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1
               The Banshees of Inisherin

            

         

         
            ext. various island locations – day

            The Island of Inisherin, 1923. Pádraic Súilleabháin, a good-looking man of thirty-five or so, walks the island’s winding stone-walled lanes; past thatched cottages, the ancient graveyard, castle ruins, a little lake. Past a startled cow that makes him smile.

            Finally, he comes over the brow of a hill that looks down upon … 

            ext. hill above colm’s house – day

            A lonely cottage overlooking a wild crescent beach. Smoke is rising from its chimney. Pádraic continues on down to it.

            ext. colm’s house – day

            Pádraic arrives at the cottage, a dog on the grass outside, which he gives a pat to, and it gives him a lick. He knocks on the front door. No response. Puts his face to the window … 

            int. colm’s house – day

            Inside, a big man, Colm Doherty, late fifties, is sitting in an armchair, back to us, smoking.

            pádraic

            Colm? Are you coming out to the pub, Colm? It’s two o’clock, like.

            Colm’s grandfather clock chimes two, as Colm smokes again, staring ahead.

            pádraic

            Shall I see you down there so?

            (pause)

            I’ll see you down there so. 4

            Colm smokes again without acknowledgement. Pádraic walks away, looking back at the house now and then, disconcerted.

            ext. pádraic’s house – day

            Pádraic arrives back at his own cottage, overlooking the slate grey sea and distant mainland, his dwarf donkey, Jenny, in the garden, his small pony, two cows and a calf in the next-door field, his younger sister Siobhán, hanging washing.

            siobhán

            What are you doing home? Brother? What are you doing home?

            pádraic

            I knocked on ColmSonnyLarry and he’s just sitting there.

            siobhán

            Sitting there doing what?

            pádraic

            Sitting there doing nothing. Smoking.

            siobhán

            Was he asleep?

            pádraic

            He was smoking, Siobhán! How do you smoke in your sleep, like?!

            siobhán

            It wasn’t just lit and in his hand?

            pádraic

            No. It was lit, it was up to his gob, it was down from his gob.

            siobhán

            Have ye been rowing?

            pádraic

            We haven’t been rowing.

            (pause)

            I don’t think we’ve been rowing.

            (pause)

            Have we been rowing?

            (pause) 5

            Why wouldn’t he answer the door to me?

            siobhán

            Maybe he just doesn’t like you no more.

            Siobhán smiles, takes the empty basket back inside, leaving Pádraic worried, looking out across the sea.

            ext. pub – day

            Pádraic comes to the local pub, a lonely building also overlooking the sea, empty table on the grass outside.

            int. pub – day

            Pádraic nods to Jonjo, fifties, behind bar.

            pádraic

            Pint, Jonjo.

            Jonjo starts pouring one. 

            jonjo

            Is Colm not with you?

            pádraic

            No.

            Jonjo stops pouring.

            jonjo

            Colm’s always with you.

            pádraic

            I know.

            jonjo

            Did you not knock for him?

            pádraic

            I did knock for him. 6

            jonjo

            Well where is he?

            pádraic

            He’s just sitting there.

            jonjo

            Sitting there doing what?

            pádraic

            Sitting there doing nothing. Smoking.

            Jonjo pours the rest of the pint.

            jonjo

            Have ye been rowing?

            pádraic

            I don’t think we’ve been rowing.

            jonjo

            Well it sounds like ye’ve been rowing.

            pádraic

            It does sound like we’ve been rowing. Will I try him again?

            jonjo

            That’d be the best thing.

            Pádraic has a worried sip, then leaves.

            ext. laneways – day

            Pádraic nods a hello as he passes the uniformed figure of Peadar Kearney, Inisherin’s only policeman, fifties. 

            pádraic

            Officer Kearney.

            Peadar ignores him completely. Pádraic loses his smile.

            pádraic

            (under breath)

            Never says hello. Never fecking says hello. 7

            ext. colm’s house – day

            Pádraic looks in through the window again. POV – No one in the armchair now. Pádraic knocks.

            pádraic

            Colm?

            (pause)

            Are you not coming out to the pub, Colm?

            Pádraic tries the door. It opens.

            int. colm’s house – continuous

            Pádraic enters. The dog, asleep in front of the fire, gives him a cursory glance, then goes back to sleep.

            pádraic

            Colm? The door was open, Colm. Are you …?

            No one there. Musical/esoteric details hang on the brightly painted walls. Pádraic sees the half-smoked cigarette in the ashtray, the mug of tea beside it, still warm; sees something far off out the window. He picks up Colm’s telescope from a shelf, looks out the window.

