Draft : Secrets		
Task date: Friday 14th December – Mise en scene. Level 5. Rosslare to Fishguard Ferry – Cardiff – Aberaeron Film Script.

Red dragons
FADE IN:
INT.                 CAR DECK OF ROSSLARE – FISHGUARD FERRY - NIGHT
Car deck door open, bright lights, noise ++, shouting, car engines, refrigeration units of trucks humming, dogs barking etc etc. NO MUSIC. Passengers walking to exit stairs. 
A red series 7 BMW convertible car is parked behind a Nolan Company truck. Standing next to the car is CAITLYN EVANS: an expensively botoxed 60 year old with the hair and clothes of a 20 year old. A Dolce & Gabbana suit on her excessively skinny body. Obvious bling jewellery which does not quite match the image she seems to want to project, adorns her fingers, neck and ears. Her facial expression is fixed throughout the film, too much botox.
Her husband of thirty years SEAN EVANS gets out of the driver’s seat onto the deck. He is tall and looks his 65 years, florid complexion, shaved head and glasses. Wearing an expensive suit, Breitling watch and handmade shoes he is sweating profusely. His suit is stretched over his vast stomach. He takes his jacket and tie off and throws them in the back of the car. A diamond wedding band catches the light, a pinkie ring also on his left hand. A red dragon tattoo is just seen under his right shirt cuff.

                           CUT TO

INT.       TOP OF SECOND FLIGHT OF STAIRS UP TO                   -  CONTINUOUS
                THE  LOUNGE.
 She carries a Hermes Kelly bag and has trouble negotiating the two flights of stairs in her stilettos, he has a large tan leather laptop case and a Gucci man bag. The camera is in front of them until they reach the Stena Plus Lounge (SPL).
NO INTERACTION BETWEEN THEM AT ALL, BACKGROUND NOISE ONLY.
                                                                                                                                 
                                                                                                                                             CUT TO:


INT.                                                                    SPL                                            CONTINUOUS   
Three people sitting in SPL, 2 men and 1 woman; low lighting, musak, comfortable atmosphere until they walk in. The others look up, nod, then back to newspapers and laptops.

WAITER
Madam, can I get you a drink, Sir?
CAITLYN 
G & T, Hendricks no lemon please
SEAN
Slimline tonic, ice and lemon and the dinner menu please
WAITER
Certainly Sir

He exits to the bar.


CAITLYN
This boat is always so filthy, and God knows who you’ll meet in here

To the ceiling, in his broad north Belfast accent

SEAN
You know why

Sound of the ferry revving up preparing to leave the port, glasses rattle with the vibration. Captain’s announcement with usual safety info and have a pleasant trip etc. She starts examining her nails, him his phone. The waiter brings over the drinks.

CAITLYN
Bring the same again, and we won’t be needing the menu thankyou
SEAN
I’m going up on deck, less icy out there
Phone is in his trouser pocket, cigarettes and lighter in other pocket. We’re  left watching Caitlyn filing her nails with a diamante emery board.

                                                                                                                                       CUT TO:                                                                                                                                               

EXT.                               TOP DECK OF FERRY SMOKERS AREA                     NIGHT 
Sean is leaning on the white safety rails looking at the coastline of Ireland, the lights of Rosslare are still visible and the wake of the ferry is illuminated by the full moon in a clear sky. He attempts to take a picture with his phone in one hand and a cigarette in the other. 
The girl who was in the SPL has followed him onto the deck. She is probably thirty years old, tall, dressed in jeans, hoodie, trainers, carrying a large messenger bag. A beanie hat cannot contain her long curly hair. A red dragon tattoo is around her right wrist. While Sean is looking towards the stern of the ferry, she taps him on the shoulder, he jumps and turns round dropping his cigarette in the process, she stamps it out.   


SEAN
Cheers, don’t want that rolling into the non-smoker’s area do we? 
I’d probably be made to walk the plank with no life belt ha ha

The girl makes no reply but stares intently at him, he shuffles from one foot to the other. He looks her up and down, perhaps a flash of recognition in his face.
She returns the stare her face impassive.

CHRISTIE
Can I scrounge one of those cigs do you think?
I’ve run out of cash and everyone else up here is vaping

She says this loudly in a Belfast accent and looks around at the people on the deck checking they had heard her, then back at Sean.

SEAN
No problem.
He offers the cigarette packet to her, she takes two after smiling at him, he smiles back, laughs and puts another two in her hand.
Lighting hers Sean moves in very close, their heads almost touch. As the flame flares up, Christie’s eyes narrow and her right fist clenches as she sees his tattoo.

