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EXT.
CONNEMARA.
DAY.

Slowly taking in the landscape, we settle on a small cottage with a plot of cultivated land alongside. A MAN is tilling the small patch of ground. In the field, to the front of the building, a WOMAN is playing with a two year-old BOY. They are laughing, alternatively chasing and calling for each other, although we cannot hear their voices over the introductory music. As the scene fades we see OS text:

In modern day Connemara the two major industries are tourism and the production of marble.

EXT.
SURBURBAN LONDON STREET.
DAY. 

OS TITLE:
1853

THOMAS THOMAS, early thirties, emerges from the front door of an austere guesthouse carrying a red leather journal. He looks at the sky, turns his collar up against the rain, tucks the journal into his coat and begins walking resolutely down the road.

EXT. MAIN ENTRANCE, SAVOY HOTEL.
DAY.

SIR MICHAEL SAVILLE, early fifties and impeccably dressed, emerges from the hotel. The DOORMAN opens the door of a waiting carriage. Saville gets in, without acknowledging the servility shown, and the carriage pulls away.

EXT.
A LONDON BRIDGE.
DAY

Thomas is crossing the Thames, walking in the direction of the City. The rain has abated slightly.

EXT.
SOUTHAMPTON ROW, CITY OF LONDON. DAY.

Saville’s carriage pulls up outside a building in the middle of the street. His DRIVER jumps down, opens the passenger door and holds an umbrella over Saville as he enters the building. Beside the door there is a small brass plaque stating ‘The Inter Colonial Investment Company.’

CUT TO:

Thomas has turned the corner into the same street.

CUT TO:   

Another carriage has pulled up outside the same building. TWO ELDERLY MEN get out and enter. The door has been closed by the time Thomas gets to it. He takes a moment to compose himself and straighten his appearance before ringing the brass doorbell.

INT.
THE BOARDROOM, INTER COLONIAL INVESTMENT COMPANY.

Saville is seated at the head of a large, highly polished boardtable. Eight other men are taking their seats. Folders have been neatly laid out in each place except at the one empty seat. Saville, the youngest man in the room, coughs deliberately bringing the quiet chatter to a close.






SAVILLE




Good morning gentlemen. I have 

one apology. Lord Strathclyde 

has had to attend a cabinet 

meeting.

He opens his folder. Around the table, others follow suit.






SAVILLE




As you will see there are six 

items on the agenda starting 

with our recent investment in 

Africa.

INT.
THE RECEPTION OF THE INTER COLONIAL INVESTMENT COMPANY.

Thomas is seated beneath a large clock that shows 9.05. His raincoat is neatly folded on the chair beside him. He takes a pen out of his suit pocket and begins writing on the left hand page of his red leather journal.

INT.
THE BOARDROOM, INTER COLONIAL INVESTMENT COMPANY.







SAVILLE






(in the middle of speaking)





So, Gentlemen if there is no 





objection, I propose that, 





subject to lawyers confirming 





the medical patents, we exercise 





our option and increase the 





shareholding to fifty-one 





percent.

Saville looks around the table where the board members are all nodding quietly. He makes a note in the file in front of him and, after turning the next page, stands up and rolls down a large map on the wall behind him. It shows Ireland, with a large area on the west coast shaded red.







SAVILLE





Now, Gentlemen. Item four. The





proposed purchase of the Martin





estate.

He waits as the board members also move to the new page of their documents.







SAVILLE





As agreed at our last meeting, I





have now met with the vendors, 





the 





 
(checking his file)





London Law Life Insurance 





Company. The background to the 





sale is as it was described to 





us. When the debts of the Martin 





estate were consolidated, London 





Law Life bought out the smaller 





creditors and is proposing to 





sell the two hundred thousand 





acres as one job lot.

Saville stands again and pulls down a second, more detailed map.







SAVILLE






(Pointing to part of 






 the map)





With the exception of a small 





town called Clifden the estate 





comprises of an area know, 





colloquially, as Connemara.

Saville notices somebody wants to speak.







SAVILLE





Sir Charles.







SIR CHARLES





But this guide price works out 





at less than a pound an acre. 





That can’t be correct.







SAVILLE





It’s very barren land and an 





area that was particularly 





badly hit a recent potato 





blight and famine in that 





country. But, if we are right, 





and tourism is a sector to 

develop, then the purchase 

begins to look attractive.

Saville pulls a sheet of paper out of his file.







SAVILLE





I have also met with Mr George 





Daly, the gentleman who first 





brought the proposal to our 





attention. As you will all 





recall he is the Chairman of 





the Midland Great Western 





Railway who have just opened 





the line from Dublin to Galway. 





If we proceed with this purchase 





he will contractually commit to 





extending his railway to Clifden.

Saville points to the town on the map and sits down.







SAVILLE





Lord Ellis. I believe you were 





going to make some enquiries on 





our behalf.









LORD ELLIS





Yes. On all accounts the salmon 





there is every bit as good as 





the Dee or Tweed. Some would say 





even better. The weather is 





milder than Scotland and on all 





accounts the potential for 





boating very promising.







SAVILLE





And all, potentially, within 





thirty-six hours of London.

Saville takes in the tacit interest around the table.







SAVILLE





This estate has been managed by 





agents, firstly on behalf of the 

receivers, and latterly the 

insurance company, since 

‘forty-seven. There has not been 

a potato blight since then but 

the rack rents have not been

increased. I feel that with 

better management we can 

realistically expect an increase

of twenty percent within a year.

Assuming we can purchase at two 

thirds of the guide price – and

I’m convinced we are the only 

interested party – than that 

will give us a return of 

fourteen percent per annum on 

our initial investment.

Again, he gauges the interest in the room.







SAVILLE





Allowing us to develop prime 





plots as hunting lodges and 





convert the old Martin castle to 

a hotel. There is, however, one significant problem.  

Saville produces a copy of the Times newspaper from his file.







SAVILLE





You may have seen this recent





article. It appears that 





although thousands perished 





during the recent famine, and 





many left for America, in this 





area of Ireland in particular it 





has left an underclass of people





who continue to survive 





rent-free.







SIR CHARLES





Squatters.







SAVILLE





Precisely. The insurance company 





have done what they can to 





remove them but, apparently, 





without success. If we want to 





develop this area for tourists 





then we would have to be more 





successful. If I may summarise, 





somewhat bluntly, our guests 





would not want to see half 





starved waifs and strays 





scattered across the land. 







SIR CHARLES





I think we need considerably 





more information to make a 





decision on this one.







SAVILLE





My thoughts as well, Sir Charles. 





I anticipated this may be our  





position so I took the liberty 





of identifying a surveyor who 





can conduct a full study of the 





area and report back to us. Does 





anybody have any objection to 





this course of action?

The consensus of nods allows Saville to continue. He opens a small file. 







SAVILLE





Fitzgerald over at Coutts 





identified this gentleman. He is 





based in the west of Wales, an 





area not dissimilar to Connemara 





I believe. A Mr Thomas Thomas






(looking at his notes






with mild confusion
)





Yes, I believe that’s right, Mr 





Thomas Thomas. I understand he’s





waiting outside. Shall I call 





him in? 

Saville waits to see if any member of the board objects. They don’t.

CUT TO:

INT.
THE RECEPTION OF THE INTER COLONIAL INVESTMENT COMPANY.

Thomas is still writing in his journal when Saville opens the door to the boardroom.







SAVILLE





Mr Thomas. Please come through.

Thomas walks into the boardroom.

CUT TO:

INT.
THE BOARDROOM, INTER COLONIAL INVESTMENT COMPANY.

Thomas enters the room and Saville beckons for him to sit on the chair next to the maps.







SAVILLE





You have read the brief I sent 





you?







THOMAS





Yes Sir.







SAVILLE





Any questions?







THOMAS





No Sir. It was very 





comprehensive. I have also 





reviewed relevant files in the





bankruptcy courts. 







SAVILLE





Very good. Basically, we want 





you to conduct a full survey 





and report back to us on two 





issues. One, the potential of 





increasing tenancy rental and, 





two, the feasibility of 





effectively removing these ..






(he pauses)





unfortunates from the land.







THOMAS





I understand.







SAVILLE





How long do you anticipate this





will take?







THOMAS





Four to six weeks Sir.







SAVILLE





And a fee of fifty pounds is 





acceptable?







THOMAS





Fifty guineas, plus my expenses. 





All of which will be fully 





accounted for.

Saville looks around the table. There is very little interest in this level of detail. Saville nods at Thomas.







SAVILLE





Then in that case we look 





forward to your report and 





recommendations.







THOMAS





Thank you Sir.






(to the table)





Gentlemen.

Thomas makes his own way to the door. Nobody pays him any attention as files are being shuffled. He closes the door behind him.







SAVILLE





Right then Gentlemen, I assume 





you have all read the letter 





from our source in the American





Government outlining how 





restrictions on slave labour may 





affect our tobacco holdings.


EXT.
IRISH COUNTRYSIDE. DAY

A steam train is making its way across the country.

CUT TO:

INT.
RAILWAY CARRAIGE COMPARTMENT

Thomas is staring thoughtfully out of the window at the passing countryside. He looks down, writes a note on the left hand page of his leather journal and returns to staring back out of the window.

CUT TO:


EXT.
GALWAY RAILWAY STATION

The train is pulling into the station amid chaotic scenes. A rich spectrum of life fills the single crowded platform. Well-dressed gentry mix with raggedy tinkers. Children and animals abound. One man is struggling to hold on to a tethered pony. As the train disgorges its passengers, mirror images of the people waiting for them, Thomas emerges from his compartment and takes stock of his surroundings. People pushing to make tearful reunions along with a loose pig all add to the confusion. One man has created his own space by sheer force of presence. GEORGE DALY, his overweight and loud exterior, combining with a high degree of self-importance, rises him above the melee. He has spotted Thomas and beckons. His voice is as big as his personality.  







GEORGE





Thomas. Over here.

There is a PORTER standing next to him. George pushes the man in the general direction of Thomas and bowls along the platform towards his quest. A path quickly clears for him.







GEORGE






(now within ten yards)





Welcome to Galway. Drop your bag 





right there. Kearny here will 





take it.







THOMAS





Mr Daly?

George does not see the need to respond. Instead he drapes a friendly arm around Thomas’ shoulder and leads him back along the platform.







GEORGE





So what do you think of my 





railway? Dublin to Galway in 





four bloody hours. What do you 





think of that then? 

He spots someone in the distance.







GEORGE






(full blast)





Lynch, you evasive bastard. 





Stop right there.

The vociferousness of the command roots the targeted man on the spot, along with everyone in between.







GEORGE






(to Kearny)





Take Mr Thomas’ bags to the 





hotel. Make sure he gets Room 





One.

He has already taken strides towards his next quest before turning back to Thomas. 







GEORGE





Dinner’s at eight.

He continues forward, shouting over heads.







GEORGE





Where’s my feckin’ money you





slippery little shite.

INT.
DINING ROOM OF GREAT WESTERN HOTEL, GALWAY.

Thomas and George are midway through dinner. LIAM DALY, ten years younger than George approaches the table, sits down and pours himself a large glass of wine from the half-empty bottle on the table.







GEORGE





Allow me to introduce my brother,





Liam.

Liam’s cursory nod to Thomas, midway through taking a large slurp of wine, replaces the formality of handshakes. Liam has none of the natural bonhomie of his elder brother. George picks up the bottle and moves to fill the empty glass next to Thomas’ water.







THOMAS





No thank you.







GEORGE





Best cellar this side of the 





Shannon.









George empties the bottle topping up his glass. Liam is already indicating to a hovering WAITER to bring another one.







GEORGE





I’ve been telling Thomas here 





what to expect when he gets out 





there. Especially the Martin 





woman.

Liam pulls an expression of distain.







GEORGE





She’s the last one of them and





more trouble than the rest put 





together.

He takes a drink.







GEORGE





Liam’s going to go out there 





with you and he’ll stay for as 





long as you need him. He can 





sort out transport and someone 





who speaks Irish. Whatever maps 





you’ve been given will be wrong. 







THOMAS





That’s very kind but I’m sure





I can make arrangements myself.







GEORGE





Not at all. You’ve got to go out 





there anyway haven’t you Liam?







LIAM





Yeah. Couple of bits and pieces





to sort out before it’s sold. 







THOMAS





I’m curious Mr Daly, why you’re 





not interested in buying the 





estate yourself.







GEORGE





I was. Even met with that 





bollocks insurance company. To





be honest, it suits me fine if





your people buy it and just use 





my trains. That’s why I want 





this deal to go through.