            POV through telescope – Far off, Colm walking away up the hill, already a half-mile gone.

            pádraic

            (quietly)

            Where the hell are you heading off to?

            ext. laneway to pub – day

            Pádraic trudges back to the pub. There’s a peel of laughter inside. Pádraic looks in the window. Colm is sitting at the bar, laughing with Jonjo and Gerry Mullins, another older regular.

            int. pub – day

            Pádraic enters the pub and idles towards the jovial group, smiling. As he gets there, Colm loses his jocularity. 8

            pádraic

            Howdo!

            gerry

            Howdo, Pádraic!

            colm

            Sit somewhere else.

            pádraic

            Hah?

            A tension, Colm not even looking at him. The others look at each other.

            pádraic

            But I have me pint there, Colm …

            jonjo

            He has his pint there, Colm, from when he came in and ordered his pint from before …

            colm

            Oh, okay. I’ll sit somewhere else, so.

            Colm takes his pint and leaves the pub, sitting at the table outside, which we see through the small window, Gerry and Jonjo perturbed by all this.

            gerry

            Are ye rowing?

            pádraic

            I didn’t think we were rowing.

            gerry

            Well ye are rowing …

            jonjo

            Well ye are rowing. He’s sitting outside on his own, like a whadyacall.

            pádraic

            It does look like we’re rowing. I suppose I’d best go talk to him so. See what all this is fecking about. 9

            gerry

            That’d be the best thing.

            ext. pub – day

            Colm is sitting there smoking at the table overlooking the island and the ocean, as Pádraic comes out.

            pádraic

            Now I’m sitting here next to ya, and if you’re going back inside I’m following ya inside, and if you’re going home I’m following you there too. Now if I’ve done something to ya just tell me what I’ve done to ya, and if I’ve said something to ya, maybe I said something when I was drunk and I’ve forgotten it, but I don’t think I said something when I was drunk and I’ve forgotten it, but if I did then tell me what it was and I’ll say sorry for that too, Colm. With all me heart I’ll say sorry. Just stop running away from me like some fool of a moody schoolchild.

            Pádraic sits.

            colm

            But you didn’t say anything to me. And you didn’t do anything to me.

            pádraic

            That’s what I was thinking, like.

            colm

            I just don’t like you no more.

            Pádraic is tremendously hurt by this, but tries not to show it as best he can.

            pádraic

            You do like me.

            colm

            I don’t.

            pádraic

            (pause)

            You liked me yesterday!10

            colm

            Oh did I, yeah?

            pádraic

            I thought you did.

            Colm gives him a sad look and returns to the pub, and Pádraic is left there, unbelievably sad. 

            ext. laneways – day

            Pádraic, lost in thought, passes Dominic Kearney, an odd fella, twenties, son of the policeman. He has a long stick with a tiny hook at one end.

            dominic

            Pádraic.

            pádraic

            (in passing)

            Dominic.

            dominic

            What’s the matter with ya?

            pádraic

            Nothing’s the matter with me (Quietly.) for God’s sake.

            Dominic walks along beside him.

            dominic

            Look at this I found. A stick with a hook. What would you use it for, I wonder? To hook things! That were the length of a stick away! Probably.

            (pause)

            Where ya going?

            pádraic

            Down here.

            dominic

            D’you have a fag?

            pádraic

            No. 11

            dominic

            Ah you do. You always have fags.

            pádraic

            ColmSonnyLarry’s at Jonjo’s handing out a rake of fags. Whoever’s in the mood for one.

            dominic

            Is he?!

            pádraic

            No.

            Dominic slowly stops, as Pádraic continues on.

            dominic

            You’re behaving awful unusual!

            int. pádraic’s house – day

            Pádraic sitting in a chair at the table, a newspaper on the table, a headline perhaps about the civil war. The house is far more bare than Colm’s. Siobhán enters with groceries, surprised to see him.

            siobhán

            What are you doing here?

            (pause)

            Was the pub closed?

            pádraic

            No. It was open.

            Perturbed, she sits in a chair across from him, on the other side of the table, facing more or less the same way, an image we’ll repeat often.

            siobhán

            Anything in the paper?

            pádraic

            Just the civil war still.

            siobhán

            A bad do.

            Pádraic is staring into space. She stands, puts the shopping away.12

            siobhán

            Mrs McCormick’s coming over later, Pádraic, I couldn’t avoid her. I don’t know if you’re going to be in or out, but you’re usually out?

            pádraic

            Am I?

            siobhán

            You are, yeah. You know you are.

            pádraic

            (far away)

            I don’t care, Siobhán. It’s your house too.

            All this behaviour strikes Siobhán as very strange.

            ext. pádraic’s house – dusk

            A moonlit night; washing in the breeze, lamp and candlelight in the house, animals sleeping.

            int. pádraic’s house – dusk

            Pádraic, Siobhán and Mrs McCormick, a spooky-looking, white-faced neighbour, eighty, smoking a yellow clay pipe through dark teeth. Siobhán sews rose decorations on a black shawl, as Pádraic refills the lamps around the room from a pail of paraffin.

            mrs mccormick

            Is it six years since yere mammy and daddy died, Siobhán, or is it seven years since they died?

            siobhán

            It’s coming up to eight years, Mrs McCormick, aye.

            mrs mccormick

            Is it coming up to eight years? Doesn’t time be flying?

            pádraic

            Aye. When you’re having fun.

            siobhán

            Be off to the pub, now, Pádraic, if you’re going to be annoying us. 13

            pádraic

            I don’t have to be down there every night, do I?