CHRISTIE
The kids are all killing themselves in Limerick

                                                                                                                                               CUT TO:

INT.                                                                         SPL        
Caitlyn is drinking G & T, four empty glasses are on the table plus the remnants of a meal. She looks up at Sean and shakes her head

CAITLYN
You stink of fags, you’ve really got to stop
SEAN
Yes dear as always you’re right

Caitlyn ignores him. 

SEAN
I’ll be in the duty free

He walks out of the SPL.

                                                                                                                                             CUT TO:

INT.                                                        DUTY FREE SHOP                                        LIGHT
Sean wanders around the shop, picks up the number of fags you can, 2 litres of Bombay gin, 5 giant Toblerone’s, bottle of perfume for his girlfriend and a toy for their 3 year old daughter. He’s standing at the till when Christie walks into the shop, she buys perfume and joins the queue to pay.
SEAN
Hey, fellow user of the legal but immoral killer, fancy a coffee?
CHRISTIE
Why the hell not, you’ll be paying obviously?

Sean pointedly looks at the bottle of perfume in her hand, she shrugs, he waits at the door for her.

                                                                                                                                              CUT TO:

INT.                                                 COFFEE BAR                                                          LIGHT
The coffee bar is full, they find a small table which is filthy, the room smells of chips and coffee. A crowd of Irish rugby fans are singing songs, too loud and out of tune, very drunk.

SEAN
Where are you heading for when we dock?
CHRISTIE
I’ve an uncle in Aberaeron, I’m house sitting for a week, I need some space
SEAN
Man problems?
CHRISTIE
Nosey aren’t you. My girlfriend is working. I write, and 
no before you ask, it’s none of your business what I write
SEAN
Apologies, it’s a generation thing I suppose, small talk
CHRISTIE
Accepted, the views are so beautiful there, and I’m working on a
 new plot at the moment, so I need space and time.
 I’ve got the car so I can explore a bit as well
SEAN
What do you drive?
CHRISTIE
An old heap, it does the job. No more questions, I’m off now
Thanks for the fags.

She leaves and Sean watches her back till he can no longer see her. 
                                                                                                                                            
                                                                                                                                            CUT TO:

INT.                                          EXPENSIVE HOUSE IN CARDIFF                           NIGHT
The house interior is as flashy as Sean and Caitlyn, she adores it, he’s not bothered as long as it shows the world he’s made it big. They go upstairs to separate bedrooms. Sound of showers running, a radio playing before

SEAN (sarcastic)
Any possibility of sex tonight dear heart,
you’re looking particularly lovely tonight?
CAITLYN
 Fuck off darling

SEAN
I wish
                                                                                                                                  
                                                                                                                                       CUT TO:
EXT.       SEAN DRIVING FROM HOUSE TO ABERAERON   DAY CONTINUOUS                                               
On screen: Three weeks later.
Car has roof down, music playing loudly which he sings loudly to. He is wearing jeans with a crease ironed in, his t-shirt is tight over his gut. He wears a panama hat, Rayban sunnies and silver bangles on his right wrist, the tattoo is clearly visible. 
Continuous shot of above showing some countryside and place names on the journey up to the coast. Driving around the town Sean is seen looking at car registration plates. 
                                                                                                                                       
                                                                                                                                         CUT TO: 

EXT.                    OPPOSITE A SMALL STONE COTTAGE                           DAY
The cottage is overlooking the sea, on a cliff top with lots of sea campion and stumpy trees on the grass. There is a stone wall around the cottage with a wooden gate that is tied open, the garden is scruffy and two cats are sunning themselves. Next to the house is a pull in, an old Nissan Micra with Irish plates is parked in it.
Sean parks the BMW just beyond the cottage, where it is hidden by a corrugated iron shed, turns off the engine and begins to watch the cottage. His watch says two thirty.
A teenage boy appears and knocks at the door, Sean has binoculars on the door, Christie opens the door and lets him in.
To himself

SEAN
Cousin perhaps, come to sort out the garden? Red tattoo as well

In the car Sean feels exposed so closes the car roof, then puts the binoculars to his eyes again. He looks at his watch it shows four thirty. His face shows confusion, alarm, and concern, ten men have entered the cottage and left after ten minutes. 
SEAN (muttering to himself)
Too quick for sex, or food, paying for something then?

Binoculars have not left his eyes.

