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EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT

NIALL (38), a discontented suburban dad with a half-arsed 
beard and a notion that he’s in late-90s Oasis, stands in the 
doorway of a small terraced house, smoking a cigarette. 

The first snowflakes of the looming storm flutter past the 
amber glow of the street lights. Niall blows a lungful of 
smoke at them as he walks to the gate and glances up and down 
the road expectantly. 

CHILDREN shriek with laughter as they come running out of the 
houses all around, onto the green across the road. 

FREYA (8) emerges from Niall’s house, stopping to gather the 
thin film of snow from the bonnet of the 10-year-old Ford 
Focus in the drive, before running onto the green. 

KIAN (13) isn’t far behind, bumping shoulders with his father 
as he pushes past him.

NIALL
Hey, watch it.

Kian keeps walking across the road, stopping only to pull up 
his hood. Niall grimaces, clenches his fists and looks like 
he’s going to say something before glancing at the NEIGHBOURS 
within earshot and thinking better of it. 

He stubs his cigarette out against the garden gate and is 
about to turn back into the drive when he sees the hunched 
and haggard shape of PAUDIE (35) at the end of the road. 

He’s moving slowly, shuffling in and out of the lights, arms 
wrapped around a thin windbreaker. 

INT. HOUSE - NIGHT

Paudie’s alone on the doorstep, agitated, his tongue running 
across a crusty sore on the corner of his mouth. 

When he sees CATHY (38) emerging from the kitchen, he 
plasters a huge grin on his face. 

She is less enthusiastic, arms folded and head tilted, an air 
of suspicion and superiority about her.

PAUDIE
Cathy, you’re looking only 
gorgeous. And the size of Kian, 
Jaysis, I wouldn’t want to get on 
the wrong side of him.

CATHY
How’re you doing, Paudie?
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PAUDIE
Grand, grand. You know yourself.

Cathy throws Paudie a wry smile.

CATHY
I’m not sure I do. Or if I want to.

Niall canters down the stairs and grabs his parka from the 
end of the bannister. As Paudie walks back down the drive, 
Cathy pulls Niall aside.

CATHY (CONT'D)
No more handouts. He’s not your 
responsibility and I’m not putting 
up with it any more.

NIALL
I told you I won’t.

CATHY
Yeah, but I know what an eejit you 
are when you’re with him.

Niall zips up his coat and follows Paudie out into the 
burgeoning blizzard.

NIALL
(to himself) Fuck you.

INT. PUB - NIGHT

A dim and dingy bar with a small table hiding in every alcove 
and corner and a selection of POST-PUNK classics that give it 
an unearned charm. 

Paudie is slouched on a stool, picking at his fingers, one 
knee bouncing up and down like a jackhammer. Niall puts two 
pints of Guinness on the table.

NIALL
Sorry about before, you know, at 
Gallagher’s. The new bouncer’s a 
bit of a prick, throwing his weight 
around. Puts me right off the 
place.

PAUDIE
You know what they say, Nialler. I 
wouldn’t want to drink in any pub 
that’d have me as a customer.

Paudie tries to laugh, wincing as the scab on the corner of 
his mouth splits open. 
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Niall looks over Paudie’s shoulder at a scut of a TEENAGER 
who is pleading with a bald and bemused MAN in a black 
Harrington.

NIALL
You still up in Coolock?

PAUDIE
Nah, staying in town now.

Paudie pulls at his knuckle until it cracks. Niall shivers, 
trying not to look at Paudie’s hands with their ripped 
fingernails and protruding veins. 

NIALL
Anywhere in particular?

PAUDIE
Near Christchurch.

Another crack. And another.

NIALL
Jesus Christ, Paudie, can you stop 
that?

Paudie slams his hands on the table. Niall reaches for his 
pint and throws back half of it.

NIALL (CONT'D)
Sorry, man. It’s just... that 
sound.

PAUDIE
Yeah, I know. And chewing, 
slurping, scraping, snoring... 
breathing.

NIALL
What can I say? I’m a total fuck-
up.

Paudie snorts into his pint and Niall’s eyes wander to the 
snarling face of the man in the Harrington. The teenager 
cowers, preparing for his punishment. 

PAUDIE
Listen, Niall, d’ye remember that 
summer out west, the one where I 
fell in the slurry pit--

NIALL
And I had to climb in head first to 
drag you out?

PAUDIE
Sorry about that. 
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NIALL
It’s ok, I’m over it now.

PAUDIE
It was a good summer, yeah?

NIALL
Apart from when Grandad was beating 
the shite out of us.

PAUDIE
He was a vindictive fucker alright. 
But you always protected me.

NIALL
I tried, Paudie. But I was only 
what - twelve, thirteen?

PAUDIE
You were thirteen that summer. I 
was ten.

Niall raises his pint to his mouth, his eyes following the 
Harrington as the man drags the teenager out of the pub by 
the wrist. 

The AUL FELLAS at the bar keep their heads down until the 
disturbance has passed into the whistling wind outside.

PAUDIE (CONT'D)
D’ye ever think about it, Niall? 
Jumping off the bales of hay and 
hiding with the dogs in the fields 
beside the windmills?