THOMAS





They are not my people, they’re 





my clients. 







GEORGE





Whoever they are I want them to 





go ahead with this. Don’t worry, 





I’ll make it worth your while to 





advise them the right way.







THOMAS






(offended)





Thank you but as a professional 





surveyor my duty lies with 





recommending what is right for 





my client.

Liam throws a look of mild amusement toward his brother. A fresh bottle of wine has arrived and Liam fills his empty glass.

EXT.
THE ROAD FROM GALWAY TO CONNEMARA.
DAY.

Thomas and Liam are sitting facing each other in the back of a Bianconi car. In the distance we can see stunning views of Lough Corrib. Thomas is looking out of the window, his journal on his lap. Liam, looking hung over, is sleeping.

EXT.
THE ROAD FROM GALWAY TO CONNEMARA.
DAY.

The landscape has changed and is much more rugged. Liam has woken up and is looking worse for wear and tear. He’s totally disinterested. Thomas is turning his head to get better views. We see what he is looking at – a crudely built, small cottages that despite having no roof appears to house a family. They are dressed in rags and look totally poverty stricken. A WOMAN is tending the rough soil next to one of the buildings.







THOMAS





A question Mr Daly. Why no 





roofs?







LIAM





That was a bright idea your 





Brit insurance company had. 





Thought it would get rid of the 





poor bastards. No chance.

Thomas is still looking at the scene but has become distant.







LIAM





Your people have the better idea.





Round them up and put them on a 





boat with a one-way ticket to 





America. That’ll work.

He opens the window through to the DRIVER.







LIAM





Pull up at O’Malley’s






(to Thomas)





Last drink for thirty miles.

EXT.
THE OUTSIDE OF O’MALLEY’S PUB. DAY.

Liam is getting out of the car.







LIAM






(to Thomas, still inside)





Suit yourself.

Liam walks purposely towards the small building. Thomas gets out of the car and slowly takes in the rugged scenery all around. He begins to look puzzled, almost confused.







CUT TO:

EXT.
THE OUTSIDE OF O’MALLEY’S PUB. DAY.

Thomas is walking slowly back towards the car, still taking in the landscape. He is deep in thought. The Driver is dozing in his seat. A family -FATHER, MOTHER AND TWO SMALL CHILDREN, all very poorly dressed, are hesitatingly walking towards Liam who has emerged from the pub showing signs of having had a few drinks. The Father nervously holds out his hand and approaches Liam, whose immediate reaction is to move his arm as if to cuff the man. Noticing Thomas is watching, Liam stops himself and walks brusquely past the family. As an afterthought he turns, takes a coin out of his pocket and throws it towards them. The Driver has woken up. Liam, followed by Thomas, get into the car. It drives off.



EXT.
THE OUTSIDE OF KILROY’S HOTEL, CLIFDEN. NIGHT.

The car pulls up and Thomas and Liam emerge. It is now almost dark and raining heavily. The hotel claim looks ambitious as it is really a small, scruffy looking pub.







LIAM





Welcome to the only two hotel 





rooms in Connemara.

With coats over their heads the men walk quickly into the building.

INT.
THE UPSTAIRS LANDING, KILROY’S HOTEL.







LIAM






(Pointing to his left)





I’ll take this one. See you down 





in the bar. Kilroy will rustle 





up some shit for supper.







THOMAS





Thank you but no.







LIAM





Suit yourself.

INT.
THOMAS’ ROOM, KILROY’S HOTEL.

The room is small and spartan. A single bed, small table and a chair. Water is dripping steadily into a bucket from a hole in the ceiling. Thomas is sitting at the table, his journal open in front of him. He takes a small packet out of his suitcase, unwrapping it to reveal a block of cheese and some biscuits. He takes a penknife out of his waistcoat pocket, cuts a piece of cheese, places it on a biscuit and picks up his pen. 


EXT.
MAIN STREET, CLIFDEN. DAY.

Thomas is walking along as if trying to get his bearings. He generates inquisitive looks. As he passes TWO INDIVIDUAL LOCALS they both bid him good day. A THIRD approaches. 







LOCAL





Morning, Mr Thomas.

Thomas looks a trifle taken aback but nods politely. He continues towards Kilroy’s. A well-dressed CLERGYMAN is making a beeline for him.







BRAMPTON






(Pronounced English accent)





Mr Thomas it must be.

The Clergyman is close enough to extend his hand. Thomas responds.







THOMAS





Yes. Thomas Thomas.

They shake hands.







BRAMPTON





Theodore Brampton. Pleasure to 





meet you. Welcome. Welcome.







THOMAS





Thank you Reverend.







BRAMPTON





You cannot believe how pleased I 





was to learn of your visit. I am 





so looking forward to making 





your acquaintance. And Mrs 





Brampton likewise.







THOMAS





You live here then Reverend 





Brampton?







BRAMPTON





In passing. As we all do. I have





been given the honour, and 





responsibility, of establishing 





an Episcopalian church in this 





town on behalf of the Irish 





Church Mission.



THOMAS

A challenge, no doubt.



BRAMPTON

A challenge indeed Mr Thomas.

But then the Lord enjoys 

challenging us missionaries. May

I enquire as to your faith?



THOMAS

The same, Reverend. My father 

was the Minister in Llandeilo 

until his death two years ago.



BRAMPTON

Splendid. Now Llandeilo. 

Llandeilo. Let me think. Let

me think. Llandeilo. Yes. Yes.

I have it. The Reverend Emlyn 

Thomas. Yes I thought I would 

know his name. Dead you say? 

So sorry. Now, this Sunday. 

Services at Eleven and One. You

know where we are?



THOMAS

Yes, I do. I will look forward

to it.



BRAMPTON

Likewise. Well, until Sunday 

then. I bid you good day.

The formalities completed, Thomas walks towards Kilroy’s.

INT.
BAR OF KILROY’S.

Liam and TWO ROUGH LOOKING MEN are sitting at a table. They are all drinking whiskey. In front of Liam is the remnants of a bowl of stew. Thomas enters and approaches the table. The two men knock back their drinks and leave. Liam indicates for Thomas to take a seat.







LIAM





Settled in alright? Can’t say I 





recommend the dish of the day.

Thomas produces a sheet of paper from his journal and gives it to Liam.







THOMAS





I’ve taken the liberty of 





listing the initial tenancies I 





wish to visit, along with some 





other locations. 

Liam is reading the list.







LIAM





Looks pretty straightforward.





Some of these only speak Irish.

He beckons to a MAN at the bar to come over. Looking back at the list something has caught Liam’s attention.







LIAM





Barnanorann? What the fuck do 





you want to go there for?







THOMAS





I intend making my survey as





complete as possible.







LIAM





Well you’re on your own with 





that one. It’s the arse end of 





nowhere.

The man that was standing at the bar has sat down with them.







LIAM





This is O’Queely. He speaks 





Irish. If you want him he’s a





shilling a day.

O’Queely’s nod is both an acknowledgment of Thomas and a agreement to his rate of pay.







LIAM





He’ll mark which of these are 





Irish.







THOMAS





I need to see Mr Neill, the 





insurance company’s Managing 





Agent, to get some more details 





on individual leases but I 





gather he’s not back from Galway 





until tomorrow. So I intended 





visiting Miss Martin today.







LIAM





That will be fun. In fact, so 





much fun I’ll take you down 





there myself. Be out the front 





in half an hour.

Thomas nods and leaves.







LIAM






(to O’Queely)





Keep a close eye on him.


EXT.
BRIDLE PATH.
DAY.

Liam is driving a pony and buggy along a high piece of ground. In the distance we can see a sizeable farm.

EXT.
PATSY MARTIN’S FARMYARD.
DAY

As the pony and trap pulls into the farmyard PATSY MARTIN, early thirties, is issuing instructions to three FARMHANDS. Two walk off while a third starts loading milk churns onto a large flat-backed cart. Patsy has taken no notice of her visitors. Liam and Thomas get off the buggy and walk towards her.







LIAM





Patsy, this is…







PATSY





I know exactly who you are Mr 





Thomas and more’s to the point 





I know exactly why you’re here.





You should be fucking ashamed of 





yourself. Don’t you think we’ve 





suffered enough around here?





And now you and those faceless





bastards are going to start 





rounding people up like stray 





dogs. Go fuck yourself Mr Thomas. 





Go fuck yourself.







LIAM





I told you she was trouble.







PATSY





And you Liam Daly. I always had 





you and that slug of a brother 





down as pieces of shit but I 





didn’t think you two gobshites 





could sink as low as crawling up 





the arses of these creeps. You 





can go fuck yourself as well.








THOMAS





I’m sorry you feel that way Miss





Martin but all I’m here to do is





report on your tenancy.







PATSY





Like bollocks you are. How stupid 





do you think I am? I know exactly 





why you’re here. You’re not here 





to count chickens Mr Thomas, 





you’re here to play God. Well 





don’t you think he’s done enough 





damage already?







THOMAS





As I said, Miss Martin, all I’m 





here to do this morning is to





check the information we have 





been given regarding your 





tenancy.







PATSY





Well as I’m one of the few 





idiots in Connemara who pays 





rent I think that gives me every 





right to tell you to fuck right 





off.







THOMAS





Well technically it doesn’t Miss





Martin. A condition of your 





lease, I believe, gives the 





landlord a right of access. They 





have given my clients permission





to make enquiries and I am 





acting on their behalf. So no, 





Miss Martin, you do not have the 





right to tell me to fuck off.







PATSY





Your clients eh Mr Thomas. And





who exactly are your clients? 





Your shameless clients. Who are





they Mr Thomas? A bunch of 





people who sit behind closed 





doors and think they can play





with other peoples lives? How





do you sleep at night Mr Thomas?







THOMAS





As I’ve said Miss Martin, all 





I’m here to do today is take 





some notes regarding your 





holdings. As I understand it you 





have forty one acres.







PATSY





Count them yourself.

She turns and walks off.







LIAM





Lucky you didn’t catch her in a 





bad mood. 






EXT.
PATSY MARTIN’S FARMYARD.
DAY

The light is beginning to fade. Liam is asleep on the buggy. Patsy is checking the produce that has now been loaded onto the large cart. Thomas walks into the yard carrying his red journal. He walks up to a very disinterested looking Patsy.







THOMAS





Thank you Miss Martin. I’ll 





have some questions to ask you





when I have had the chance to





meet with the Managing Agent. 





But that’s all for today.

Patsy has taken no notice. She is pulling the milk churns closer together.







THOMAS





From what I’ve seen Miss Martin, 





I compliment you on a very well 





managed business.







PATSY





Do I look as if I give a shit





what you think? 







THOMAS





One suggestion. Cheese.







PATSY





What?







THOMAS





Cheese. You have the capacity 





here to produce it and I 





perceive there maybe a gap in 





the local market to exploit.

Patsy’s features soften ever so slightly.







THOMAS





Good day, Miss Martin. 

Liam is still asleep in the buggy. Thomas gets in and drives off.

EXT.
ENTRANCE TO BALLYNAHINCH CASTLE.
DAY.

O’Queely is driving Thomas in a buggy along the drive towards the large house.

INT.
WALTER NEILL’S OFFICE, BALLYNAHINCH.

Thomas and Neill are sitting in armchairs drinking tea.







NEILL






(Ulster accent)





Let’s see. It would have been 





May of ’48. First year after the 





last blight. Brutal times here 





Mr Thomas. The estate was 





already in receivership but at 





that stage everything was 





academic.

He takes a sip of tea. Thomas’ expression indicates he wants more background.







NEILL





My predecessor, a Mr Shaw, had





worked directly for the Matins 





and in fairness to the poor soul





seemed to have done what he 





could. Poor man actually died of





a famine fever. You’re probably





aware that London Law bought





everything out of receivership





in..

He’s grasping for the date.







NEILL





October of fifty-one. By that 





stage I felt I had done a 





reasonable job and was pleased





when they asked me to continue.







THOMAS





My clients have asked me to 





indicate to you that they would





choose not to have to seek a 





replacement manager should they





go ahead with this purchase.

A palpable sense of relief from Neill.







NEILL





Then I will be grateful to them.





You see Mr Thomas, in this part





of the world it is not a case of





simply running a business. I 





have always considered I have a 





moral - almost pastoral – role 





to play.

He gauges Thomas’ reaction before continuing.







NEILL





Don’t get me wrong. We have a 





business to run here but it’s a 





case of striking a balance. If 





tenants can afford to pay then 





they should. The trouble is 





that many of these will give 





you the same excuses as those 





who are suffering genuine 





hardship. Now I feel that after 





five years I have got to know 





who is pulling the wool over my 





eyes.







