D ssi dent

By
St ephen Kane

Week Forty Nine of Obital Creativity 2011

St evi e Kane

The One Light Collective
3055 Col unbus Ave NE

M nneapolis, MN 55418
USA



EXT. POLEGLASS - N GHT.

A GROUP OF HOODS replete with beer, cider and sportswear,
| augh and shout at each other at the corner of a shitty
housi ng estate.

One breaks fromthe group and throws a SHOPPI NG TROLLEY into
a pile of BURNING REFUSE int he m ddl e of the road.

A car approaches slowy. After a second, it nounts the curb.
a VO CE bellowi ng fromi nside.

VA CE
Hoodi n’ bastards. Fuckin' scum

A VOLLEY OF ABUSE is hurled back at the car as it takes off.
Random bottles and cans fly fromthe group.

In the mdst of the commoption stands BUBSY, a squat twenty
sonething with sparse facial hair and gelled, conbed forward
hai r.
He grins at sonme secret in his head.
A HOOD shouts sonething to him
HOOD

Here, Bubsy! Wat were you up to

| ast night, then?
Bubsy sneers at him

BUBSY
Who’'s askin’?

The crowd quietens a little.
Bubsy breaks into a grin again.

BUBSY (cont’ d)
Ah was gettin’ mah hole, wasn't ah!

Sone LAUGHTER. The hood raises a can to him
Bubsy snorts and turns to sonmething to his side.

By the fire on the road, a black car, turned away fromthe
road line, toward the group.

Bubsy’ s eyes wi den.
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BUBSY (cont’ d)
Split!

The crowd follow his gaze to the car, the wheels of which
suddenly start to SPIN, as it speeds toward the group.

Bubsy gets a head start on the dispersing group, running
al ong the pedestrian path, through bollards, into the
estate.

The car makes straight for him swerving around the bollards
and nmounting the bunpy grass | andscape.

Bubsy is going at full tilt, the car gaining every second.
He makes a sudden and hard right into a small entryway.
The car pulls up, able to go no further.

Bubsy is in the entryway, going strong , when he | ooks
behi nd him

No one is follow ng.

He slows up a little, breathing HARD
He stops to gain his breath.

He | ooks up, smling.

BUBSY (cont’d)
Sucker s.

He trots onward to the end of the entryway, when suddenly a
bl ack van pulls up and nmasked nmen bound fromthe opening

si de door.

Bubsy turns on his heel, but only gets a few steps when
they’ re on him

| NT. THE FELONS, BELFAST - NI GHT

A SECURI TY GQUARD sits at a small desk near the door of the
social club, he nods to a MAN as he wal ks past.

The man continues on into the club.
Peopl e nod as he passes; OLD MEN, YOUNG MEN.

I nside the main room a CHEESY DI SCO i s underway. The pl ace
i s packed. The nman keeps novi ng.
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At the back, in the mdst of the commotion, sits EAMON, a
short, overweight forties, with a nustache, a receding
hairline, a rugby shirt and | eather jacket.

He frowns at sone secret in his head.

The man approaches, whispers sonething in his ear.

Eanon | ooks up at him then drops his eyes, thoughtful.

He | ooks back up and shoots a curt nod. As the man | eaves,
Eanon | ooks around the room and takes a |ong drink of
LAGER.

A M DDLE- AGED wonman wal ks by, grabbing his shoul der and
smling at him He breaks out of his reverie and gives her
an ingratiating smle, before going back to his frown.

| NT. GARAGE - NI GHT

JOE, m ddl e-aged, inmposing, is setting out tools on a
wor kbench.

A hammer, and nail with a piece of string attached.
A long sharp knife.
A pot of what | ooks lie boiling oil.

The door opens and Eanon enters, wal king with an easy
confi dence.

EAMON
You have everything, then?

Joe | ooks down at the tools.

JCE
Aye, well, as best | know. I’ ve
never done it before, y’'know.
EAMON
W'l nmake it work.

Joe gives a dry smle
JCE
Not as if you give a fuck if it
goes wrong.

Eanon is deadly serious.
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EAMON
It better not go wong. | want the
wee bastard to live with it.

Joe nods, rebuked, he drops his eyes back to the tools.

JOE
Aye.

Sati sfied, Eanon takes his jacket off as he walks to the
center of the room

Underneath a stark overhead light, sits a |inp Bubsy, tied
to a chair. It |looks |like Joe has al ready had sone fun

Eanmon gives hima |ight SLAP.

EAMON
Wake up, you

Bubsy cones to. His speech is just a little slurred.

BUBSY
VWhat'd ah fuckin do?

Eanon just |ooks at him
What ever fight Bubsy had left in him is gone now.
Eanmon sniffs.

EAMON
Joanne McAllister.

Bubsy shrugs.

BUBSY
What’ d yeh want ne deh say?

EAMON
Do you know who that is?

Bubsy spits a little blood out.

BUBSY
| dunno, mster. Yer nah?

