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EXT. MORNI NG RURAL LI NCOLNSHI RE

Late sumrertine. Endless Fields. A dirt road, shrubbery,
woods in the distance.

A van trundles along the road, it reads "Bug brothers: pest
managenent solutions,” on the side in faded letters.

Birds scatter as the van passes.
| NT. DAY. TRANSI T VAN.
A scruffy, ancient transit van. stinks of snoke.

Two nen sit in the van, They wear nmatching blue boiler suits
wi th an enbroi dered "bug brothers" | ogo.

| AN, 30, short and thin. Stresshead, the self-proclained
brai ns of the operation.

BEN, lan's brother, 27 tall, broad. Has a shaved head. He is
dull, a foll ower.

| an snokes and drives. Ben stares out of the w ndow absent -
m ndedl y.

BEN
You seen themthings what they got
now?
| AN
What ?
BEN
S |like a conputer watch.
| AN
You what ?
BEN
Vell it's |ike-
| AN
You nmean a digital watch?
BEN
Yeah, but-
| AN

Anyone'd think you'd been inside since
the fuckin' eighties.



BEN
S different, innit...
| AN
How?
BEN
S like... conputerfied.
| AN
You what ?
BEN
It's like... Alittle conputer.
| AN
Bol | ocks, what's it for?
BEN
Dunno... It like, finds you stuff out.
| AN
VWat, like the tine?
BEN
G her stuff and all!
| AN
Li ke what ?
BEN

Li ke about satellites and that.

| AN
Satellites? Don't talk shit, Wo's got
one, Janes Bond?

EXT. DAY. FIELDS

A field in the distance is swarmed with men clad in tartan,
greens, sheepskin and other farnmer-ish attire. A shooting

party.

They wander through the field, watching the sky. They carry
shot guns sl ung over the shoulder or trained on the skies.

A boy, fourteen or so, trails behind themwith two dozen dead
bi rds on strings.

The faint pop of a shotgun.



| NT. DAY. THE VAN.

BEN
| like it round here, proper peaceful
innit...

| an i gnores Ben.

BEN
| an?

| AN
Yes Ben?

BEN

D ya renenber when dad used to take us
to work with hin®

| AN
(Not Iistening)
Yeah, yeah...

| an checks his watch.

Si | ence.

BEN
And we used to go round all different
houses, and we'd help himand he'd
al ways say-

| AN
(Not Iistening)
| do mate... Yeah.
BEN

Do you reckon Dad's gonna stop being
poorly soon?

| AN
Don't work |like that mate..

BEN
Oh, right... Sorry.

BEN
| really like this van you know.
S like, made of nmenories innit.

| AN
Don't get too attached.



BEN

What ?
| AN
Cause we're gonna burn it, yeah?
BEN
What ?
| an | ooks pi ssed.
| AN

For fuck's sakel

BEN
VWhat ?!

lan pulls the van into a | ayby.

| AN
Tal k me through it again.
BEN
Why ?
| AN
So | know you under st and.
BEN
Why' dya al ways go on like I'm stupid-
| AN
Cause ya don't fucking |isten!
BEN
But -
| AN
You're wasting tine!
BEN
Ri ght, so we...
| AN
V. ..
BEN

We... Right so first we... Bang on the
gat e.



| AN
Yeah, Then what ?

BEN
And we... We... Tell the 'ald fella
about termtes.

| AN
Good | ad, what next?
BEN
We conme in, shit himup a bit, take it
off him
| AN
Then what ?
BEN
Do a runner.
| AN
Conme on mate, details. 's all in the
detai |l s.
BEN
We run off, and then we-
| AN
Before that.
BEN
| dunno!
| AN
Come on mate, |'ve just told you-
BEN
Burn it!
| AN

Good | ad, get down the |ayby, burn the
van. Swap it for the banger Chinese
Terry's left us and go and neet him
down the | ocal, yeah?

Ben nods. He whispers the steps to hinself over and over,
trying his best to commt themto nenory.

The Van drives on.



| AN
You see mate, you ain't thick. Just
gotta listen... yeah?

BEN

yeah. ..
Ben stares out of the w ndow, defl ated.
EXT. DAY. A WNDI NG DI RT TRACK
A large field with an ornate bungal ow and a | arge
conservatory sits in the distance. It is surrounded by a high

f ence.

The van turns onto a winding, one track road. It rattles
agai nst the uneven road. Dust rises in their wake.

| NT. DAY. THE VAN
Ben stares out the window, hurt, lan focuses on the road.
| AN
Listen, | don't nmean to get on. Just
gotta get this right, yeah?
The brothers rattle around in their seats. Ben says not hing.
| AN
Come on fella it's nearly fuckin' gane
tinme, get excited!

Ben turns away.

The sound of wheel s scrapi ng agai nst | oose stones.

| AN

Jesus, Sorry mate... Listen..
BEN

What ?
| AN

You know | only get on at you 'cause |
| ove ya, yeah?

BEN
Mm



| AN
And even though you're thick as
pigshit, you're ny little brother.

BEN
Yeah. ..
| AN
And what's that nean?
BEN
What ?
| AN
Me, being your big brother.
BEN
| dunno?
| AN
Means |'ve gotta | ook after ya, don't
it?
BEN

Does... yeah.

| AN
Means we've gotta do things right, be
proper on it this tinme, yeah? S not
per sonal

BEN
yeah. ..

EXT. DAY. FOOT OF THE GATE

An el aborate, well kept bungal ow sits behind a |large electric
gat e.

The van pulls up to the gate.
| NT. DAY. THE VAN
| an takes a deep breath, he steps out the van. He pulls a

smal | whi skey bottle fromthe inside of his jacket and
finishes it off, tossing it in the footwell.



EXT. DAY. THE FOOT OF THE GATE

lan, fighting nerves, walks up to the intercomand clears his
t hroat before buzzing.

| NT. DAY. BUNGALOW

An el derly gypsy's living room Colourful, traditional. Bird
i mgery. An arnchair. The TV blares out old quiz shows.

The OLD MAN sits in his chair, he is smartly dressed in suit
trousers, shirt, braces and a hat.

A buzz. The old man picks up a yell owed house phone from
besi de hi m and begi ns speaki ng.

EXT. DAY. THE GATE/ | NT. DAY. BUNGALOW | NTERCUT.
lan leans into the intercom

OLD MAN
(I'rish, hoarse)
Whose this |I'mspeakin te?

| AN
(putting on his best posh voice)
Un good norning sir. My coll eague and
| have been sent on behal f of the
counci | .

OLD MAN
Council? Piss off | never-

| AN
Li sten, R ght now you're at risk of a
serious health hazard-

OLD MAN
You what ?

| AN
Termtes |'m afraid.

OLD MAN
Term tes?

| AN
|'mafraid so, we have reason to
bel i eve sonme infested tinmber was
delivered to your yard.



OLD MAN
Wll | never in all ny life, |-
| AN
| know, | know. I'"'mafraid the whol e

house coul d be structurally unsound.

OLD MAN
Lord al mghty, fuckin' termtes?

| AN
Termtes, aye.

OLD MAN
And this ain't gonna cost us-

| AN
Rest assured sir this has all been
covered on our end, we wouldn't dream
of -

OLD MAN
alright, give us a second lads Il
buzz yous in, thank you son, bless
yas.
The gate buzzes open. lan hops back in the van.
The van pulls onto the old man's driveway.

| NT. DAY. THE VAN.

| an pops the gl ove box open. There is a snmall, rusted
revol ver wapped in a tea towel.

Ben unwraps the gun, he inspects it, feeling it's weight.

He stashes it behind his back. lan stuffs a small burlap sack
into the front pouch of his clothes.

| AN
Renmenber mate, don't | et him see down
t he end.

BEN

Yeah yeah, course yeah.
EXT. DAY. PORCH

Wel | kept, decorative, warm Traditional traveller imagery
and colours. Bird notifs. Hanging baskets full of greenery.



10.
The brothers stand in front of the door. Waiting. Breathing.
Ben has hi s hands behi nd his back.
| an | ooks back at the road, anxious.
The door creeps open.

In one swift notion Ben raises the gun to the old nman's head,
slowy bringing back the hamer.

Their eyes neet. Silence. The world stands still, then..

OLD MAN
ACK-

The ol d man cl utches his chest.

THUD!
He falls to the ground clutching the wall, taking a shelf
with him

The contents of the shelf, an ashtray and sone smal
ornanents, fall to the ground. C attering around before
falling dead silent.

Ben and lan turn to one anot her, panicked.

BOTH
FUCK-

BEN
VWhat do we do?

| AN
| don't fucking know

BEN
W weren't supposed to kill him

| AN
W weren't, no..

BEN
Do you think he's had a heart attack?

| AN
Yeah!

| an paces around, frantic. He takes a deep breath.
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| AN
We've got to help him
BEN
But | thought you said he was a
bast ar d-
| AN
You know what happens when you go
round killing bastards?
Ben pauses.
BEN

Do you go to heaven, or-

| AN
They send soneone worse!

| NT. DAY. HALLWAY.

lan steps into the house in shock. H s conposure has

di sappeared. He takes a |l ook at the road behind them H's
head spi ns.

The bungal ow is immaculate. It is quaint and warmw th
Victorian wal | paper, fine china, imagery of birds, catholic
i mgery, fam |y photographs.

Bi r dkeepi ng/ poachi ng equi pnment is out on a kitchen table
near by inc binocul ars, cages.

| an stands over the old man. He leans in slowy, trenbling.
He tries to listen for breath.

BEN
| s he-

| AN
SHH!

Faint, shallow breaths. lan | eans in, kneeling next to him
The old man's eyes snap open, neeting lan's.
WHACK! lan is struck above the eye with the ashtray.

The world vibrates, lan's ears ring, he is stunned, he
buckl es.
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OLD MAN
Ya think I don't know when a gun's not
fuckin' | oaded!

The ol d nman seizes lan by the neck as he reels. He gasps for
air.

Ben stands there. Panicked, shaking. He holds the gun tight.

Stunned, lan is overpowered by the old man who rolls him
over, he sits on top of himw th his hands around his throat.

CLD MAN
You' ve got no idea-

| an pushes his hands into the old man's face to try and hold
hi m of f.

Ben wat ches, frozen, trenbling, still pointing the gun.

| AN
(choki ng)
GET... (GASP) CET HHM OFF ME

Ben, panic stricken nmarches over to them

BEN
a! Stop it!

Ben grabs the old man and throws himoff lan wth ease.

The old man hits the hallway wall, denting the plaster. He
wheezes. He tries to stand up and | eap at Ben.

OLD MAN
You' re fucked!

BEN
No!

Thud! Ben hits the old man with the hilt of the gun. The old
man swi pes at Ben to defend hinself.

BEN
STOP I T!

Ben, frenzied, strikes the old man again. Bl ood pours from
the top of his head.

BEN
NO
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The old man claws at Ben's face, pushing himaway.

BEN
NO NO NO

Ben loses it, he hits the old man over and over.

BEN
STOP, NOW

The fear and panic in his eyes turns to bl ank, expressionless
horror as he stares into the old man's broken skull, panting.

| an wat ches, horrified. He gasps for air.
lan tries and fails to stand up, he clutches his eye.

Ben | ooks over at lan. His face is speckled with blood. Ian
stands up, panting.

lan, clings to the wall, he clutches his eye, the room sways.
| an | ooks down at the old man. Hi s broken skull |eaks onto
t he carpet.
lan gulps, trying to fight it... He throws up all over the
car pet.

| AN

Onh fucking hell.

lan wi pes blood and vomt fromhis face with his sl eeve.

BEN

| think he saw down t he-
| AN

Ya t hi nk sol

| an stunbl es over and cl oses the door behind him | eaning
agai nst the wall.

He slides down, sitting on the floor. He wheezes. He watches
bl ood pour fromthe old man's head.

BEN
It ain't ny fault, He-
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| AN
(through gritted teeth)

| didn't SAY it was your fault.

BEN
VWhat do we do now?

| AN
| dunno, you wasn't supposed to-

BEN
He made ne!

| AN
Just... FUCK

Ben wheezes. Both nen's eyes drift toward the corpse.