THOMAS





Not an easy task, Mr Neill.







NEILL





Not an easy task, Mr Thomas. But





it’s a matter of weighing the 





responsibility one has to ones 





employer against the wider role





the Lord has given you in life.







THOMAS





To make this proposition 





feasible, my clients would have 





to have reasonable expectations 





that rental income, across the 





whole estate, could rise by 





twenty percent within a year.







NEILL





That would be entirely realistic.





A year ago, probably not. But 





now the time is right to 





gradually increase. And people 





have to realise this. More tea?

Thomas nods and Neill pours another cup while continuing to talk.







NEILL





Don’t get me wrong Mr Thomas. If 





one has to be firm than I will 





be. In fact I have some cases 





before the visiting magistrate 





next week where I know the 





tenant can, but will not, pay 





what is a fair rent.

Both Neill and Thomas take sips of tea.







THOMAS





What about the squatters?

Neill takes a while to consider his reply.







NEILL





That is a dilemma. One I have 





laboured with long and hard.






My conclusion is these 





unfortunate people need 





guidance. Both spiritually 





and practically. I did not 





totally condone making lots,





that would never support 





themselves, inhabitable. 





Although I accept that has 





worked in other parts of the 





country.







THOMAS





You mean by taking the roofs 





off?

Neill nods. 







THOMAS





Then why has it not worked here?







NEILL





Because the people here need 





more guidance. They cannot stay 





but are afraid to go. My 





conclusion is that the choice 





has to be made for them Mr 





Thomas. That’s why I believe 





what your clients propose is 





right. These people have to be 





removed, firmly if necessary, 





and given new lives elsewhere. 





It will be for their own good.

 

EXT:
MAIN DOOR, BALLINAHAINCH CASTLE.
DAY.

Thomas, with a large bundle of bound documents under his arm is taking his leave of Neill.







NEILL





Now you must come and sample the 





fishing out on the lake.







THOMAS





Yes Mr Neill, I will. I’m not a 





fisherman myself but I would 





need to report on the facilities 





in my survey. Thank you.







NEILL 





And anything I can do to help, 





please just ask.







THOMAS





I will, Mr Neill. And thank you





for these records.

Thomas climbs into the seat of the buggy alongside O’Queely who drives off. 

CUT TO:

EXT:
REMOTE BRIDLEPATH.
DAY

Thomas and O’Queely are in the buggy travelling along a lonely stretch of path. In a field in the distance Thomas sees a roofless cottage with some people around it. He beckons to O’Queely.







THOMAS





Mr O’Queely, could we make a 





detour over there please?

O’Queely turns the buggy into a rough lane and after a while pulls up.







O’QUEELY





I’m not breaking the axle, 





you’ll have to walk.







THOMAS





Is it likely these people only





speak Irish.







O’QUEELY





Most likely.







THOMAS





Than would you mind accompanying 





me?

O’Queely does not look pleased at the prospect.







O’QUEELY





Suppose so.

CUT TO:

EXT.
REMOTE LANE.
DAY.

Thomas and O’Queely are approaching the cottage. We can see that a MAN, WOMAN and THREE CHILDREN are standing around the cottage looking at the two men walking towards them.







THOMAS





How to these people survive?







O’QUEELY





Dunno. They just do. 

He reflects on his statement.







O’QUEELY





Apart from the ones that died.

CUT TO:
OUTSIDE OF ROOFLESS COTTAGE.
DAY.

As Thomas and O’Queely arrive at the building we see that the family are all dressed in rags. They appear badly fed but without the look of sadness that is normally associated with people in this condition. The Father of the family steps forward with a reserved welcome on his face. He nods at O’Queely who has stepped forward from Thomas. O’Queely nods back. There is a brief moment where nobody knows what to do.







THOMAS





Tell them we are not here to 





harm them.







O’QUEELY





I don’t think they are that 





bothered.







THOMAS





Please tell them that I would 





just like to ask them some 





questions.







O’QUEELY






(in Irish)





This Englishman’s looking at 





buying the land around here. 

The Father of the Squatters laughs.







MALE SQUATTER






(in Irish)





Good luck to him.







O’QUEELY






(in Irish)





He wants to talk to you.







MALE SQUATTER






(in Irish)





Tell him to talk away. We’ve 





not got much else to do this 





morning.

Q’Queely turns to Thomas.







O’QUEELY





What do you want to know?







THOMAS





Ask him have they ever 





considered moving away.

Q’Queely turns to the Squatter with a look that tells him these questions are not his making.







Q’QUEELY






(in Irish)





He wants to know how come you’re 





still here? Did you ever think 





of moving?







SQUATTER






(in Irish)





Tell him we thought about it 





when his friends ripped our 





fucking roof off.


The Mother laughs loudly. Thomas looks confused.







Q’QUEELY






(to Thomas)





Not really.







THOMAS





Ask him if my clients arranged 





for him and his family to have 





passage to America with a small 





sum of money to start a new life 





there, would he consider it?







Q’QUEELY






(in Irish)





He wants to know if he paid for 





you to get on a coffin boat 





would you go?







SQUATTER






(in Irish)





Just how fucking stupid are 





these people? Hasn’t he worked 





out that if we had wanted to go 





we would have fucked off a long 





time ago. Tell him to go scratch 





his arse.







Q’QUEELY





He said probably not.

INT.
THOMAS’ ROOM, KILROY’S HOTEL.

Thomas is working diligently on the papers Neill has given him, transposing figures onto the right-hand side of his journal. He stops to cut a piece of cheese off the block on his table. We hear heavy rain outside. The leak in the roof has worsened.
 

INT:
CLIFDEN EPISCOPALIAN CHURCH.

The front pews of the small church are taken by Thomas, Neill, MRS NEILL and MRS BRAMPTON. There is a gap of two rows behind with the remaining pews filled with impoverished looking people. Reverend Brampton is speaking from the pulpit.







BRAMPTON  







(EXTRACT FROM BIBLE – PLAGUES)





XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX





XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX





XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX





XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX





XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX

He pauses for effect.







BRAMPTON





So why does the Lord punish?





Why would the Lord punish people





who believe in him – who worship 





him?

He looks theatrically at the faces towards the back.







BRAMPTON






(shouting)





I will tell you why. Because it 





is not enough just to simply 





worship the Lord. You have to 





worship with the faith he has 





laid down.

He picks up a bible.







BRAMPTON





The Lord did not intend for the 





vanity of Rome.

Brampton appears to be singling out individual faces.







BRAMPTON





He did not sanction papal 





excesses. The excesses that 





have brought shame..






(pause)





Plague






(pause)





Pestilence






(pause)





and famine on those misguided to

follow Rome’s distortion of the fundamental truth.

Brampton stretches his bible-holding hand above his head towards the congregation. 







BRAMPTON





But the truth is here for us all.





The correct truth. The real 





truth.

He closes his eyes and looks down momentarily.







BRAMPTON





For some. For many. That truth 





was not heeded in time. For 





others






(pointing across the 






congregation)





it is here to heed. Do not make 





the same mistakes as others 





before you.

Brampton bows his head.







BRAMPTON





Let us pray. Oh Lord (EXTRACT 





FROM A PROTESTANT PRAYER)


EXT:
INT:
CLIFDEN EPISCOPALIAN CHURCH.
DAY.

Mrs Brampton and Mrs Neill are manning two large tureens of soup that are being handed out with crusts of bread to members of the congregation that are eagerly lining up. Thomas and Neill are standing by the door of the church as Brampton appears from inside.







NEILL





As inspiring as ever Reverend.







BRAMPTON





There can be no greater pleasure





than to be doing the work that





God intended for you Mr Neill.





Is that not so Mr Thomas?







THOMAS





I was taught that the Lord 





always finds the right people 





Reverend. 

EXT:
MAIN STREET, CLIFTON.
DAY.

Market day. A jagged affair with about twelve, mostly ramshackle, stalls. Patsy has three stalls at the end of the loose line with distinctly more produce than the others. Thomas is walking down the street from the far end towards Patsy. There is a evident lack of willing to make eye contact with him from the people he passes. He stops at each stall, asks a few questions and notes the answers in the right-hand column of his journal. When he is two stalls away from Patsy a BOY of about ten years old approaches him. The child is shirtless with a ragged pair of trousers. He is covered in soot and carrying a dilapidated broom.







BOY





Are you the man that’s going to





send us out to sea?







THOMAS





It sounds like I’m the man 





you’ve been told about but what





makes you think I’m going to 





send you to sea?







BOY





Because that’s what you’re going





to do. You’re going to put 





everyone’s rent up and when they 





can’t pay you’re going to put 





us in a boat and drown us.







THOMAS





And you believe every fairy 





story you’re told?







BOY





Of course.







THOMAS





What if the boat was taking you





to a better place?







BOY





What place could be better than





here?

Thomas gives a rueful smile and reaches into his pocket. He gives the Boy a couple of pennies. 







BOY





Thanks mister – but I still 





won’t be going in your boat.

He scampers off. Thomas continues towards Patsy’s stall. She’s glaring at him.







PATSY





Paid off another Jumper have we?

Thomas looks puzzled.







PATSY





Bribed someone else into your 





religion?

The penny drops. Thomas smiles.







THOMAS





No Miss Martin. I’m only here 





to count sheep. The Lord will





have to find someone else for 





his work.







PATSY





But you are the Lord, Mr Thomas.





At least you are to us at the 





moment.







THOMAS





Maybe just his messenger, Miss





Martin.

He taps his journal.







THOMAS





The Managing Agent has given me





the information I asked for. I 





need to check the details of 





your sub-tenants when you have 





the time.







PATSY





And I have a choice?







THOMAS





We all have choices Miss
Martin





but I’m afraid you also have an





obligation. Would next Tuesday





of next week be convenient?







PATSY





And will you be requiring a 





sacrificial lamb as well?







THOMAS





No, but some tea would be nice.

EXT.
BALLYNAHINCH LAKE.
DAY.

Thomas and Walter Neill are in a small boat. Both are holding fishing rods. In the background we can see the soaring peak of Ben Lettery mountain.







NEILL





It’s a mighty setting would you





not agree, Mr Thomas?







THOMAS





One would have to search hard 





for a finer one Mr Neill.







NEILL





We pride ourselves in the North 





on our salmon beds but I have 





caught some of the finest fish 





of my life on this lake.

Neill pulls gently on his fishing rod.







NEILL





Your clients have tremendous 





foresight Mr Thomas.







THOMAS






(mildly taken aback)





You’re aware of their plans? 







NEILL





Word travels fast around here 





Mr Thomas.

Neill looks as he has a bite but it gets away.







NEILL





How many partners in your firm, 





Mr Thomas?







THOMAS





Just myself, Mr Neill.







NEILL





Then it must have been quite a 





catch getting this commission.







THOMAS





It was indeed, Mr Neill. I was 





very fortunate. Luck would have 





it that I did a small survey for





a bank in Carmarthen and the 





client recommended me to Coutts 





of London. Can you believe that,





Mr Neill, Coutts of London. 







NEILL





Very fortunate, Mr Thomas.







THOMAS





For a one-man practice in 





Carmarthen this one commission





could establish me in the town. 

Thomas realises that he is sounding a little bit too enthusiastic. 







THOMAS





Anyway, that’s why I intend 





doing such a thorough  job. It 





looks as if you may have 





something there, Mr Neill.


The expression prompted by Thomas talking about his intended thoroughness disappears from Neill’s face as he turns his attention to landing the fish.

SEQUENCE

We see Thomas visiting an array of farms and smallholdings, always writing copious notes in the right hand column of his journal. Sometimes Thomas is making the visits on his own, other times accompanied by O’Queely who is acting as an interpreter. We also see Thomas walking the countryside by himself. Towards the end of the sequence we see him sitting on a hilltop thoughtfully writing on the left hand side of his book. The sequence finishes with Thomas staring pensively out to sea.

INT:
DINING ROOM OF BRAMPTON’S HOUSE.

Thomas, Brampton, Neill, Mrs Brampton and Mrs Neill are sitting around the table eating.






MRS BRAMPTON




And your Mother, Mr Thomas?






THOMAS




She passed away last year, Mrs 




Brampton.

A look of sympathy from both women.






BRAMPTON




I have to ask, Mr Thomas, why




did you not follow your Father




into the ministry?





 

Thomas takes a moment before answering.







THOMAS





A question of true vocation 





Reverend. I believe mine lies 





with the work that I do.

The group silently consider the answer.







BRAMPTON





And it certainly is important 





work that you do Mr Thomas. 