SEAN
Christ Almighty, a bloody dealer

Close up of Sean’s face, it looks contorted with the effort of deciding what’s going on and what he is going to do next. The binoculars have been thrown onto the floor. Sweating profusely, he has to keep wiping his face with a now damp handkerchief, his usual florid face is an alarming shade of puce. He starts to take deep breaths and count.

SEAN (out loud)
One, two, breathe, three, four, breathe, breathe,
Five, six, bre…, fuck it
                                                                                                                                               CUT TO:

EXT.                               OUTSIDE OF CAR   - CONTINUOUS                   DAY
Camera shooting in front of Sean, he is seen struggling getting out of the car, his bulk slowing him down. Walks up the road to the house and bangs on the             door. 
                                                                                                                                               CUT TO:

INT.                INSIDE OF COTTAGE LOOKING OUT AT SEAN                          DAY
  Christie looks at him straight in the eye, face impassive.
The interior seen behind Christie is chaotic, clothes and books everywhere. An old Olympus typewriter is on a table next to several open notebooks and a camera.

CHRISTIE
I’ve been waiting for you. Come in
                                                                                                                                              CUT TO:
INT.                                        INTERIOR OF COTTAGE LOOKING IN                 DAY
Sean walks in. The disorder offends him and his face shows disgust, his life apart from food, is regimented and precise.
On the sideboard a laptop is open, on the screen what looks like a red dragon header with ten rows of numbers and names underneath is seen.

CHRISTIE
Well then, my very own stalker, you found me
SEAN
It wasn’t difficult
CHRISTIE
It wasn’t supposed to be
SEAN
What? Those men?
CHRISTIE
Oh yes the men, what of them?

SEAN
You’re dealing
CHRISTIE
I suppose I am in a way
SEAN
In a way? What the fuck does that mean?

Sean abruptly walks over to the laptop and scrutinizes the screen, he looks surprised when he sees the logo matches his, the first boy he saw enter the cottage and Christie’s tattoo. The ten names are written in red and the numbers next to them are all dates from this year.

CHRISTIE
Belfast you come from then Sean, it’s the accent you see
SEAN
Accent?

CHRISTIE
And the nice second home in the Munster region of the Republic
SEAN
Who the fuck are you?
CHRISTIE
Me, I’m an avenging dragon, the authentic Celtic dragon.
 The real one, the Irish one
SEAN
I thought you liked the look of me on the ferry, our tattoos match, you bitch
I drove up here, do you know how long it took me?
CHRISTIE
To the minute, Sean, to the minute, even know where you got that 
scratch on the passenger door. You’re careless, old age has
dulled your brain, very poor observation. Shame on you

Christie walks to the sideboard, stands next to Sean and points to the laptop screen. 
CHRISTIE
Read the names Sean

Sean looks at Christie and folds his arms looking towards the door.

CHRISTIE
Read them Sean
SEAN
Connor Docherty, Sabrina O’Riordan, Siobhan Twomey, Ian Fentiman.
CHRISTIE
That’s the first four, I’ll let you off the other six. Now the dates
SEAN
Tenth August 2017, fifteenth February 2017, first January 2017
What are these?
CHRISTIE
Dates of death Sean

SEAN
All of them died last year? What does it mean?
CHRISTIE
It means, you bastard, they’re all dead 
SEAN
And you’re not a Belfast girl are you, that accent has slipped you Fenian cow
CHRISTIE
Give the man a clap
SEAN
Is that what you’ve given those boys then, or, were you selling to them?
CHRISTIE
No wonder Caitlyn doesn’t give it out, 
if ten minutes is all you need Sean

Sean looks confused and unsure so starts shouting.


SEAN
What do you know about her, us, you’re selling, five minutes 
and a chat, that’s long enough isn’t it?
CHRISTIE
There’s the phone, you know the number, three digits, 9 9 9
SEAN
Those boys buying gear….

Sean stops speaking mid-sentence, stares at the screen then Christie, rubs his eyes, looks at his wrist and Christies.

SEAN
But the dragons?

Sean sits down on the sofa, Christie stays where she is.