            Siobhán almost double-takes, Mrs McCormick just smirks.

            mrs mccormick

            ColmSonnyLarry’s scared him off, I suppose.

            pádraic

            What did you hear of ColmSonnyLarry?

            mrs mccormick

            Didn’t you and he used be the best of friends?

            pádraic

            We’re still the best of friends.

            mrs mccormick

            No ye’re not.

            pádraic

            Who says we’re not?

            mrs mccormick

            (pointing at Siobhán)

            She says!

            pádraic

            Ar for God’s sake, Siobhán!

            siobhán

            I said nothing of the like, Mrs McCormick, I was just chatting! Now you go off to Jonjo’s, Pádraic, and don’t be getting under our feet, sure Mrs McCormick never gets a chance to come over for a chat …

            Siobhán makes Pádraic put on his coat.

            pádraic

            She never gets a chance cos you avoid her!

            siobhán

            I do not avoid her!

            pádraic

            You hide behind walls if she’s coming up the road! 14

            Siobhán gives an embarrassed laugh as Pádraic exits. She sits back down.

            siobhán

            ‘Hide behind walls’.

            Siobhán tries to smile, but Mrs McCormick just stares at her.

            ext. high laneways – night

            Pádraic looks at the far-off cannon-fire on the mainland; flashes, gun retorts, smoke rising. 

            pádraic

            Good luck to ye all. Whatever it is ye’re fighting about.

            ext. pub – night

            Music and liveliness inside, surprising Pádraic as he arrives. 

            int. pub – night

            Colm, the dog at his feet, playing fiddle in a session with three other musicians. The pub is unusually crowded. Pádraic makes his way to Jonjo at the bar.

            pádraic

            I didn’t hear there was to be a session.

            jonjo

            Last-minute thing. Colm decided.

            Pádraic frowns. Jonjo pours him a pint. For once there are some local women in the bar, mostly around Colm.

            jonjo

            All the ladies love Colm, d’you know? Always did.

            pádraic

            Yeah? That’s not true.

            Dominic comes in with his stick. 15

            jonjo

            You’re still barred, Dominic. Out!

            dominic

            You said barred until April.

            jonjo

            And what are we now?

            dominic

            April!

            jonjo

            Well put that stick outside anyways and don’t be bothering the women.

            dominic

            There’s women?! There is women! And good ones!

            Later. At a window table, Pádraic and Dominic, gently drunk, watch Colm playing a slower, mournful tune, perhaps ‘I’m a Man You Don’t Meet Every Day’, as a local woman sings.

            local woman

            (singing mournfully)

            ‘Well I took out my dog, and him I did shoot, all down in the County Kildare. So be easy and free, when you’re drinking with me, I’m a man you don’t meet every day.’

            dominic

            If we sat next to Colm, the women would have to talk to us too. And then we could get at them, with our small talk!

            pádraic

            I’m happy enough sitting here, now.

            dominic

            Are ya, yeah? Are ya happy enough, yeah? Ah, I can’t stand the maudlin ones …

            (calling out to Colm)

            Play something dancey, Colm! To dance to. And not have that mope whining. 16

            Colm stops playing, looking at them disdainfully, as does everyone else. Pádraic looking away sheepishly, embarrassed, till Colm and the woman continue with the song.

            pádraic

            Here, amn’t I in enough trouble with him without your mouthing?

            dominic

            What trouble in are you in with him?

            pádraic

            He just … doesn’t want to be friends with me no more.

            dominic

            What is he, twelve? Why doesn’t he want to be friends with you no more?

            Pádraic shrugs. They watch him play, the regulars joining in on the final chorus, Pádraic not.

            int. dominic’s house – night

            Catholic paraphernalia on smoke-stained red walls. Dominic’s pudgy policeman father, Peadar, whom we met earlier, asleep, naked on a chair, uniform hanging on the wall behind him. 

            It’s a very weird image, and Pádraic tries not to look at him, as Dominic puts his finger to his lips for them to be quiet … 

            dominic

            (whispered)

            Daddy’ll kill us if we wake him when he’s been wanking.

            … then tiptoes across to his naked father, quietly takes the bottle of poteen that’s either on the table beside him or in his arms, then stealthily tiptoes back to Pádraic, and out. 

            ext. town square – night

            Pádraic and Dominic drinking the poteen in the town square by the dockside. 17

            pádraic

            And you won’t get into trouble for taking his poteen?

            dominic

            I will get into trouble but fuck it!
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