MRS BRAMPTON





And this is your first visit to 





Ireland, Mr Thomas?

We see a thoughtful look on Thomas’ face before he answers.







THOMAS





Yes it is, Mrs Brampton.







BRAMPTON





And your thoughts on the 





country?







THOMAS





I have to admit to not fully 





understanding how it functions





Reverend.







NEILL





Or if it functions at all.

The polite laughter hints that the conversation is moving onto territory familiar to the group.







BRAMPTON





The clues to its failings Mr 





Thomas lie in the paradox of the





northern counties. Is that not  





so Mr Neill?







NEILL





It is beyond doubt that a 





different ethic prevails in 





those parts Reverend.







BRAMPTON





And, of course, the papal 





influence is under control in 





those parts. No coincidence Mr 





Thomas. No coincidence.

Confident that he now has his platform, along with the full attention of a new disciple, Brampton puffs himself up to strengthen his words.







BRAMPTON





You see paddy is a feckless 





creature without guidance. But 





given guidance he can be a 





faithful servant. But not one 





that is readily grateful to his 





master.

Neill is nodding support.







BRAMPTON





With the notable exception of 





your part of Ireland, Nr Neill, 





paddy is determined to remain a 





nation of paupers. He has long 





ceased to learn and covert 

education from Rome only 

shackles him in his tragic cycle. 

Witness these last few 

unfortunate years as the latest 

example.  

Brampton soaks up the look of adoration from his wife and the loyalty of his regular guests.







BRAMPTON





How many signs does the Lord 





have to give paddy before he 





realises the error of his ways?







MRS BRAMPTON





We pray no more will be needed 





now that he has sent such a 





faithful servant to deliver his 





message.







BRAMPTON





Thank you my dear, but I can 





only do my best. 

EXT:
MAIN STREET, CLIFDEN.
DAY.

Thomas is making his way towards a small hall. Outside a number of people have congregated. They step aside to make way for him to enter the building.

CUT TO:

INT:
MAGISTRATE’S COURT.

The building is crowded and chaotic. Thomas takes a seat towards the back. Neill is standing before a stern looking MAGISTRATE who bangs a gable on the table in front of him.







MAGISTRATE





That’s it. I’ll clear the court 





if I can’t hear myself think.

His words have the desired effect and the level of noise abates sufficiently for him to continue.







MAGISTRATE





Mr Neill. Have you anything more 





to add?







NEILL





No Sir, that’s everything. You 





may want to have sight of these 





papers.

Neill hands a sheet of documents to the Judge who gives them a cursory glance before handing them back. He turns to the dishevelled MAN sitting on a lone chair to the side of the bench. We see Patsy Martin sitting in the row of people behind Neill.







MAGISTRATE





Stand up Dooley.

Dooley stands up. He looks terrified.







MAGISTRATE





Now you’ve heard what the 





Managing Agent has had to say. 





Have you got anything to say 





for yourself?

Dooley looks frantically at Patsy who stands up.







PATSY





Mr Dooley has asked me if I can





speak on his behalf.

The Judge looks at Dooley who is nodding.







MAGISTRATE






(Irritated)





Very well, Miss Martin. Go on.







PATSY





Mr Dooley here has paid as much





rent as he can whenever he has 





been able to. He’s a wife and 





six children to keep. All he is 





asking for is some more time. 





He’s got two calves coming up 





for sale. If he can be given 





until the next assizes then I’m 





sure he will at least have 





brought the arrears down.








MAGISTRATE





Mr Neill?







NEILL





We’ve been as helpful as we 





can but there comes a time 





when we simply have to draw a





line. 







PATSY






(To Neill)





You bastard. Just how much 





flesh do you think you can get





off a bone?

The Judge bangs his gable on the table.







MAGISTRATE






(To Dooley)





I’m going to give you a week 





to come up with the ..






(he looks at his notes)





One shilling and tenpence 





arrears. If you haven’t paid





by then Mr Neill has my 





permission to use the bailiffs





to remove you. Do you 





understand?







DOOLEY





But Sir, I..

The Judge bangs the gable again.







MAGISTRATE





Away.






(To Neill)





Your next case, Mr Neill? 

EXT.
OUTSIDE OF MAGISTRATE’S COURT.
DAY.

People are streaming out of the building. Small groups have formed, many having animated conversations. Some people are crying. Others are shouting at each other. Thomas comes out of the building. He starts to walk away but notices O’Queely with a YOUNG WOMAN and a TWO YEAR-OLD CHILD talking to Brampton and his wife. The young woman is distressed. The child very quiet. Thomas moves a few steps closer to observe what is going on. The woman is crying and talking frantically in Irish.







O’QUEELY





She’s saying that his mother –





her sister- has died this 





morning. The boy’s father had 





died a couple of weeks back.

O’Queely listens some more to what the young woman is saying in between her wailing.







O’QUEELY





She’s got four of her own and 





can’t take this one in.

O’Queely turns to the young woman and says something in Irish. It stops the talking but not the crying.







BRAMPTON





Tell her we will raise the 





child. And raise him in the 





correct ways of the Lord. Go 





with Mrs Brampton boy.

The Boy seems to understand and follows Mrs Brampton without any expression on his face. Thomas is staring, transfixed, at the scene. Brampton marches off in a different direction to his wife. O’Queely is still trying to calm the young woman. Thomas’ concentration is only slightly broken by Patsy approaching him. She has also been watching the scene.







PATSY





Poor little bastard.

Thomas nods without thinking. Something has resonated with him.







PATSY





So you’ve seen the future today





Mr Thomas. How does it feel to 





have created it?

There’s a look of anger on Thomas’s face. 







THOMAS





How many times have I got to 





tell you, Miss Martin? I’m just 





here to do a survey.

The anger surprises Patsy.







THOMAS





Haven’t I made it plain what my 





job is? Or what it is not? It’s 





not for me to question the 





motives or the integrity of my 





clients. I’ve been brought up to 





be a professional. I’m a 





qualified, professional surveyor.





If a client pays me to do 





something then I will do it. 





Here I’ve..







PATSY





Then I’ll tell you what your job





is Mr Thomas. It’s a whore. 





Plain and simple. Don’t fool 





yourself.







THOMAS





How dare you Miss Martin. How 





bloody dare you. I’ve been 





commissioned to look into 





specific matters and report back 





to my clients. And that’s what I 





will do. It’s as simple as that. 





What my clients then do is not 





my concern.







PATSY





And you think that’s right do 





you? Well no, Mr Thomas, you 





cannot cop yourself out of 





things that easily. Unless of 





course you are some spineless 





piece of shit. No, Mr Thomas, 

you’re going to have to take responsibility.







THOMAS






(calmer)





My responsibility rests with 





conducting myself professionally 





for my clients. I’ve been paid 





to do a job and I’m going to do 





it as efficiently and 





professionally as I can. You see, 





I’m a professional surveyor Miss 





Martin and that’s what I’m going





to conduct – a professional 





survey.

Thomas turns to walk off but stops.







THOMAS





Good day, Miss Martin.

CUT TO:

EXT.
OUTSIDE OF KILROY’S HOTEL.
DAY.

Thomas is walking quickly towards the pub. O’Queely is just about to enter. Thomas calls to him.







THOMAS





Mr O’Queely.

O’Queely stops. Thomas gets to him.







THOMAS





That man who was up before the 





court earlier on?







O’QUEELY





Which one?







THOMAS





I’m sorry. The one who was given





seven days to clear his arrears.







O’QUEELY





Dan Dooley.







THOMAS





Yes. Dooley. You know his 





holding?







O’QUEELY





Of course.







THOMAS





Can we go there now?







O’QUEELY






(looking towards the pub)





We can go there tomorrow morning 





if you want.

EXT:
DOOLEY FARM.
DAY.

The farm consists of one small cottage with a tended patch of land alongside. A fence encircles a larger piece of ground that contains some calves, pigs and chickens. Dooley, his WIFE, carrying a baby, and THREE CHILDREN are all performing various tasks. TWO SMALLER CHILDREN are playing in the dirt. Dooley sees Thomas and O’Queely approaching in a buggy and begins to panic. He starts shouting to the family to get indoors. The buggy pulls up and O’Queely shouts towards him.







O’QUEELY





Dooley, you idiot. It’s alright, 





he’s not the bailiff.

INT:
INT.
WALTER NEILL’S OFFICE, BALLYNAHINCH.

A MAID shows Thomas into the room. Neill is sitting behind his desk. He rises to shake hands and indicates for Thomas to take a seat in front of him.







NEILL





What can I do for you Mr Thomas?

Thomas opens his journal at the page that contains a small bundle of documents.







THOMAS





I’m having trouble reconciling 





some figures from Lot Eight.





Dooley.







NEILL





You’re aware that this is one





of the cases we brought before





the Magistrate on Wednesday? 





He’s due to be evicted. It’s a 





good example of one of the 





cases where I felt we needed to 





be seen to take firm action.







THOMAS





Yes. I was there. I’ve also





surveyed the lot and gone 





through Mr Dooley’s rent book.

Thomas pulls out a tattered small book from the documents and opens it.







THOMAS





I’ve tallied up the rent Mr 





Dooley has paid over the last 





two years and also looked at 





his lease.

He pulls out another document.







THOMAS





It was with the others you gave 





me when I was here last.

Neill is beginning to look irritated.







THOMAS





You see Mr Dooley’s rent is 





three shillings a year.

Thomas points to a figure on the document.







THOMAS





Now he seems to have paid his 





rent somewhat erratically, but 





if you add up the payments 





signed off in his book they are 





up to date. There are no 





arrears.   







NEILL





Well if there has been a mistake 





then we will put it right. If 





you leave the papers with me 





I’ll get someone to look at them.







THOMAS





I would rather we clarify the 





matter while I’m here. It’s not





fair on the man to leave him 





worrying about what is going on.

Neill picks up the rent book and looks at the figures closely.







NEILL





You say that these payments add 





up to six shillings over the 





last two years.







THOMAS





Yes. I’ve added them up three 





times. 

Neill is looking at the lease.







NEILL





Well it would appear we have 





made a mistake. I’ll let the 





Tenant know. If you have 





finished with these papers I’ll 





take them back.







THOMAS





Of course. And the lease that 





you gave to the Magistrate?







NEILL





It must have been a copy of this





one.







THOMAS





A copy. Of course.


EXT:
CLIFDEN MAIN STREET & MARKET SQUARE.
DAY.

Thomas is walking down the main street, carrying his journal. There is a noticeable warming amid the greetings he receives from a handful of locals as he makes his way towards the market. Brampton is preaching from a makeshift soapbox. The small group of impoverished people listening seem more interested in the soup tureen Mrs Brampton is preparing nearby. Thomas gets to Patsy’s stall.







THOMAS





Good morning, Miss Martin.







PATSY






(a flick of greeting)





Mr Thomas.







THOMAS





I was intending to visit you, if





I may, tomorrow morning. Say 





about ten o’clock.







PATSY





If you must.

Thomas turns to walk away.







PATSY





Mr Thomas. Thank you for what 





did for the Dooleys.

Thomas smiles.







THOMAS





Until tomorrow then.

He nods politely and walks towards Kilroy’s Hotel. The young Chimney Sweep Boy runs past him.







BOY





I’m still not going on your boat 





Mister.

Thomas laughs and continues towards the pub.

CUT TO:


INT:
BAR OF KILROY’S HOTEL.

Thomas walks in and acknowledges Liam, O’Queely and one of the tough looking men who was with Liam previously. They are sitting at a table drinking. Thomas goes to the bar. KILROY is standing behind it and nods.







THOMAS





I think I’ll try a pint of your 





ale Mr Kilroy.

Kilroy pours a pint from the barrel and gives it to Thomas who places a penny on the bar.







THOMAS





I wonder if you could have 





another look at that hole in my 





ceiling. The leak seems to be 





getting worse.

Kilroy’s shrug does not carry much conviction. Thomas walks over to Liam’s table. The tough looking one departs immediately. Liam looks at Thomas’ beer with a degree of surprise.







THOMAS





When in Rome, Mr Daly.







LIAM





I wouldn’t let your Englishman 





friend hear you saying that.

Thomas takes a map out of his journal and opens it on the table.







O’QUEELY





Thanks to Mr O’Queely here I’ve





made good progress.

Thomas points to areas of the map that he has shaded. 







THOMAS





For the next ten days or so I 





will be concentrating on this 





area east towards Maam Cross. 





Now I gather none of the tenants 





in this area is Irish speaking. 





Is that right Mr O’Queely?

O’Queely nods.