NIALL
Ah Paudie, it’s a long time ago, 
must be 25 years now. Same again?

Niall points at Paudie’s half-full glass.

PAUDIE
So you don’t remember?

NIALL
Yes and no. I remember the 
windmills.

Niall stands up.

NIALL (CONT'D)
I’ll get you another pint.

INT. PUB - NIGHT

Niall rests his head on his hands as the Guinness settles. He 
takes deep breaths as he stares at the bar.
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INT. PUB - NIGHT

Niall puts the pints on the table and sits back on his stool.

NIALL
Hey man, it’s gonna be a rough one 
out there tonight.

PAUDIE
Yeah?

Paudie drums his fingers loudly on the table, exasperating 
Niall. 

NIALL
Ah Paudie, c’mon.

Paudie slows his fingers to a stop and sinks back on his 
stool. He stares at the table, running his tongue around his 
teeth.

PAUDIE
Nialler, I need to borrow a few 
quid.

Paudie doesn’t even look up to see Niall shaking his head 
slowly.

NIALL
I’m sorry, Paudie, I can’t.

PAUDIE
I’ll pay you back this time, I 
swear.

Paudie’s voice is detached, mechanical, like he’s reading 
from a script, as if the outcome is already set in stone.

PAUDIE (CONT'D)
Cathy doesn’t need to know.

NIALL
It’s not just Cathy, it’s you too, 
Paudie. How’re you ever gonna get 
better if I keep facilitating you?

Paudie smirks, his cracked sore oozing yellow gunk.

PAUDIE
Ah Nialler, it’s not like any of 
this is your fault, is it?

NIALL
What d’ye mean?

Niall knocks back a fair bit of his pint.
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PAUDIE
Just wondering if you’re having an 
attack o’ the aul conscience. Not 
like you at all, Nialler.

NIALL
I... I’m just worried about you, 
Paudie. Cathy is too.

PAUDIE
Uh-huh.

Paudie swills a mouthful of Guinness, as if mulling over this 
brave new world.

PAUDIE (CONT'D)
So I can beg and plead and pull all 
the usual bullshit but you’re not 
going to give in?

NIALL
No, I mean it this time. I’m sorry 
man, I want to help you but I just 
don’t think handing over cash is 
doing either of us any good. I 
mean, where do you think the money 
comes from? I work my arse off in 
that factory for fuck all and you 
want to shoot it up your arm? I’ll 
help you get clean, Paudie, but I 
can’t help you get high any more.

PAUDIE
Right so. Look Nialler, I’ve come 
out empty-handed so I’m just gonna 
nip out to the cash machine and 
then I’ll get the next round in, 
right?

NIALL
Yeah, sure man, no worries.

Niall exhales slowly as Paudie walks out the door into the 
wind and the snow.

INT. PUB - NIGHT

Niall is coming to the end of another pint when the door 
swings open, howls of wind and whirls of snow preceding the 
entrance of a stocky, bearded man (KEITH, 30s) in a puffa 
jacket and a sheepskin hat. 

He kicks his boots against the floor and throws his hat on 
the bar, shaking the remnants of snow from his beard. All 
eyes are on him as he surveys the room, hat in one hand, an 
orange juice in the other. 
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He raises the hat in Niall’s direction.

KEITH
Howiye.

Adrenalin rockets through Niall’s veins - this is not an old 
friend.

KEITH (CONT'D)
Niall, isn’t it?

Keith sits on Paudie’s stool without opening his jacket and 
extends his hand.

KEITH (CONT'D)
I’m Keith. Pleased to meet you.

NIALL
Who are you?

Keith smiles, large, white teeth gleaming under a substantial 
moustache as he crushes Niall’s fingers.

KEITH
I’m a friend of Paudie’s. You could 
say we work together.

Niall tries to stay calm but there is panic in his eyes.

NIALL
Where’s Paudie?

KEITH
Don’t worry, Paudie’s fine. He’s at 
the office, helping the boss with 
the accounts. There’s just a small 
problem but I’m sure we can sort it 
out.

Keith takes a swig of his orange juice, wipes his moustache 
with the back of his hand and puts his elbows on the table.

KEITH (CONT'D)
You see, Paudie owes the boss some 
money and he’s sent me to find you, 
says you can pay it for him.

NIALL
I don’t know anything about any 
money. I hardly ever see Paudie any 
more.

KEITH
We’re only talking 600 notes here, 
Nially. For starters anyway. Sure 
I’ll walk you to the ATM myself.
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NIALL
No. I’m not bailing him out any 
more, he has to stand on his own 
two feet.

Keith laughs and wags his finger as if Niall has just told a 
joke.

KEITH
I don’t think Paudie will be 
standing on his own two feet if he 
doesn’t pay his debts.

NIALL
I can’t pay it. I don’t have it.

Niall’s voice is flat and vacant.

KEITH
Are you sure about that?

NIALL
Yeah.

KEITH
Now Nially, you’re not going to 
make me ask Cathy for it, are you? 
Or maybe Kian has some pocket money 
stashed away, or what’s that little 
princess called? Freya, is it?