CHRISTIE
The dragons, yes, beautiful aren’t they? 2016 I got mine done, same 
as those ten kids did
SEAN
And, and, and what the fuck?
CHRISTIE
I met Caitlyn in the bar, while you were busy doing business back at 
your fabulous holiday home. She was lonely, pissed and chatty. Showed me pics of you, she liked the town. You did as well didn’t you Sean. Lot of
business there for you.
SEAN
Business?
CHRISTIE
Mmmm, your little packets went down, or rather up, a treat. You 
got greedy though didn’t you Mr Valleys big boyo?
                                                                                                                                              CUT TO:
INT.                                                   VIEW ON SEAN’S FACE                                                        LIGHT
CHRISTIE
Two months after your first trip, Siobhan and Connor 
died, it continued, the dying

Sean is looking more and more uncomfortable, he is now very pale and breathing heavily.

CHRISTIE
Feeling sorry for yourself are you, poor Sean.
See the ticks next to the names? Those boys gave positive I.D. 
on you dragon man dealer
SEAN
No
CHRISTIE
Yes. All of them
SEAN
Nothing you can do about it now though is there?

He falls from the chair as he tries to stand up quickly, lands up on the floor facing upwards, Christie walks towards him, he is unable to get up due to his size.
                                                                                                                                              CUT TO:

INT.                                                              CHRISTIE                                                        DAY
Christie takes out a gun which was tucked down the waistband of her jeans, Sean is heard grunting trying to get onto his feet, he is unsuccessful.

CHRISTIE
The kids are all killing themselves in Limerick we said, 
they weren’t were they Sean? You were

She pulls the trigger three times. She does not flinch.       
On screen: three days later.
                                                                                                                                               CUT TO:

INT.                                             THE EVANS FRONT ROOM                              DAY
Caitlyn is singing ‘You only live once’ whilst dusting, stone cold sober. She picks up two framed pictures of her and Sean, kisses them both then flings them to the other side of the room. She continues singing.
                                                                                                                                              CUT TO:

EXT.                                  THE FISHGUARD -ROSSLARE FERRY                      NIGHT 
The ten men and Christie are on the smoking area of the outside deck. They are the only people up there. It is overcast and the sea is rough. The mood is quiet and sombre. Christie and a heavily tattooed boy are in conversation away from the group, leaning against the rail

TATTOO BOY
You didn’t phone Christie, we were waiting,
 we were supposed to be there 
Christie smiled up at him as if in apology, she kisses his cheek

CHRISTIE
Do you know how much we owe the provos? The deal
was, kill him or they kill me. I have kids for God’s sake.
No time to call
TATTOO BOY
Naïve or what, for an educated woman you’re stupid

Christie looks at him not understanding what he means

TATTOO BOY
Provos? Nasty lot not particularly bright are they? 
They fed you crap Christie. Did you see the kids? Whispers Christie, all whispers. You turned them into a whole fucking language
 of your own didn’t you?

CHRISTIE
What?
TATTOO BOY
You did it for them, but it wasn’t quite finished, they have very high 
standards as you know 
CHRISTIE
I found him, what more do they need?

Tattoo boy puts his arms around her as if comforting her
                                                                                                                                           CUT TO:

OTHER SIDE OF FERRY DECK LOOKING TOWARDS THEM BOTH
Christies head is on his shoulder, her eyes are closed, she feels safe

TATTOO BOY
Proper housekeeping Christie
She murmers at him with eyes still closed, the sky has cleared and the moon is seen.

CHRISTIE
Never did like housework
TATTOO BOY
Tut tut, we’ll just have to make sure you don’t need to do it again
CHRISTIE
Mmmmm 

A dull thud is heard, Tattoo boy and Christie are still in an embrace, she sinks slowly to her knees.
                                                                                                                                              CUT TO:

RAIL WHERE TATTOO BOY AND CHRISTIE ARE 
The other men walk over to the couple, one takes the gun from Tattoo Boy’s hand, puts it in a carrier bag he has taken from his backpack. The bag is labelled geological specimens, and then throws it over board.
Four others and Tattoo Boy ease Christie over the rail, they manage to throw her away from the side of the boat.
                                                                                                                                              CUT TO:

INT.                                                          BAR                                                    DIM LIGHTING
The men are in the bar sitting at three different tables, it is noisy. Tattoo boy speaks to one of the others at the table.

TATTOO BOY
A friend would have invited us to the best bit of the
 Welsh festival I reckon. A toast, to absent friends

Raising his glass to Tattoo Boy

2nd BOY 
And here’s to Munster’s new Main Man

Heard over the Tannoy

CAPTAIN
Ladies and gentlemen the duty-free shop will be 
closing in twenty minutes, the crew and I hope you enjoyed 
[bookmark: _GoBack]your journey.
                                                                                                                                    FADE OUT

*******
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