THOMAS





So I’ll transport myself, if I 





may hire your buggy.







O’QUEELY





Fourpence a week.

Thomas nods in acceptance.







THOMAS





That also leaves this area






(pointing at map)





north of Ballynahinch. Around





Barnanorann Mountain.

There is a flicker of eye contact between Liam and O’Queely.







LIAM





There’s no tenants there Thomas.

Liam points at the map.







LIAM





Look. The nearest one is here. A 





good ten miles away.







THOMAS





I realise that Mr Daly but I 





can’t exclude such a sizeable 





block of land from my survey.







O’QUEELY





You’re not taking my buggy up 





there.







THOMAS


No. I imagine the track is 


rather rough. I’ll just take the 





horse.







O’QUEELY





No you won’t. You can loose 





yourself up there but your not 





taking my horse.

Thomas looks resigned to the lack of assistance.

INT.
PATSY MARTIN’S KITCHEN

Thomas is sitting at the table with papers spread out neatly in front of him. Patsy has made some tea and brings the tray over. She sits down.







THOMAS





This all seems in order Miss 





Martin. Again, I can only 





compliment you on how you run





your business.







PATSY





I just do what needs to be done 





Mr Thomas.

She pours two cups of tea from a large pot.







PATSY





If you’re looking for a proper





roof over your head – one that 





keeps the rain out – then I have 





one here at a shilling a week.







THOMAS





Thank you. I’ll bear it in mind.





And thank you for the tea.

Patsy smiles disarmingly. 







PATSY





So tell me about Thomas Thomas.

She has taken Thomas aback. He looks uncomfortable.







THOMAS





I’m not sure I know what you mean, 





Miss Martin.







PATSY





I want to know about Thomas 





Thomas. Tell me about him.







THOMAS





Well I think you are aware. I’m





a surveyor retained by a client





in England who is considering 





the purchase of land from the 





London Law Life Insurance 





Company who, as you know, own 





title.







PATSY





No Thomas Thomas, I know what 





you are. I want to know who you 





are. 







THOMAS





I still don’t understand.







PATSY





Oh I think you do Thomas. You 





see you’ve been chosen for this





and I want to know why.







THOMAS





I’m sorry. I understand now. 





Over the past five years I have 





been building up my own practice 





in Carmarthen. Do you know the 





town?

Patsy is shaking her head indifferently. 







THOMAS





I conducted work for a bank last 





year and I gather it was they 





who recommended me to these 





clients. I’ll be honest. This 





is by far the biggest commission 





I have received, which is why 





I’m anxious to do a good job. 





Does that answer your question, 





Miss Martin?







PATSY





No, it doesn’t. No I want to 





know who you really are. You see 





Thomas I think you are, deep 





down, a good person. And I think





you are struggling with the job 





you are doing.


 










THOMAS





I confess it is not easy work 





Miss Martin but I feel I am up 





to the task.







PATSY






(smiling)





But what is the task Thomas? And





why is it you that has to do it?







THOMAS





I think I’ve answered that 





question Miss Martin.







PATSY





You’ve told me why your clients 





have chosen you but why have we?

Thomas’ smile indicates he fully understands what she has said.







PATSY





More tea?

Thomas nods as she pours another two cups from the large pot.







PATSY





So why Thomas Thomas?







THOMAS





You mean my name?

She nods







THOMAS





It’s quite normal in the part of





Wales that I come from.







PATSY





I think it suits you. One Thomas





for your head the other for your





heart. But which is the stronger?

Thomas smiles, but he’s not being drawn.

EXT.
PATSY MARTIN’S FARMYARD.
DAY

Thomas is aboard his buggy. Patsy standing alongside.







THOMAS





I don’t think I will need 





anything else but if I do may I 





come back again?







PATSY





If you need to. And don’t forget





the offer of board and lodging.







THOMAS





I won’t.

Patsy is hovering waiting to add something.







PATSY





So which Thomas is going to 





write your survey?







THOMAS





The professional one, Miss 





Martin. Good day.

He drives off. Patsy turns toward the house and walks back. When Thomas is out of earshot she clenches her fist angrily.







PATSY





Damn it. 

EXT:
OUTSIDE OF KILROY’S HOTEL.
DAY

Neill pulls up in a buggy. He gets out carrying a bundle of documents bound together by ribbon and walks into the pub.

CUT TO:

INT:
BAR OF KILROY’S HOTEL

Neill is sitting at a table. Thomas approaches through the bar. Neill gets up and shakes his hand.







NEILL





Mr Thomas. I’m glad I caught you 





here.

Thomas sits down. Neill unwraps the bundle of documents.







NEILL





I’ve been looking into matters





since you brought Dooley to my





attention. It seems one of my 





assistants has mixed up the 





filing of these leases.

Thomas is impassive.







NEILL





The leases I originally gave 





you did not have these codicils 





attached as they should have.

He offers the bundle to Thomas who starts looking through the documents.







NEILL





Any rental increases in the last 





two years were documented in 





this way. They should, of course,





have been included with the 





leases I gave you when we first 

met. I can only apologise for the confusion.







THOMAS





Where does that leave Mr Dooley?







NEILL





He still owes the arrears I gave 





to the Magistrate.

Neill notices Thomas’ frown.







NEILL





But, under the circumstances





I’ll write them off.







THOMAS





I think that would be the right 





thing to do Mr Neill. May I 





keep these?







NEILL





I’d prefer it if you could give





me the leases back that you 





have. That way we can avoid 





paperwork being separated.







THOMAS





What I’ll do, Mr Neill, is 





copy these tonight and drop 





everything back to you 





tomorrow morning.

Thomas is taking any option away from Neill by already bundling up the documents.







NEILL





Uh..Yes. That will be fine. 





Tomorrow will be fine.







THOMAS





While you’re here, Mr Neill.





What do you know about the 





area to the north of the 





estate, around Barnanorann 





Mountain?  



 







NEILL





Never had cause to go there. I 





don’t know. It’s mountains. We 





can’t let it. The Martin’s never 





did either. Maybe some squatters 





although I can’t see how even 





they would live up there. Sorry 





I can’t be more helpful. If you 





do go up there, let me know what 





it’s like.

EXT:
NED DOYLE’S FARM.
DAY

A similar set up to the Dooley farm although a bit bigger. Thomas is walking around making notes while NED DOYLE is directing his TWO BOYS, aged about twelve and ten, who are hoeing the cultivated plot of land next to the cottage. TWO GIRLS, aged about nine and seven are feeding a handful of chickens. Ned notices Thomas has finished and walks over. The two girls follow their father.







THOMAS





That’s fine Mr Doyle. I’ve got





all that I need.







NED





Well what do you think Thomas?







THOMAS





I think you






(he notices the girls 






staring intently at him)





and your family run a first 





rate farm here.







ELDER GIRL





Mary and I look after the 





chickens.







THOMAS





So I can see. Do they have names?







ELDER GIRL






(puzzled)





No why would they have names? 





You can’t eat something that’s





got a name.







NED





You’ll stay for some food 





Thomas.

Thomas looks as if he’s going to decline.







MARY





Ah, go on Thomas, you can tell 





us about living with them big 





fishes.

Thomas looks momentarily bemused but then understands and laughs.







THOMAS





Oh..Wales. Yes, I’ll tell you 





about Wales.

INT:
THE INSIDE OF NED DOYLE’S COTTAGE.

Thomas and the family are sitting around a wooden table. In the background of the room we can see five beds. They are all eating bowls of potato and gruel.







MARY





Is it pretty?







THOMAS





Yes, very. Lots of mountains and 





lakes.







ELDER GIRL





Like here then?







THOMAS





Not like here.







ELDER GIRL





Do you like it here?







THOMAS





Yes I do.







MARY





Our sisters are dead.







THOMAS





I’m so sorry.







MARY





And our Ma.

There’s a pause in the conversation.







NED





I gather there’s lots of work in





Wales, Thomas.







THOMAS





Yes, Mr ..Ned. In the parts 





where they make iron. And then 





there are the coal mines.







ELDEST BOY





Who would want to work under the 





ground?







THOMAS





Lots of people do ..







ELDEST BOY





Michael.







THOMAS





Michael.







YOUNGEST BOY





Well I wouldn’t.







MARY





What religion are you Thomas?







NED





Mary, now that’s .. 







THOMAS






(a polite glance towards 






Ned)





I was brought up to be a Baptist.







ELDEST GIRL





Is that a protestant?







THOMAS





Yes it is.







MARY





Is that why you didn’t have a 





famine in Wales?
 
 

There’s a look of sadness on Thomas’ face.

INT:
CLIFDEN EPISCOPALIAN CHURCH.

Mr and Mrs Neill, Mrs Brampton and Thomas are seated in the front pew. The young boy that was adapted is sitting next to Mrs Brampton. There is a gap behind them before an assortment of impoverished people who have occupied seats from the back. Reverend Brampton is finishing a prayer from the pulpit.







BRAMPTON





Thank you, merciful Lord.

The Amen is clear from the front row but somewhat muted elsewhere in the church. Brampton pauses for effect.







BRAMPTON





With the Lord’s guidance we have





come a long way in a very short 





space of time. And for that we 





thank you Lord. 

His arms outstretched he is looking at the back rows.














BRAMPTON











We thank you for showing us the 





errors we have made.






(singling out individuals






with his stare)





And we thank you for showing us





the correct road to walk along.

Another long pause to let his words rest. He lowers his arms.







BRAMPTON





A month ago the Lord sent us a 





new ally in our fight. And today 





I have asked him if he would 





address our congregation. Mr 





Thomas if I may ask you to step





forward.

Brampton bows his head and solemnly takes the seat next to his wife. Thomas climbs the steps into the pulpit.







THOMAS





Thank you Reverend for giving me





the opportunity to speak to you 





all. 

He acknowledges Brampton’s welcoming smile from the front row.







THOMAS





Reverend Brampton is right. For 





four weeks now I have sat 





amongst you on a Sunday and 





listened to his passionate words. 





I have visited his home and 





heard him expand on his tireless 





work. I have seen him preach 





committedly in your streets.

Thomas pauses to look at the beaming Brampton.







THOMAS





And in all my life I have never 





heard such errant rubbish.

He is looking directly at a stunned Brampton.







THOMAS





To imply, let alone incessantly 





preach, that the famines this 





country has endured are somehow 





brought upon people for 





worshipping in the wrong manner 





is an insult to anyone’s God. It 





certainly is to mine.




Mrs Brampton has her hand to her mouth in shock. The Neills are staring open mouthed. Brampton is looking at Thomas in disbelief. There is absolute silence throughout the church.







THOMAS





No, Reverend Brampton, the 





reasons for these famines do 





not lie in your bible. They are 





to be found in your history 





books.


Thomas makes one last piece of eye contact with everyone seated in the front row, steps down from the pulpit and slowly walks out of the church.

EXT:
OUTSIDE OF KILROY’S HOTEL.
NIGHT.

Thomas walks towards the entrance. It is raining heavily.

CUT TO:


INT:
BAR OF KILROY’S HOTEL.

The bar is busy. As Thomas enters, the room goes silent for a moment before applause and cheering breaks out. Thomas looks surprised and embarrassed. As he walks to the bar Kilroy hands him a pint of beer.







KILROY





On me Thomas.

INT.
THOMAS’ ROOM, KILROY’S HOTEL.

Thomas is writing notes into his journal. The final remnant of his block of cheese is on the table. We can hear the rain lashing outside and dripping loudly through the leaky roof. There is a sudden crash and the ceiling around the hole collapses allowing rain to pour through.

EXT.
PATSY MARTIN’S FARMYARD.
DAY

Thomas drives his buggy into the yard. It is still raining heavily. He steps down and walks towards Patsy’s door. She opens it before he gets there.







PATSY





If you weren’t doing what you’re 





doing I’d shake your hand for 





what you said to that gobshite 





vicar.







THOMAS





Good morning to you Miss 





Martin. Would the offer of that 





room still be open?







PATSY





It would indeed`Thomas Thomas. 





Two shillings a week. 







THOMAS





I thought you said one shilling





a week.

Patsy looks up at the sky.







PATSY





Supply and demand, Thomas Thomas.

SEQUENCE

We see Thomas continuing with his survey, this time always unaccompanied. The response between him and the people is warmer. He is smiling more. There are scenes when he is sitting in remote isolation writing intensely on the left hand side of his journal. The sequence ends with him looking from a distance at a deserted, roofless cottage. It is the building from the opening sequence. He is looking puzzled.  

INT:
PATSY MARTIN’S KITCHEN

Thomas is sitting at the kitchen table working on some papers. There is an empty plate next him. Patsy takes it.