Niall puts his head in his hands before lifting it up to look 
Keith in the eye.

NIALL
You’ve crossed a line. This has 
nothing to do with them.

KEITH
It’s just business, Nially.

Keith knocks back the last of his drink and stands up.

KEITH (CONT'D)
We’ll be in touch.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

The wind roars around Niall, blasting snow into one ear and 
then the other, shooting it down his neck and up his sleeves. 

As far as he can see ahead, the street is made of snow, a 
single, solid entity with contours of cars and bins and 
bollards. 

It’s boot-high already, folding in on his Stan Smiths, 
forcing him to take giant, anxious steps.
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He turns down the lane to his estate, his path lit only by 
the glare of distant street lights against the snow. 

He doesn’t hear the footsteps behind him, only a wailing 
grunt over his shoulder as someone is upon him. 

He puts his hand to his side and holds it up, blood dripping 
through his fingers and splattering onto the snow. 

He turns around to the shivering shape of Paudie, his phone 
in one hand, a bloodied flick knife hanging in the other. 

PAUDIE
I’m sorry, Niall. I had no choice. 
You left me no choice.

Paudie holds his phone up to take a photo of Niall and the 
flash of the camera lights up the red of the blood against 
the white of the snow. 

Niall stumbles backwards and slides down against the wall as 
Paudie sends the photo to the boss.

PAUDIE (CONT'D)
It’s just a nick. You’ll be fine.

NIALL
I don’t... get it, Paudie.

The wind howls, pushing Paudie off balance. He leans against 
the wall, standing over Niall.

PAUDIE
Yes you do. You owe me.

NIALL
I owe you? What are you talking 
about? You owe me hundreds, 
thousands probably. And what about 
all the nights you’ve been fucked 
up and I let you stay in my house, 
with my kids there? I’ve always 
been there for you.

PAUDIE
Not always. You know what I’m 
talking about.

NIALL
I think I need an ambulance.

PAUDIE
You were supposed to protect me. 
That was your job, that’s what Ma 
said.
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NIALL
Paudie, there’s a fuckload of 
blood. 

PAUDIE
You were supposed to keep me safe 
from Grandad. That’s why we shared 
a bed.

Niall leans onto his injured side, trying to reach the phone 
that’s stubbornly deep in his pocket. 

He yelps with pain as he yanks it out, howling as he tries 
and fails repeatedly to unlock it with bloody fingers.

PAUDIE (CONT'D)
Remember, Niall? The day we ran 
away and hid in the fields next to 
the windmills?

Niall wipes his shaking hand on his parka and then his jeans 
but he can’t unlock the phone.

PAUDIE (CONT'D)
And then we sneaked back into the 
house after it was dark, into that 
single bed in the spare room?

NIALL
(shouting) I need help. Please 
Paudie.

PAUDIE
I need to talk about that night. 
When you were thirteen and I was 
only ten. 

Niall jabs his nose at the phone’s emergency button. 

PAUDIE (CONT'D)
Just ten years of age, Niall.

With one hand steadied by the other, Niall sticks his tongue 
onto his phone’s screen and finally, the ringtone bursts into 
action.

PAUDIE (CONT'D)
I remember everything.

Niall locks haunted eyes with Paudie as he waits for the 
emergency services to answer. 

He is jolted back to life by the operator’s voice.

NIALL
I’ve been stabbed, in the side, 
there’s so much blood.
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Niall’s voice is high-pitched, punctuated with shallow sobs.

NIALL (CONT'D)
I’m in the lane to Ashtown Park, 
the one that goes from Claremont 
Road.

PAUDIE
I know you remember too.

NIALL
(to the operator) I don’t remember. 
It all took me by surprise.

PAUDIE
And I lay there afterwards, and all 
I wanted was for you to comfort me, 
make it all better.

NIALL
(to the operator) He’s gone now, he 
ran away. I’ve no idea who he was.

PAUDIE
I just want you to admit what you 
did.

NIALL
(to the operator) I told you, there 
was no incident, I wasn’t involved 
in anything.

PAUDIE
Please Niall, I need your help. I’m 
a goner without it.

NIALL
(to the operator) I’m in no fit 
state to do anything. Please hurry, 
I’m bleeding out here.

The phone slides out of Niall’s hand as he struggles to stay 
conscious. 

Paudie stands over him, his eyes wide and expectant.

NIALL (CONT'D)
You need... to go. 

His voice is slurred and sluggish.

NIALL (CONT'D)
There’s an... ambulance... coming. 
Probably... the guards too.

Paudie lets rip a feral yowl before hurling himself against 
the wall, slamming his head into it. He collapses to the 
ground, weeping.
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PAUDIE
Tell me you remember.

A siren wails in the distance, sweeping closer with each new 
gust of wind.

NIALL
Paudie... I have a family.

The snow covers Niall’s legs and is settling on his arms.

PAUDIE
I’m your family.

Niall closes his eyes, surrendering himself to the snow, the 
sirens, the wind.

NIALL
Yeah.

12.