Eanon stands up, calm

EAMON
That’'s the nane of the wee girl
who’' s head you held a screwdriver
to as you forced her to suck you
of f.
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Bubsy sl ow y shakes his head.

EAMON (cont’ d)
That’s the nane of the wee English
girl you dragged into a golf course
and raped as that wee cunt cousin
of yours, Terry, beat on her wee
mates with an iron bar.

Bubsy’ s voice is barely audible.

BUBSY
Ah didn't do naffin.

Eanon wal ks toward him eerily calm

EAMON
D ya renmenber her nane now?

Bubsy shakes his head agai n.

EAMON (cont’ d)
Listen, Mster. | never touched
her.

Eanon | eans in cl ose.

EAMON (cont’ d)
Real | y? What d’ya call this, then?

He hol ds up a nobil e phone between them
Bubsy wi nces, on the verge of tears.
Eanon continues in an al nost show and-tell tone.

EAMON (cont’ d)
Y see, i’mjust after blow n" off
Terry' s kneecaps, and | ook what he
gave ne in gratitude! Joanne’s
nmobi | e! The one you’ ve been usi ng
to taunt her nother wth.

Bubsy drops his head.

EAMON (cont’ d)
Now, it’s very sinple, son. If you
keep lyin’ to me, am gonna fuckin’
kill yeh. If yeh cone clean, you'l
go home in one piece.

Bubsy’s HEAVY BREATHING is the only thing that breaks the
silence. He keeps | ooking at the ground.
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BUBSY
Pl ease, M ster.

Eanon | eans in even cl oser.
EAMON
It’s OK son. Everything' s gonna be
alright. Just tell ne the truth.
A pause.

EAMON (cont’ d)
Did you rape that wee girl, Bubsy?

Slowy, without |ooking up, and with the snall est novenent,
Bubsy nods hi s head.

Eanon snaps up

EAMON (cont’ d)
Very good.

He nods to Joe, who cones over with the pot and knife. He
puts them down a few feet from Bubsy.

Bubsy turns to | ook at the inplenents.
Suddenly, he has nore energy than before

BUBSY
What’' re yeh gonna do?

Joe noves toward himand begins to pull his bottons down.
Eanon is dipping the knife in the hot oil

EAMON
You' | | not be raping anyone agai n,
son.
Real i zati on dawni ng, Bubsy starts bucking like a mule.

BUBSY
No! Fuck, no! No way.

Joe loses his grip.

JOE
Hold still, yeh little shit!

Bubsy is going frantic.
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BUBSY
Ch God, no, mister. Please, oh God
pl ease don’'t cut off mah dick
Pl ease! Pl ease!

Eanon cones over, knife in hand and grabs Bubsy around the
shoul ders in a hal f-nel son.

EAMON
Do what he says and hold still,
son.

Bubsy breaks out into frantic tears.

BUBSY
No! Ch God, oh God! Don't do it.

As if convinced he has super-human strength, he junps and
fl exes and bends,

but to no avail.
He | ets out a DEEP SOB.

BUBSY
Pl ease. .

Eanon drops the knife, grabs Bubsy’ s chin in between a fat
thunb and forefinger and pulls himreally close. Joe backs
up a little.

EAMON
Let’ s nake sonething clear; you
don’t get to cry!

Bubsy stares at him terrified.

EAMON (cont’ d)
You only get to cry when you’ ve
been sinned AGAI NST

He swings his arm pointing to the wall.
EAMON (cont’ d)
That wee girl, Joanne. The wee one
who' s life has been ruined. Her
nmot her, her mates. They get to cry!

He tightens his fist around Bubsy’'s face, as if trying to
crush it.
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EAMON (cont’ d)
You don’t get to fucking cry, yeh
wee cunt. ..
Suddenly, the anger cones, Eanon punches himin the face.

EAMON (cont’ d)
Scum of the fuckin' earth..

He rains down body bl ows on Bubsy with every word.

EAMON (cont’ d)
ani mal . .

Bubsy recoils and falls forward like a rag doll with every
hit.

EAMON
filth...

One last hit as he SHOUTS:

EAMON
Not fit to fuckin’ LIVE!

Eanon takes a step backward as Joe stares at him

JOE
Eanon. . .

Wt hout a word, Eanon pulls off his Rugby shirt and stuffs
part of it into Bubsy' s SCREAM NG nout h.

EAMON
Hol d him

Joe does as he’'s told as Eanon dips the knife again and
comes toward Bubsy.

He brings an arm around Bubsy’'s neck from behi nd, hol ding
the shirt in place as he noves the knife down toward his
gr oi n.

Bubsy’ s eyes wi den and he | ooks downward and lets out a
MUFFLED SCREAM as Eanobn begins a saw ng noti on.

Joe noves to the side as blood squirts by.

Bubsy keeps SCREAM NG as Eanpbn saws with determination, his
head ri ght besi de Bubsy,

st oi c.
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Qui ckly, Bubsy’ s SCREAMS become RAGGED and he starts to |ose
consci ousness.

EAMON (cont’ d)
Get that nail.

A bl ood-covered Joe runs to the tool bench and back,
dropping in front of Bubsy and getting to work with a hamer
and nai |

Eanon returns to the tool bench, begins w ping his bl oodied
hands with a rag.

In the background, Joe drops sonething into the oil pot and
returns to Eanon.

JOE
"One piece", eh? The heat shoul d
have sealed it, but |I've no idea
what’ | | happen.

Eanon, seens nonchal ant again as he wi pes his hands. Joe
just looks at him

JCE (cont’ d)

You realize if he does survive,

he’s likely to top hinself.
Eanmon | ooks up at him

EAMON
|l ong as he does it, i don’t give

flyin fuck.
He finishes up and pulls his jacket on.

EAMON (cont’ d)
You OK here?

Joe | ooks at Bubsy;

A linp, unconsci ous ness.

JCE
| wish i could say |I’ve seen worse,
but nah, I'll be fine, sure. You
head on. Probably have calls to

make.

Eanon nods as he starts off.
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EAMON
Aye.

He | eaves by the door he cane in.

Joe is left in the stark garage, blood on the floor, a
brutalized boy in the m ddle.

EXT. POLEGLASS - DAY.

Eanon is | eaving a non-descript house, dressed simlar to
before. He has barely closed the gate to his garden path

when he is set upon by a m ddl e-aged wonan.

WOVAN
Eanon.

Eanon turns.

EAMON
Ach, Deirdre. Wat about vye.

She |ooks a little frantic.

WOVAN
Do you know where nmy Patrick is?

Eanon shrugs as he noves on.

EANMON
No i dea, |ove.

She wal ks in step with him

DEl RDRE
Eanon, please. Everyone says you
had himtaken. | haven't seen him

in tw days, now they’ re saying
t hey found soneone on the news!

Eanon keeps on wal king as Deidre stops, acceptance of the
i nevi tabl e washi ng over her.

DElI RDRE (cont’ d)
Where’s ny son, Eanon?

He noves on, resolute, as she shouts behind him
DElI RDRE (cont’ d)
Did you hurt nmy son, yeh fucker?!
Yeh cunt! What did yeh do to hinf

She’ s crying and al nost inconprehensi bl e.
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DEI RDRE (cont’ d)
What’ d yeh do to hinf!

Eanon doesn’t stop.

Roundi ng the corner, he pulls out a RING NG MBI LE, | ooks at
it, ANSVERS it.

EAMON
Yeh found him then?

A VO CE on the other end sounds |like a well-spoken version
of Eanon.

VA CE
You alnpst killed him

Eamon swings his head in annoyance.

EAMON
It was hardly going to be pretty
roses and sparkles, was it?

VO CE
Still, job well done, by al
accounts. He's alive, and it’s the
nessage that’s inportant.

EAMON
Aye.

A pause.
VA CE
Well, have to go. They' Il be
wanti ng sonme sort of a statenent.

Eanon KILLS the call wi thout a word, and keeps on wal ki ng.

| NT. STORMONT, FRONT ENTRANCE - DAY

MATTHEW QUI NN, a besuited thirties with perfectly coiffed
hair, slowy closes his FLIP-PHONE.

He | ooks out the doors.

A small group of photo-journalists are there. Taking a deep
breath, he steps outside.



12.

EXT. STORMONT, FRONT ENTRANCE - DAY

He is swarned as soon as he exits and a VOLLEY OF QUESTI ONS
are thrown at him PSN the only thing hol ding them back.

He achi eves A MODI CUM OF SI LENCE by hol di ng his hands up and
pointing to one in particul ar.

JOURNALI ST
Counci l or, reports suggest this
young nman was castrated as a
puni shment for the brutal rape of
Joanne McAllister |ast week. Any
words for us?

Qui nn conposes his best stern face.

QUI NN
This is clearly the work of
di ssident, so-called Republicans,
who now have a programme of taking
the law into their own.

They SNAP furiously.

QUI NN (cont’ d)
As an SDLP representative in Wst
Belfast, i can tell you the
community is not going to have it,
and those who want to exercise
community control in such a savage
fashion, need to feel the ful
rigors of the |aw

They stretch their recorders out to him as far as possible.

QUI NN

These gunnen are not sol ving
probl ens for the comunity...
He | ooks the journalist dead in the eye.

QUI NN (cont’ d)
They are creating probl ens.

FADE QUT.
Yep, i told you. Gim
Anyway, |’ve had that scene in ny head for a while, and
know, it’s witten about nmen, with a man’s understandi ng and

response to sex crines and violence. | actually think it
coul d be the opener to a decent novie about ol’ Norn Iron.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 13.

Bubsy is | oosely based on a real person called M chael Quinn
and his cousin Terry MKenna, who assaulted three boys and
dragged their English friend away and raped her. Qinn's
statenent at the end is |lifted froma politician’s response
when the I RA went to his house and wounded his brother in

response.