BEN
Terry said this was gonna be easy-

| AN
| know what he-

lan dry heaves.

BEN
|"ve fucked it up, ain't 1?

| AN
YES! Now | et ne think.

| an stands up and paces around. He surveys the room taking

deep breat hs.
Ben i s disappointed in hinself.

| AN
FUCK

Ben stands around, unsure of what to do, his eyes drift
toward the tv in the other room

| AN
Right, right. I'lIl go in there and
grab the bird. You have a | ook round
the van and get somerts to rip the

carpet up with

BEN
VWhat ?
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| AN
The si ck.
Ben stares blankly, facing the tv.

| AN
DNA i nnit. Gonna have to burn the | ot.

Ben continues staring at the tv.

BEN
there's DNA in sick?
| AN
YEAH!
BEN

| didn't know that. ..

| AN
VAN!

Ben snaps out of it, he rushes toward the door.

| AN
(shouting after Ben)
Anyt hi ng that conmes out of ya has DNA
init. You know this!

EXT. DAY. THE DRI VEVWAY

Ben scurries to the van. He opens the sliding door and
runmages around.

BEN
Stupid, stupid..

| NT. DAY. BUNGALOW

| an creeps through the house. Stepping over the old man's
body, he tracks a single bloody footprint through the house.
The sound of the TV blasting quiz shows.

He sees his own reflection in the glass of an el aborate
t axi dermy di spl ay.

He passes a table covered with cages, traps, binoculars and
ot her poachi ng equi pnent .

He passes a board on the wall that reads "Proverbs 19:21,"
before turning a corner.
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A | arge conservatory door, behind it a nakeshift aviary.
There are dozens of col ourful birds housed inside.
As he gets closer the birds swarmw | dly.
| an freezes, awestruck. Ethereal nusic builds.
TI TLE CARD: RARE BI RDS
Ben can be heard cl osing the door behind him

BEN ( OFFSCREEN)
G s a hand with this.

lan is nmesnerised by the birds.

BEN
a'!

| AN
Be right there nate..

| an staggers back through the house. Ben is finishing up
pulling up the carpet with the back end of a hanmer.

lan takes the old man's phone fromhis pocket, he switches it
of f.

They roll the body up and walk it out the front door.
EXT. DAY. THE DRI VEWAY

The brothers sling the carpet in the back of the van. It
| ands in a heap. They both stare at it for a second, silent.

The Van door sl ans shut.

lan throws the old nman's phone on the drive. He stonps on it
repeatedly. He picks it up and throws it as far as he can.

They head back inside, silent.
| NT. DAY. BUNGALOW

Ben follows lan to the aviary. The birds swarm as they get
cl oser.

BEN
VWich one is it?
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| AN
Black Palm Terry says it's the one
with a thing on it's head.

BEN
What ?

A blank stare fromBen. lan, frustrated, puts his hand on top

of his head with his fingers splayed out, mmcking a bird's
conb.

BEN
Ah yeah, yeah.

| AN
Ri ght, be qui ck.

BEN
Yeah, alright.

Ben and lan press thensel ves against the wall, ready to slip
in. The birds sense danger.

| AN
Alright, three... Two...

lan tries the door, it's | ocked.

| AN
Shit! Look for a key.

t he brothers scranble around the house, rifling through
drawer s, knocking things off counters.

| an checks his watch. He | eans around to check the dirt road
is still enpty.

| AN
Found owt ?

Ben conti nues searching. |an paces.

Ben comes back with a nmassive Keychain. He funbles with the
keys one by one, none of themseemto fit.

| an paces. He clutches the burlap bag, winging it in his
hands, he checks his watch repeatedly.

| AN
Cone on mate, hurry up
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Ben funbles wth the keys, his hands shake.

lan clutches his head and takes a deep breath. He picks up an
anti que paperwei ght, weighing it in his hand.

Ben drops the keys. He bends down to pick themup, funbling
wi th them on the ground.

| AN
Fuck it.

Crash! lan breaks the glass door with the paperwei ght. Ben
junps out of his skin.

Birds rush out in all directions. Total chaos. They collide
in md air. They smash into furniture and wi ndows. Feathers
rise into the air.

We hear the bleating and chirping of dying birds.

BEN
VWhat was that forl!

| AN
Ya took too bl oody | ong!

BEN
Shit nme right up that did!

The birds go even nore ballistic at the shouting.

| AN
Fuckssake, concentrat e!

| an watches the birds swarmng, intently, cat-Ilike.

| AN
Watch for him..

lan fixes his eye on the bird, catlike.

| AN
There he is..

BEN
VWher e?

| AN

There, jet Bl ack.

The bird nears. lan nmakes a swipe with the bag. He m sses.
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| AN
Shit...

The bird cones back around.

BEN
Watch where it's going.

| AN
| amyou tit!

The bird nears. lan noves around, trying to intercept it.

He | unges, knocking a picture frane onto the ground, it
br eaks.

BEN
Get ahead of it so it flies in-

| AN
It's a bird for fuck's sake, it goes
where it wants!

BEN
| were only-

| AN
EEET!

Swoop, the bird goes in the bag. It thrashes around.

BEN
Ni ce one mate, well done.

| an marches through the house with the bag. He takes a deep
breath, he steps outside.

EXT. DAY. THE OLD MAN S DRI VEWAY

|l an steps out, he shields his face fromthe sun. Ben follows
behi nd. They get in the van.

I NT. DAY. THE VAN.

lan pulls a bird cage fromthe passenger side footwell and
transfers the bird into it. He admires it, the bird | ooks
back at him curious.

He gets in and starts the engine.
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EXT. DAY. THE OLD MAN S DRI VEWAY

The van pulls away and onto the dirt track. They set off in
the direction of the main road.

| NT. DAY. PI CKUP TRUCK

There is a dog crate on the back containing a | arge Gernman
Shepard. Scruffy work van interior.

Two brothers, DANNY, (22 slim well neaning, naive.) and
JACK, (31,) The Ad nman's Sons, drive down the dirt track
toward the O d Man's house.

They both dress like typical young gypsy |ads, vests, |eans,
gold chains, rings, big buckle belts. Jack has a traditional -
style swal |l ow tattooed on each of his hands.

JACK
Ye renenber our Anne?
DANNY
Ald woman? used to hel p Mam w -
JACK
No, no that were ANNIE, |'m on about
our Anne.
DANNY
Anne? Qur Anne? | never-
JACK
You nust -
DANNY
| never -
JACK
She's got two children.
DANNY
Never -
JACK

You nust, they was at Maria's weddin',
M chael and Jayden

DANNY
Never in ny life have I-
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The bug bros van cones into view They slow down, ready to
gi ve way along the single track road.

DANNY
Whose that nush?
JACK
Dunno, Dad didn't say nowt ' bout
buyers.
Jack squints.
JACK

Says they're pest controllers.

DANNY
He's got fleas now nush!

Jack thunps Danny in the |eg.

JACK
Dordy, he'll ave' your ear off.

EXT. DAY. DI RT TRACK

The vans are a short distance away. The bungal ow cones into
view. Several birds circle the building. Ohers spill out the
front door.

JACK/ DANNY
Shi t!

Jack swings the Pickup wide so it blocks the Iength of the
r oad.

DANNY
What we gonna do nush?

JACK
St eady yersen. See what he does now.

The van speeds up. It veers off the road slightly.

DANNY
Shit!

JACK
St eady yersen..
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The Van hits top speed, no intention of stopping. both sets
of nmen's eyes neet, everyone braces for inpact. lan | ooks
desper at e.

JACK
Mad bastards. ..

BOOM The van plows into the side of the pickup. One of the
front lights explodes. The van pushes the pickup, they | ock
t oget her. The dog how s.

Jack and Danny rattle around. Danny is shaken.

DANNY
Jesus Chri st!

EXT. DAY. DI RT TRACK

The two vehicles are stuck together. A loud netallic scraping
as the van tries to push on.

| NT. DAY. THE VAN THE PI CKUP, | NTERCUT.

Both sets of nmen |ock eyes as the van tries to push through.
Jack flashes a | ook of pure violence at them and points.

JACK
Who the FUCK do you think you are?

EXT. DAY. DI RT TRACK

The pi ckup gives way, the van pushes through, the pickup is
pushed into the ditch. The | eaves with a scrape down one

si de.

The Van speeds away, turning out of sight towards the nmain
road.

| NT. DAY. PI CKUP

JACK
Get out and check on him

Danny is stunned, his breathing quickens.

JACK
€O

Danny snaps out of it.
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EXT. DAY. DI RT TRACK

Danny piles out of the car and bolts toward the bungal ow. He
stunbl es on the uneven ground.

| NT. DAY. THE PI CKUP

Jack reverses out of the ditch. Furiously shifting gears,
cursing under his breath. The dog in the back how s.

EXT. DAY. DI RT TRACK

The pickup speeds off towards the van. Dust and | oose stones
spray everywhere.

The pi ckup squeals around a corner. Merging with the main
road on two wheels.

| NT. DAY. THE BUNGALOW
Danny bursts into the house, breathless.

Broken gl ass and dead birds lie strewn around. Feathers fl oat
t hrough the air.

The TV still plays quiz shows.

Danny staggers about the house surveying the chaos. H's
breat h qui ckens. The roomstarts to spin.

Thud! A bird flies into a window and it shatters. Danny
junps. His ears ring.

He | ooks down and sees the carpet has been renoved, as well
as the dent in the wall. H's eyes wwden with fear.

DANNY
Dad? DAD

He staggers around the house.

He scranbles for his phone. H s hands shake as he takes it
out. The room goes blurry.

He calls Jack. He struggles to breathe as he puts the phone
up to his ear.

| NT. DAY. THE PI CKUP

Jack drives, stone faced. Waving aggressively through
traffic. The bug bros van is nowhere to be seen.
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H s phone buzzes. He shuffles around in his pocket. He takes
it out and answers it.

DANNY
(On phone)
(I NCOWPREHENSI BLE) |- |- He's gone..
JACK
Br eat he mush
DANNY
(On phone)

They've hurt him..
Jack' s eyes darken. He puts the phone down and throws it onto
t he passenger seat. He puts his foot down, pushing the old
pickup toit's limt.
| NT. DAY. THE BUNGALOW

Danny. sits on the floor with his head in his hands, he sobs
gently. He stares at the broken picture, a famly portrait.

DANNY
They' ve... They've...

I NT. DAY. THE PI CKUP

Jack reaches into the glove box and pulls out a cigarette. He
lights it and takes a huge pull, engulfing himin snoke.

EXT. DAY. A MAIN RQAD.
Fields, trees, cars, lorries. the pickup.

The pickup powers on, faster now. It weaves through traffic,
causing other cars to swerve and brake sharply.

The pickup swerves into the fast |ane, overtaking a lorry.

Jack catches a glinpse of the Bug Bros Van pulling onto a
side road. he cannot turn as he is cut off by the lorries.

He screans through gritted teeth, he thunps the dashboard. He
takes a final, giant drag on his cigarette before flicking it
out the w ndow.

EXT. DAY. MAI N ROAD.

The van turns right, onto the central reservation to turn
ar ound.
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| NT. DAY. THE VAN.

|l an checks the mrror, he takes deep breaths. The van
rattles.

Ben sits with the bird cage on his lap. He studies it
careful ly, awestruck

BEN
Amazing innit...
| AN
Yeah yeah... Keep an eye out for the

car, it's near here sonewhere

| an keeps his eyes on the road, constantly checking the
mrrors.

Ben puts his finger through the bars of the cage to touch it.

BEN
Whaddya t hink he's call ed?

lan ignores Ben. He pulls an old flip-phone fromhis
overalls. He nmakes a call to CHI NESE TERRY in his contacts
before putting it up to his ear.

| NT. DAY. TAXI OFFI CE./INT. DAY. THE VAN. | NTERCUT.
Taxi Palace, a dim griny taxi office.

Yell ow |ight creeps through closed blinds. The air is
i mpossi bly thick with snoke.

Yelling in both Chinese and English can be heard.

MRS LAO, an elderly Chinese woman sits at the front desk, a
cigarette hangs out of the corner of her nouth.

The phone rings, she answers.

MRS LAO
(Heavy Chi nese accent)
Taxi pal ace-

| AN
s lan, put T on the phone-

MRS LAO
Terry in Hong-Kong he-
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|l an nutes the phone. He groans and slans his hand on the
dashboard. The bird stirs in it's cage.

BEN
O- watch it!

| AN
(Through gritted teeth, at Ben)
Fuck off-

| an points at the phone aggressively.
Ben clutches the cage closely. He whispers into it.

BEN
Shhhh. .. Shhhhh..

| an unnnut es the phone.

| AN
(Down phone)
What's he doing in 'ong-kong?

MRS LAO
| ssa fam |y emergency.

| AN
Ri ght... Fuck ne..

|l an takes a deep breath. He fights panic.

| AN
Right... Can you pass a nessage-

MRS LAO
No... No, | don't know nothi ng about -

| AN
Ri ght, whose about who does then?

A pause. Ms Lao covers the phone, she yells down a corridor.

MRS LAO
(in good english)
Mke, MKE... It's those two
ar sehol es. ..

M KE ( OFFSCREEN)
(I ondon accent, voice |ike gravel)
Fuck ne | ove, which ones?
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MRS LAO
(good english)
Themtwo Terry sent for the bird.

M KE ( OFFSCREEN)
Just a mnute |ove...

MRS LAO ( DOAN PHONE)
(in accent)
M ke is here.

lan |l oses it. He screans through gritted teeth while covering
t he phone's m crophone.

| AN
Jesus CHRI ST!

| an takes a deep breath.

| AN ( DOAN PHONE)
Ri ght, put M ke on..

MRS LAO
He say one m nute.

| an snaps. He screans down the phone. The bird goes nad
agai n.

| AN
|  DONTHAVEFI VEFUCKI NGM NUTES!

MRS LAO
Ok, ok. Mke, MKE...

| an rocks back and forth, grinding his teeth, he grips the
steering wheel so hard it |ooks painful.

M ke steps in. He is an inpossibly rough | ooking man. Bal d.
Hands |i ke shovels. Voice |ike gravel. He takes the phone
fromMs Lao.

MRS LAO
(Wi speri ng)
He sounds fucked.

M KE ( DOAN PHONE)
Listen son, if you ain't got ny
fackin' noney-



| AN
Li sten, Mke. Me and your boss had a
j ob on-
M KE
yeah?
| AN
Yeah.
M KE

How cone | never -

| AN
Li sten mate, |-

M KE
You' ve been ducki ng ne, sunshine.

| AN
| ain't got time for this, are you
gonna fucking listen or-

M KE
Where's ny noney, |an?
| AN
Listen MKE |'mgetting there.
M KE
Go on. ..
| AN

Terry told you about this bird?
A smle creeps onto Mke's face.

M KE
VWhat bird?

| AN
Right, well we've got this fucking
cockat oo right.

M KE
This ain't pets at hone you know,
whaddya-

28.
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| AN
Terry were gonna give us twenty five
grand for it. Can you hold onto it for
us until -

M KE
Yeah yeah, | renenber now, black pal m
innit?
| AN
Yeah, yeah, that's the one.
M KE
| ain't doing you any nore favours
sunshi ne-
| AN
M ke... Mate-
M KE
"1l buy it off ya |ike..
| AN
Fi ne. Twenty grand.
M KE
Fuck off.
| AN

VWhat ? Terry was gonna give nme twenty
five, all you' ve gotta do is feed the
cunt till he gets back. 'S pet-sittin’
for fuck's sake.

M KE
Ain't worth 25, seen emgo for ten
twel ve grand before.

| AN
He's got a collector lined up in
china, ain't he.

M KE
Bullshit he ain't told ne-

| AN
He doesn't tell you shit, dunbfuck-
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M KE
Careful, son... Listen, here's what |
can do for ya. Bring ne the bird and
"1l do ya ten... mnus the four you

owe us from before you went inside.

| AN
FUCK YOU

| an hangs up the phone and screans.

BEN
what's the score then mate are we-

| AN
Are you wi nding me up?

The pickup appears in the rearview

| AN
Shit!

lan slanms his foot down.

BEN
| an?

| AN
Fuck off now mate.

BEN
| only-

| an shoots Ben a | ook.
EXT. DAY. DI RT TRACK
A long, winding dirt track, fields for mles.

The pickup gains on them the van skins down the dirt track,
ki cki ng up dust and stones.

| NT. DAY. PI CKUP

The pickup closes in, it is now about ten feet away fromthe
back of the Van. The bird thrashes around.

Jack mekes eye contact with lan through the rearview He
points at himw th nmurder in his eyes.
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EXT. DAY. DI RT TRACK

The pickup tailgates the van hard. Dust fills the air as both
vehi cles are pushed to their limts.

The pi ckup bunps the back of the van.

The van swerves, alnost comng off the road, a burst of dust
and | oose stones.

| NT. DAY. THE VAN.

lan grips the wheel, the van throws the boys around in their
seats. The bird rattles it's cage.

I NT. DAY. THE PI CKUP

Danny picks up his phone. He calls DAD this tine. H s eyes
are fixed on the van in front of him He doesn't blink.

| NT. DAY. VAN
The sound of a phone ringing.

BEN
| thought you chucked his phone?

| AN
| did!

BEN
Ah, | bet he's got a personal one and
a_

| AN
Look for it then!

Ben clinbs into the back of the van, sliding around, he
rummages around the back.

EXT. DAY. DI RT TRACK

Anot her shunt. The van swerves.

| NT. DAY. THE VAN.

Ben rattles around the back of the Van. G asping at the

bl oody carpet the body unravels, bouncing around, bl ood goes
ever ywher e.
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The sound is comng froma Smartwatch around the old man's
wist. Ben holds it up proudly.

BEN
LOCK! S one of them conputer watches!

| AN
Fuck NMEEEEEE

BEN
VWhat should |?

| AN
| DONTFUCKI NGKNOW

Ben answers the call.

| AN
Don't answer it!

BEN
Hel | 0?

| AN
you TIT!

BEN
hel | 0?

JACK

(Over the phone)
You' ve Got no fucking idea who | am

| AN
hang it up!

BEN
I"mtrying...

JACK

Ya think you can steal fromus?
Ben funbles with the watch, trying to switch it off.

JACK
You' re dead nen!

The pickup shunts the van again, Ben rattles around, nearly
|l osing his footing. He steadies hinself.
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JACK
See ya soon boys!d

Ben, fearful holds the watch by the strap and beats it
agai nst the side of the van, breaking it, Jack's voice fades
out .

EXT. DAY. DI RT ROAD.

The van is shunted again, the back wheels slide around
w ldly. Jack sl ows down, anticipating them crashing.

| NT. DAY. DI RT RQOAD.

Ben scranbles to the front of the Van, trying to get back
into his seat. He clinbs over and falls into the footwell.

The van heads towards a crossroad. The getaway car is parked
roughly twenty feet away on a grass verge.

Ben tries to force hinself back into his seat with his | egs.
We get closer to the crossroad. To the left, the road carries
on. Straight on the road turns into a thin public footpath
set with big, |oose stones.

Ben points at the car.

BEN
LOOK

| an | ooks over at the getaway car, el ated.

A second | ater he | ooks back at the road ahead, his face
fills with terror.

| AN
it's a fucking footpath!

Al too late, lan tries to make the turn. Ben fights to get
his seatbelt on as the Van skids toward the ditch at an
angl e.

Click! Wth a fraction of a second to spare Ben's seatbel t
goes in.

BOOM The van hits the bottom of the hedge, |eaving a huge
gap in the hedge.
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Al of the wi ndows shatter. The body rattles around in the
back, spraying bl ood everywhere, beer cans fromthe footwell
rattl e around. The van is nose down in the ditch, snoking.

EXT. DAY. THE CROSSROAD.

The boys pile out through the back doors. Stunned. |an
clutches his newy broken left arm They stand on the road
di sori ent at ed.

They watch as the bird, sonehow unharned flies deeper into
the vast wheat field, it glints in the sun. The world stands
still. Ethereal nusic plays.

| AN
The car!

The brothers sprint towards the car.

Jack' s pickup conmes to a screanmi ng halt, blocking the
br ot hers' path.

| an points the gun at Jack.

| AN
a!

Jack is too furious to even notice, he clinbs out and onto
t he back of the pickup, he lets the dog out.

JACK
Gnarn boy!

Ben and lan bolt in the opposite direction.
They dive into the ditch, making a break for the fields.

The Dog, bounds towards the brothers at incredible speed,
snapping it's jaws.

The brothers scranble up the other side of the ditch as the
dog bounds towards them

BEN
| hate dogs!

Ben pulls lan up by his good armwith a second to go as the
dog dives into the ditch, snapping at his feet.

| AN
Jesus!
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The dog scranbles up the bank, it struggles against the
steep, wet ditch, buying the brothers sonme tine.

The brothers sprint into the field, battling through wai st
hi gh vegetation

BEN
What we gonna do?

| AN
Run!

They head toward a decent sized stream

| AN
Wat er !

Upstream the water runs out of an irrigation tunnel,
portruding froma ridge of earth. A train line runs over the
top of the nound.

The brothers make it to the edge of the stream it is about
two feet deep and flows slowy. lan shimmes down the steep
sides into the water. Ben dives in head first.

| an spl ashes the water over hinself in a desperate attenpt to
di sgui se his scent. Ben energes, soaked head to toe.

| AN
In there!

lan points to the tunnel, they wade towards it, the dog is a
ways of f.

| NT. DAY. | RRI GATI ON TUNNEL.

The tunnel is dark. Faint |light protrudes fromeither end.
The water is ankle deep. The brothers panting echoes the
| ength of the tunnel.

They stagger through the tunnel hunched over. |an stunbles,
he tries to correct hinself wth his broken armand cries out
in pain.

Two spl ashes can be heard as the dog, and then Jack can be
heard entering the water.

EXT. DAY. OUTSI DE THE TUNNEL.

The other end of the tunnel. The brothers stagger into the
dayl i ght.
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An even steeper enbanknent with fences on each side. The
wat er conmes out to about wai st deep here.
The sound of the dog approachi ng gets | ouder.

lan steps out and stunbles into the water, he |loses his
footing and goes under before standing up.

BEN
VWhat do we-

| AN
Gs' aleg up

lan points to the top of the edge of the tunnel. He uses his
good armto hoist hinself up as Ben gives hima boost.

Jack yells sonething i nconprehensi ble dowmn the tunnel. Little
spl ashes echo throughout as the dog draws cl oser.

The faint wail of the level crossing starts up.

Ben turns and | ooks down the tunnel. he can see the dog's
shadow noving toward them Splashing sounds as it nears.

lan lies flat on the ground above, he tries to pull Ben up.
He struggl es because of Ben's weight and his broken arm

The dog bursts out of the tunnel. It sinks it's teeth into
Ben's calf. Ben cries out in pain.

W t hout thinking he reaches out and grabs lan's ot her,
broken, arm and pulls hinself up.

lan cries out in pain. Hs ears ring, his vision blurs.

Ben shakes the dog off, it lands in the deeper water and
spl ashes around, tenporarily incapacitated.

| NT. DAY. | RRI GATI ON TUNNEL

Jack watches Ben's | egs disappear just as he enters the
t unnel

EXT. DAY. TUNNEL.

Jack bursts out of the end of the tunnel and stands, wai st
deep in the water.

The hum of a train approaching.
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He | ooks around. The brothers are gone, he | ooks over the top
of the tunnel as the train rushes by. He screans in
frustration. He whistles for the dog and heads back the way
he cane.

EXT. DAY. OTHER SI DE OF THE TRACK

| an stunbl es down the other side of the nmound, Narrowy
m ssing being hit by the train, Ben freefalls head first.

Li mpi ng, they sprint as fast as they can, deep into the nass
of seemingly endless fields. They are conpletely |ost, they
get low and hide, catching their breath

EXT. DAY. THE SCENE OF THE CRASH

Jack clinbs back up the slope toward the crashed van,
furious. The dog trails behind him

He kicks the back of the van with his heavy work boot,
| eavi ng a dent.

He | ooks inside the van. He sees blood splattered all over
the interior and the body, half-covered in bl oodstai ned

car pet.

Hi s face drops, rage turns to sorrow and power| essness.
Carefully, he drags the body of the van and places it across
t he back seats of the pickup. He stares at it for a nonent,
his vest stained with bl ood.

Tears well in his eyes.

The door slanms shut, he gets in. he takes a nonent to conpose
hi msel f.

The pi ckup speeds off back in the direction of the bungal ow.
EXT. DAY. ENDLESS FI ELDS.
The brothers linp aimessly through the fields.

| an shivers, he keeps checking his phone for signal to no
avail .

lan | ooks at his arm it is mangl ed beyond belief. He tries
to nmove his fingers, they don't do nuch.
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BEN
| quite |ike being | ost ya know, 's
i ke when we was little and we used to
go out exploring... Do you renenber
when-

| an shoots Ben a | ook.
Mor e wanderi ng.

They find thenselves a clearing, another single track road.
Exhausted, lan sits on the grass verge. He takes out the gun
again and sits with it hanging at his feet.

BEN
VWhat's the plan now?

| AN
| can't wal k anynore. ..

BEN
So what do we-

| AN
We're gonna have to wait for a car
mate. ..

BEN
Oh, okay. ..

Ben sits down next to I|an.
lan grips the gun tightly.

FADE TO BLACK
EXT. DAY. OLD MAN S DRI VEWAY

Jack's pickup pulls onto the drive. He gets out and heads
toward the house. The sun is beginning to set.

| NT. DAY. THE BUNGALOW

Sil ence. The house is a weck. Al of the birds are dead or
have escaped. Feathers and shards of glass are strewn about
t he place, blood stains random surf aces.

Danny sits at the table with his head in his hands, he | ooks
gaunt and exhaust ed.



Jack beelines for a cabinet, he pulls out a bottle of
and begins taking swgs fromit.

DANNY

He's dead, ain't he?
JACK

aye. ..
DANNY

We've gotta call the police-

JACK
What good have nuskerers ever done us?

DANNY
He's been kilt Jack-

JACK
Do ya think police care about sone
dead ol d pi key?

DANNY
It's their job to-

JACK
When things like this happen you know
what they say?

DANNY
Pl ease just listen-

JACK
Good fuckin' riddance!

Jack takes another sw g.

JACK
Not to nention all the shit we're in,
the birds are an easy five years, and
everythin' else, then what?

DANNY
They' Il fi nd-

JACK
(Choked up)
They won't fuckin' | ook.

Danny starts to cry.

39.

Wi skey
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DANNY

What the fuck are we supposed to do?
JACK

Cal | Shane..

Danny takes a deep breath. He | ooks at Jack fearfully, tears
stream down his face silently.

DANNY
We can't just-

JACK
VWhat el se are we-

DANNY
Call the fuckin' police Jack

JACK
Then what ? Get eight, ten years, cone
out on us arse? They ain't gonna
bot her | ooki ng-

DANNY
They have to!
JACK
Believe ne, the only way we'll get any
justice is if we go and find it
our sen.
DANNY
W can't...

Jack sits down at the table, exhausted.

JACK
Nobody |i kes us, you know that...

FADE TO BLACK.
EXT. DUSK. RURAL | RELAND.

Rolling hills, tall grass. Livestock. Dry stone walls. A
pat ch of woodl and, we are mles fromcivilisation.

The sounds of w nd, water and birds.
SHANE, Short, thin. Stone faced, sixty-odd. Casual cl othes,

arny boots. Walks with a |inp consistent with having had a
shattered hip.
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He lies in a divot in the ground, surrounded by trees. He
points a small rifle, a Rueger mni-14, deeper into the
woods.

A fox groons itself.

Pop! A nuzzle flash illum nates Shane's face. Birds scatter.
The fox falls into a heap, dead.

Shane pulls up his sleeves, he seizes the fox by it's tai
and carries it wth one hand. Bl ood runs down the |ength of
his forearm

Shane's old flip phone vibrates. He answers it. He exits the

woods and heads downhill in the direction of a snmall cabin.
SHANE
Mm .. | see... M condol ences...

Shane passes a chicken coop near a stone cabin. The chickens
rustl e around and nake noi se.

SHANE
'l be there in about six hours..

| NT. DUSK. THE CABI N.

Shane steps into the dimy lit, sinple stone cabin. A single
roomwith a small fireplace, a table, a single chair and a
si npl e single bunk.

He places the fox on the table and props the rifle up next to
hi m

Shane renoves the foxes tail with a single stroke of a | arge
buck knife.

He straightens the tail out, wnds a string around the end
and leaves it to dry out next to the firepl ace.

He drops the knife into the sink, he washes his hands, then
the knife. The blood swirls down the drain.

He kneel s before a | arge, wooden arny style Lockbox at the
bottom of the bed.

He opens it with a key fromaround his neck. Inside it is a
smal | stash of weapons. Al guns used by the IRA, including a
British arny L1A1.
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He takes out a sawed-off shotgun on a sling and a fistful of
shel |l s before | ocking the box again.

EXT. N GHT. COAST.
A rough cliff side, a narrow, rocky beach

A boat floats in the shallows. The sil houette of a man stands
over the water.

Shane, heads towards the boat with a duffel bag slung over
his shoul der. He wades into the water knee deep.

THE BOATMAN, easily in his 70s, tired and weat hered by the
sea, reaches toward himand pulls himup

They exchange a sonbre | ook.
I NT. NI GHT. A SVALL BOAT.

The boat is cranped. Shane sits on one side. A man and a
wonman sit on the other, they are refugees, they | ook
exhaust ed.

A small boy sits on the wonman's |ap. He stares at Shane, who
gives hima reassuring |ook. Faint, tinny nmusic froma radio.
The boat sways.

EXT. NI GHT. THE SEA

The tiny boat sails toward Engl and, clad by darkness on al
si des.

Fade to bl ack
EXT. NI GHT. A BACK ROAD.
Ben and lan sit on the grass verge.

The glare of the setting sun reflects off a beaten old famly
wagon.

| AN
"BEre we are...

lan lies flat on the grass. Ben crouches, scratching at the
scabby wound on his head until it starts bleeding. The car
draws nearer

| AN
Ri ght, get ready... NOW
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Ben energes, clutching his head, blood trickles fromhis
scalp. He stands in the way of the car.

BEN
Hel p, hel p!

The car screeches to a halt a few feet away from Ben. He and
it's driver, MARTIN, a fat, unm stakably English man, bit of
a hardnut. M d-50s, dressed in fishing gear, nake eye

cont act .

| an enmerges pointing the gun at the car, the car slows down.
Ben tries to cone around the side and open the door.

Martin ducks. The car suddenly accelerates in the direction
of Ian.

lan dives into the ditch, dropping the gun.

Ben is clipped by the car, he nounts the bonnet for a second.
He tries to hold onto the car's door handl e, running

al ongsi de the car.

Martin boots the door open, and then slans it shut. Ben | oses
his grip and falls over in a heap clutching his hand.

The car | oses control and hits a tel egraph pole, snmashing one
of the lights. The pole collapses and lands in the field,
crushing part of a hedge.

Ben stands up, he rushes the car and drags Martin out of the
car.

He grips Martin's neck so hard he starts to go blue. Martin
struggles, trying to prise Ben's armaway from his neck.

MARTI N
Gaaah!

| AN
Don't Kill him

Ben isn't |istening.

BEN
STOP!

| an scranbles around in the ditch, |ooking for the gun.

Martin jans his thunb in Ben's eye.
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| AN
Fuck's sake, just hold him

Martin gouges at Ben's face.

BEN
He's hurting ne!
| AN
Don't you dare kill anyone el se!

Martin thrashes around, fearing for his life now He throws
Ben to the ground, they roll around in the road.

BEN
HELP!

Martin thunps Ben a few tinmes as they roll around.

lan pulls the gun out the ditch, he runs up to Martin and
boots himin the ribs full force, seperating the two. Martin
Iies wheezing in the road.

| an points the gun at Martin, who stands up and raises his
hands, gasping for breath.

| AN
Get in!
BEN
He can't cone with us, he hit ne!
| AN
W can't let himgo, can we!
BEN
But he's an arsehol e!
| AN
Ri ght! both of you, in the car.
Martin gets in the back seat of the car, still gasping for
air.

I NT. NIGHT. MARTIN S CAR

A scruffy, bloke's car. Fishing equipnment inc a big angling
net, half a dozen yellowed air-fresheners.

lan gets in the driver's seat, Ben rides up front with him
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| an hands Ben the gun.

| AN
| f he tries anything, shoot him

BEN
But -

| an shoots Ben a nurderous | ook.

BEN
Ch, yeah. ..

Ben nods, he trains the gun on Martin.

EXT. NI GHT. DI RT ROAD.

Martin's car reverses back onto the road and pulls away.
I NT. NIGHT. MARTIN S CAR

The car drives slowy down a long, straight road. There is
nothing but fields for mles.

| AN
Get the wheel for us nmte.

Ben hol ds the steering wheel straight while also trying to
keep the gun on Martin. He finds this very difficult,
gl anci ng back and forth between the two.

| an rummages around the side panel of the car.

| AN
Got any beers or ow, take the edge
off this arm

Martin says nothing, his eyes trained on the gun.

| an pops open the glove box, it is full of paperwork, bits of
fishing tackle.

BEN
Were are we goi ng?

| an runmages around the gl ove box. He pulls out a bottle of
pills marked "sevroquil, slow release norphine capsul es.”

| AN
Kept these quiet didn't ya!
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lan starts trying to prise the childproof lid off the pills
with his teeth.

MARTI N
a!

| AN
Fuck off you drug addict.

MARTI N
S' ny nedication you cunt!

| AN
He' Il shoot you!

Ben gives Martin his best nenacing | ook, he pipes down.

lan tries to get the lid off again.

BEN
l an?

| AN
Don't use ny nane!

BEN
Sorry... Um boss?

| AN
VWhat !

BEN

Were are we goi ng?

| AN
| don't know, just steer.

BEN
| don't like driving if I don't know
where |' m goi ng-

| AN
hol d on-

POP! the lid cones off, half the pills spill onto the floor.
| an dunps a |l oad of theminto his hand. He rummages around
| ooking for sonmething to wash them down with.

BEN
Makes nme nervous..
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| AN
G mme a second. .

| an, unable to find anything, chews his tongue for a second.

He slings a good few pills into his nouth. He chews them
before swall owi ng themso they hit faster

BEN
| an-

| AN
JUST HOLD I' T STRAI GHT!

| an | ooks down at his hand. He flexes his fingers. They nove
a bit nmore now H's armlooks a ness.

BEN
Sorry. ..

lan drives on, schemng, talking to hinself, he grows drowsy
fromthe pills.

Ben is distracted, he points the gun at Martin but is no
| onger | ooking at him

Martin fidgets in his seat.

MARTI N
Li sten | ads-

| AN
Shuddup!

A mnute or so passes in silence.

BEN
What's the pl an?
| AN
| dunno mate...
BEN
But you've al ways got a-
| AN
Listen mate, | ain't got a fucking

clue, right?

BEN
Al right...



48.

lan tries to cal mhinself down.

BEN
| an. ..

| AN
Yeah?

BEN

Are we gonna die?

| AN
Way' d you say that?

BEN
Cause you always say, if you ain't got
a plan you're as good as dead-

| AN

Mate... It's-
BEN

And now we don't have a plan and-
| AN

You're stressing ne right out!
BEN

" m worried!
| AN

"' m fucking worried!

BEN
| know, that's why i'm Wrried- ACK!

Martin makes his nove. In one swift notion he waps a |length
of thick fishing line around Ben's neck. He pushes the gun up
with his other hand, trapping it against the roof of the car.

BEN
Gaaah!

MARTI N
Let me go you CUNT!

| an panics, the car swerves. Ben turns purple, gasping for
air.

