The Trip

FADE IN:
EXT.		FERRY Ireland via Rosslare to Fishguard   NIGHT
MICHAEL CANN, middle age business man, wearing an expensive dark suit and he is with his wife who is his business partner.
They are on deck gripped in a heated discussion and Michael is shouting at his wife. She is shouting back. 
MICHAEL
I can’t take this anymore! Do what you want.
EVA
Michael, you haven’t given me any choice. 

Michael storms off to the deck and Eva goes back to her cabin. He stares out across the water. A young woman in her early twenties approaches him. She is blonde and very pretty. She is wearing a long red coat.
SINEAD
Hi, have you got a light? 
MICHAEL 
Yeah, Sure
Michael hands the woman his lighter Sinead flips the lighter open and holds it to her cigarette she inhales looking directly into his eyes. She hands the lighter back. Michael does a double take as a flash of recognition appears and disappears on his face. He briefly shakes his head.

SINEAD
Thank You I so need this
Michael
Glad to be of service
He catches her eye and they smile at each other. He apologises but he must go to his cabin.

EXT. ON DECK 									CUT TO							
Michael goes back on deck to find Sinead. She is staring out over the water deep in thought.
Michael
Hello again. I like to watch the water too. I’m Michael
Woman
Hi, I’m Sinead. Yes, it is beautiful. Is your first trip?
Michael
No, I travel this quite often on business. You know you remind me of someone I used to know
Sinead
Oh, I bet you say that to all the girls
Michael
Well, no I don’t. You really do remind me of someone I haven’t seen for a very long time. Where are you from?
Sinead
Clonmel. I am going to Aberaeron to visit my uncle
Michael
I know Aberaeron quite well. Who’s your uncle, if you don’t mind my asking. It’s a big place I know but 
Sinead
Seamus, Seamus O’Connor do you know him?
Michael
Well nothing comes to mind and it’s a big place


The boat docks and the couple drive to Cardiff.

CUT TO
Some weeks later, he leaves his house wearing denims, puts the roof down on his BMW, summer music on the sound system and heads out for Aberaeron.
He finds her house and parks opposite. He watches a succession of men enter and leave the house.
He plucks up courage, goes to the door and knocks......the door is open, and he goes in. the living room is full of people chatting to each other. An old woman is crying in the corner. There’s a group of men standing at a table raising their glasses. A tall thin man in a black suit and tie approaches Michael. 
INT 

Man
Hello, can I get you a drink. A whiskey, a beer maybe
Michael
Hi, um yes thank you, a beer
The man leaves Michael standing alone among the strangers feeling very awkward. The man returns with two bottles of beer. He hands one to Michael
Man
Here you look like you need this. I am Daniel by the way
Michael
Hi, I’m Michael. Thanks Yes, I do
Michael takes a gulp of the golden liquid. Michael looks about room at everyone. Some standing in groups. Some sitting and crying. There is a large photo of Seamus on a side table. A man with wavy hair and slightly grey. Almond shaped, blue eyes and a cheeky smile with dimples.

Daniel
Did you know Seamus well?
Michael
Seamus. Yes, I knew him a long time ago. We um, we haven’t been in touch for years. How did he pass?
Daniel
Ah well now, it was very sudden like. One minute he’s laughing and joking with a whiskey and singing a verse in the The Boar’s head. The next he’s on the floor. Gone you know. Just like that. The heart Doc says
Michael
I see. I remember he liked a song. Still, a young man, it’s a shame, sorry I mean a terrible thing
Daniel
You know Michael, I feel I know you from somewhere?  Have you ever been to Clonmel?
Michael
Clonmel. I may have, I travel a lot with my business
Daniel
How did you say you knew Seamus?
Michael
It was a long time ago. I don’t remember
Daniel
I think you do, Michael. And what’s more, my Gran Ma over there thinks you do. See, she remembers you
The older lady walks over to the two men. She is tall and Her face is red from crying She looks at Michael with her blue almond shaped eyes wide as she points her finger at him. 


Gran Ma
I know who you are, and you’re not dressed for Seamus’s wake. you’re in jeans. Why are you here? After all these years. You Bastard. Leaving my Kate high and dry
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I didn’t come here for a fight Mary, and It wasn’t like that. I had no choice. It was an opportunity I couldn’t refuse. If you had let us be we’d could’ve made a go of it.  Where is she anyway? Where’s Kate?
Mary
Dead! You piece of scum. You did it. You broke her heart



 
















 













