harpy jerks around, furious, and slices through the
rope with its talons. It is about to junp Sean when Marion
seens to jolt awake.

MARI ON (cont’ d)
You cannot exi st.

She pulls the stiletto fromher cloak then sl ashes one of the
harpy’s wings with it!

It spins on her...but then Thonmas grabs the bl ade from Marion
and junps onto its back and plunges it into its heart!

The | ast harpy shrieks and slings Thomas aside! Black bl ood
spews fromthe wound as the creature vainly tries to pull the
stiletto out! Its wngs beat, furiously...and it al nost becones
airborne, pitifully reaching for the diffs of Mher...but
finally it crashes into the rocks and di ssolves into snoke!

Marion jolts from her shock and hurries to Thomas, Ms. O Brien
cl ose behi nd.

THOVAS
Oh, dear God, WMarion...Marion.
MARI ON
That thing, it...it cannot
exist...it cannot...

He | ooks at her, shaking from his wounds.

THOVAS
It doesn’t, dearest...not anynore.

She | ooks at him..touches the gashes in his shoul der and
sl ashed parts of his face...then holds him tightly.
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The wind kicks up and the storm breaks and rain begi ns whi ppi ng
around them washing away the harpies’ bl ood.

Sean strides up to them a bandage now visible on his head and
wary respect in his eyes as he stays well clear of Marion. He
hol ds up the rope, notions to Marion.

SEAN
| conme after her with this.
(1 ooks around)
So it's done then, is it?

MRS. O BRI EN
It is, at that.

SEAN
Then ya can start bein’ wary of
your wife, Pat. She’'s a w cked sly
one, she is.

THOVAS
Th’ devil, but don’t | know it?
MARI ON
But, Patrick...Il...l thought you
were going to be killed.
THOVAS
Aye, dearest. | know.
MARI ON
(to Ms. O Brien)
| thought...l thought...

Ms. OBrien smles, gently, and pats Marion’s shoul der.

MRS. O BRI EN
God forgive ya, but | watched them
beasts take nmy husband; |’'d never

|l et themtake ny son. They broke
their vow and rel eased us from
ours...and now they’ re gone.

MARI ON
But you allowed himto face those
“things” alone! Were were the nen
fromtown?!
(to Sean)
Where were you? Wiy didn’'t you
hel p hi n?

( CONTI NUED)



107.
CONTI NUED: ( 3)

THOVAS
They’d o' been killed, Marion.

MRS. O BRI EN
Only an O Brien of this blood s
line had th’ chance t’ beat them
And you...now that you' ve a wain
grown wthin ya...now you are of
our bl ood.

She caresses Marion’s face. Then they HEAR a rock crash to the
ground and turn to | ook at the tower.

First, a fewrocks fall...then entire sections coll apse until
all that is left is a pile of rubble.

Thomas, Marion, Ms. OBrien & Sean watch it fall, al nost
sadly...then Sean and Ms. O Brien help Thonmas back towards the
house, Marion carrying the shotgun, behind them..and in the
distance the Ciffs of Moher stand tall and gl eam ng, despite
the storm

FADE OQUT THEN IN TO
EXT. O BRIEN HOVE - N GHT - THROUGH THE W NDOW

A radi ant Marion hands Ms. O Brien a squalling new BABY, Thomas
besi de her, carefully attentive. Both focus on the child as the
CAMERA TI LTS SIDEVWAYS, like it is peeking inside from above.

FINGERS with talon-like nails -- one of them broken! -- caress
the window frane as the chilling nusical LAUGHTER of a harpy is
HEARD.

Ms. OBrien does not notice it, but Marion | ooks around at the
noi se, as though she barely heard it. Everything seens qui et
and normal but, instinctively, she draws Thomas close. Neither
of them notices when there is nore of the LAUGHTER, mingled with
the SOUND of w ngs flapping away as we...

FADE OUT.