BEN
| - Can't breat he!
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MARTI N
Let nme out!

lan slanms the brakes on, Martin hits his head on the seat, he
| oses his grip on the fishing |ine.

Ben gasps for air. He turns around and whacks Martin on the
back of his head with the gun. Martin falls forward, linp in
his seat.

| AN
If he's dead I'mgonna kill you

BEN
He started it!

| AN
Fuck neee, see if he's breathing!

Ben leans in cautiously. He listens to Martins |aboured
br eat hi ng.

BEN
Yeah, yeah, hundred percent.

| an hands Ben the duct tape.

| AN
Ri ght, tape him up.

Ben clinbs over the seat and tapes martin's hands together.
He wi nds the tape around his whol e head, covering his nose.

| AN
Not the bl oody nose!

BEN
Sorry. ..

Ben corrects his mstake, peeling the tape off Martin's face,
taking bits of stubble with it. He reapplies it properly.

lan starts the car up again and they carry on.

BEN
Any i deas yet?

| AN
Not since five m nutes ago, no!
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BEN
Sorry. ..

lan carries on driving, he checks the phone again, still no
si gnal .

Then, suddenly, in the glare of the headlights we see the
bird, eating spilled animal feed in the m ddle of the road.

It turns it's head to stare at the car, frozen.

| AN
S a mrcal e!

BEN
VWhat ?

| AN

There he i sl

BEN
Oh, yeah... Ww.

| AN
Told you it'd work out.

| an scranbl es around, he pulls the burlap sack out of his
overalls, he junps out of the car with the engi ne running.

EXT. NI GHT. DI RT ROAD.

II'lum nated by the car lights lan creeps towards the bird, he
grabs sone of the feed fromthe ground and slings it into the
bag.

He inches closer to the bird making a tutting noise, it |ooks
at himcuriously.

| AN
Cnrnon little fella..

lan is within an arnis reach now, the bird still studies him
he takes a deep breath.

| AN
Good boy, you wanna conme with me?

|l an takes a deep breath, he and the bird are feet apart,
staring at each other.
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He makes a swipe with the bag. The bird startles and flies
away, perching on a nearby tel egraph pole.

| AN
FUCK

|an stuffs sone nore feed into the sack and holds it out.

| AN
C nmon, Here boy. S only ne.

The bird stares at lan, curiously. lan is desperate.

| AN
Conme on. ..

lan stares at the bird in anticipation, he smles at it
unconvi nci ngl y.

The bird flies away.

| AN
Fuck! FUCK YQOU!

lan clutches his head and screans into the night. He gets
back in the car.

I NT. NIGHT. MARTIN S CAR
lan carries on driving, he takes deep breaths.

BEN
Still no-

| AN
Li sten, best thing nowis to find
somewhere to get us heads down,

alright?
BEN
Ch, okay... sorry.
| AN
Just keep your eye out for a hotel or

sonet hi ng. ..
They carry on driving, Ben watches out the w ndow.

BEN
|'ve got an idea!
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| AN
You what ?

BEN
We could go to the bed and breakf ast
dad used to take us to!

| AN
VWhat ?

BEN
S near here innit...

EXT. NI GHT. DI RT TRACK.
The car screeches to a halt.
I NT. NIGHT. MARTIN S CAR

| an' s bl ood boils.

| AN
D you know where we are?
BEN
Yeah. ..
| AN
When were you gonna tell nme?
BEN
| thought you al ready knew.
| AN
Are you w ndi ng ne up!
BEN
No! | thought you're cleverer than

amso if I know, you did and all -

| AN
For fuck's sake mate...

lan puts his head in his hands, he takes a deep breath.

| AN
Ri ght, where is it?
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BEN
Down this road a bit, then left, then
there's this tunnel thingy and then
you go for a bit, and then you're
t here.

| AN
Good | ad. ..

lan carries on down the dirt road.
EXT. NI GHT. DI RT ROAD.
The car drives on.

FADE QUT.
EXT. NIGHT. OLD MAN S HOUSE. FOOT OF THE GATE

Shane stands at the foot of the gate. He wears a | oose navy
Addi das shell suit jacket, bootcut jeans, arny boots, bl ack
| eather driving gloves. He finishes a cigarette and crushes
it under his boot. The gate rolls open.

I NT. NI GHT. THE BUNGALOW

Shane steps inside, he enbraces the brothers one by one.
Danny has been crying. Jack has been drinking.

SHANE
Big boys now ain't ya. Sorry it took
all this to-

JACK
You' re here now. ..

Shane wal ks through the house. The old man's body, covered
over with a bl oody bedsheet lies on the dining roomtable.

SHANE
Descri be emto me.

He notes the dent in the wall, he picks up the bl oodied
ashtray and studies it. He stands up and puts it back on the
si de.

JACK
first lad were skinny, rat faced.
O her chavvy were proper big and fat.
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Shane nods. He wal ks through the house, follow ng the bl oody
f oot prints.

Shane sees his reflection in the taxiderny display as he
passes. The bi bl e quote again.

He squats in front of the conservatory and studies the broken
gl ass. He nods.

SHANE
Amat eurs, whol e 'hing screans a panic.

DANNY
Dya reckon you'll -

SHANE
Aye. ..

Shane gets up and addresses the brothers.

SHANE
We'll bury yer da' when we get back-

Danny nods. Jack takes a deep breath.
EXT. NIGHT. THE SCENE OF THE CRASH

The van lies in a ditch, w spy snoke curls off the engine.
The getaway car sits not far away in the shade of a tree.

Danny's pickup pulls in. They get out.

Shane surveys the scene. He wal ks over to the van and peers
inside, it is full of blood and broken gl ass.

Shane checks out the getaway car, he puts his hand under the
front wheel, the keys are taped to the top of the arch. Shane
takes it, drops it to the ground and crushes it under his
boot .

JACK
Looks organi sed-

SHANE
Soneone' s hel ping 'em aye...

JACK
S that a problen?

SHANE
No. .
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Shane cones around the front end of the van, he studies the
trail left behind by Ben and lan. He follows it by eye down
to the stream barely visible in the dark

SHANE
They go down here?

JACK
Yeah, | ost em down there.

Shane wal ks the brothers through the fields, toward the
t unnel

Shane and the brothers stand at the edge of the stream Shane
shi nes a conpact hunting torch around, tracing the path the
br ot hers t ook.

SHANE
Canme back around. .

They go deeper into the field and back up onto the road.

Shane comes across the scene of the second crash. he finds
t he damaged post, shards of fibreglass. He studies them

SHANE
They t ook anot her car.
JACK
Looks like they wecked it.
SHANE
Aye, they ain't got far.
JACK
Mmm
SHANE
Right... 'S best if we conme back in

the nornin'.
They start wal ki ng back to the Van.

JACK
ain't gonna start-

y

SHANE
They ain't nmakin' it far. On their
| ast | egs now. M ght be a problemthat
fixes isself.
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Shane approaches the van. He produces a big buck knife from
his wai st.

Shane pries off the van's front and back nunber pl ates using
t he knife.

SHANE
Look up the nunber on the side of the
van for me wll ya.

Shane tosses the plates in the back of the van, which we see
again is coated with bl ood.

He does the sane for the plates on the getaway car.

JACK
Bui sness' on the industrial estate,
shed si x. Reckons they've gone bust.

SHANE
Good lad. 1'Il head down in the
mornin', find out nanes an' faces.

JACK
So, you'll definitely find enf

SHANE
They' ve got two days at nost.

DANNY
Shane?

Shane produces a newspaper fromthe inside of his jacket, he
opens the fuel cap of the van and stuffs it inside.

SHANE
Yes son?
DANNY
You're gonna kill these?
SHANE
Aye.
DANNY

There's not -

SHANE
Horse's bol ted now, Danny. .
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Shane lights the newspaper, streaks of flame rise into the
air.

They get in the pickup and drive away.
The van is engulfed in flanes.

FADE OUT.
EXT. NNGHT. THE OLD MAN S BACK GARDEN

The three nen stand over a hole under a tree, illum nated by
the light of the back porch.

A huge nmound of dirt sits next to the hole. A makeshift
burial site. An excavator sits in the distance.

Danny tries not to cry. Jack fills in the hole slowy.

SHANE
(Si ngi ng)
Ch, nme nane it is Sam Hall, chi mey

sweep, chi mey sweep-

Tears stream down Danny's face.

SHANE
Ch, nme nane it is Sam Hall, chi mey
sweep... Oh, ne nane it is Sam Hal |,

and |'ve robbed both great and snal

Jack puts his arm around Danny.

SHANE
And nme neck will pay for all, when
die, when | die...
And ne neck will pay for all, when

die...
FADE TO BLACK, WE FADE IN AS THE MJSI C FADES QUT.
EXT. N GHT. B&B, CAR PARK
A car park out front of the B&B, enpty save for Martin's car.

The Bed and breakfast has seen better days. Vines creep up
the side of the building, paint peels off the w ndow franes.
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Faded, wooden signs read "Vacancy," and, "late check-ins
wel cone. "

The car sits just out of view of the building in a snmall car
park. It is enpty apart from Martin's car.

I NT. NI GHT. THE CAR

The three nen sit in the car. lan plots. Ben | ooks tired,
Martin is awake agai n now, bound and gagged. |an hol ds
Martin's wallet and |icense. Ben points the gun.

lan tears the tape off Martin's nouth, taking nore bits of
stubble with him

| AN
Al right, Mrtin.

MARTI N
Listen lads |I'msorry, keep the car,
j ust pl ease-

| AN
Li st en!
Martin nods.
| AN
Are you gonna behave?
MARTI N
yeah, yeah
| AN

' mgonna |l et you go once you do us a
little favour, yeah?

MARTI N
Anyt hi ng you say | ads.

| AN
Ri ght, so you're gonna go in there and
ask for a double room yeah...

MARTI N
Ok, ok.

| AN
And if they ask you about -
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MARTI N
It's just me...

| AN
Good nman, Make sure its one of the
bottom ones and all -

MARTI N
Course mate, whatever you say..

| AN
And if you try and do a runner | swear
on nme life I'll shoot you in the
fucki ng back.
Martin takes a deep breath.
| an takes the gun off Ben.

| AN
Ri ght, get the tape off him

Ben stretches the tape around Martin's wists, breaking it.

| AN
Ri ght, geddout.

Martin opens the door and sets one foot outside.

| AN
Take the fishing shit and all.
MARTI N
What ?
| AN
You wouldn't normally leave it, would
ya?
MARTI N

Yeah, no. Good- good point.

Martin grabs his fishing equipnent, including a |arge net and
t ackl e box.

lan junps out of the car, holding the gun by his side, he
tries to | ook casual .

EXT. N GHT. CAR PARK OVERLOCKI NG B&B

A desolate little car park in front of a run dowmn ol d B&B
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Martin wal ks toward the front entrance, unsteady on his feet.

lan swings wide to avoid being seen, he | eans up against the
wal | by the front door, |istening.

|l an watches Martin go inside, both nen are afraid.

martin talks to the OLD LADY behind the desk, she smles at
hi m

He hands her his debit card. She turns around and starts
rummagi ng t hrough a desk.

Martin | ooks over his shoul der and sees lan peering at him
He nods. |an nods back.

The ol d | ady di sappears into a back room

lan slips in through the door.

I NT. NI GHT. AN OLD B&B.

A plastic pot plant and half an inch of dust sit on the desk
al ongsi de an old, yellow ng tel ephone. Everything is beyond
dated and the wal | paper has patches of danp.

| an creeps past the front desk, into the corridor, out of
view of the old |lady. He pokes his head around and gl ares at

martin again.

The ol d woman conmes back with the keys.

OLD LADY
Don't you | ook ever so famliar..
MARTI N
(Nervous)
Ah, really?
OLD LADY
Qoh, you don't know our Claire do ya?
MARTI N
Oh, I"'m.. not fromround here-
OLD LADY
Qoh, wherereabouts have you cone from

| ove?

| an watches Martin, unblinking. Martin starts to sweat.
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MARTI N
(flustered)

W gan!

