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FADE | N:

I NT. GARAGE - N GHT

A hand funbles in the dimess, |ands on a light switch and
flips it up and down. The BULB that dangles fromthe ceiling
refuses to light. A shrill MOAN freezes LORRAI NE KELLY
(20’ s) on the spot.

LORRAI NE
Who' s t here?

A FIGURE rises up fromthe floor as the cry grows | ouder.
Lorrai ne inches back towards the wall. A flashlight snaps on
and illum nates the face of CHRI STI AN MCCARTHY (20’ s).
Lorraine’s shoul ders drop as she heaves out a sigh.

LORRAI NE (cont’ d)
Ch you prick Christian. |’ve a good
mnd to lanp you with a can of

pai nt .

CHRI STI AN
That’'d be a frightful waste of
pai nt.

EXT. VILLAGE - N GHT

An OLD WOVAN bl esses herself as a church BELL rings out over
a small village square. A BROADCAST VAN is parked beside a
graveyard. A CAMERAMAN renoves equi pnent.

DR M CHAEL O CONNELL (50's) rotund, tweed clad and
bespeckl ed speaks to a | ogo enbl azoned m crophone hel d by
M KE WNDLE (30's). Dr O Connell holds up a digital voice
recorder.

DR. O CONNELL
Every Friday for the past nonth,
this is what we’ve been hearing.

He hits the PLAY button. A high pitched SCREAM causes the
group to wince and cover their ears. He hits STOP.

CANVERAMAN
It sounds |like Katy Perry w thout
the auto tuning.

M ke flashes a | ook of disapproval. The Caneraman shrugs.



M KE
How | ong does this go on for?

DR. O CONNELL
It varies, could be ten m nutes,
sonmetimes up to an hour

M KE
And you're certain it’s the
Banshee?

DR. O CONNELL
| mnot saying that’'s what it is,
but it’s certainly the popul ar
| ocal opi nion.

EXT. ROAD - N GHT

Wth a knapsack slung over his shoulder, Christian wal ks
besi de Lorrai ne. She pulls her w ndbreaker tight around her.

EXT. GRAVEYARD - NI GHT

An assortnment of HEADSTONES and CELTI C CROSSES protrude from
the | ow ground fog.

EXT. ROAD - N GHT

LORRAI NE
Just give ne a clue?

CHRI STI AN
It wouldn’t be nuch of a surprise
t hen, now would it?

TADHG MURPHY (60’ s) weat her beaten, salutes as he
appr oaches.

TADHG
In anam Di a, where are ye goi ng at
this hour of night?

LORRAI NE
It’s a surprise.

TADHG
Well, young McCarthy, up to no good
as usual | suppose.



CHRI STI AN
Tadhg, it’s after six, the pharmacy
is closed, you |l have to get your

tabl ets tonorrow.
Christian wal ks of f.

TADHG
A born conedian. I'moff to the
village to see what the TV crew is
up to. Way are you hangi ng around
with that eejit?

LORRAI NE
He's not that bad. Besi des, what
else is there to do.

TADHG
What ever you do, be careful. You
shoul d use protection.

Tadhg searches around in his coat pocket.
LORRAI NE

Excuse nme, M ster Miurphy, but I
don’t think that’s any of your

TADHG
The nedal of Saint Christopher.
Wear it. It will keep you from

harn s way.

Tadhg pl aces the nmedal around her neck. She sheepishly
squeezes out a smle and claps her hand on her chest.

LORRAI NE

Thanks. | better go, enjoy the TV
t hi ng.

EXT. VI LLAGE SQUARE - NI GHT

The HUM of a portabl e generator powers a cluster of outdoor
lights around the van.

A CAMERAMAN nounts a video canera on his shoul der

ON CAVERA SCREEN

M ke adjusts his tie and sifts his finger through his hair.



CAMERAMAN( V. O.)
In three, two, one .

M KE
|’ m here in Derryflynn, where
residents claimthat the wailing
sound of a Bean Sidhe has di sturbed
t he once sl eepy hanl et.

BACK TO SCENE

M KE (cont’ d)
How was t hat ?

EXT. VI LLAGE - N GHT

A thick blanket of fog drifts over the sprawing
countrysi de.

EXT. ROAD - 50KM5 LIMT - N GHT

CHRI STI AN
W'll be there soon.

LORRAI NE
| can’t wait, yippee.

A shrill CRY roots themboth in their tracks. Lorraine grabs
Christian’s arm

LORRAI NE (cont’ d)
The Banshee.