THOMAS





Thank you Miss Martin.







PATSY





Needs must when the Devil comes 





a knockin’ Thomas.

In the background she is cutting something with a knife. She returns towards the table.







PATSY





Here. Try this.

It is a piece of cheese on a plate. Thomas laughs. He takes a bite.







THOMAS





It’s very good.

Patsy is looking at his papers and map.







PATSY





So what have you got left to do?







THOMAS





Two Lots over here.

He points them out on the map. 







THOMAS





And this one, I’m going to do 





today. That leaves the area up





here. I was wondering if I may 





hire a horse from you for that.







PATSY





Barnanorann? You be careful up 





there. Why can’t you use 





O’Queely’s horse?







THOMAS





He was none too keen.

Patsy looks quizzical. 







PATSY





I’ll sort one out for you. 





Threepence for the day.

Thomas nods.







PATSY





In fact, I’ll take you where you 





need to go today. I’ve got to 





see the O’Rourkes.

EXT.
COASTAL BRIDLEPATH.
DAY.

Patsy and Thomas are in a buggy. Patsy is driving.







PATSY





Do you believe we have been 





here before Thomas?







THOMAS





I’m aware that some religions 





believe in that notion very 





strongly. In India, I understand 





it’s very commonplace.







PATSY





But what do you believe Thomas?







THOMAS





I don’t know what to believe 





sometimes.







PATSY





That’s an interesting answer 





Thomas. Does that mean you 





also don’t know what not to 





believe?

She lets the question hang.







PATSY





Indulge me, Thomas. You’re an 





educated man. One, I imagine 





that has studied history. Am I 





right?







THOMAS





I was given a good education.







PATSY





So think of something that 





people did to another people 





that was so abhorrent it sickens 





you. Maybe acts of persecution. 





Armies killing women and 





children after the battle is 





over. Actions that decent people 





could never condone.








THOMAS





History has many of those, Miss 





Martin.







PATSY





Well supposing you were part of 





that history and you were told 





to do something that you knew 





to be wrong. But you were told 





to do it nevertheless. What 





would you have done?








THOMAS





You’re being very unfair on me 





Miss Martin. It’s not right to 





compare me to one of Cromwell’s 





foot soldiers or Pilot’s child 





slayers.

He’s getting angry.







THOMAS





I keep telling you all I’m doing 





is collecting information. A job 





I’ve been paid to do. I’m just 





trying to do my best. Trying to 





make something of myself. This 





commission could establish me. 






(he’s beginning to loose






his composure)





I’m trying to prove I can be a 





surveyor instead of a..






(he’s on the verge of 






tears)







PATSY





A Minister?

They carry on in silence.

EXT.
A SMALL FARM

Thomas is making a note in his journal and thanks the TENANT who is giving him the information. He takes his leave and walks towards the buggy parked in the yard. Patsy is hovering nearby and goes over to the man. The discussion does not look friendly. Eventually the man reaches into his pocket and gives Patsy some money. She walks towards the buggy and, with Thomas alongside, drives off. 

CUT TO:

EXT.
A BRIDLEPATH.
DAY.

Patsy turns the buggy off the bridlepath and along a narrow lane towards a beach. She pulls up on the edge of the sand. Thomas looks distant and is still clearly upset. They are both silent for a moment.







PATSY





I wanted to bring you here to 





show you something.







THOMAS





You mean you wanted to bring me 





here to tell me what an awful 





person I am and how what I’m 





doing is so terribly wrong?








PATSY





I’m beginning to understand you 





Thomas and I wanted to show you 





something that may help you to 





understand me.

Thomas is staring out to sea.







PATSY





Look over there.

She points to the rough land fifty yards back from the beach. Thomas looks at where Patsy is pointing. 







PATSY





There’s nearly five hundred 





people buried there.

She lets what she has said sink in.







PATSY





When the first potato blight 





came my family still owned all 





of this land. We did whatever 





we could. We bankrupted 





ourselves in the process. 

She is reliving the period.







PATSY





These people could have left. 





We offered them help to leave. 





They could have taken their 





chances on one of those coffin 





ships out of Galway. One 





actually stopped in Clifden 





but nobody got on it. 

She looks out to sea.







PATSY





Why do you think they didn’t go 





Thomas?

Thomas’ mind is too far away to give an answer. Patsy allows what she has said to sink in.

   





PATSY





Tell me about your home Thomas.

He has heard the question but is struggling to answer.







PATSY





Would you ever leave your home 





Thomas?







THOMAS





Yes, if I had to.







PATSY





Then perhaps your spirit isn’t





where you think your home is.

Thomas looks at her quizzically.  











PATSY





You see home is where your 





spirit is Thomas and people 





never want to leave their spirit 





behind. That’s what you need to 





understand.






INT.
BAR OF KILROY’S HOTEL.

Liam is sitting at a table drinking a glass of whiskey. O’Queely enters the bar with a sense of urgency.







O’QUEELY





I’ve just seen yer man take off





on one of Patsy’s horses.







LIAM





Fuck.

Liam briefly ponders the problem.







LIAM





Take the two boys and make sure





he doesn’t get there.

O’Queely nods.







LIAM





Don’t hurt him for Christ’s sake.

O’Queely appears to understand.

EXT.
BRIDLEPATH.
DAY.

Thomas is riding a horse along a narrow path towards a large, desolate vista of mountains. The weather seems to be closing in and he pulls up the collar of his coat.

CUT TO:


EXT.
MOUNTAIN TRACK.
DAY.

Thomas is beginning the ascent up a steep track. He stops, opens his coat to reveal his journal. From inside the book he pulls out a neatly folded map. He consults it, looks around and continues. It is beginning to rain.

CUT TO:

EXT.
MOUNTAIN TRACK.
DAY.

Thomas has reached a level part of the track, high up the mountain. There is a bend up ahead. As he reaches it there is a loud crack of gunfire. The horse rears. Thomas is trying to calm the animal when another gunshot is heard and some large stones come rolling down the mountain, scattering around the horse’s hoofs. This time the reaction of the animal is too fierce for Thomas to handle. He is thrown off and begins to fall down the steep slope to the side of the path. His body glances off rocks as he falls for a long time. As he hits one large boulder his head cracks against the rock and he comes to a halt, unconscious, with his face already covered in blood. His coat has come open and the red journal lies next to him. It is raining heavily.

SEQUENCE

We see images from landscapes that Thomas has visited during his survey ending up with his view of the derelict cottage from the opening sequence. This cuts to a close shot of Thomas suddenly opening his bloodied eyes. The sequence goes back to the same cottage but this time with the family working and playing outside the building. This time we can hear the voices. We focus on the mother and small child. 

EXT.
OUTSIDE OF SMALL HOLDING.
DAY

The mother and child are playing a form of tag. As the boy runs around he is calling to his mother in Irish.







BOY





Mother. Mother. Catch me.

The mother is laughing and beckoning, in Irish, for the child to come to her.







MOTHER





Tomas come to Mother. Tomas. 





Tomas.

CUT TO:


INT.
THE INSIDE OF A SMALL BUILDING.

Thomas sits bold upright, opening his eyes as he does so. His face is smeared with caked blood but looks as if it has been cleaned. In the background we can see the building is little more than a hovel. There are a small group of people, two adults and some children, looking at Thomas. From the gloom, A WOMAN peers forward anxiously. Thomas is sitting semi-upright and dazed, on a makeshift straw bed. His head falls back again, eyes shut.

CUT TO:

EXT.
A HARBOUR QUAYSIDE.
DAY.

The scene is chaotic. Small boats are discharging distressed passengers wrapped in makeshift blankets. They are clearly cold and soaked. Some are being helped up the landing steps to groups of waiting helpers. Others are wailing for loved ones. The HELMSMAN of one of the small boats calls up to the HARBOURMASTER.







HELMSMAN






(pronounced Welsh accent)





There won’t be anymore after 





this one. She’s long down.

On the harbour edge, amid the crowd, we see the young boy that was playing outside the cottage. The Boy is staring out to sea, crying out, in Irish.







BOY





Mother. Mother.

CUT TO:

INT.
THE INSIDE OF A SMALL BUILDING.

We see a close up of Thomas’ face on the makeshift bed. He is rolling his head in pain, drifting in and out of consciousness







THOMAS






(in Irish)





Mother. Mother.

EXT.
HARBOUR QUAYSIDE.
DAY.

The panic and chaos have abated. Crowds have thinned. Dusk is falling. The Harbourmaster, with the small boy motionless at his side, is talking to an austere looking MINISTER and his WIFE.







HARBOURMASTER





A terrible business, Reverend 





Thomas.







REVEREND THOMAS





You and your men did their best 





Mr Evans.







HARBOURMASTER





Nobody has come forward for this





lad. We’re not going to find 





anyone now.

The Minister glances at his wife. She nods.







REVEREND THOMAS





We’ll take the child, Mr Evans. 





Go with Mrs Thomas son.

The Boy understands and goes to Mrs Thomas without any expression on his face.

INT.
THE INSIDE OF A SMALL BUILDING.

Thomas is lying motionless on the straw matting. The Woman is mopping his head. In the background we see six children of varying ages. The building does not have a roof. Sacking has been tied together to provide shelter. The door opens and the FATHER enters followed by Patsy.

CUT TO:

EXT.
OUTSIDE OF SMALL BUILDING.

Two of Patsy’s Farmhands are gently carrying an unconscious Thomas out of the building. They lay him on the back of the cart usually kept for milk churns. Patsy is thanking the family and giving them some money. Their response is grateful surprise. She gets onto the cart alongside Thomas and indicates for her two men to pull way.

INT.
BEDROOM IN PATSY’S HOUSE.

DOCTOR MICHAEL O’FLAHERTY is examining Thomas who is lying in the bed, still unconscious. His face has been cleaned to reveal heavy bruising. Patsy is hovering by the door.

CUT TO:

INT:
PATSY MARTIN’S KITCHEN

Patsy and the Doctor are standing by the door.







DOCTOR O’FLAHERTY





I’d say he’ll be alright Patsy, 





if he comes round soon. He’s had 





a fierce crack to the head. Who 





knows with these sort of things? 





Just keep over him and let me 





know.







PATSY





Thank you Michael. How much do I 





owe you.







DOCTOR O’FLAHERTY





Away, won’t you. Not after what 





he said to that feck of an 





Englishman.



INT.
BEDROOM IN PATSY’S HOUSE.

The only light is from two candles. Thomas has still not woken. Patsy is sitting by the bedside. She reaches for a bowl of water and gently spoons some into Thomas’ mouth, cradling his head as she does so.  







PATSY





Oh, Thomas Thomas, what have 





they done to you?

She looks for a response but there isn’t one. 







PATSY





You see, you’re not a bad man. 





If you would only put your heart 





before your stupid job.

She wipes his forehead with a towel.







PATSY





Just listen to your sprit, 





Thomas Thomas.

She looks at Thomas’ red leather journal that has been placed on a table by the side of the bed. She’s pondering whether or not to look at it. After another close look at Thomas she picks up the book and opens it near to the candle. We see the contents as she slowly turns each page. On the right hand pages are formal notes relating to acreage and rentals, along with long columns of figures. On the left hand side are small verses and longer poems. There is the occasional sketch of the local landscape. As she continues to turn the pages she comes across a picture of her with a poem underneath. There are now tears in her eyes. 







PATSY





Oh, Thomas Thomas.

She leans over and kisses him gently, firstly on the forehead and then on the lips. Thomas slowly opens his eyes.

EXT.
PATSY MARTIN’S FARMYARD.
DAY

Patsy and the two Farmhands are loading milk churns onto the cart. Thomas hobbles out of the kitchen door. His face is healing, but still bruised, he is limping badly and his left hand is bandaged. He walks gingerly towards Patsy.







PATSY





The Doctor’s told you to rest 





for another few days.







THOMAS





I wonder if you could get this 





letter to Galway as a matter of 





urgency. I’ll pay of course. 

Patsy looks at whom it is addressed to.







PATSY





George Daly. The bastard. He’s 





the villain of the piece. This 





is all his fault.







THOMAS





I need him to telegraph my 





clients. I won’t be able to meet 





the shorter deadline I gave them 





but I’ll be able to meet the 





later one if they can arrange to 





get me the information that I 





need.

Patsy looks deflated, almost demoralised.







PATSY





You need to look after yourself 





Thomas.

There’s a look of frustration on her face as she hands the letter to one of the Farmhands.







PATSY





Go on Jimmy. Try and get back 





before tomorrow morning.
  

INT.
BAR OF KILROY’S HOTEL.

Liam and O’Queely are drinking at their usual table. Thomas hobbles in, slightly less lame than before. His face has almost healed and the bandaging has been taken off his hand.







THOMAS





Mr Daly. Mr O’Queely.

O’Queely cannot make eye contact with Thomas. Liam has lost his normal arrogance.







LIAM





I was sorry to hear about your 





accident Thomas. How are you?

He indicates for Thomas to take a seat. Thomas remains standing.







LIAM





How did it happen?

Q’Queely goes to take his leave.







THOMAS





Wait a moment please, Mr 





O’Queeley.






(to Liam)





Hard to say. Something scared 





the horse. One of those things 





I suppose. I must be out of 





practice.







LIAM





Are you sure I can’t get you a 





drink?







THOMAS





Thanks, but no. You were right





about the terrain up there. 





Still I’ll pick better weather 





next time. Now Mr O’Queely.

O’Queely looks at Thomas sheepishly.







THOMAS





How much do I owe you?

EXT.
OUTSIDE OF MAGISTRATES COURT.
DAY.

Patsy and Thomas draw up on a buggy. A crowd is milling around the entrance. In the background Brampton and his Wife are setting up a soup tureen and soapbox. Mrs Brampton notices the couple arrive and points them out to her husband. His face changes to distain. 

CUT TO:

INT.
MAGISTRATES COURT.

The same Magistrate as before is holding court. Neill is standing in front of him looking apprehensive. Patsy and Thomas are seated in the row behind.







MAGISTRATE





Are you telling me you have no 





cases to bring before me, Mr 





Neill?







NEILL





As I explained Sir, we are 





reviewing our accounting system. 





I ask that you carry all the 





cases over to next month.







MAGISTRATE





Well this is a fine fucking 





waste of my time. Have you any 





idea how long it takes to get 





here from Galway?







NEILL





I’m sorry Sir






(he glances back at Thomas)





We’ll be in a position to 





proceed next month without a 





doubt.







MAGISTRATE





You’d better be Mr Neill unless 





someone’s arse is going to be 





kicked.

CUT TO:

EXT.
OUTSIDE OF MAGISTRATES COURT.
DAY.

Patsy and Thomas are walking out of the court. A voice booms out over the crowd.







GEORGE





Thomas.







PATSY





Oh Jesus, that’s all I need.

George Daly is making a beeline for the couple. We see that in the background Brampton has started preaching to a much smaller crowd than before. George has got to Thomas and Patsy. He’s got a letter in his hand.







GEORGE





When I heard about what happened 





to you I thought I’d bring this 





out myself.

He hands the letter to Thomas.







GEORGE





How are you? On the mend I see.

As an afterthought.







GEORGE





Morning Patsy.







PATSY





Fuck off.

George laughs.







GEORGE





See that you’ve met Patsy then





Thomas. Was I right or was I 





right?







PATSY





You should be fucking well 





ashamed of yourself George Daly. 





It’s your fault this poor 





bastard has been sent here.

George suddenly becomes serious.







GEORGE





Now look Patsy, your lot don’t 





own this place anymore. If I 





hadn’t done something, someone 





else would. If he hadn’t been 





sent, someone else would have 





been. If these people weren’t 





buying the estate, someone else 





would be. Stop living in the 





past Patsy. 

Patsy is staring angrily at him.







GEORGE





And what sort of past was it 





anyway? No Patsy, you fuck off.







THOMAS





Firstly, Mr Daly, you do not 





speak to Miss Martin like that. 





Secondly, you are overlooking 





the fact that this estate has 





been up for sale for five years, 





without a jot of interest. And 





thirdly…

Patsy and George have both been taken aback by the outburst. They are waiting for Thomas to finish what he is about to say.







THOMAS





It doesn’t matter.

There is a brief pause.







GEORGE





He’s right. I’m sorry Patsy. No 





offence. Come on, we’ve known 





each other too long for that. 





Let’s go and have a drink. 










PATSY





Why couldn’t you just have let 





us be, George?

She walks off.







GEORGE





Oh well Thomas, let me buy you 





a pint. There’s something I want 





to talk to you about.

They begin to walk across the street towards Kilroy’s. Halfway there Brampton catches George’s attention. He  stops to listen.







BRAMPTON






(holding his open bible 






aloft)





And that is where the Lord tells 





you this. Unless you follow the 





faith he has laid to for you 





then plague and famine will 





follow time and time again.

George is watching in amazement.







GEORGE





What the fuck?







BRAMPTON





Denounce the vain ways of Rome.





Denounce the papal lies.

George has pushed forward and is walking towards Brampton.







BRAMPTON





Denounce the..

George lands a left hook on the Minister, knocking him clean out.


 





 

INT.
BAR OF KILROY’S HOTEL.

George brings two pints of beer over to Thomas who is sitting at a table. 







GEORGE





So how’s it going, bang on the 





head apart?







THOMAS





I’ve just got the area around





Barnanorann Mountain to look at.

He looks directly at George looking for a reaction. There is none.







THOMAS





And some final figures to go





through with the Managing Agent.

Again Thomas looks for a reaction and doesn’t get one. George takes a long drink of his beer.







GEORGE





And so what are you going to 





recommend to your people?







THOMAS





You’ll understand the 





confidentiality between a 





surveyor and his client.







GEORGE





I know but for fucks sake 





Thomas.

Thomas smiles.







THOMAS





The estate is pretty much as





my clients were led to believe.







GEORGE





So you’re going to recommend 





that they proceed?







THOMAS





I still have some work to 





complete but their proposal is





looking feasible.







GEORGE





Well anything I can do to make 





it more feasible Thomas.

There’s a hint of a wink on George’s face. Thomas catches it.  







THOMAS





That won’t be necessary Mr Daly.

Thomas takes a drink.







THOMAS





I think you have the wrong 





impression of me Mr Daly.







GEORGE





George.







THOMAS





When I came here my only priority 





was to do a professional job for 





my client. That’s how I approach 





every commission. It’s just that 





this one could go a long way to 





establishing my practice. That’s 





what is important to me Mr Daly.







GEORGE





I admire that Thomas. It’s a 





pity young Liam didn’t have the





same diligence. Our Father 





wanted him to be a lawyer and 





the little runt made a complete 





bollocks of it.

George finishes his drink.







GEORGE





Same again?







THOMAS





I’m sorry, I have to meet Miss 





Martin.

George smiles knowingly.







GEORGE





She’s a fine woman Thomas. 





Troublesome as a bag of snakes,





but sound.

Thomas smiles as he finishes his drink and goes to leave.







GEORGE





Dinner on me when you get back





to Galway.  

EXT.
MAIN STREET, CLIFDEN.
DAY.

Patsy and Thomas are driving along in the buggy.







THOMAS





Would you pull up by the hotel





for a minute, Miss Martin? I 





still owe some board to Mr 





Kilroy.

CUT TO:

INT.
BAR OF KILROY’S HOTEL.

Thomas walks up to the bar. Kilroy is nowhere to be seen.

George and Liam are sitting at the table. They have not seen Thomas come in as they are having a heated row.







GEORGE





Do you realise how much we’ve 





lost on that you useless little 





shit? If it wasn’t for the 





thought of our Ma spinning 





under the ground I’d leave you 





out here in this hole 





scratching potatoes. 

Thomas leaves unnoticed.

EXT.
COASTAL BRIDLEPATH

Thomas and Patsy are returning to the farm. Thomas is writing on a fresh page of his journal. Patsy, unnoticed by Thomas, flickers a knowing glance at the book 







THOMAS





Miss Martin, I’m curious to 





know how your family managed 





the estate.







PATSY





Do you want me to start two





hundred years ago and work 





forward?







THOMAS






(smiling)





No, the last ten years will 





suffice. I gather your Uncle, 





Richard Martin owned title.







PATSY





Until he died of the famine 





fever four years ago. He caught 





it in the workhouse he’d set up 





in Clifden.

Thomas flicks back to an early page in his journal. 







THOMAS





And it was soon after that the 





estate went into liquidation? 





Is that right?







PATSY





When the first famine hit Uncle





Richard borrowed to the gills to





keep things going. The family 





had always been in debt but that





was just too much to carry.







THOMAS





What about before the famines?







PATSY





What do you mean?







THOMAS





How did things work in normal





times?







PATSY





They just worked. Wasn’t easy





but things just worked.

Thomas seems satisfied with the answer.







PATSY





I used to work for my Uncle





collected the rents. The trick





is knowing what people can pay.





In good times it’s easy. When 





it’s bad it has to be bad all 





round. If you get five years





of blight then everyone is 





fucked.

Thomas is nodding.







PATSY





As a landlord you have to roll 





with punches. That probably 





doesn’t make sense to you as a 





surveyor.







THOMAS





It makes a lot of sense.







PATSY





But it doesn’t make sense to an 





insurance company. And it won’t 





make sense to these people who 





are paying you. All they are 





interested in is how much money 





goes into the bank.




She is getting upset. It’s made worse by the sight of a family of squatters in a nearby field looking perfectly happy working the land around their roofless shack.







PATSY





That’s why you have to stop this





happening Thomas. You have to.

Thomas stares out to sea.







THOMAS





You know I have to do my job 





Patsy and I’d hoped by now you 





would know why.

She’s struggling not to cry.







THOMAS





You don’t think I find this easy 





do you?

EXT.
PATSY MARTIN’S FARMYARD.
DAY.

Thomas gets on a horse and rides out of the yard. Patsy is in the background talking to one of the Farmhands. There’s concern on her face as she looks at Thomas riding off. 

CUT TO:

EXT.
HILLTOP.
DAY.

O’Queely is sitting on a horse. In the distance he can see Thomas leaving Patsy’s farm. Q’Queely gallops away.

EXT.
MOUNTAIN TRACK.
DAY.

Thomas is riding the horse along the track that begins to ascend towards Barnanorann Mountain.

CUT TO:

EXT.
MOUNTAIN TRACK.
DAY.

Thomas has reached the steep path where he had his accident. He apprehensively looks down the slope and continues around the bend.

CUT TO:

EXT.
MOUNTAIN TRACK.
DAY.

As he turns around the bend he sees Liam, O’Queely and the two rough looking men that are usually with them, occupying an opening in the rock. They are all on horseback.







LIAM





That’s far enough Thomas.







THOMAS





Good morning Mr Daly. Mr 





O’Queely. Gentlemen.







LIAM





Turn back Thomas. There’s 





nothing up there for you.







THOMAS





As I’ve explained Mr Daly, I 





need to visit the area to 





complete my survey.







LIAM





Bugger your survey Thomas. Just





piss off before you get hurt.







THOMAS





I’m sorry, Mr Daly, I’m going to





have to insist that you allow me





to continue.

Liam throws a glance to his men. One reaches behind his saddle and pulls out a short, thick club. Liam’s attention darts to behind Thomas where Patsy has appeared on horseback. She is pointing a rifle at Liam’s head.







PATSY





Oh yes, Liam Daly. Just the 





excuse I’ve been looking for. 





She cocks the gun.   







LIAM





This is nothing to do with you





Patsy.







PATSY





It has everything to do with me.





Now you and these three clowns  





take yourself back to the pub





and let this man get on with 





his job.

Liam stares at her for a second before indicating to his men to leave. Liam is the last to ride past Patsy. He glares at her.







PATSY





Do you think I wouldn’t have 





told him about this anyway?


EXT.
A QUARRY.
DAY.

Patsy and Thomas are standing in a large quarry. There are rusted, broken pieces of machinery lying around.







PATSY





Uncle Richard had plans to 





develop this just before the 





first blight.







THOMAS





I know.

Patsy looks shocked.







THOMAS





You don’t think I went to all 





this trouble just to see a 





mountain do you?

He smiles.







THOMAS





I’d read about it in a letter





he’d written to the bankruptcy





court asking for more time.







PATSY





You’re a very thorough person 






Thomas Thomas. I’ll give you 





that.







THOMAS





I’m a professional surveyor 





Patsy.







PATSY





He wanted to make a business





of it but they wouldn’t lend





him any more money.







THOMAS





I read his proposal. It was on 





the file.

Patsy has picked up a piece of polished stone.







PATSY





It’s beautiful marble Thomas, 





there’s nothing like it 





anywhere else. 







THOMAS





I know, I’ve seen it.

Patsy looks around. There’s a look of sadness on her face.







PATSY





Come on, if you’ve seen what 





you want to see, let’s get 





home.  

EXT.
ENTRANCE TO BALLYNAHINCH CASTLE.
DAY.

Thomas is driving Patsy’s buggy into the grounds.

CUT TO:

INT.
WALTER NEILL’S OFFICE, BALLYNAHINCH.

Neill is seated at his desk. Thomas in front. Neill’s demeanour is distinctly frostier than on previous occasions. Thomas opens his journal.







THOMAS





Just a couple of points to 





clarify, Mr Neill. This won’t 





take long. I leave for London





tomorrow.

Neill looks as if he will be glad to see the back of him. Thomas has found the page he needs.







THOMAS





Now I’ve added the rental 





increases from the codicils





you gave me.

He turns the page.







THOMAS





And I’ve deducted any 





outstanding arrears. Excluding





Mr Dooley’s.

Neill is looking impassive.







THOMAS





And calculated that you have





achieved a rental increase of





nine percent to the year end 





1852 and twenty one percent





over the previous twelve months.







NEILL





Yes Mr Thomas. I think you will





agree that has been prudent 





management on my behalf.

Thomas takes the letter George Daly gave him out of his coat pocket and opens it. The contents are a long telegram.







THOMAS





But according to these figures 





that I’ve obtained recently





from the London Law Life 





Assurance Company, rents have 





actually decreased by two 





percent over the last two years.







NEILL





That would be because they are





yet to take into account the 





rental increases.







THOMAS





I accept that their accounts 





could be out of date for a 





three month period but not 





over two years.

Thomas closes his journal.







THOMAS





Let’s not insult each other’s 





intelligence, Mr Neill. It’s a 





fairly straightforward scam. 





It’s what we do about it that 





we need to discuss.

Neill looks defeated.







THOMAS





Now, the obvious thing for me to 





do, as a professional surveyor, 





is to immediately notify your 





employers. What they do will be 





their decision but I suspect 





they will firstly sack you and 





then prosecute for embezzlement.

Thomas pauses to let the implications sink in on Neill.







THOMAS





My problem is the duty of care 





that I have to my clients.





You see, the price on which 





they are negotiating with your 





employers is based on a lower 





rental yield than is actually 





being obtained. If the vendors 





know the estate is generating 





more they will, quite correctly, 





raise the asking price.

Thomas appears to be pondering the problem.







THOMAS





And of course, the proposal my 





clients are considering is based





on them being able to achieve a 





rental increase of twenty 





percent.

Neill is beginning to spot a way out.







NEILL





But I have demonstrated that 





this can be achieved.

Both men look to be considering their positions.







NEILL





As you said, Mr Thomas, let’s





not insult each other’s 





intelligence. How much do you 





want?

Thomas looks surprised.







THOMAS





How much do I want? Oh no, Mr





Neill, I don’t want anything.





This is what we are going to 





do. Firstly, you are going to 





rip up each of the codicils and





inform tenants that their rents





are reverting back, for the time





being, to previous levels.

Neill is staring blankly at Thomas, his mouth slightly ajar.







THOMAS





Secondly you are going to hand 





the sum of four hundred and 





twelve pounds, three shillings 





and sixpence to Miss Patsy 





Martin. This, as you know, is 





the amount of rent that has 





gone undeclared to your 





employers over the last two 





years.







NEILL





Patsy Martin?







THOMAS





Yes. I’m going to suggest to 





Miss Martin that this money is 





placed into a trust and handed





out if harvests fail. It appears 





this was how the Martins used to 





run the estate many years ago. 





I’m sure my clients will approve 





of this measure.







NEILL





What if I haven’t got the money?







THOMAS





Then I imagine you will be 





hanged. Maybe deported, but





probably hanged.
 




Neill is holding his head in his hands.







THOMAS





And lastly. One month from today





you will tender your resignation.





I am sure if the reason given is 





along the lines of Mrs Neill 





wanting to move back to the 





North than your employers will





graciously accept and give





you a good reference.

Neill looks up.







THOMAS





If I do not hear that this has 





happened then the next time you





see me will be in the witness 





box at your trial.

Thomas gets up to leave.







THOMAS





Good day, Mr Neill.


EXT.
HILLTOP.
DAY

Thomas is sitting idly looking into the distance. We see that he is looking at the cottage from the opening sequence. He’s looking as if a decision is weighing heavily on him. His expression begins to change to one that is more reflective. He begins to cry.

EXT.
PATSY MARTIN’S FARMYARD.
NIGHT.

Thomas drives the buggy into the yard. He gets out and walks towards the house. It is practically dark.

CUT TO:

INT.
PATSY MARTIN’S KITCHEN.

The room is lit by candlelight. Patsy is throwing herself joylessly into Thomas’ arms. She embraces him, lets go, does a jig around the room and embraces him again. As she pulls back she takes his face in her hands and kisses him firmly on the lips.







PATSY





I would have given anything to





have been there when that 





bastard knew he’d been rumbled.

She’s beaming.







PATSY





Thank you Thomas, I don’t know





what to say. After me giving you 





such grief and all that.

She kisses him again and breaks off for another jig. 







THOMAS





You should apply when his job 





becomes vacant.







PATSY





I couldn’t work for the people





you work for Thomas. I don’t 





suppose you’ve changed your..







THOMAS





Not tonight Patsy, please.

She smiles and nods.







PATSY





Sorry.







THOMAS





But I want to thank you.







PATSY





For what?







THOMAS





For taking the trouble to 





understand me.

He sees her look at his journal lying on the table.







THOMAS





And for helping me to understand





myself.







PATSY





Oh, I understand you Thomas 





Thomas.

She’s moved closer to him and takes both his hands in hers.







PATSY





I know what has made you 





Thomas Thomas.

She’s pulling him gently closer.







PATSY





And I know why we brought you 





back here.

Their lips are nearly together.







PATSY





And whatever you’re going to do





Thomas Thomas, just make love to





me tonight.

She kisses him. He reciprocates, passionately.

EXT.
MAIN STREET, CLIFDEN. DAY.

Patsy is driving her buggy with Thomas in the passenger seat. Neither of them is speaking. Patsy pulls up outside Kilroy’s Hotel. Across the road we can see the Bianconi car that brought Thomas from Galway. Liam is coming out of the hotel and gets into the car. For a moment, Patsy and Thomas sit in silence.







PATSY





Stay Thomas. Stay with me.

Thomas is looking at her with sadness in his eyes. She sees it.







PATSY





You know that this is your home.


There’s a tear in Thomas’ eye.







PATSY





You know this is where your 





spirit is.

She’s beginning to cry.







PATSY





Please Thomas, stay.

Thomas reaches for a small bag and his journal. He gets out of the buggy and turns to look at her.







THOMAS





It’s not that simple Patsy. 





I’m so sorry.

He walks towards the Bianconi cab, gets in and it drives off. Patsy is sitting in her buggy crying.


EXT.
THE ROAD FROM CONNEMARA TO GALWAY.

DAY.

Thomas and Liam are sitting in the back of the cab. Thomas is staring, deep in thought, at the passing scenery.







LIAM





Look Thomas, no hard feelings.

Thomas does not reply. Liam waits a while before trying again.







LIAM





I’m sorry you got hurt. That 





wasn’t meant to happen.

Thomas keeps staring out of the window.







LIAM





You understand why I didn’t want





you up there?

Thomas is continuing to ignore him.







LIAM





It’s too good to let these 





bastards of yours buy it without 





even knowing. There’s money to 





be made here Thomas. Serious 





money.

Still no response from Thomas.







LIAM





Look, I’ll cut you in on it.





Keep your mouth shout and you 





can be a sleeping partner. 





What do you say?

Thomas does not reply immediately.







THOMAS





You’re right Mr Daly there is





money to be made.

Liam grins.







THOMAS





It’s a rich vein of marble up 





there. Years worth.

Liam’s nodding.







THOMAS





The type of marble is totally





unique. Better than the finest





Italian.







LIAM





You’ve done your homework 





Thomas. 







THOMAS





Distribution would not be easy





but a small, purpose built 





harbour could be built at 





Roundstone.








LIAM





You see, you could be very 





useful to me Thomas.








THOMAS





And a staff of skilled sculptors





brought in. That way final 





product as well as raw slabs 





for building could be exported.

Liam is looking as if he knows he is on to a winner.

  
 




THOMAS





It would need import agents in





England, France and especially





America.







LIAM





Exactly what I was thinking 





Thomas.







THOMAS





Yes, Mr Daly, there is 





considerable potential in this





venture. 







LIAM





Then it looks like we have a 





deal Thomas.







THOMAS





Yes. To make it work you would 





need significant capital 





investment, local partners who 





would work with you and a very 





sound business brain.

Liam is nodding sagely.







THOMAS





Sadly, Mr Daly, you have none of





these.

Thomas goes back to staring out of the window.

INT.
DINING ROOM OF GREAT WESTERN HOTEL, GALWAY.

Thomas is dining with George Daly. A WAITER is clearing away the finished plates. George orders another bottle of wine. Both men have half finished glasses of wine in front of them.







THOMAS





So do we have a deal George?







GEORGE





We do indeed Thomas.

George picks up his glass and tilts it towards Thomas. Thomas picks up his glass and clinks it against George’s.

EXT.
GALWAY RAILWAY STATION.
DAY.

Amid the melee and crowd Thomas can be seen warmly shaking hands with George Daly. Thomas boards the train. We see it pulling away.

INT.
TRAIN COMPARTMENT.

Thomas is gazing out of the window. We hear his voice.







THOMAS






(OS voice over)





My survey was conducted over





a six week period. I can 





confirm that the estate 





comprises of one hundred and 





ninety six thousand five hundred 





and forty acres. I visited, and 





have individually documented 





within the appendix of this 





report, each of the eighty 





seven tenancies declared within 





the vendor’s sales prospectus. 

CUT TO:

EXT.
A SHIP’S DECK.
DAY.





Thomas is looking at the distant coast of Ireland.







THOMAS






(OS voice over)





In my estimation eighty nine 





percent of the estate is a 





mixture of mountainous outcrop





and bog. This is consistent 





with the tenantable acreage 





claimed by the vendor. Small 





harbour facilities are located





at the hamlets of Tomboela and 





Roundstone to the south and 





Leenaun to the north. These are 





indicated on the map 





accompanying my report.

EXT.
SURBURBAN LONDON STREET.
DAY.

Thomas is leaving the guesthouse he previously stayed in. He walks down the street.






THOMAS





(OS voice over)





I estimate that there are 





approximately two hundred 





individuals and families who are 





living on various parts of the 





estate without legal tenure. 





Their status is, by definition, 





unlawful and any owner with 





title to the estate would have 





legal presumption to evict.

EXT.
A LONDON BRIDGE.
DAY

Thomas is crossing the bridge, walking towards the City. He is carrying his leather journal.







THOMAS






(OS voice over)





Turning to the potential for 





pleasure visitors to the area. 





My comments are as follows. 





There appears to be an abundance 





of salmon and trout in the three 





rivers that transverse the 





estate. The lake, or lough, to





the immediate north of 





Ballynahinch Castle is blessed 





with the scenic backdrop of Ben





Lettery, a mountain that rises 





to approximately one thousand, 





nine hundred feet. 




EXT.
SOUTHAMPTON ROW, CITY OF LONDON. DAY.

Thomas is walking up the street, journal in hand.







THOMAS






(OS voice over)





The Vendor’s have stated in 





their prospectus that rental 





yield has been static for the 





previous two years. 





Supplementary information 





obtained reveals rentals have





in fact decreased by two 





percent. On auditing each 





individual tenancy I can 





confirm the latter figure as 





being accurate.

Thomas is approaching the door of the Inter Colonial Investment Company.







THOMAS






(OS voice over)





An overall rental increase of 





twenty percent is realistic 





given the overall agricultural 





market in the west of Ireland. 





I have compared the local 





economy in respect of this 





estate to wider trends and it is 





to this I now turn.  

Thomas has reached the door. He knocks, the door is opened and he enters.

EXT.
PATSY MARTIN’S FARMYARD.
DAY.

Patsy is by herself loading a whole cheese onto her cart alongside the eggs and milk churns. She looks up with an expression of surprised excitement. A buggy is pulling into the yard. She gives a sheik of joy.







THOMAS






(OS voice over)





In summary, for the reasons 





previously outlined, namely





the economy within the locality,





and the determined resistance 





of the illegal tenants, my 





conclusion is that the proposed





project cannot be recommended.

Patsy is running towards the buggy that has pulled up. Thomas gets out.







THOMAS





How do you fancy going into the 





marble business Miss Martin?



 

OS TEXT

The Martin estate remained unsold for another twenty years when it was broken up and sold in piecemeal lots.

To this day, Connemara marble is sought after around the World.