OLD LADY
Qooh, that's far int' it? one of ny
sisters lived in Wgan, | nean
goodness this was forty odd years ago
now-

lan | ooks like he could lose it.

MARTI N
Oh yeah?

OLD LADY
Qoh listen to ne going on, anyway
duck, sign here for ne.

The old lady slides Martin a piece of paper, he signs it, the
si gnature | ooks nani c.

OLD LADY
Ever so famliar...

MARTI N
Got one of themfaces | reckon, get it
all the tine...

Martin forces a snmle.

OLD LADY
maybe you're right. | ama very old
| ady now you know.

Martin tries to laugh. The old lady leans in to get a better
| ook at him

OLD LADY
Well | won't keep you any | onger,
can tell you've had a big day.

MARTI N
You don't know the half of it |ove...

Martin wal ks down the corridor, past I|an.
I NT. NI GHT. THE CORRI DOR

Peel i ng wal | paper. Faded paintings inc the crying boy. A vase
with plastic flowers, dust and cobwebs on a side table.
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OLD LADY ( OFFSCREEN)
Qoh, it's just the one on the end,
| ove.

MARTI N
Thanks sweet heart!

OLD LADY ( OFFSCREEN)
VWhat ever am | |ike. ..

The ol d | ady chuckl es.

Martin wal ks down the corridor. lan slips in behind him he
puts the gun to his back.

MARTI N
(whi spering)
Al right, alright.
| AN
(whi speri ng)
Fuck was that!
MARTI N
What ?
| AN
You were tryna give her a signal
MARTI N
| never -
| AN
What was that | ook you gave her then?
MARTI N
What | ook?
| AN
You know
MARTI N

She's fucking eighty she don't know

| AN
Thi nk yoursen | ucky, yeah?

lan digs the barrel of the gun into Martin's back, Martin
takes a deep breath.
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They reach the door of their room Martin's hands shake, he
drops the keys.

| an shoots hima violent |ook.

| AN
Step back. ..

Martin takes a step back.
| AN

| know your fucking gane... Get in the
corner, face the wall.

MARTI N
What ?
| AN
You heard ne!
Martin stands facing the wall, eye to eye with the painting.
| AN

Ri ght, siddown.
Martin sits down.

| AN
Right, if you get up you're done.

MARTI N
Ri ght, alright.

| an hol ds the gun under his arm he picks up the keys,
unl ocks the door and swings it open.

| AN
Get in.

| NT. NI GHT. THE ROOM

Dated interior. Floral patterns, textured wall paper. A double
bed. A wooden chair behind a desk. An old CRT TV. Everything
is yellowng. There is a w ndow opposite the door.

Martin steps in, lan follows him He | ocks the door and puts
t he deadbolt on

| AN
sit down.
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Martin sits on the end of the bed.

| AN
The chair!

Martin pulls the chair out and sits down in the mddle of the
room the stress is getting to him

|l an | ooks at the wi ndow, he realises he can't open it wthout
putting the gun down. lan gestures at Martin with the gun.

| AN
Open the w ndow.

Martin gets up and opens the wi ndow, he | ooks over at I|an,
who sits in the passenger seat, bobbing his head to the
radi o.

He sits back down.

| an | eans out of the wi ndow, he whistles, Ben doesn't notice,
he waves at him trying to get his attention.

After a nmonment Ben clinbs in through the window |an shuts
t he wi ndow behi nd hi mand shutters the blinds.

BEN
(To martin, casual)
Al right nmate.

MARTI N
Alright...

lan pulls the roll of tape fromhis overalls, he tosses it to
Ben.

| AN
Ri ght, tape him

Ben tapes Martin's hands behind his back.

| AN
Do his legs an' all.

Ben tapes up nmartin's | egs.

Ben sits on the bed, he puts the tv on and starts flicking
t hrough channel s, he bounces in his seat.

|l an goes into the wardrobe and yanks out the netal pole,
trying to turn it into a makeshift splint.
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He undoes the top of his overalls, revealing casual clothes
underneath. They are caked in blood and filth.

W see the broken arm a piece of bone juts out at an awkward
angl e, al nost breaking the skin.

He straightens his armout, he cries out in pain through
gritted teeth.

He stops hal fway and pants, tears in his eyes.
He puts his back against the wall.

he rummages around in his pockets again and pulls out the
pills.

MARTI N
G ve us one of themw |l ya ny back's-

| AN
Shuddup!

| an shoves a bunch of the pills into his nouth and starts
chewi ng them up

He sits on the floor with his back to the wall, trying to
control his breathing.
MARTI N
| need them
| AN
(Mouth full)

Fuck of f!
lan pulls his armstraight with an al m ghty crunch.

| AN
Gaaaah!

MARTI N
|"ve got chronic pain ya know

| an gestures to his arm

| AN
What do you think |I've got!

lan tries to tape the pole to his arm He sweats and shakes
fromthe pain, alnobst passing out.



MARTI N
Twat !

| AN
(through gritted teeth)
Keep your fucking voice down!

MARTI N
|"ve got a conpressed spine, |'ve been
sat on ne tail bone for fucking ten
hours, the |east you can do is-

| AN
SHUDDUP
lan slings the rest of the pill bottle at Martin's head,
m sses and hits the wall, pills spray everywhere.

Martin spits in lan's direction.

| AN
That's it, do his mouth an' all.

lan throws Ben the tape, he catches it.

Ben tries to tape up Martin's nmouth. Martin struggles
violently and starts to scream

BEN
Hold still.

MARTI N
Fuck you!

Ben grabs Martin's jaw. Martin bites his hand.

BEN
ow

Martin grow s and spits again.

Ben punches himclean across the face, knocking hi mout
one.

BEN
That's not ni ce!

| AN
VWhat did | tell yal!

66.
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BEN
| only did it once!

| AN
That's all it takes, he's an ald
fellal

BEN

Nah, he's breat hing.

| AN
Thi nk yersen | ucky, yeah?

BEN
Al right, sorry..

Ben tapes martin's nouth up.
|l an gestures for the tape. Ben hands it over.

| AN
G s' a hand.

BEN
Al right, yeah.

Ben sits down next to him

| AN
Right, hold this will ya?

BEN
Yeah, course..

Ben holds the pole close to lan's arm lan tapes it up,
wi ncing fromthe pain.

| AN
Good | ad, cheers.

lan gets up and starts pacing around the room

| AN

Ri ght get your kit off.
BEN

What ?
| AN

Evi dence innit.

67.
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Ben takes his boiler suit off and hands it to lan, he is
wearing tracksuit bottonms and a t-shirt underneath. |an does
t he sane, wearing simlar underneath.

| an rummages around in the mni-fridge. He pulls out a
handful of mniature spirits and starts sinking them hardly
stopping to breathe between bottles.

He steps into the en suite to the left.

I NT. NI GHT. EN SU TE

Dated. Slightly dingy. Yellowing of tiles. The |ight
flickers, lan's eyes adjust.

lan drops the minis in the sink, he kneels next to the bath.
Delicately, he bends back the front panel of the bath, he
stashes the two griny, bloody boiler suits in the cavity
between the front panel and the actual bath.

lan stares at hinself in the mrror, his face is crusted with
bl ood and his eye twtches.

He drinks the mnis back to back. He slings themin the
corner one by one, one of them snashes.

He finishes the last one, runs the tap and lets the sink fill
up. Still staring at hinself in the mrror.

He spl ashes sone of the water on his face and neck to try and
clean the blood and filth off hinself.

He staggers away, the tap still running.
| NT. NI GHT. THE ROOM
Ben sits, staring at the tv, old [ate night B-novies play.
| an staggers over to the bed.
He falls onto it face down, he passes out.
FADE TO BLACK
EXT. SUNRI SE. | NDUSTRI AL ESTATE.

A row of industrial units. Rusty, dingy, plants grow through
cracks in the concrete.
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One of the units has a sign, half peeled away and sun
bl eached t hat reads "Bug Brothers, bespoke pest managenent
sol utions.”

Shane wal ks up to the door. He produces a tool fromhis
sl eeve, the door clicks open.

He creeps inside.

| NT. DAY. WORKSHOP

A di ngy workshop an inch thick with dust. Bug bros overalls
sit on a peg, nothbitten. Lights above flicker, bits of
rusted tools and car parts |lie strewn around.

A counter top, a toastie maker, a sink and a kettle.

A man wor ks underneath a car with a broken drivers side
wi ndow, lying on a creeper.

Anot her man stands nearby with a cigarette hangi ng out of the
corner of his nouth, on the phone, he hangs up and sets his
eye on Shane as he enters.

Both nmen are scruffy, small tinmers. They | ook wired. They
wear cheap gol d chains and tracksuits.

Sil ence as Shane enters.

The kettle heats up.

SHANE
Dlike to speak to whoever's in charge
pl ease.

MAN 1

Fuck are you?

SHANE
Who' re you?

The two nen | ook at each other.

SHANE
You gentl| enen have a van go mssin'?

MAN 1
You police?

SHANE
No. .
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The guy working on the car comes out from under the car.

He sits on the creeper and watches Shane cl osely, he clutches
a screwdriver tight, Shane glances at the kettle.

SHANE
Just wanna have a little chat with
yous-

The guy with the screwdriver stands up and starts wal ki ng
t owar ds Shane. Shane gl ances at the kettle.

MAN 1
Think it's time for you to fuck off
old tiner.

The kettle clicks off.
The ot her man noves to get behind Shane. They both cl ose in.

Shane lunges for the kettle. Before anyone can react he

spl ashes boiling water in the face of the screwdriver guy, he
falls to the ground withing and scream ng, clutching his
face.

Shane seizes the other man by the throat, he pushes hi mover
the counter top, putting his full weight on his chest, they
are face to face. Shane clutches the kettle.

SHANE

This place don't belong to you, does
it?

The man struggl es but Shane has too much | everage.

MAN 1
(spluttering)
Fuck. .. you!

Shane starts to pour the water slowy, a little way away from
the man's face, steamclings to both of their faces, a bead
of sweat runs down Shane's expressionless face.

MAN 1
Aaah!

Shane brings the kettle closer, the man's panic intensifies,
he thrashes around | osing his footing, conpletely at Shane's
mercy. The sound of the water gets | ouder.



71.

MAN 1
No, no, p-please.

SHANE
Li sten to me.

The man nods, terrified.

SHANE
Who's this place belong to?

MAN 1
Nobody, it was-

SHANE
Whose nobody?

MAN 1
i don't fucking know just sonme bl okes!
They left it so we-

Shane brings the trickle of water even closer to the man's
face, the water is now nere inches away fromhis face, he
struggl es to breathe.

SHANE

VWhat bl okes?
MAN 1

Sone old git and his two | ads!
SHANE

One fat, other one rat | ookin?
MAN 1

Yeah, yeah!
SHANE

VWher e?
MAN 1

The old fella lives in a cottage in
the village, can't mss it...

SHANE
What vill age?

MAN 1
(I nconprehensi bl e panic) d aypol e!
Ri ght on the edge of the village, Red
brick cottage, can't mss it!
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SHANE
Good | ad.

Shane puts the kettle down, he lets the guy go, who coll apses
to the floor, struggling to breathe.

SHANE
Don't let me see either of yous again.

Shane picks up the screwdriver, the man on the fl oor whinpers
and withes in pain, shuffling away as Shane gets cl ose.

Shane | eaves out the front door, never taking his eyes off
t he nen.

He exits, wedging the screwdriver underneath the door to stop
it being opened fromthe inside.

EXT. EARLY MORNI NG | NDUSTRI AL ESTATE.

Shane | ooks up at the norning sun. He sighs before getting
into the car.

| NT. EARLY MORNI NG THE ROOM
Ben sits entranced by Total Wpeout on the tv.
lan is still passed out on the bed.

Martin wakes up as if froma nightmare, his gasps turn into
coughs through the tape.

Ben hears this and turns around.

BEN
Al right mate.
MARTI N
(Muffl ed through tape)

MW

Ben goes back to watching the tv. Martin flexes his wists,
| ooseni ng the tape, but not enough. W can see his wearing a
| arge wri stwat ch.

MARTI N
MM

BEN
VWhat ?
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MARTI N
Medi cat i on!

BEN
VWhat ?

MARTI N

Med-i -cati on!

BEN
WHAT?

Martin wi ggles his nouth.

BEN
Oh, yeah. ..

Ben goes to take the tape off.

BEN
Wait, you' re not gonna do anything
horri bl e again are you?

Marti n shakes his head.

BEN
Al right...

Ben peels the tape off Martin's nouth.

MARTI N
(dry nout h)
Listen mate, | really need ny
nmedi cati on, can you-

BEN
Yeah, course..

Ben gets up and starts picking the pills up one by one off
t he floor.

MARTI N
Real | y?

BEN
Yeah.

Ben brings a handful of pills over to Martin and offers them
up.
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MARTI N
Just two nmate.

Ben puts two of the pills in Martin's nouth.

MARTI N
(Wth his mouth full)
Got any water?

BEN
Ah yeah, course mate, sound.

Ben rummages around the fridge, he finds a bottle of water.

Ben cracks the top off and gives Martin a sip, he gul ps down
about half the bottle, the rest going down his front.

BEN
Sorry about earlier. It's mnmy brother,
he gets all stressed out, and then
get all stressed out and-

MARTI N
S alright mate, s' one born every
m nut e.
BEN
He's nice normally, he always | ooks
after nme-
MARTI N
| bet...
BEN
It's just, | nmade a big m stake and

now everything' s gone w ong.

MARTI N
Trust ne mate, | know the feeling...

Ben watches the tv some nore, restl ess.

Martin flexes his wists again, getting closer to freeing his
hands.

BEN
When we get the noney, you can have a
bit of mne if you like... Not all of
it Iike but-

Martin | aughs.



75.

MARTI N
You're shit at this.
BEN
No!
MARTI N

First off you kidnap us, next thing
you know I"min on the score! never in
nmy life have |-

BEN
| was only trying to be nice!

MARTI N
Just my luck innit, abducted by
fucki ng Del -boy and Rodney-

BEN
Stop being rude, |'m being nice!
MARTI N
Listen mate, you are nice, | can tell.
That's why you' ve gotta |isten, best
thing to do nowis call it a day-
BEN
No!
MARTI N
Listen mate, |1've seen this one no end
before and I'Il tell you now, it don't

ever end well.

BEN
That's not the plan, and lan says if
we don't follow the-

MARTI N
Fucki ng hell, what plan! Listen,
what ever you've got mxed up init's
fucki ng bad, best thing you can do now
is untie nme, walk out that door, go to
t he nearest police station-

BEN
That's not what lan said, we're-

MARTI N
Fuck himl He's the reason-
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BEN
No! lan | ooks after ne and he hel ps
me, and-

MARTI N

Listen to ne, son-

BEN
| an, | AN

The noi se wakes lan up. He sits up sheepishly, his head beats
like a drum He scranbles around | ooking for the gun.

| AN
S goi ngon?

BEN
He's saying to | et him go!

lan finds the gun on the floor near the bedside table. He
points it at Martin again.

| AN
Shut up!

BEN
Yeah!

MARTI N

Go on then, shoot ne! It ain't gonna
change a fucking thing!

| AN
SHUTUP!

MARTI N
FUCK YOU

| an gestures toward the roll of duct tape sitting on the
counter.

| AN
Get the tape.

Ben tapes Martin's nmouth up by winding the roll of tape
around his head several times as Martin struggles, |aughing,
the rest of the roll hangs | oose.

MARTI N
(Muffl ed through tape)
YOU RE FUCKED
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| AN
Jesus, FUCK

BEN
| an?

| AN
Not now. ..

| an paces up and down |ike a caged ani mal .

Martin | aughs through the tape, taunting lan. He continues
nmoving his wists, |oosening the tape sone nore.

| AN
(To martin)
"Il fucking kill you you know

Ben, nervous, sits down and turns back to the tv, he starts
flicking around channels, for a brief nonment we see martin's
face on the screen, lan catches this out of the corner of his
eye as he paces.

| AN
Go back

BEN
| " m wat chi ng-

| an shoots Ben a | ook, he snatches the tv renpte and starts
flicking around.

The tv stops on a picture of Martin on a |ocal news channel,
lan | ooks as if he has seen a ghost.

TV
Baffling scenes today as police
i nvestigate the di sappearance of
Martin WIlson, 58 from Wl bourn after
a fishing trip-

| AN
FUCK

TV
Police are keeping an open mnd as to
the cause of the disappearance at this
time but they believe it could be a
case of m staken identity-

| an paces around.
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TV
In other news, the A46 has been cl osed
as a precautionary neasure due to a
fire nearby, with firemen saying the
cl oud of snoke could nmake it unsafe to
drive-

A shot of firenmen extinguishing the burning bug brothers van
is shown on the tv.

lan |l ooks as if he is about to be sick.

BEN
G, we never-

| AN
no, we didn't...

BEN
Wiy are they |ying?

| AN
No you nuppet, it neans soneone's
| ooki ng for us.

BEN
VWhat ?

| AN
Renmenber what | said before?

BEN
No. .

lan is on the verge of breaki ng down.

| AN
Fucki ng hel | ...

BEN
What's the plan then?

| AN
| DONTFUCKI GNKNOWANYMORE

BEN
Sorry, | only-

| AN
Never m nd. Just don't |eave the room
until 1 get back.
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BEN
Alright...
Ben goes into the bathroom he grabs the overalls from behind
the bathtub panel. He grabs Martin's keys fromthe table and
anot her few beers fromthe fridge.
lan clinmbs out of the w ndow.
EXT. EARLY MORNI NG THE CAR PARK
lan sprints towards the car and junps inside.

I NT. EARLY MORNI NG MARTIN S CAR

lan sits in the car. Hel pl essness builds inside of him he
hamers on the dashboard and screans. He sheds a tear.

He opens one of the beers and downs as nmuch of it as he can
in one go, sobbing.

He breathes a few deep breaths, he stops hinmself crying.
EXT. EARLY MORNI NG THE CAR PARK
The car pulls away.
| NT. EARLY MORNI NG THE ROOM
Ben watches fromthe wi ndow, confused.
He goes and sits back down, he flicks through tv channels.
BEN

Do you wanna see if there's any good

films on?
Martin tries to | oosen the tape again, he nakes sonme progress
but not enough to get free, one of his wists bleeds a
little, the drops of blood run down his fingers onto the
fl oor.

EXT. DAY. A RED BRI CK COTTAGE

Shane stands at the front door. He tries the door, it opens
and he steps inside.
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| NT. DAY. RED BRI CK COTTAGE

A dusty old man's house. Dated interior, messy. Pictures on
walls. A jar of ashes on the mantl epeice next to sonme old
fashi oned brass ornanents.

Shane creeps through the house, one hand in his jacket.

A living room an old man stares into an old CRT TV with a
bl ank expression, it blares out static.

He turns and | ooks at Shane as he enters.

| AN S DAD
Are you ny son?
SHANE
no. ..
| AN S DAD

Do you know where he is?
Shane takes his hand out of his jacket.

SHANE
| was hopin'" you could tell ne-

The ol d man | aughs, gl assy eyed.

| AN S DAD
We're both as bad as each other ain't
we.

SHANE
Aye. ..

Shane goes into the other room
| NT. DAY. KITCHEN
An ol d, dusty kitchen.

He puts the kettle on. He picks up a photograph of the two
brothers fromthe side.

He takes it out of the frane and puts it in his inside
pocket .

Cick! the kettle boils.

Shane makes two cups of tea.
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Shane brings themthrough. He gives one to the old man. He
blows on it, his hands shake, he slurps the tea.

| AN S DAD
Thank you, son.

Shane nods.
| AN S DAD
S been a long tine since we've had
visitors, eh Maria?

Shane gl ances at the ashes.

| AN S DAD
Maria, MARIA? W've a very inportant
guest . ..
SHANE
She's... Gone shoppin' she'll be back
soon. ..
| AN S DAD
Oh. ..
SHANE
You're an exterm nator?
| AN S DAD
Goooh, long tine ago that now.
SHANE
Aye.
| AN S DAD

Just watch nme shows now. ..

SHANE
Aye. ..

The two sit in silence as the old nman stares into the static.
They sip their teas.

| AN'S DAD
You al ways put too nuch mlk in m ne.

They sit and "watch" the tv sone nore. Shane finishes his
t ea.

| AN'S DAD
You' ve al ways been such a good | ad..
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Shane nods. He shows a flicker of sadness.
FADE TO BLACK
EXT. DAY. RED BRI CK COTTAGCE.

Shane sighs. He | ooks up. He sees a stack of snoke a few
m |l es away. He shakes his head.

Shane gets into his van.
| NT. DAY. TRANSI T VAN.

Shane puts the picture of the brothers in the sun visor. He
drives in the direction of the snoke.

EXT. DAY. A Fl ELD

Martin's car is consuned by flanes.

| an wat ches, drinking the |ast of the beers, he turns away
fromthe car and heads back towards the road. he is unsteady

on his feet, he is pale, gaunt and filthy.

We can see the B& off in the distance, he is no npre than
half a ml|e away.

He vaults a fence, comng onto a thin road. He wanders
through the village in the direction of the B&B, he slings
the enpty bottle in a hedge, he lights a cigarette.

| NT. DAY. SHANE' S VAN.

Shane turns a corner, a figure in the distance down the dirt
r oad.

The figure becones clearer as Shane gets closer. It's lan.

Shane undoes the strap on the shotgun, he produces it from
his jacket.

He rolls down the window and rests it on the frane, just out
of sight, ready to blast lan as he drives past.

They get close enough that they can see each other's faces
clearly.

lan notices Shane is staring at him He | ooks fearful.
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At the |last second, three boys of about twelve riding

bi cycl es cone from around a corner appear in the rearview,
t hey | augh and j oke anong t hensel ves.

Shane spots them and puts the gun away.

The van rolls past I|an.

EXT. DAY. THE STREET.

| an | ooks behind himat the van, it turns a corner and
di sappears.

lan diverts fromthe road, breaking through a hedge and into
a field, we can see the roof of the B&B, he heads toward it.

| NT. DAY. THE ROOM
Ben watches TV with Martin, his nmouth is still taped up.
Tekashi's Castle plays on the tv.
BEN
You, never know whose gonna nmake it
t hrough, do ya. ..
Martin tries some nore to | oosen his restraints.

Ben wat ches as soneone fails spectacul arly.

BEN
ooooh!

Martin slips one of his hands out of the tape cuffs. He
breathes a sigh of relief, his wist bleeds fromthe tape.

He takes his watch off and waps it around his knuckl es,
ready to fight his way out.

| an appears at the wi ndow and starts poundi ng on the gl ass,
both nen startle at the sound.

Martin hides the hand with the watch behind the one stil
taped up, it looks as if he is still bound.

Ben rushes over and lets himin through the w ndow.

BEN
Jesus, you shit me right up-
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| AN
He' s here!

BEN
VWho?

| AN

The bastard | were on about before!
| NT. DAY. SHANE' S VAN.

Shane drives past the B&B, he sees there is one roomw th the
[ight on, he slows the van dowmn to a craw .

| NT. DAY. THE ROOM

Ben | ooks anxious. |an paces around sone nore, he grabs
anot her beer fromthe mni-fridge, he pops it open on the
side and downs it in one go, dropping it on the floor, he
opens anot her.

He gets on his hands and knees, he picks up a few of the
pills fromthe fl oor and washes them down with the rest of
t he beer.

lan pulls out his flip phone. He paces up and down
frantically trying to make calls, none of which connect. He
grows nore and nore restless. He closes the blinds and keeps
peering through them

A voi cemai |l tone.