CHRI STI AN
Rel ax, that’s no banshee. It's a
fox out hunting. Contact call,
checki ng for nearby foxes or dogs.

LORRAI NE
Check out David fucking
At t enbor ough.

| NSERT

A pair of feral eyes.

BACK TO SCENE

Christian renoves his knapsack and whi ps out a flagon of

cider. He unscrews the cork and draws in a | ong nout hful,
passing it to Lorraine.



She takes a deep swi g.
A flash of blue near a stone wall catches Christian’s eye.

CHRI STI AN
Did you see that?

Lorraine’s eyes narrow as she purses her |ips.

CHRI STI AN ( CONT’ D)
Never m nd, was probably nothing.

| NSERT
A silver hair brush

BACK TO SCENE

EXT. FIELD - N GHT

Al ong a snaking length of stone wall, a YOUNG WOVAN (20’ s)
mesnerisingly attractive. A blue chiffon dress clings to her
lithe frame. She runs a silver brush through her hair.

EXT. ROAD - HILLTOP - N GHT

A section of road sheltered by mature trees. An old
t el ephone |ine neanders drunkenly by the roadside.

CHRI STI AN
Tada. Here we are.

Lorraine rolls her eyes. Christian, unfazed, renoves his
knapsack and unzips it. He fishes out a Violin bow.

LORRAI NE
|'’mal nost afraid to ask.

Christian assails an old tree and clinbs to where a branch
and tel ephone line cross paths.

CHRI STI AN
And now, for this evening' s
performance, a concerto in C sharp
by mastero, Christian MCart hy.

Christian raises his el bow, places the bow on the tel ephone
l'ine.



EXT. VILLAGE SQUARE - NI GHT
A shrill SOUND stirs slowy fromthe graveyard.

DR O CONNELL
It begins.

The Reporter and Caneranman stand transfi xed.

EXT. GRAVEYARD - NI GHT
A TERM NATI ON POST on the tel ephone |ine vibrates.

EXT. ROAD - HILLTOP - N GHT

Christian closes his eyes and drags the bow across the wire.
Lorrai ne shakes her head and fol ds her arns.

EXT. VILLAGE SQUARE - NI GHT

The sound swells into a sharp ear piercing CRY. Mke w nces.

M KE
Good GCod.

Dogs BARK and HOWL.

EXT. ROAD - HILLTOP - NI GHT
Christian ends his performance with a wave of his hand.

LORRAI NE
You' re the Banshee? This is what
you brought ne up here for, to
inmpress me, with this?

CHRI STI AN
It’s just a bit of craic.

The shrill cry starts again.

LORRAI NE
Enough Chri sti an.

Christian holds up the violin bow as the sound echoes around
them fromthe haze of fog.



LORRAI NE ( CONT’ D)
A fox, right?

CHRI STI AN
Yeah, a fox.
EXT. FIELD - N GHT

The Young Woman brushes her hair as she drifts with the fog.

EXT. ROAD - 50KM5 LIMT - N GHT

Christian and Lorraine quick march, glancing intermttently
over their shoul ders.

YOUNG WOMEN (V. O)
CHRI STI AN.

CHRI STI AN
What was that? WAas that you?

LORRAI NE
| didn’t hear or say anyt hing.
EXT. ROAD - HILLTOP - N GH

The Young Wbnman sits on the branch of the old tree and
strokes the tel ephone Iine with her hands.

YOUNG WOVAN
You dare nock nme son of Carthaigh,
your |inage who would not pay a
keeni ng woman and had ne starve.
Mock me nore.

She grips the line taut and runs her nails across it.

EXT. GRAVEYARD - NI GHT
The PORCELAI N | NSULATCORS on the tel ephone line crack.

EXT. ROAD - HILLTOP - N GHT

The Young Wbman pl ucks the |ine and opens her nouth
produci ng a haunting nel ody.



EXT. VI LLAGE SQUARE - NI GHT

M ke spins round to see the GLASS on a wing mrror crack.

EXT. GRAVEYARD - NI GHT

A nunber of headstones marked MCCARTHY flip over like

dom nos.

EXT. VI LLAGE SQUARE - NI GHT

M ke falls to his knees, his hands cl asped over his ears.

Bl ood trickles between his fingers.

A BULB fromthe outdoor |ight pops in a rain of SPARKS.

EXT. ROAD - NI GHT

Lorraine and Christian | ook at one another, their faces
lined with fear. Christian swall ows hard.