TERRY' S VO CEMAI L
Terry's work phone. Leave a nessage.

| AN

(slurred)
Hey T, 'Ss lan... Listen, 1'll |evel
with you pal... Things ain't gone to

pl an. ..

lan fights back fearful tears, the cocktail of pills and beer
is really getting to himnow

| AN
Fucking hell... Just call ne as ssoon
as you get this...

| an puts the phone down. He | ooks up at the tv, a news report
i s playing.
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TV
Baffling scenes today as birdwatchers
flock to Stapleford woods after a
series of alleged exotic bird
sightings. Scientists are divided on-

lan is filled with a surge of delirious hope.

| AN
'ss a fuckin' mracl e!

Ben | ooks conf used.

lan grabs Martin's angling net fromthe side. He rummages
around in the tackle box and pulls out a handful of bait
balls, he stuffs themin his tracksuit pockets.

He stands staring at the tv in awe. They are interview ng two
bi rdwat chers, farmerish nmen clad in tweed

Wth lan's back turned Martin takes his shot, he stands up,
l egs still taped to the chair and takes a swing for |an.

POP! lan hears himand turns around just in tinme to get hit
cl ean across the face with the watch, knocking himto the
ground behind the bed, a big graze on his cheek.

| AN
Bast ar d!

I NT. MORNI NG THE CORRI DOR

Shane stands outside the boys' room comoption can be heard
frominside.

He slides out the | ockpick and uses it on the door, the door
clicks, he turns the handl e and pushes it open half an inch.

He takes a deep breath, he puts the shotgun up to where the
deadbolt woul d be on the other side.

BOOM
I NT. MORNI NG THE ROOM

| an watches fromthe floor in horror as the door bl ows open.
Splinters spray everywhere.

Shane stands in the doorway brandi shing the shotgun,
expr essi onl ess.
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Martin turns and | ooks at Shane, their eyes | ock.

BOOM Martin is hit centre mass, his face goes bl ank, he
falls forward. Bl ood sprays everywhere. Stray shot shatters
t he wi ndow behi nd them

lan's face is covered in blood. He dives through the w ndow
wi t hout a second thought, pulling the blind off the wall, he
| ands on the other side, fighting to get the blind off him

Shane, calmas ever, reloads w thout taking his eyes off the
br ot hers.

EXT. MORNI NG CAR PARK

Ben runs and junps through the wi ndow just as Shane's gun
snaps shut.

BOOM A burst of blood. Ben's shoulder is hit.

BEN
AAAH!

lan sprints across the car park, Ben staggers behind him
clutching his shoulder, his armlinp.

lan junps in front of a passing car in a desperate attenpt to
get it to stop. The car hits himat a | ow speed, rolling him
over the bonnet.

The car skids to a halt. The driver, panic stricken gets out.

Ben rushes the driver, knocking themout with a supernman
punch.

The brothers pile into the car and speed away.
| NT. DAY. THE HOTEL ROOM
Shane wat ches the car | eave.

He turns toward the tv, the news report about the birds still
pl ays. He shakes his head and breathes deeply.

He picks the two shotgun shells up and puts themin his
pocket .

| NT. DAY. THE B&B HALLWAY.

Shane |inps through the corridor of the hotel, the lights
flicker.
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| NT. DAY. FRONT DESK.

He passes the front desk. The old lady sits slunped forward,
clutching the phone, blood trickling out of her nmouth, her
throat cut. We hear the drone of the dial tone.

EXT. DAY. CAR PARK

Shane gets in his van and drives in the direction the
brothers set off in.

| NT. DAY. STOLEN CAR

lan drives at breakneck speed, shifting through gears like a
lunatic. He nmutters sonething inconprehensible under his
br eat h.

Ben dry heaves.

BEN
(sl urred)
|'ve been ssshot!

| AN
| know mate, jusss try and stay-

BEN
It's (heaves) horrible.

| AN
| know mate. ..

BEN
' Sss bl eedi ng-

| AN
Just focus on your breathin', yeah?

BEN
It's (heaves) gross.

| AN
Don't ook at it then!

Ben heaves agai n.

| AN
| said don't | ook!

BEN
|- 1- (heaves)



| AN
LOOK OQUT THE W NDOW

Ben stares out of the w ndow, gl assy eyed.

| an runmages around in his clothes. He hands
pills.

| AN
Swal | ow these, bite emfirst, makes
st ronger.

BEN
Cheers. .

Ben chokes down the dry pills and stares out
shi veri ng.

l an runmages around in his pockets, he pulls
and makes another call to "Chinese Terry" in

The phone dials. lan grows restless.
Terry's voi cenmail nessage chi nes again.
| AN
It's lan. Scratch that |ast nessage

pal, we're back on it. Call me soon
you can.
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Ben a few of the

em

of the w ndow,

out his phone
his contacts.

as

l an cl oses the phone and stuffs it in his jeans.

EXT. DAY. BACK ROADS.

The m ddl e of nowhere, nore fields, high hedges and trees, an

enpty road.

The car passes a sign that says "Stapleford Wods: 10 m | es”

the car veers in and out of the |ines.

| NT. DAY. THE CAR

| an obsessively checks the rear view Shane is nowhere to be

seen.

| AN
Not far now nate.

BEN
s it bad?
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| an gl ances over at Ben's arm His shoulder is ripped to
pi eces, it oozes blood in waves.

| AN
Nah mate, just hold on. We'll get you
sorted soon.

BEN
(faintly)
| feel really weird you know.

| AN
Hol d on. Terry knows soneone who'l
sort you out.

BEN
Chi nese Terry... Yeah.

| AN
Just keep your eyes open mate, s' not
as bad as it | ooks.

BEN
S not as bad as it | ooks..

| an gl ances over at Ben's arm It's as bad as it |ooks. Ben's
clothes slowy darken w th bl ood.

BEN
It's a bit |ike when we was ki ds,
innit.

Ben does a long blink, as if he is about to fall asleep.

| AN
Yeah, yeah. ..

BEN
Renenber when Perchie drank all his
mum s vodka and then we tried to ride
us bi kes honme and he rode straight
into the kerb.

lan lets out a nervous | augh.

| AN
Yeah mate, | renenber.

Ben grows woozier fromthe blood | oss and the pills.
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BEN
And he cone off his bike... and split
his head open, and we had to carry him
all the way to the hospital

| AN
Yeah. . .

BEN
| mss Perchie...

| AN
Me too mate, Me too...

EXT. DAY. BACK ROAD.

The car swerves down the back roads.

We take a left turn. A sign reads "stapleford woods: 1 mle."
The car passes a |large gate, beyond it a car park, swarm ng
with people, a news van, birdwatchers, famlies, al

clanmouring to get a look at the bird. beyond that, the woods.

| NT. DAY. CAR

lan | ooks fearful at the sight of so many peopl e.

| AN
Shit...
BEN
(sl urred)
What ar ewe-
| AN
S alright mate, just breathe.
BEN
lan, I'mreally sorry... This is al
ny. ..
| AN

S fine mate. S not your fault.

| an drives past the front entrance. The car follows a road
al ong the edge of the woodl and for a while, Ben takes
shal | ow, desperate breaths.
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There is a steep slope on the edge of the road, into the
woods, they are well away fromthe crowd now, it is still and
silent.

The car pulls into a layby. There is a small fence, followed
by the slope. lan takes sone deep breaths.

lan grabs the net. He pulls out a fistful of bait balls.

| AN
Wait here mate, yeah-

BOOM

The back w ndow shatters, Ben's head expl odes. H s body
slunps forward, the car's front windscreen is painted with
bl ood.

|l an catches a glinpse of Shane's face in the cracked rear
viewmrror, he is ten feet or so away, expressionless.

lan is consuned by terror. He is soaked in bl ood.

Shane closes in, linping towards the car.
| an, ducks in the footwell, he slans the car into reverse.
Boom

Shane fires another shot. The wing mrror explodes.

The car squeal s towards Shane, he dives out of the way, the
car narromMy msses him instead slanming into a fence post
behind them The engi ne huns.

lan clinmbs over to the back seat.

Bi ng! Bing! Bing! The seatbelt alarm chines.

He gets out of the car through the back seat.

EXT. DAY. ROAD THROUGH WOODS.

| an cowers behind the car, Shane is on the other side, his
ears ring, he takes a nonent to get to his feet.

| an peeks through the car wi ndow at Shane, who is rel oading,
their eyes neet for a second, Shane's eyes flicker like a
cat's.

Shane snaps the shotgun shut and fires in one swift notion.



92.

lan ducks with a fraction of a second to spare. Mre of the
car is obliterated.

lan is petrified, his |egs shake.

| an' s phone starts to ring. He pulls it out, trenbling, it
reads "Chi nese Terry"

| AN
(Under breath)
Fuck!

| an steadies his breathing. He | eaves the phone on the ground
to distract Shane. He crawls in the opposite direction,
hiding at the front of the car.

Shane, follow ng the sound of the phone, cones around the
side of the car. He sees the phone sitting on the ground, I|an
is nowhere to be seen, Shane is inpressed.

Shane | ooks up, he sees lan linping toward the woodl and, he
fires another shot a second too |ate as |lan dives down the
sl ope.

EXT. DAY. DENSE WOODLAND.

Whodl and in all directions, fragments of light filter through
t he treetops.

| an skinms down the steep slope like a ragdoll, conpletely
| osing control of his body.

He lands at the bottom a thick, exposed tree root pierces
hi s side, he gasps.

He stands up, he is bleeding badly fromhis side, the pole
that was keeping his armstraight is bent out of shape.

He staggers deeper into the woods, disorientated and afraid,
his vision keeps fading to black, despite the pills he is in
agony.

He | ooks up, a rush of colour, birds cross paths overhead.

He staggers around, trying to run. He takes the sack and sone
nore of the bait balls fromhis pocket. He hears an

i ndi scernible, faint munbling, it sounds |ike Ben's voi ce.

H's run turns to aimnm ess neandering, he staggers deeper into
the woods. He is confused and afraid.
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Li npi ng, he checks over his shoul der, he no | onger knows
whi ch way he cane from

He stunbl es around until he conmes to a clearing with a bench
wth a bronze "in nenoriam' plaque on it.

He sits on the bench, staring off into the distance blankly.
A rotten old fence post sticks out of the earth.

lan's vision fades to black, then back up again.
The bird lands on the fence post, watching Ian.
lan starts laughing, his teeth are covered in bl ood.
A rustling in the bushes, the bird seens not to care.

Shane energes fromthe bushes, gripping the gun in one hand,
seem ng not to notice the bird.

| AN
(slurring worse than before)
Go on, sssshoot ne..

SHANE
There's no rush now. ..

Shane linps toward lan. He lets go of the Shotgun, it falls
to his side on it's |eather strap. lan coughs blood into his
hand, he wipes it on his shirt.

| AN
VWhat ?

SHANE
Ya know how | knew you'd be here?

Shane sits down next to lan. lan stares at him drowsy,
af rai d.

SHANE
Peopl e |i ke you never know when to
call it a day.

| AN

Who' ssss ne?

SHANE
Amat eur s. . .
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lan | aughs, it turns to an al m ghty cough, blood runs down
hi s chin.

SHANE
All this grief eh, all for alittle
bit of noney...

| AN
Jussshoot me-

Shane | aughs, he | ooks at |an's broken body.

SHANE
Be doin' you a favour | reckon... You
know what ny old man used tell us?

lan's head dips like he is about to pass out, he jolts back
up.

| AN
Why' r eyabot heri ng? j ust -

SHANE
Sonetinmes it's nice to hear your
t houghts out |oud...

| an | aughs, spluttering bl ood down his chin.

SHANE
Used to tell us crine's a form of
ganblin'.

| AN
Too right. ..

SHANE

Took us a long tine to get nmy head
round that one..

lan watches the bird, it still doesn't nove. Perhaps it is
not there at all. H's head spins.
SHANE
You remnd ne of ne, a long tine
ago. ..

| an | aughs deliriously, he |ooks over at the bird one | ast
tine.

Shane puts his hand inside his jacket. He sighs.
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SHANE
Ful | of big fuckin' ideas...
W see the treeline fromabove, vast and green.
A final, faint Boom
birds scatter fromthe trees, flying in all directions.

HOLD ON THE TREELINE AS THE CREDI TS ROLL. A REPRI SE OF SAM
HALL. (IN FULL THI' S TI ME.)