Lorrai ne clutches the nedal.

EXT. ROAD - NI GHT

The young woman fl oats down the road on a carpet of fog
backlit by the now burning tree. Her hair swirls in the w nd
as she tosses her head about.

EXT. VI LLAGE SQUARE - NI GHT

Dr. O Connell holds a handkerchief to Mke's ear. The
Canmer aman hastily packs the van

EXT. ROAD - NI GHT

A wal |l of dense fog closes in around Lorraine and Christian.

They circle around back to back until the fog recedes to
reveal the young woman sitting on the stone wall.

CHRI STI AN YOUNG WOVAN
Wo are you? Christoir MacCart hai gh,
t habhairt dom d’ anam no
croi.

She snmi |l es seductively, beckoning himtowards her. Christian
drops his knapsack.



LORRAI NE
No Chri sti an!

She caresses her body, traces the outline of her lips with
her tongue and strokes her bare neck. Lorraine grabs
Christian’s arm He stares blankly back at her and pushes
her to the ground.

Christian and the young woman enbrace, gazing into each
other’s eyes. She touches his lips and smles then kisses
them softly. They engage in a vigorous exchange of
affection.

Her face becones holl ow and the skin takes on a dark hue.
Her hair changes into whispy white | ocks. She spews a thick
vi scous black liquid fromher nouth breaking the union.
Christian recoils in horror, w ping his nouth.

An ugly hag stands before him foul, no nore than a reheated
corpse clad in a soiled and torn blue dress.

She CACKLES wil dly.

CHRI STI AN S POV

The i mage before himstarts to blur.
He extends his hands.

BACK TO SCENE

LORRAI NE (cont’ d)
Chri stian, run!

Lorraine gets up and drags himto the stone wall. She pushes
himover it. The ugly hag hisses at Lorraine.

Lorrai ne funbles for the nedal and holds in front of her.
The ugly hag bl ows white power in her face.

UGLY HAG
Sl eep.

EXT. FIELD - N GHT

Christian staggers about ainmessly. He | oses his footing and
falls over, scranbles to get to his feet on the wet grass.

He crawls around on all fours, his hand searches the ground
and | ands on a ROTTI NG FOOT.

CHRI STI AN
Lorraine! |Is that you Lorraine,
hel p me up, quick!



10.

The ol d hag cackl es.

CHRI STI AN ( CONT’ D)
For the | ove of God, | eave me
alone, it was only a joke.

Christian gets to his feet and sprints across the field. The
ol d hag brushes her patches of white hair with a silver
brush. She sings a haunting air.

EXT. BOG - N GHT

Christian wanders about in the thick gorse and heat her.

He pl ods through a patch of soft nuddy ground and sinks up
to his knees.

The singing rises in volunme and swells to an ear piercing
scream

Christian cries out in agony, hands clasped in vain over his
ears.

EXT. ROAD - 50KMS LIMT - N GHT
Lorrai ne rouses groggy from her sl eep.

She lurches to her feet and heads in the direction of the
di stant noi se.

EXT. BOG - N GHT

CHRI STI AN
Make it stop.

Bl ood trickles down his neck and from his eyes.

He scratches in desperation at his face tearing through the
ski n.

Deep finger marks expose bl oodi ed fl esh.

Christian’s eyes explode and he slunps into the nuddy bog
hol e.

A Young Wonman in a blue dress tosses a wild flower on his
body.

YOUNG WOVAN
No headstone wi |l mark your grave.

Lorraine energes fromthe fog and stanps the nmedal on the
Young Wbrman’ s head.

She vani shes in puff of scream ng snoke.

Lorrai ne wades into the bog hole and brings Christian's
torso upright.

A di m beam of |ight scans through the fog.



11.

TADHG (O S.)
Lorrai ne, Christian!

LORRAI NE
Over here Tadhg!

Tadhg stops at the edge of the bog, |lowers his flashlight on

Christian’s body and bl esses hinsel f.
Lorrai ne sobs quietly.

I NT. CHRI STIAN S ROOM - NI GHT

A hand feels around and snaps on a |light swtch.

Lorrai ne pushes Christian in a wheelchair, his face bandaged
and patches over his eyes.

Lorraine helps himonto the edge of the bed. He jerks
forward and reaches underneath hinself for the offending
item

CHRI STI AN
VWhat is that?

He produces a silver hair brush.

The col our drains from Lorrai ne’s face.
From out si de, a di stant WAl LI NG

FADE QUT:



