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FADE IN:

EXT. WARWICK MATTS’ OFFICE BUILDING - EVENING

The small office block housing Warwick Matt’s private 
investigation business is located amid a cheap and dirty red-
light district in a backstreet of the city. Lurid and shady 
shops, some with neon lights and advertisements, and one or 
two warehouses, are lined along the street.

Dim white-glowing street-lamps illuminate the footpath and 
part of the road. A few old and beaten-up cars and a truck 
or two are parked in the street. Warwick’s own car - black 
and shiny - is parked outside his office building. His 
licence plate reads: MATTS.

A white station wagon turns the corner and drives slowly 
down the street. A man in a dark doorway sticks his shaggy 
haired head out of the shadows, examines the car and 
retreats back inside the doorway. 

INT. WHITE STATION-WAGON - EVENING

DONALD HAPPERSLY is at the wheel of the white station 
wagon, in a crumpled suit, his tie loosened. He is peering 
out at the footpath, not checking street numbers, instead 
feeling consternation at the surroundings.

EXT. WARWICK MATTS’ OFFICE - EVENING

Donald parks the white station wagon in a vacant lot across 
the street from Warwick Matts’ office building. Donald gets 
out, but remembering his briefcase on the passenger seat, 
reaches back in and takes it out. He puts it in the trunk 
of the car and makes sure the car is locked. He turns back 
to the street and glances up and down. A prostitute is 
standing down the road, smoking and leaning against a 
street lamp. She is absorbed in the colour of her nails or 
the shape of her hand. He steps to the road, ready to 
cross. A door to a brothel swings open and a large black 
man throws a puny white man with glasses onto the footpath, 
followed by his bag. 

BROTHEL BOUNCER
Stay the fuck out! Pervert!

The bouncer slams the door shut. The puny man picks up his 
bag and hurries away, clutching his trousers to stop them 
falling down. The prostitute glances up, half-interested, 
then she returns to her nails. 

Seeing the coast is clear of danger, Donald crosses the 
street and enters the small office building. 



INT. LOBBY OF WARWICK MATTS’ OFFICE - EVENING

Donald enters the office building lobby. He sees two small 
offices - HOLWAY TAX ACCOUNTANTS and BONDOR ADVENTURES: 
BUDGET HOLIDAY SPECIALISTS. A photo of Mr. Bondorf, black 
haired, bearded and shonky is stuck in the window - the 
face smiling (showing a silver tooth) at anyone who passes 
by. Next to Mr. Rondorf’s smiling poster are some posters 
of some exotic and not so exotic locations. 

Donald walks across the small lobby, past a broken elevator 
with and OUT OF ORDER sign across it and some DANGER tape, 
across the floor littered with rubbish bags and other 
debris (he sees a syringe and flinches), to the stairs and 
he goes up.

EXT. WARWICK MATT’S OFFICE - EVENING

The first floor of the office building. There are three 
doors. One is boarded up and another kicked in and just 
hanging on its hinges.

On the third door there is a glass panel and in black 
letters there is a sign which reads: 

WARWICK MATTS 

PRIVATE INVESTIGATOR

Donald pauses outside the door for a second, puts his ear 
to it and hearing nothing he enters.

INT. WARWICK MATT’S OFFICE - EVENING

WARWICK MATTS is reclined in a well-worn leather chair at 
his desk. He has a small rubber ball which he is tossing 
into the air and catching - repeating this activity over 
and over. A fan is blowing on a filing cabinet in the 
corner of the room, making a dull whirring sound.

Several stacks of paper are on the desk, there are more on 
shelves, and there filing cabinet behind Warwick, at the 
back of the office is badly organized. A drawer is half-
open and some files protrude from it.  

Donald steps into the room but Warwick doesn’t stop tossing 
the rubber ball up and down, slowly. 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Mr. Matts? 

Warwick catches the rubber ball and grips it in his hand. 
He looks across at Donald. He takes in Donald again - 
forty, balding, plain in appearance, slightly awkward in 
movement and mannerisms. 
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WARWICK MATTS
Yes, Donald.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
I - you called? I came as soon as 
I had a chance. Which is not 
always easy at a moment’s notice, 
with work and my clients. But you 
called . . . 

WARWICK MATTS
I did.

Donald looks at the vacant chair opposite the desk. Warwick 
grins. Warwick stands from his desk and walks around his 
desk and past Donald to a small water fountain in the 
corner of the room and picks up and fills a plastic cup 
with water.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
By by the sound of your voice on 
the telephone I understood this 
to be urgent. I hope nothing has 
gone amiss with your 
investigation into my wife? 

WARWICK MATTS
Far from it. I just sound that 
way on the telephone. Everyone 
believes everything is urgent, 
just from my voice. Strange, huh?

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Are you saying that I needn’t 
have come? 

WARWICK MATTS
Have a seat.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
My wife is at home by herself and 
if you don’t mind, I’d like to be 
with her now and . . .

WARWICK MATTS
Donald! Sit.

Warwick gestures to the spare seat and Donald obediently 
sits down. Warwick gulps down the water and crushes the 
plastic cup in his hand, throws it at a rubbish bin against 
the wall and misses. The plastic cup joins some others on 
the floor in a mess.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
Ah, H20. Refreshing. But water 
ain’t whiskey, is it? 

3.



Warwick pulls his belt up and returns to his desk and his 
chair. He wipes his lips as he resumes his seat. Donald 
shifts awkwardly in his seat.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
This might be a good time to settle 
exactly how much I will be owing 
you. You see, I was hoping . . . 

WARWICK MATTS
We’ll get to that. Forget it for 
now. 

Donald swallows and nods.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
I can tell you’re uncomfortable 
being here. So I’ll get right to 
it. 

Warwick pauses for effect and Donald hangs on his next words.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
Your wife, as we know, is indeed 
having an affair. The problem, as I 
see it, is this. How much do you 
want to know? 

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
I don’t understand. How much? 

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
How much information do you want me 
to gather? For instance, do you 
want to know the history of this 
man - who he is, what he does, 
where he’s from, what he intends to 
gain from this affair. This man . . 
. 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Fiend! That’s a more apt term!

WARWICK MATTS
Whatever. Fiend. Demon. Call him 
what you will. But, Donald, I can 
provide a lot more for you. 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
I just want evidence, Mr. Matts. 
Concrete, indisputable evidence, 
that this . . . this fiend . . . 
has put his disgusting hands all 
over my wife.

WARWICK MATTS
Photos. 
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DONALD HAPPERSLY
Yes. Short of a full-fledged 
confession, I want photos of him 
and my wife . . .

WARWICK MATTS
Engaged in illicit sex? 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Well, yes, that is the objective. 

WARWICK MATTS
I am assuming this is for later 
legal action? 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Something like that. Get me photos, 
and I will be content. 

WARWICK MATTS
Content, Donald? Photos will 
alleviate the suffering and 
humiliation you are experiencing 
because of the actions of this . . 
. this grotesque human being? 

Donald wipes a little perspiration from his brow. 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Get me concrete evidence of this 
abomination - this man who is out 
to ruin my life - and I will go 
from there on my own. It’s that 
simple. 

WARWICK MATTS
Donald? I can see you’re angry. But 
let me elaborate on what I can do 
for you. 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
I think I’ve made myself clear to 
you, Mr. Matts. Photos are all I 
need. 

WARWICK MATTS
Very well. Photos it is. We will 
leave the ‘finer details’ of this 
fiend alone for the time-being. But 
bear in mind the extra service I 
can offer you. Think about this. 
How much do you want to know?

Donald stands and picks up the suitcase he has placed by the 
side of his chair. He looks at Warwick Matts for a few 
moments. 
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DONALD HAPPERSLY
Good night, Mr. Matts. Please let 
me know of any developments. I’d 
like to go home to my wife.

Donald walks to the door. 

WARWICK MATTS
I can stop the fiend. 

Donald pauses, but does not turn. 

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
I can stop him and it - the affair - 
dead in its tracks. Nothing illegal 
of course. Just some stern words 
and a little roughing up. Nothing I 
haven’t done before.  

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Leave it in my hands, Mr. Matts. Do 
as I ask and I will take care of 
it. 

Donald continues to the door, opens it and is gone. The door 
closes. 

WARWICK MATTS
As you wish. 

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT

Donald is out of the city and is driving down a country 
road that is virtually almost devoid of human life. The 
land around him is dark and wide and sparse. Only a few 
country properties inhabit this part of the land.

EXT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - NIGHT

Donald arrives at the Happersly residence. The house is a 
two storey country house. It is isolated, surrounded by 
fields. There is a driveway at the front and a garage to 
the side. Donald pulls the white sedan into the driveway 
and parks. 

INT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - NIGHT

Donald closes the front door behind him. It is quiet. 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Alison? Are you here, my darling?

His question is met only by silence. Donald shifts 
nervously on his feet, listening. The seconds tick by. 
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Alison sticks her head into the room. She is wearing an 
apron and is covered in flour.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Hi, Donald. Got stuck at work 
again, huh?

Alison smiles a pleasant smile. Donald, relieved, puts his 
suitcase down and hangs his coat on a hook. He smiles back, 
a half-nervous and somewhat clumsy smile. 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Something like that. I just 
signed up a new client. 

ALISON HAPPERSLY
I’m baking a cake. Make yourself 
comfortable. Dinner won’t be 
long.

Donald smiles clumsily again and he nods. 

ALISON HAPPERSLY (CONT’D)
There’s some milk and cookies if 
you’re hungry. I baked the 
cookies this morning. They’re 
quite delicious. But don’t ruin 
your appetite.   

Alison smiles widely again and vanishes back to the 
kitchen. 

Donald moves into the lounge area and sits down on the 
couch and waits in silence. He glances around the room for 
some time. He turns his look hopefully at the kitchen door. 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
(calling out)

Busy day, my darling?

Donald waits for a reply, but none comes. Only silence. His 
face creases in sadness and he brushes a hand through what 
remains of his hair.

DONALD HAPPERSLY (CONT’D)
Alison? Did you have a busy day? 

The blender in the kitchen starts up, a loud whirring 
noise. Donald sighs disappointedly and looks sadly at the 
wall. He sees the photo of himself and Alison on their 
wedding day. He looks at it and tries to smile. He blows a 
kiss at it.

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN:
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EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - MORNING

Dawn. The sun casts its first rays of light over the 
countryside. 

EXT. MONASTERY - MORNING

There is a small monastery in the countryside, surrounded by 
fields. The monastery has: a church with a small bell-tower; 
the monks’ quarters (spread over two levels) including a 
dormitory and a large dining room; and outside there are 
small gardens with an assemblage of wild flowers, a few trees 
and shrubs. 

EXT. MONASTERY CHURCH - MORNING

The bell in the tower drones out. 

INT. ARNOLD’S ROOM IN MONK’S QUARTERS - DAY

ARNOLD HENERTY  - a monk - is fast asleep in his room in 
the monk’s quarters. There is one window in his room, 
overlooking one of the small gardens. 

Arnold’s room is basically furnished. There is a small bed 
with a thin grey blanket; a wooden clothes cupboard; a 
small desk with a Bible on it and a chair and a lamp; and 
an armchair against the wall opposite the bed. There is a 
reading lamp on an upright lamp-stand next to the armchair. 
There is a clock on the wall opposite the bed. A crucifix 
of Jesus hangs on the wall above the cupboard. 

Arnold is sprawled across his bed, half under his blanket. 

The church bell continues to sound. Arnold moves slightly and 
emits a miserable groan. 

ARNOLD
(half-stirring)

Just get a fucking alarm clock, for 
fuck’s sake. Move into the twenty-
first century, pleeeaaasseee. 

He turns over and covers his head with his pillow to block 
out the bell.

A small bird flies to the window and perches itself on the 
windowsill. It peers inside the room. It chirps twice. 
Arnold hears it and removes the pillow from his head. He 
turns over on his side, his eyes still closed. The bird 
chirps again and Arnold’s eyes open. He looks at the bird, 
that is looking back at him.
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ARNOLD (CONT’D)
(to the bird)

Are you sent from heaven? 

The bird chirps. 

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
Are you a messenger? 

The bird chirps one final time and then the bird flies off. 

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
Wait! I still don’t know what your 
message is! Come back!

Arnold grunts as he sits up in bed. He looks at the clock on 
the wall.

Arnold is in his mid-thirties. He is of medium height and his 
hair has a grey tinge around the temples.

Arnold, his feet on the floor, runs a hand through his hair 
and scratches his head. He stands up, moves to the clothes 
cupboard, and opens it. He removes his pajamas, stands in 
his underwear for a few moment before he slips on his 
monk’s robe. He puts on a pair of shoes.

Arnold’s eye catches the Jesus crucifix hanging on the 
wall. He gazes it at blankly for a second, then he makes 
the sign of the cross. 

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
(to the crucifix)

Good enough for you, God?

Arnold turns and opens the door and walks from the room. He 
closes the door behind him.  

EXT. MONASTERY - DAY

Arnold emerges into the monastery grounds through a large 
wooden door. Arnold looks over the garden and walks down a 
path towards the monastery church.   

EXT. MONKS’ GARDEN - DAY

Arnold, on the path, passes the colourful flowers. He stops 
and looks over them all. His eyes stop on a patch of red 
flowers. He turns and walks to the church.

EXT. MONASTERY CHURCH - DAY

The large wooden monastery church doors creak as Arnold 
pushes them open.
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INT. MONASTERY CHURCH - DAY

A few candles are burning inside the church.

Some of the monks from the monastery are already kneeling 
in the pews with heads bowed, hands clasped, praying 
solemnly and earnestly.

Arnold slips into a pew in the middle of the church. There 
are two monks in the pew in front of him. 

As he takes his seat in the pew, Arnold disrupts a prayer 
book which clatters to the floor. Arnold carefully picks it 
up and puts it back in it proper place.

Arnold sits quietly, waiting. Bored already, he picks up a 
prayer book and flips it open randomly. A hand-written 
message is scrawled along the side of the page, with a huge 
phallic symbol sketched next to it. The message reads: DO NOT 
REPRESS YOUR URGES. GOD FORGIVES ALL TRANSGRESSIONS, OR SO WE 
THINK. Arnold reaches into his pockets in search of a pen but 
finds none. He sees a pencil on the pew and picks it up but 
it is blunt and thus useless.

The church doors creak open and a few more monks enter 
somberly. They disperse, take pews and immediately kneel 
and commence praying. 

Another young monk - MARCUS - enters next. Marcus, almost 
the same age as Arnold, spots Arnold. He walks to Arnold’s 
pew and slides in and sits next to Arnold. 

MARCUS
Hey, Arnold. 

ARNOLD
Good morning, Marcus. 

MARCUS
How did you sleep last night? Any 
better? 

ARNOLD
Christ, I wish I had some sleeping 
pills. I don’t sleep until the 
morning, and until then all I do is 
count sheep. I think my bed has 
bugs living in it. 

MARCUS
Insomnia’s not fun. So, what are 
we praying for this morning?

They look around at the monks praying to God. 

ARNOLD
Beats me. I’m out of ideas. 
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MARCUS
Surely we can come up with 
something?

ARNOLD
Like what? You name it, I’ve tried 
praying for it. Equality, justice. 
All the big ones. I get the 
impression that no one is 
listening.

MARCUS
Why?

ARNOLD
Because nothing ever changes.

The two monks in the pew in front turn their heads and one 
says ‘Ssshhh’. The two monks shake their heads 
disapprovingly, turn back around and resume praying.

After a few seconds, Arnold and Marcus resume their talk.

MARCUS
More rain today, you think?

ARNOLD
I didn’t see any clouds.

A short pause.

MARCUS
I wish we could get the newspaper 
here. 

ARNOLD
Maybe Henry The Boss could 
organize a subscription for us? 
It might help pass the time. Or a 
TV? We could set up a common 
room. Even a radio? Something to 
break the boredom. 

MARCUS
I was thinking of asking Henry if 
he can arrange for us to get some 
heating in our rooms. At least in 
winter-time.

ARNOLD
I already asked Henry the Boss.

MARCUS
What did he say?

ARNOLD
Apparently, heating is a luxury 
monks do not need. 

(MORE)
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It is a superfluous aspect of 
modern civilization. If monks 
lived without it before now, so 
can we.

MARCUS
What’s the real reason? 

ARNOLD
Monastery funds must be spent 
wisely or not at all. If the 
monastery is not careful in its 
spending, it creates waste. 

MARCUS
Perhaps we can pray to God that 
Henry has a change of heart?

ARNOLD
I don’t think Henry The Boss has 
a heart. I wish he did. He’s less 
like a religious devotee, more an 
administrator of religion.

EXT. MONASTERY CHURCH - MORNING

Arnold and Marcus emerge from the church into the bright 
morning sunlight.

EXT. MONASTERY GROUNDS - MORNING

Arnold and Marcus are strolling across the monastery 
grounds. A few monks are strolling around, all slow and 
solemn.

ARNOLD
Damn it. I need to find a reason 
why I’m still here.

MARCUS
You know why you’re here. It’s 
because your father decreed it.

ARNOLD
Yes, I know that part of it, but 
why am I really here?

They walk a few steps in silence, contemplating. 

MARCUS
Maybe you were sent to this place 
to find peace inside yourself. 

ARNOLD (CONT'D)
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ARNOLD
How can I possibly achieve peace 
inside when everything outside - 
in the world - is in disarray?

MARCUS
Maybe you will suddenly see the 
Light and become a Prophet and 
preach the word of God and change 
the world. Gather followers, and 
start a real movement? 

ARNOLD
I very much doubt that will happen. 
Marcus, I feel insignificant in 
here, and useless. 

MARCUS
Things change. You’ll change. 

ARNOLD
Will I? How? Nothing can change 
in this place. Nothing I do will 
change it anyway. These prayers 
we do every morning - we might as 
well just chuck them out the 
window. Or make them optional.

MARCUS
You really didn’t sleep well, did 
you? 

ARNOLD
In the scheme of things, we don’t 
matter. Nothing matters. Hell, I 
don’t even have control of my own 
life. Where do you go from that 
realization?

MARCUS
You’ve got to believe. 

ARNOLD
In what?

MARCUS
God will help you. If you ask him, 
he will sooner of later intervene 
to make things better. 

ARNOLD
Monks really are detached from 
reality. We live in a world where 
close to nothing of use ever 
happens. 

Arnold stops walking. Marcus stops too.
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ARNOLD (CONT’D)
I can’t stay in here. I’d rather 
be out there. Out in that world. 
Here, I’m a prisoner. I want to 
be free. 

MARCUS
Leave change in the world to God. 
It’s his job. Don’t forget, he 
did create the world after all. 

ARNOLD
The debate is still open on that 
one. 

Arnold turns and walks off. 

INT. MONASTERY KITCHEN - DAY

Later that morning. Arnold and Marcus are in the monastery 
kitchen. Arnold is on his hands and knees with a wash-
cloth. Marcus washing the walls and the window that looks 
out onto the monastery gardens.

ARNOLD
Cleaning duty twice in three 
days. What’s fair about that?

Marcus continues wiping down the wall with soapy water. 
Arnold works on a stubborn stain on the floor. 

Marcus moves to the window with his soapy rag. He reaches 
up and starts to wipe the window. Through the window, he 
sees a man in a dark, slightly rumpled suit, standing at 
the monastery entrance gate. The man is standing next to a 
black car. He is gazing at the monastery.

MARCUS
Arnold, look!

Arnold keeps scrubbing the difficult stain.

MARCUS (CONT’D)
Arnold.

Arnold stops scrubbing and puts down his cloth.

ARNOLD
What is it?

MARCUS
Come and look. We have a visitor.

ARNOLD
Is she naked?
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MARCUS
Look!

Arnold, mildly curious, stands and walks to the window. He 
peers through it. They both watch the man in the black 
suit.

ARNOLD
What? Who is it?

MARCUS
Have you seen that man before?

ARNOLD
No.

EXT. MONASTERY ENTRANCE - DAY

Warwick Matts is standing at the monastery entrance gates. 
He takes out a packet of cigarettes from his coat pocket, 
takes one out and sticks it in his mouth. He takes out a 
lighter and lights the cigarette. He smokes slowly.

EXT. MONASTERY - DAY

The door to the monk’s quarters opens and Arnold and Marcus 
emerge into the sunlight. They remain by the door and look 
across at the man in the crumpled suit. 

MARCUS
Is he lost?

They watch the man in the crumpled suit. He stands and 
smokes slowly, and his eyes settle on Arnold. 

ARNOLD
Let’s say hello.

Marcus and Arnold wave at the man but elicit no response 
from him, and no movement either save for the smoking.

EXT. MONASTERY ENTRANCE - DAY

Warwick Matts continues to look at Arnold. Finally, he 
drops his cigarette on the ground and crushes it out with 
his foot. Warwick Matts grins. 

EXT. MONASTERY - DAY

Arnold and Marcus see the grin on the man’s face. 

MARCUS
Check it out. He’s smiling at us. 
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ARNOLD
Let’s wave again.

MARCUS
Maybe he can do a coffee run for 
us. 

Arnold and Marcus wave again at Warwick Matts. Warwick’s 
grin gets larger then he turns away and he gets back into 
his car. He starts the engine, pulls around, and drives 
away, leaving a cloud of dust.

EXT. MONASTERY - DAY

Marcus and Arnold watch the car disappear into the distance. 

ARNOLD
I might mention this to Henry.

INT. MONASTERY DINING QUARTERS - DAY

Arnold drags a bucket and carries a sponge into the large 
dining hall. His eyes roam over the six long wooden tables 
and then to the sponge in his hand. 

ARNOLD
Great. 

He pushes the bucket in further. He is about to crouch down. 

DEVIL 
Arnold. 

Arnold looks up and sees Satan sitting on a wooden table, his 
feet propped up on a chair. 

ARNOLD
Hello? 

DEVIL
Arnold Henerty. 

ARNOLD
Present. And you are? 

DEVIL
Who am I?

ARNOLD
I asked that. Oh, wait. I know the 
answer. 

DEVIL
Speak then. Tell us the answer. 
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ARNOLD
You see, I have a form of insomnia. 
Lack of sleep can bring on 
hallucinations. I read it in a 
book. You are an image conjured up 
by my strange sleep-deprived and 
somewhat insane mind. I see before 
me a picture of Satan. But I know 
it is my mind playing a cruel trick 
on me.

The Devil looks back. 

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
Am I close? 

The Devil grins. 

DEVIL
I am merely an alternative to your 
existence. I am a choice. A way of 
thinking which you can either 
accept or reject. I have my own 
points of view. I have my own 
perspectives on things and my own 
beliefs. I am happy to share them. 

ARNOLD
Oh. Well, tell me more. I’ve got 
time. But you’ll have to excuse me 
while I clean the floor and tables. 
Henry The Boss is quite strict. 

Arnold crouches down with his sponge and dips it into the 
soapy water and starts to scrub the floor. 

DEVIL
Hmm. Are you enjoying that? 

ARNOLD
Not really. But it’s compulsory. 

DEVIL
Ah! Nothing is such as you said. 
Life is a choice. 

ARNOLD
Like good versus evil. We all have 
a choice. I get that. 

Arnold stops scrubbing.

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
But scrubbing is a chore. It is 
evil, I admit, of Henry The Boss to 
inflict it daily upon us, but the 
act itself is . . .

17.



HENRY
(O.C.)

Brother Arnold . . .

Arnold jumps at the sound of the stern voice. He stops 
scrubbing and turns his head.

HENRY is standing near the door to the dining room. 

HENRY (CONT’D)
Brother Arnold.  

Arnold resumes scrubbing.

ARNOLD
I’m sorry, Brother Henry, I 
didn’t hear you enter.

Henry remains at the door, a suspicious squint in his eyes.

HENRY
Brother Arnold, who were you 
talking to?

ARNOLD
Huh? No one, Brother Henry. 

HENRY
I hope I did not see you being idle 
again. 

Arnold continues scrubbing.

ARNOLD
No, Brother Henry. Impossible. I 
work hard and tirelessly for the 
good of all. Laziness is not in my 
nature.

HENRY
I do believe I saw you being 
idle. My eyes do not deceive me.

ARNOLD
Brother Henry, your eyes must 
have deceived you this one time. 
I was cleaning, like this. I 
never stopped.

HENRY
A brother of our order who 
neglects his duties lets down not 
only himself but each one of us. 
That is a sin.

Arnold is scrubbing away. He curses under his breath.
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ARNOLD
But I neglect nothing.

HENRY
God demands it of us that we do 
our duty.  

ARNOLD
Of course. I know it as well as 
anyone. 

Henry look suspiciously at Arnold before he turns and exits. 
Arnold curses to himself when Henry is gone. He scrubs and 
then throws his sponge across the room and kicks over the 
bucket of soapy water. The Devil is nowhere to be seen. 

EXT. MONASTERY GROUNDS - DAY

Arnold and Marcus are sitting on a bench in the monastery 
grounds. They are feeding one or two birds with some crumbs. 
There is a Bible on the bench next to Arnold. 

ARNOLD
The Holy Bible. The biggest load of 
rubbish ever put on paper.

Arnold angrily tosses some crumbs at the pigeons who flock to 
it hungrily.

MARCUS
What’s wrong?

Arnold throws more crumbs angrily, too much for the pigeons. 

MARCUS (CONT’D)
If you’re angry, you can tell me.

ARNOLD
It’s this whole mess. This 
monastery, this life, this lack of 
choice. The lack of freedom to live 
my life. And Henry too, on top of 
all that.

MARCUS
Henry is just doing his duty. 

ARNOLD
He’s doing a job. He manages us 
like we’re ants in a nest. And he’s 
singling me out for destruction. 

MARCUS
How? 

19.



ARNOLD
He’s always or always about to pull 
the ‘God will punish you and damn 
you to hell if you don’t obey his 
rules’. Rules I don’t agree with.

MARCUS
Brother Henry is more than a 
manager. And we are more than ants. 
He wants to keep us busy, and 
organized, sure. But he believes. I 
mean he really believes. And he 
wants us to believe as strongly as 
him. 

ARNOLD
Wants? Or requires? 

MARCUS
He just needs to keep us in line. 
Doing our own duties. 

ARNOLD
In line? What? Like we’re sheep to 
be rounded up and herded into a 
pen?

Arnold reaches into his robe pocket and produces a small 
flask. 

MARCUS
What’s that? 

ARNOLD
Nothing.

MARCUS
How did you get it? 

ARNOLD
Never mind. 

Arnold decides against the drink, sighs and puts it back in 
his pocket. 

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
At least Henry does give us short 
spells of freedom. Without them, 
I’d be certifiably crazy. And on 
that note, I’m going to make good 
use of my time and take a stroll 
across greener pastures.

Arnold stands, picks up his Bible . . . 
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ARNOLD (CONT’D)
Wouldn’t want to forget this. If 
Henry sees me without it, I’ll be 
washing dishes for a month. 

Arnold walks to the monastery gates. Marcus watches Arnold 
leave and then tosses some more crumbs to the birds.

EXT. FIELD NEAR MONASTERY - DAY

Arnold is a short distance from the monastery grounds. He 
has the Bible in one hand. He stops outside the gates, 
takes a deep satisfying breath and looks up at the blue 
sky, with its scattered drifting clouds. He gazes at it for 
some time, breathing in this brief taste of freedom.

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE OUTSIDE MONASTERY - DAY

Arnold is crossing a field. 

EXT. LARGE TREE IN FIELD - DAY

Arnold arrives at a large tree in the middle of a field. He 
settles comfortably and contentedly under it in the shade. 
He rests his back against the thick trunk. He lays his 
Bible on the grass next to him. He closes his eyes and 
sighs contentedly.

Arnold drifts off to sleep. 

EXT. LARGE TREE IN FIELD - DAY

Half an hour later, or thereabouts. The only sound in the 
field comes from the buzzing of insects. Arnold is asleep 
against the tree, now slumped slightly to one side.

Four children - aged five to eight years old - creep across 
the field, their targets set on Arnold. They point at 
Arnold as they come closer, giggling.

The children come within a stone’s throw of Arnold and 
stop. They huddle together and whisper and giggle again. 

A a small blond haired boy, about five years old, leaves 
the group and moves quietly and stealthily through the long 
grass up to Arnold’s side. He looks at Arnold’s bible in 
the grass. He picks it up and holds it up over Arnold’s 
head. With a thud, he drops it hard on Arnold’s head. 

Arnold twitches and groans in his sleep, turns slightly and 
half-curses. He doesn’t wake up. The children giggle and 
laugh.
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A seven year old boy in the group, with long scraggly hair 
hanging down his neck, takes a thick pen from his pocket. 
He creeps over to Arnold, next to the small blond haired 
boy, bends down and writes something on Arnold’s forehead. 
Arnold doesn’t wake up.   

When he is finished, he giggles with malice, raises a boot 
and kicks Arnold as hard as he can, just under the ribs. 
Arnold’s eyes open wide with sudden shock and he groans 
with pain. His wide eyes, full of astonishment and agony, 
look at the seven year old, who giggles, and then turns 
with the small blond haired boy and they run back to the 
group, who all point and laugh at Arnold before running 
speedily away across the field, laughing with delight. 

Through gritted teeth and excruciating pain Arnold yells. 

ARNOLD
You little shits!! One day I’m 
going call your parents!

Arnold winces as he moves and rubs his sore ribs. 

EXT. MONASTERY ENTRANCE - DAY

Arnold is walking back into the monastery. Written across 
his forehead in black pen is I AM STUPID. 

As Arnold crosses the grounds, he nods to two passing monks 
who look strangely at Arnold’s face and mutter something to 
each other.

ARNOLD
What? 

The monks mutter and continue on their way. Arnold, puzzled, 
turn and watches them shaking their heads. 

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
What is it? What! Got something to 
say to me? 

The monks continue on without looking back.

INT. MONASTERY DINING QUARTERS - DAY

Arnold enters the dining room where the monks fill the six 
long tables. Arnold weaves around tables towards Marcus. 
There are strange looks and whisperings from the monks as 
Arnold passes each of them. One points at Arnold’s face, a 
look of horror on his face. He mutters something, maybe a 
prayer to God.  

Arnold, bewildered, is about to sit at the vacant seat next 
to Marcus when a fat red-faced monk, BROTHER GORDON, plants 
his corpulent body and fat backside into the seat. 
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Brother Gordon grunts with satisfaction and contentment as 
he adjusts his massive belly to fit at the table.

ARNOLD
What do you think you’re doing, 
Gordon?

Brother Gordon looks in mock surprise at Arnold.

BROTHER GORDON
Is there a problem, Arnold? 

Brother Gordon grins with satisfaction. He moves his 
cutlery into position on the table in front of him, and 
licks his lips in anticipation of the food to come and rubs 
his hands greedily together.

ARNOLD
You know damn well there’s a 
problem. That’s my seat and I was 
about to sit there. That’s the 
problem!

BROTHER GORDON
Ha! It’s not yours any more. It’s 
mine. 

Brother Gordon grins. He rubs his chubby hands together.

ARNOLD
You only sat there because it’s 
closer to the food and you’re 
such a fat lazy bastard. Can’t 
you go sit in your usual seat?

BROTHER GORDON
I could. But I’m not going to. I 
got here first. That means I got 
dibs on the seat.  

ARNOLD
Dibs? 

BROTHER GORDON
Yes. Dibs. I’m hungry and I want to 
eat. Now go make yourself useful 
for once, Brother Arnold.

Arnold’s anger bubbles over.  

ARNOLD
Now you listen to me, you fat fu. 
. .

Marcus intervenes as the violent tirade is about to erupt 
from Arnold’s mouth.
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MARCUS
Arnold! There’s spare seats over 
there. It’s no big deal. We’ll go 
sit there. 

Marcus gestures to two empty seats on the other side of the 
dining room. 

BROTHER GORDON
You see. Your friend has come up 
with a peaceable solution. He’s 
smart. Not a violent maniac like 
you, Arnold. 

ARNOLD
(to Brother Gordon)

Next time, why don’t you go sit 
with your friends . . . if you 
can find any.  

Brother Gordon chortles.

BROTHER GORDON
You’re pathetic, Arnold. I can 
see why Henry has it in for you. 
Ha! Ha! Ha!

ARNOLD
(under his breath)

I’ll get you one day. 

Gordon catches the muttered promise, but ignores it. Marcus 
and Arnold, who is still grumbling, walk cross the dining 
room to the two empty seats and sit down. Arnold makes a 
scene of pulling out his chair and seating himself. Marcus 
glances at the pen marks on Arnold’s forehead. 

MARCUS
Arnold? Have you looked in a 
mirror lately?

ARNOLD
No. Why? What’s wrong? Is it my 
face? Has something happened? 

Arnold touches his face with concern. The doors at the far 
end of the dining quarters swing open and the food is 
brought to the tables. Lunch is a thick vegetable soup with 
bread. 

Arnold looks disappointedly at the bowl of soup placed in 
front of him.

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
Oh, God. Soup again. I know we’re 
not supposed to be glutinous 
pigs, but do they have to serve 
up the same slop everyday? 
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MARCUS
Let’s be thankful for what we’re 
given. It could be gruel. 

ARNOLD
Why can’t we have a roast 
chicken? Even a piece of cake 
once in a while. Would that kill 
Henry?

All the monks commence eating. There is the general sounds 
of slurping and slopping of food. Someone belches. Arnold 
and Marcus dig in.

Henry watches over the tables of monks. His eyes pick 
Arnold out of the crowd and they settle on him. Arnold 
happens to look up from his bowl of soup and makes eye 
contact with Henry. They stare at each other for a moments.

Henry stands up from his table and moves to a lectern. One 
by one, the monks realize Henry is standing, waiting, and 
they look up. Some are still slopping food into their 
mouths. Silence settles. 

HENRY
Brothers, I wish make some brief 
but important remarks. But 
firstly, as usual, I wish thank 
the Lord, our Great Provider, for 
this generous feast.

ARNOLD
He should thank the cooks, really. 
I don’t think God had much to do 
with it.

HENRY
Second, I wish to raise a matter 
that has come to my attention. 

Henry’s eyes move slowly to Arnold. Other monks follow 
Henry’s gaze to Arnold. Arnold becomes uncomfortable under 
the collective gaze.

HENRY (CONT’D)
I have sensed something of late 
which is most concerning to me. 
It is this. There is a certain 
individual among us - and I will 
not name his name although I am 
very tempted to do so - who seems 
to believe that the duties of our 
brotherhood can be neglected, if 
not ignored altogether. 

There are gasps of disbelief from half the monks.
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HENRY (CONT’D)
It is so, brothers. This 
individual believes that our 
duties are unnecessary and a 
waste of time! I wish to correct 
this false belief right now. Each 
of us here must do his part. Must 
do his part! We cannot and must 
not be lazy. Laziness is a vice, 
a sin, and the slothful will 
languish in hell for all time.

Pause. 

HENRY (CONT’D)
As I said, I will not name names.

Henry again looks directly at Arnold. A few heads turn and 
follow Henry’s gaze and there are knowing nods. Someone 
whispers “It must be Arnold”.  

HENRY (CONT’D)
Should this practice of indolence 
continues, if I see no change, 
then this person will be named. 
Your brothers will know who you 
are, also that you are lazy. 
Shame will come upon you. You 
will lose the respect of your 
brothers. You will feel disgrace. 
That is all. Enjoy your meals. 

Henry sits back down. The monks resume eating.

MARCUS
Who do you think Henry was 
talking about?

A few monks are still looking suspiciously at Arnold.

ANROLD
I wouldn’t know.

EXT. MONK’S GARDEN - DAY

Arnold is strolling past a colourful flower-bed in the 
monastery grounds. He stops, looks around, sees there is no 
one about. He bends down and plucks a red flower from the 
flower bed. He puts it in his robe pocket and walks on.

At a second floor window overlooking the garden, Henry is 
watching. After a few moments, Henry disappears from the 
window.
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INT. ARNOLD’S ROOM IN MONK’S QUARTERS - NIGHT

Later that evening. 

Arnold is in front of a mirror stuck to the inside of the 
cupboard door. He is dressed in a pair of trousers, a white 
shirt and black shoes. He looks at himself in the mirror. 

Arnold, satisfied, reaches under the bed, pulls out a 
bottle of cologne and slaps some on his face, then places 
the bottle back under the bed. 

Arnold shuts the cupboard door. Remembering something, he 
opens it again and takes the red flower out of a jar of 
water. He smells the flower.

INT. MONASTERY HALL - NIGHT

Arnold is creeping quietly down a hall, on route to the 
monastery exit. A monk - Brother Gordon - turns and walks 
down the hall, his head in a Bible. 

Arnold freezes, sees nowhere to go but past Gordon and walks 
past. Gordon does not look up, engrossed as he is by what he 
is reading. Arnold turns the corner quickly and is gone. 

Gordon stops, realizing someone has passed him, and sniffs 
the air. 

BROTHER GORDON
Why, that smells distinctly like 
perfume. I wonder . . . 

He shakes his head. 

BROTHER GORDON (CONT’D)
No. Ridiculous thought. 

Gordon walks on, his head back in his Bible.

EXT. MONK’S QUARTERS - NIGHT

The door of the monastery opens. Arnold sticks his head out 
and examines the grounds. He sees it is deserted and exits, 
closing the door as quietly as possible.

Arnold hurries across the grounds to the monastery gates. 
He pulls the gates open - they creak open - and he leaves 
the monastery.

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - NIGHT

It is a beautiful, starry night. A bright white moon is 
high in the sky. 
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Arnold walks down the side of a road which runs through the 
countryside.

EXT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - NIGHT

The Happersly house, quaint and comfortable, stands alone 
in the countryside. Arnold is in the front yard, red flower 
in hand, looking up at a second floor window. The window’s 
curtain is drawn. 

Arnold looks at the driveway. There is no car there. 

Arnold steps up to the front door and presses the door 
bell. Bells chime through the house. 

ALISON HAPPERSLY answers the door. She is wearing a 
pleasing red dress with white flowers, has long brown hair, 
tied at the back. She is pretty. She smiles at Arnold. 

ARNOLD
Hi Alison.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Arnold.

ARNOLD
Is it safe?

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Yes. Donald’s not here. 

ARNOLD
I brought you this.

Arnold holds out the red flower. Alison takes it from him 
and she smells it.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Arnold, it’s lovely. Where did 
you find it? 

ARNOLD
I took it from the monastery 
garden.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Are you allowed to do that?

ARNOLD
No. Can I come in?

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Sure.

Arnold enters the house. Alison closes the front door. 
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INT. ALISON HAPPERSLY’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Alison leads Arnold into the lounge room. They stands in 
silence for a few seconds. Their eyes meet and Alison 
smiles sweetly.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
It’s nice of you to come. I 
thought about you all day 
yesterday.

ARNOLD
I thought about you too. 

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Would you like some tea?

ARNOLD
Coffee would be good. It’s been a 
while since I’ve savoured the 
taste of a good cup of coffee.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
I’m sorry. I don’t have any. 
Donald doesn’t drink it. 

There is another short silence. They look at each other, 
then away, then back at each other. 

ALISON HAPPERSLY (CONT’D)
Arnold. I think Donald is, well, 
getting suspicious.

Alarm materializes on Arnold’s face, mixed with curiosity. 

ARNOLD
He is?

ALISON HAPPERSLY
I mean, it’s not certain he 
knows. But I think he might know 
something funny is going on 
behind his back. He wouldn’t know 
who, not about you. But he’s 
quite on the ball sometimes. 
That’s Donald. 

ARNOLD
So he’s a little smarter than he 
looks, eh? 

Arnold does not get the laughter he was expecting.

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
Sorry. Does he know what the 
‘funny’ thing is?
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ALISON HAPPERSLY
Maybe not. Maybe. I don’t know.

ARNOLD
Well, in case he does, you’re 
going to have to dispel any 
notions he might have formed 
about it. Put his suspicions to 
sleep. Quick and easy.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
I’ll try. Yes. Definitely.

ARNOLD
This is serious, Alison. If 
Donald asks you any questions 
about us, about anything, just 
deny everything. Everything. Tell 
him it’s all in his mind. If he 
hurls accusations at you, you 
throw denials back in his face. 
Got it?

ALISON HAPPERSLY
I don’t really see how he could 
be sure. And, anyway, if we’re 
careful, he won’t find out. Will 
he? I mean, he won’t ever know 
for sure.

Alison turns and walks to a window and closes the lounge-room 
curtains. She switches on a table lamp.

ARNOLD
Alison? Does your husband have 
any reason to suspect you of 
cheating on him? 

ALISON HAPPERSLY
No. Of course not. If he says 
anything, I’ll tell him it’s in 
his mind.

ARNOLD
Are you sure you didn’t let 
anything slip? 

ALISON HAPPERSLY
No. Why would I?

ARNOLD
No. I’m sorry. You wouldn’t. That’s 
good then. That means we’re in the 
clear. Let’s keep it that way. 

Alison nods then looks pensive.

30.



ALISON HAPPERSLY
It’s just that Donald is not 
himself at all. He seems more 
distant. Sometimes, he’ll look at 
me funny, and won’t say anything 
for a long time. When he does, 
it’s like he was about to say 
something about us, and then says 
something that doesn’t really 
matter much at all.

ARNOLD
That’s not good. He’s obviously 
thinking something nasty. 

ALISON HAPPERSLY
He wouldn’t want to accuse me 
without being sure. He mustn’t be 
sure.

ARNOLD
You know my father can’t find out 
about this - about our 
relationship. 

ALISON HAPPERSLY
I know. You told me. 

ARNOLD
Good. Remember that. He’s . . . put 
very strict conditions on my life. 
Don’t ask why. I hate him for it. 
But he’s got the power and I have 
to go along with it. 

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Power? Or money? 

ARNOLD
Both, I suppose. 

Arnold sighs and sits down.

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
But things will go bad for both of 
us if your husband finds out. Don’t 
let him find out anything. Okay? 

Alison nods her understanding.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Donald won’t be home for a couple 
of hours . . . Do you want to go 
to bed?
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EXT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - NIGHT

The Happersly house stands in the darkness of the peaceful 
night. Only a couple of dim lights glow in the windows.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT

Donald’s white station-wagon is moving down a country road.

INT. WHITE STATION-WAGON - NIGHT

Donald, weary and ragged from long hours at work, is at the 
wheel. He watches the road, his headlights shining, the 
only lights in the darkness. 

Donald reaches for the radio dial, keeping his other hand 
on the wheel. He switches the radio on. He adjusts the 
channel, going from wailing electric guitars, to pop, to a 
late-night talk show which he momentarily listens to.

RADIO VOICE
I don’t get why this country is so 
lacking in morals. I can’t believe 
people are so self-interested they 
can’t give a damn about what 
happens to everyone else. Damn it, 
we share this planet, why can’t we 
just get along? Out with 
selfishness, in with brotherly 
love!

Donald turns the dial again and finds a classical music 
channel. Bach is playing. Donald relaxes slightly, drives 
on, soothed by the music.  

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT

The white station wagon drives along a winding stretch of 
road.

INT. WHITE STATION-WAGON - NIGHT

Donald wearily watches the road.

The car phone rings. Donald emerges from his wearying 
thoughts. 

Donald reaches down and turns down Bach, then reaches for 
the phone. He presses a button and puts the phone to his 
ear. His voice is tired. 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Donald Happersly speaking.
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WARWICK MATTS
It’s Warwick Matts. I’m just 
calling to check in. 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Check in?

WARWICK MATTS
I wanted to see how you’re going.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
I’m fine. I’m rather tired though. 
Did you have something to tell me? 

WARWICK MATTS
I want to reassure you I’m onto the 
case and I’ll come up with exactly 
what you want. That dumb-ass monk 
doesn’t know what’s coming.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Mr. Matts, I’m glad you have 
called. I’ve been thinking. 

There is a long silence while Donald thinks, a sad almost 
resigned look on his face. 

WARWICK MATTS
Yes? You still there? 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
I wanted to tell you that I’ve 
changed my mind. It’s all over. I 
won’t require your services any 
longer.  

WARWICK MATTS
Huh? What? Why? What in God’s 
name are you . . . You’re 
behaving like a coward, Donald. 
You can’t run and you can’t hide. 
You’ve got to meet this disaster 
in your life head on. Don’t let 
that slime-bag destroy your 
relationship. Look, give me a few 
days to talk to the man, tell him 
how things really are. You’ll 
see, he’ll get the picture pretty 
damn fast. Trust me on that one. 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
No. It’s over. Forget the photos 
and everything else I asked for. 
This is my wife, my marriage, and 
my problem. I will work things 
out myself.
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WARWICK MATTS
Huh? What sort of man are you, 
Donald! 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
I don’t need anymore spying on my 
wife. She is my wife. I will deal 
with it my way. 

WARWICK MATTS
Donald? Are you sure this is what 
you really want? 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
There is another solution and I 
will find it. I will settle what 
I owe you tomorrow. 

Silence on the phone.

DONALD HAPPERSLY (CONT’D)
Mr. Matts?

A few more seconds of silence. Donald looks puzzled.

WARWICK MATTS
Donald? Don’t be a god-damned 
fool! However you feel about your 
wife, she is a cheater! Remember 
that! She’s betrayed you. You may 
love her, but she may not love 
you. Believe me, you will wan 
that evidence when this thing 
goes before a judge and trust me 
it will if she keeps fucking this 
stupid monk. 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Maybe my wife will end the affair 
herself. We will go back to our 
normal lives.

WARWICK MATTS
Damn it Donald, wake up! Your 
marriage could be over soon and 
where will you be then without 
the evidence to back up a solid 
case in court? You want to lose 
everything? The house, the car, 
your life savings? I can get 
pictures for you, Donald, 
incriminating pictures that prove 
your wife’s guilt. 

Donald sighs. 
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DONALD HAPPERSLY
I guess you’re right. I am being 
rather naive, I suppose. 

WARWICK MATTS
I am right. I’m always right. I’m 
sorry you’re where you are, 
Donald. I really am. However, 
ignoring the truth - pretending 
nothing bad is happening - is 
just about the worst mistake you 
can make. Be strong and face 
reality.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Okay, Mr. Matts. You’re right. 
We’ll continue with the 
investigation. Please inform me of 
any developments.

WARWICK MATTS
I will. Good night, Donald.

Donald puts the car-phone back in place. He looks at the 
road and drives on.

Suddenly, a small animal darts from the bushes next to the 
road and bolts across the road right in front of Donald’s 
car. Donald slams on the breaks and the car comes to a 
screeching halt. 

Donald is gripping the wheel. He sees the small animal 
scurrying away into the bushes. He sits back in his seat, 
exhales deeply, and finally takes his hands off the wheel. 
He runs his hands over his balding head, wiping away drops 
of perspiration. He lets his hands drop to his lap. He sits 
there, in silence.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT

The white station wagon remains motionless in the middle of 
the road. The only sound is the engine running.

EXT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - NIGHT

The front door opens. Arnold steps out. Alison stays at the 
door. Arnold turns to her.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Arnold, when will you be back?

ARNOLD
I don’t know. It’s not always 
easy to sneak out of the 
monastery. 
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ALISON HAPPERSLY
It’s funny. I never thought I’d 
fall in love with a monk.

Arnold holds Alison’s eyes.

ARNOLD
Do you mean that? 

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Yes. 

ARNOLD
Just remember - as far as your 
husband is concerned, I don’t 
exist.

Alison nods. Then she sighs. 

ALISON HAPPERSLY 
Okay, Arnold. We’ll keep our 
secret a secret.

Alison moves to Arnold, puts her arms around his neck, and 
kisses him on the cheek. She releases Arnold and Arnold 
turns and walks into the darkness. Alison watches him until 
the darkness consumes him.

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - NIGHT

The moon is still shining and stars fill the sky.

Arnold is strolling back to the monastery, down the barren 
country road.

He hears a speeding car and turns and looks. A glowing red 
sports car comes careening down the road, spewing smoke and 
fumes behind it. Arnold looks oddly at the car. It screeches 
to a stop next to him. 

The red glowing car hovers next to Arnold. Arnold tries to 
look in the almost-black windows. 

The front door opens. The Devil looks out. 

DEVIL
Hi. 

ARNOLD
Hello. 

DEVIL
Want to take a ride? 

ARNOLD
Where? 
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DEVIL
Anywhere. How about my house?

ARNOLD
I kind of on my way home. 

DEVIL
Rubbish. Come hang with me. It’ll 
be fun. 

ARNOLD
Sorry. I’m busy tonight. 

DEVIL
Ah, of course. You’re heading back 
to rest and pray in God’s house of 
boredom and mediocrity. A bunch of 
old-timers wandering around 
aimlessly reading ‘that book’ until 
they kick the bucket and no one 
knows the difference.  

ARNOLD
Yeah. You been there?

DEVIL
I’ve heard about it. Come, Arnold. 
Join me and we’ll run amok across 
the land, being bad and corrupting 
souls. 

ARNOLD
Sorry. Maybe another time. 

The Devil grins widely at his comment. 

DEVIL
Indeed. Maybe sooner than you 
think. 

The door slams shut and the red-glowing car speeds away and 
disappears, leaving a cloud of white smoke behind. 

EXT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - NIGHT

Donald pulls the white station-wagon up outside the house 
and parks it in the driveway. He gets out. He reaches back 
into the car and takes out his old worn briefcase. He 
closes the car door and walks up to the house. He takes out 
his keys, unlocks the front door and enters. He closes the 
door quietly behind him.

INT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - NIGHT

The house is quiet, the front room lit only by a lamp. 
Alison is not there.
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DONALD HAPPERSLY
Alison? My dear? I’m home. 

INT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - NIGHT

Donald walks quietly into the bedroom. Alison is asleep on 
the bed. Donald moves quietly. He puts his briefcase on a 
small table, removes his coat and sits down in a 
comfortable arm-chair across from the bed. He loosens his 
tie. He sits still and silent, and gazes at his sleeping 
wife. Sadness creeps into his face.

Alison’s face is turned away from Donald, her head is 
resting on a pillow. Her eyes are open. There is a tear in 
her eye. She emits a soft sob, almost inaudible. 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Alison, my darling? Are you 
awake? 

Alison closes her eyes. Donald watches her but there is no 
movement.  

DONALD HAPPERSLY (CONT’D)
(a whisper)

Sleep well, my love.

INT. MONASTERY GROUNDS - NIGHT

Arnold enters the monastery via the monastery gates and 
quickly crosses the grounds, tripping on a stone along the 
way. 

ARNOLD
Ow, fuck me. 

Arnold recovers from his trip and heads to the monastery 
doors and pushes them open and hurries into the monks’ 
quarters.

Henry is at his window on the second floor, watching. He 
shakes his head in grave disapproval. He vanishes from the 
window. 

INT. ARNOLD’S ROOM IN MONK’S QUARTERS - NIGHT

Arnold enters his room. He closes the door. He quickly 
strips from his clothes until he is standing in his 
underwear. There is a knock at the door. Arnold looks at 
the door. He takes two nervous steps towards it.

ARNOLD
Who is it?
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MARCUS
It’s the devil.

Arnold freezes, in a sort of paroxysm of fear. 

ARNOLD
(almost a whisper)

What do you want? 

MARCUS
It’s Marcus. Open up will you. 

Arnold opens the door a fraction, uncertain, and peers out. 
Marcus pushes open the door and steps inside. 

ARNOLD
Hell. You scared me. What is it?

MARCUS 
Where have you been?

ARNOLD
Huh? Out.

Arnold turns to the cupboard and proceeds to put on his 
pajamas, turning his back when he removes his underwear. 

MARCUS
Out where? There are hardly local 
discos to go hang out in.

ARNOLD
Just out. What does it matter? 
What’s the problem? 

MARCUS
Henry’s looking for you. I tried 
to find you to you warn you but . 
. . you weren’t here.

ARNOLD
What does he want? 

MARCUS
I think you might be in trouble.  

ARNOLD
What’s new? 

Marcus walks to the window and looks out across the grounds. 

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
That man has it in for me. Anything 
I do gets me in hot water. 
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MARCUS
I told him I hadn’t seen you or 
knew where you were. Where were 
you?

ARNOLD
I told you already. So? Did he come 
into here? Did he go through my 
stuff? 

MARCUS
I don’t know what he did. I just 
know it looks bad for you. 

ARNOLD
Look, I’m tired. I can see 
Brother Henry in the morning. If 
he’s got something to say to me 
it can wait until then. Good-
night, Marcus. 

Arnold gestures to the door. 

MARCUS
I was just giving you the heads 
up. I’ll see you in the morning. 
Sleep well. Or, well, you know, 
best as you can. Count sheep or 
something if it helps . . .  

Marcus turns and leaves. Arnold closes the door. Arnold 
sits down in the armchair. He sighs, rests his head against 
the back of the chair and closes his eyes. He opens his 
eyes after a few seconds, acutely aware of the crucifix 
hanging on the wall. 

ARNOLD
(to the crucifix)

She is married, but so what? 

Arnold stands and lies down in bed, pulls the blanket over 
him and attempts sleep. 

INT. MONASTERY - EARLY MORNING

The sun is rising.

INT. HENRY’S OFFICE ROOM - EARLY MORNING

Henry is sitting at the desk in his office. Two other 
monks, two of Henry’s subordinates, are sitting opposite 
the desk in plush cushioned chairs. There is a picture of 
Jesus on the wall. A cupboard is against one wall. There 
are two filing cabinets behind the desk.
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HENRY
Arnold is becoming a greater 
concern to me. I feel his 
attitude must be addressed before 
it is to late, for him and us.

HIGH-RANKING MONK #1
And his behaviour. Don’t forget his 
behaviour! His flagrant disregard 
of monastery protocol is truly 
unacceptable. 

HENRY
Yes, but I feel his behaviour stems 
from his attitude. That is what we 
must focus on.

The two high-ranked monks nod in agreement. 

HENRY (CONT’D)
The problem is, we must ensure 
Arnold stays here, in this 
monastery. And that he does what 
is required of him. He cannot be 
allowed to leave, at any cost.

HIGH-RANKING MONK #2
Are you making a reference to his 
father? 

HENRY
Arnold’s father is a generous man. 
He gives of the goodness of his 
heart.

HIGH-RANKING MONK #1 
Indeed. He is also very rich. His 
wealth is said to be inestimable. 

HENRY
I know in my heart that God put 
Arnold’s father in our midst as a 
miracle.

The two monks nod.

HENRY (CONT’D)
The point is this - Arnold must 
remain in this monastery and do his 
duty or else his father’s charity 
might well dry up. That was Mr. 
Henerty’s condition - that Arnold 
learn his place in God’s world and 
do his duty to God. 

HIGH-RANKING MONK #1
What do you propose?
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HIGH-RANKING MONK #2
Yes. How do we make certain that 
Arnold stays here and obeys our 
rules? 

HENRY
I am working on it. But in the 
meantime, I want Arnold watched 
closely. I want to know what he 
does, where he goes, particularly 
when he leaves the monastery for 
his ‘excursions’. For I do not 
believe those walks of his are 
entirely innocent. Arnold must at 
least appear to lead a monastic 
life, just as his father has 
insisted, even if he isn’t. 

The two monks nod.

HENRY (CONT’D)
That is all for now. Report back 
to me when you have any useful 
information. 

HIGH-RANKING MONK #1
Consider it done, Brother Henry.

Henry nods, their signal to leave. The two High-Ranked 
Monks stand and walk from the room. As they exit, another 
monk enters without knocking - he almost bumps the two 
other monks out of the way. He is quite flustered.

OTHER MONK
Brother Henry.

HENRY
Yes? What is it? 

OTHER MONK
Brother Gordon has been taken quite 
ill. He is in his room and he is 
asking for you. 

HENRY
What is it this time? 

OTHER MONK
We don’t know for sure. But he 
claims he has been poisoned. 

INT. ARNOLD’S ROOM IN MONK’S QUARTERS - EARLY MORNING

Arnold is standing in front of the mirror. He straightens 
his robe. He turns and leaves his room.
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EXT. HENRY’S OFFICE ROOM - EARLY MORNING

Arnold knocks on the door of Henry’s office. There is no 
answer.

ARNOLD
(through the door)

Brother Henry? 

Arnold waits.

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
Brother Henry? It is Arnold. I 
heard you wanted to see me? 

There is no answer. Arnold glances back down the corridor. 
It is empty. He quietly tries the door. The handle turns 
and the door opens. Arnold pushes it open and steps into 
Henry’s office.

INT. HENRY’S OFFICE ROOM - EARLY MORNING

Arnold looks around the room. He walks slowly around, 
inspecting everything. Arnold walks to the window and looks 
out. There are one or two monks tending to the garden down 
in the grounds. Arnold turns away from the window. He goes 
to Henry’s desk in the centre of the room and examines some 
of the papers on the desk.

INT. BROTHER GORDON’S ROOM IN MONASTERY - EARLY MORNING

Brother Gordon, the mountain, is lying in bed. He is 
wearing nothing but his loose underwear, showing his 
enormous pink belly. His fat face is flushed and there are 
beads of sweat on his face and body. He is breathing 
heavily, his breaths coming in laboured bursts.

Henry and the Other Monk enter the room. Brother Gordon 
sees Henry enter.

BROTHER GORDON
(between deep breaths)

Oh, Brother Henry. Thank God 
you’ve come.

HENRY
How bad is it, Brother Gordon?

BROTHER GORDON
Henry, please, call me a doctor. 
I have been fed poison. 

HENRY
The doctor is already on his way. 
Brother Gordon, what makes you 
think you have been poisoned? 
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Brother Gordon takes a few deep laboured breaths. 

BROTHER GORDON
I . . . I . . . 

HENRY
Perhaps it would be better if you 
clothed yourself, Brother Gordon.

Brother Gordon shakes his head. 

BROTHER GORDON
No. It’s too hot. Too . . . hot. 
It’s the fever. What brings this 
on? Oh, what starts this hellish 
fever that wracks my body! 
Perhaps . . . cyanide? 

HENRY
When did this fever start?

BROTHER GORDON
Last night. Before I went to bed. 
It’s been going all night. I 
haven’t slept a wink.

OTHER MONK 
(to Henry)

I found him like this early this 
morning.

BROTHER GORDON
Arnold! It must be Arnold! 

HENRY
Brother Gordon, I very much doubt 
we have a murderer in our midst. 
Let us just wait for the doctor. 
There’s not much we can do until 
he arrives. 

Brother Gordon nods, again with apparent difficulty. The 
Other Monk gently pulls Henry’s elbow and leads him a few 
paces away, where he can speak without Brother Gordon 
hearing.

OTHER MONK
(quietly)

The doctor has one or two urgent 
house calls to deal with before 
he can come. 

HENRY
(quietly)

Stay here and keep a watch on 
Brother Gordon. If his condition 
worsens, call me.

(to Brother Gordon)
(MORE)
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Brother Gordon, the doctor will 
be here soon. I am sure it is 
nothing serious. Rest until he 
arrives. Do not exert yourself. 

Brother Gordon again nods with apparent difficulty.

Henry turns and exits the room.

INT. HENRY’S OFFICE ROOM - EARLY MORNING

Arnold is looking through Henry’s desk drawers. He finds 
nothing much in the first two drawers and he closes them. 
He opens the third drawer and rummages around inside. 

He finds an envelope which has ANROLD HENERTY on it. He 
takes it out of the drawer. He opens it (the seal is 
already broken) and he removes a slip of paper and a photo 
of himself embracing Alison Happersly in the countryside. 

Arnold, stunned, frowns at the photograph, and looks at the 
slip of paper. He looks at the name at the bottom of the 
page and the signature - Warwick Matts. Arnold reads the 
letter to himself. 

WARWICK MATTS
(we hear his voice as 
Arnold reads) 

Dear Henry - I believe I have 
information that might be of 
interest you. I have been 
pursuing a matter recently in my 
professional capacity as an 
investigator. I will keep it 
short and give you just the most 
pertinent facts. From what I have 
witnessed, one of your monks - 
Arnold Henerty - is guilty of 
certain indiscretions. The 
included photograph shows Arnold 
and his lady-friend - whom I will 
not name - embracing. Please note 
that the young lady in the photo 
is married. Arnold’s behaviour is 
perhaps not appropriate for a 
monk of your order. What do you 
think? Should you wish to see 
more, I will send further 
correspondence. Signed, Warwick 
Matts.

Arnold scrunches up the slip of paper and throws it across 
the room in anger. He looks again at the photo. 

Footsteps are approaching outside the office. Arnold sees a 
cupboard against the wall and hurries to it and climbs 
inside. He closes the door, still holding the photo. 

HENRY (CONT'D)
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INT. CUPBOARD - MORNING

Inside the cupboard it is pitch black. Arnold stands 
quietly. He hears the office door open.

INT. HENRY’S OFFICE - MORNING

Henry enters his office and closes the door behind him. He 
moves to his desk and sits down. He picks up the phone and 
dials a number. He waits for an answer.

HENRY
(into the phone)

Mr. Henerty? This is Brother 
Henry at the monastery . . . I’m 
calling about your son, Arnold.

INT. CUPBOARD - MORNING

Arnold hears the name ‘Henerty’ - his own.

ARNOLD
Father?

INT. HENRY’S OFFICE ROOM - MORNING

Henry is on the phone to Mr. Henerty. 

HENRY
(into phone)

Mr. Henerty, I’m calling to 
update you on Arnold’s progress 
here, as you have requested. The 
news is all good. Arnold is doing 
well. Yes. Very well, actually. 
He’s abiding by all monastery 
rules, he’s taking his 
responsibilities extremely 
seriously, and he’s undertaking 
all his prescribed duties. I 
think more time here will be 
invaluable to him. It will enrich 
him enormously. We aim for 
perfection of soul and the longer 
Arnold remains with us the more 
perfect his soul will become. 

(Henry listens)
Yes, well, thank-you indeed, Mr. 
Henerty. We can’t tell you how 
grateful we are for your 
continued charity. Yes. Yes. Of 
course.
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INT. CUPBOARD - MORNING

Arnold is bewildered by this turn of events. Arnold opens 
the cupboard an inch or two so he has a view of Henry at 
his desk.

INT. HENRY’S OFFICE ROOM - MORNING

Henry has the phone to his ear.

HERNY
(into phone)

Oh, that’s very kind of you, Mr. 
Henerty. Yes, yes, of course. We 
always put your generous charity 
to good causes in our monastery. 
In fact, we’re currently trying 
to raise additional funds for a 
number of important projects. 
Renovating the church is high on 
the agenda. Yes, thank-you again, 
Mr. Henerty. No, it was my 
pleasure. Goodbye.

Henry hangs up. Arnold pushes open the cupboard door with a 
bang and steps out angrily. He is still holding the 
photograph. 

Henry, startled, looks across at Arnold. 

HENRY
Arnold! What were you doing in 
the . . .

Arnold moves angrily to the desk. 

ARNOLD
(angrily)

What were you doing talking to my 
father? And what’s this about 
charity to the monastery?

HENRY
Arnold, please, calm down. Anger 
leads nowhere. And that’s no way 
to speak to . . .

ARNOLD
(furiously)

Tell me! Tell me why my father is 
giving you money!! 

Henry hesitates.

HENRY
It is a private matter between 
myself and Nicholas, your father. 

(MORE)
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I have no reason to breach the 
confidential relationship I have 
with him. 

Arnold is seething. 

HENRY (CONT’D)
Arnold. Your father was very 
adamant that you never find out 
about his donations. 

ARNOLD
ABOUT WHAT!! How much is he 
giving you?

HENRY
How your father chooses to spend 
his money is his choice, not 
yours, or mine. We will accept 
his gracious help with thanks.

ARNOLD
I think I can figure this out. My 
father is giving you money on the 
condition that I make “progress” 
here in the monastery. He give 
you large amounts of money if I 
take my “responsibilities” 
seriously and do my “duties”. All 
that crap you said to me and 
everyone about duties and 
laziness, that . . . that was all 
complete and utter bullshit!!

HENRY
(firmly; becoming 
irritated)

Your father can distribute his 
money as he sees fit. We are just 
grateful that . . .

ARNOLD
(furiously)

You’re milking him! You’re 
squeezing him for every spare 
penny he has! Oh, now I 
understand! Now I get it! You 
have to keep me here, doing your 
cleaning and your washing and 
your god-damn scrubbing, and 
planting your fucking flowers, 
and praying to a God who doesn’t 
exist, just so you fool my father 
into thinking it’s worthwhile my 
being here. You have to keep me 
here doing all that, or else my 
father’s donations will suddenly 
stop! How could I not guess? 

HENRY (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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I knew something was up. You’re 
an exploiter, Henry! A god-damn 
manipulator! You make me sick! 

HENRY
Brother Arnold, you are very 
upset. I think it’s best if you 
return to your duties. We can 
talk about this later, when your 
state of mind is a little less 
unreasonable. 

ARNOLD
Yes, we will talk about this 
later. You can count on it!!

Arnold sees he is holding the photograph. He holds it up.

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
Oh, yes! And who sent you this 
little gem? Who is Warwick Matts?

HENRY
Where did you get that?

ARNOLD
Where did you get it? 

No answer from Henry. Arnold waits. Henry relents. 

HENRY
Arnold, we do not approve your 
relations with the young woman. 
We think you ought to end the 
affair. It might cause problems 
for you.

ARNOLD
But bigger ones for you if my 
father finds out.

Arnold leaves and slams the door behind him.

INT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - DAY

Alison is seated at a desk in her house. She is alone and 
bored. A newspaper is open in front of her, and she is half-
reading it. There is an plate of half-eaten food on the 
table which has gone cold. 

The phone rings and Alison grabs it.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Hello? . . . Oh, hello Donald.

ARNOLD (CONT'D)
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INT. DONALD HAPPERSLY’S OFFICE - DAY

Donald is at his desk in his accountancy office. His office 
is a partitioned section of a larger office. There are ten 
other similar partitioned offices next to Donald’s. The 
sound of a dozen hands hitting computer keys can be heard, 
and a phone rings somewhere in the office.  

Donald is at his computer. There are a couple of stacks of 
paper on the desk. He has the phone to his ear. 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Alison, my dear, I just wanted to 
let you know I’ll be going on a 
business trip next week. It’s 
just come up. It was quite 
unforeseen actually. The office 
needs me to take care of some 
clients in Alabama. 

INT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - DAY

ALISON HAPPERSLY
(more or less 
uninterested)

How long?

INT. DONALD HAPPERSLY’S OFFICE - DAY

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Oh, ah, I won’t be away from you 
long, my darling. Three days at 
the most, depending on how things 
pan out with these damn clients. 
We can talk about it more 
tonight. I have to go. I’ve got a 
call on another line.  

INT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - DAY

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Okay. Goodbye Donald.

Alison puts down the phone.

INT. DONALD HAPPERSLY’S OFFICE - DAY

DONALD HAPPERSLY
I love you, my darling. I . . . 

Alison has hung up. Donald puts down the phone, picks it up 
again and dials another number. The call is answered after 
three rings.

50.



WARWICK MATTS
Who is it? 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Mr. Matts? 

INT. WARWICK MATT’S OFFICE - DAY

Warwick is at his desk, his feet propped on the table. The 
phone is cradled to his ear. 

WARWICK MATTS
(into phone)

Ah, Donald. How are things on the 
home front?

INT. DONALD HAPPERSLY’S OFFICE - DAY

Donald has the phone to his ear.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Mr. Matts, I will away on 
business for a few days. I was 
hoping you might keep a watch on 
my wife while I’m away. If you 
could get some really 
incriminating evidence, that 
would be something. If it’s 
possible of course. 

INT. WARWICK MATT’S OFFICE - DAY

Warwick grins. 

WARWICK MATTS
Oh, that won’t be a problem, 
Donald. I’ll get that evidence. I 
was planning to step up my 
efforts anyway. Rest assured I’ll 
get what you want or my name is 
not Warwick Matts, private 
detective.  

INT. DONALD HAPPERSLY’S OFFICE - DAY

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Ah, very good, Mr. Matts. Thank 
you. I’ll be in touch again soon. 

Donald puts down the phone, looks around the office to make 
sure no one has overheard his phone conversation, then he 
returns to his computer.
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EXT. MONASTERY - NIGHT

The monastery is quiet. 

INT. ARNOLD’S ROOM IN MONK’S QUARTERS - NIGHT

Arnold is lying on his bed, twiddling a red flower in his 
fingers.

The Devil, Arnold suddenly notices, is sitting on a chair by 
the door. 

ARNOLD
Oh, it’s you again. We’ve got to 
stop meeting this way. 

DEVIL
You’re in a pickle, Arnold. Let me 
help.

ARNOLD
No thanks. I can figure out a 
solution. 

DEVIL
I can think of many. 

ARNOLD
I don’t need to hear them. Thanks, 
anyway. 

EXT. MONASTERY - NIGHT

A slick black car pulls up outside the monastery and stops. 
Warwick Matts gets out. He closes the car door, locks the 
car, and walks into the monastery.

INT. ARNOLD’S ROOM IN MONK’S QUARTERS - NIGHT

Arnold is lying on his bed, looking at the ceiling. He holds 
the red flower by the stem, still twiddling it. The Devil is 
watching Arnold. 

DEVIL
Things will get complicated, 
Arnold. Take my advice.

ARNOLD
I said I don’t want to hear it. 

DEVIL
You should be your own man, Arnold. 
Have some guts and stand up for 
yourself. 

(MORE)
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If you want to do the wrong thing, 
I will back you up all the way. 
Forget these stupid monks and their 
silly medieval ways. 

There is a knock at the door.

DEVIL (CONT’D)
I should be going anyway. 

The Devil vanishes. 

There is another knock at the door. 

ARNOLD
Who is it?

HENRY
(O.C.)

Open up, Arnold. It’s Brother 
Henry.  

ARNOLD
What do you want?

HENRY
(O.C.)

I must speak to you. It’s 
important. 

ARNOLD
I’d rather not talk to you at the 
moment. 

HENRY
(O.C.)

Arnold, open this door.

Arnold, annoyed at the interruption, stands and walks to 
the cupboard and puts the flower inside the jar of water 
inside the cupboard.

HENRY (CONT’D)
(O.C.)

Open the door. 

ARNOLD
Just a minute.

Arnold closes the cupboard and moves to the door and opens 
it. Henry steps into the room.  

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
(sarcastically)

Please, come on in. The party was 
just starting.

DEVIL (CONT'D)
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Henry’s eyes roam the room, as if looking for something 
particular. Arnold waits.

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
Anything I can help you with, 
Henry?

Henry turns to face Arnold. 

HENRY
Brother Arnold, I’ve been 
thinking of the talk we had this 
morning in my office. And of Mr. 
Matts’ letter. 

ARNOLD
What about it? 

HENRY
The matter is quite a delicate 
one. I . . . 

ARNOLD
I’m not interested, Henry.

HENRY
This problem, the issues 
involved, must be dealt with. The 
truth as I see it is that your 
affair with this lady could cast 
a, well, a . . . 

ARNOLD
A what? 

HENRY
A damaging light on this 
monastery. We are servants of 
God, we have certain obligations. 
Do you catch my drift? 

Arnold does not reply. 

HENRY (CONT’D)
As a brother of our order, you 
have a duty to live a certain 
kind of life.  

Arnold still says nothing. Henry continues.

HENRY (CONT’D)
The fact is - your behaviour has  
been quite scandalous. God forbid 
anyone should find out about it.

ARNOLD
What? Like my father?
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HENRY
Anyone. It might reflect very 
poorly on all of us. 

Arnold still will not reply, irking Henry. 

HENRY (CONT’D)
Do you deny it? 

Arnold’s eyes gaze at Henry. 

HENRY (CONT’D)
The reputation of this monastery 
must be upheld. We are a 
brotherhood who worship a great 
and mighty God. We all aspire to 
become saints in his paradise. Is 
it not so? 

ARNOLD
What exactly have I done to 
offend God? 

HENRY
I think we both know the answer 
to that question.

Arnold half-shrugs. 

HENRY (CONT’D)
There are certain kinds of 
behaviour that are forbidden in 
our order. These types of 
behaviour may jeopardise our 
aspirations to sit by the side of 
God. Therefore, vice and 
wickedness must be expelled from 
our lives. Of course I understand 
that all men have urges and 
desires, but we must not give 
into these desires and urges, nor 
seek to gratify them. That is 
sin.

ARNOLD
Henry, let’s drop all the 
religious mumbo-jumbo and get to 
the point. 

There is a voice from the doorway. 

WARWICK MATTS
(O.C.)

Allow me.

Arnold turns his head to the door. Warwick Matts is 
standing there. Arnold recognizes him as the man from 
outside the monastery. Warwick Matts steps into the room.
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HENRY
Arnold, this is Warwick Matts.

Arnold looks silently at Henry and then Warwick Matts. 

HENRY (CONT’D)
Mr. Matts would like to talk to 
you. 

ARNOLD
Who is this man? 

WARWICK MATTS
I’ll cut to the chase, Arnold.

Warwick takes out a packet of cigarettes, and takes one 
out.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
Mind if I smoke?

ARNOLD
Yes.

Warwick puts the cigarette back in the packet and the 
packet back in his pocket. He steps into the room and 
glances around. 

WARWICK MATTS 
Do you like women, Arnold?

Arnold doesn’t reply.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
Do you have carnal desires? Do 
you have a yearning, a lust, for 
flesh?

ARNOLD
Henry, what the hell is he 
talking about? And who is he?

WARWICK MATTS
Do you know a lady by the name of 
Alison Happersly?

Arnold’s eyes darken with venom.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
Alison Happersly. Aged thirty-
three. Brown hair. Five foot ten. 
Married to Donald Happersly. Ring 
a bell yet?

ARNOLD
I . . .

Arnold is lost for words. 

56.



WARWICK MATTS
Arnold, there’s no need to tell 
any lies. Not with me. I’m well 
acquainted with your frequent 
encounters with Alison.

ARNOLD
Who are you?

WARWICK MATTS
Three weeks ago, Alison’s loving 
husband, Donald Happersly, hired 
me.  

ARNOLD
To do what? 

WARWICK MATTS
To investigate you. Mr. Happersly 
had an odd feeling that his wife 
was being unfaithful.

ARNOLD
I’m sorry he had that feeling, 
but what has it got to do with 
me?

WARWICK MATTS
Don’t play dumb. Acting stupid 
won’t get us anywhere. Let’s be 
on the same page.

HENRY
Arnold, if you don’t stop seeing 
this woman, it’s only going to 
end badly for you. For you and 
for us. 

ARNOLD
I don’t know anyone called Alison 
Happersly, and never have. 

Warwick nods to Henry, as subtly as he can. Henry nods, 
even more subtly and leaves the room. Warwick turns to 
Arnold. 

WARWICK MATTS
It’s just you and me now, Arnold. 
Why don’t you come clean?

ARNOLD
What do you want from me, Mr. 
Matts? 

WARWICK MATTS
The truth. The truth and a 
promise to cut all ties with 
Alison. Forever. 
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ARNOLD
I told you - I don’t know anyone 
called . . . 

WARWICK MATTS
Just the truth, Arnold.

ARNOLD
Fuck your truth.

Warwick takes Arnold’s words without expression. He turns 
his head and casts a look around Arnold’s room.

WARWICK MATTS
Mind if I take a look around?

ARNOLD
What for?

WARWICK MATTS
I’m just curious. 

ARNOLD
I don’t give a shit what you do. 
You can turn the place upside 
down and inside out for all I 
care. 

WARWICK MATTS
I may just do that.

Warwick moves slowly around the room. He opens drawers and 
the cupboard, and casually glances inside, but he doesn’t 
touch anything. 

ARNOLD
Sure you don’t need a permit for 
this sort of thing?

WARWICK MATTS
I’m not a cop. 

ARNOLD
Then what right do you have to 
stick your dirty mitts into my 
stuff? 

WARWICK MATTS
Either we do it this way, or I 
get rough. Either way, I’ll find 
what I’m looking for. It’s up to 
you.

ARNOLD
And what exactly are you looking 
for? Love letters? Photographs? A 
written confession?
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Warwick is looking in the clothes cupboard. When he turns 
around he is holding up a red flower. 

WARWICK MATTS
You like flowers?

ARNOLD
What?

WARWICK MATTS
Because I know for a fact that Mrs. 
Happersly just adores red flowers. 
She has quite a collection at home. 
Now I wonder . . .

ARNOLD
Get out! Get the fuck out of my 
room.

EXT. ARNOLD’S ROOM IN MONK’S QUARTERS - NIGHT

Henry is waiting outside, worry etched on his face.

The door opens. Warwick steps outside. He is holding the 
red flower. Arnold remains just inside his room. 

Warwick turns and looks at Arnold. He holds up the red 
flower.

WARWICK MATTS
Mind if I keep this? As a memento 
of our meeting?

Warwick gets no reaction, he grins, nods farewell to Henry 
and walks down the corridor and is gone. Henry steps into 
Arnold’s room.

INT. ARNOLD’S ROOM IN MONK’S QUARTERS - NIGHT

Henry enters the room. Arnold has sat down on the bed, fed 
up.

HENRY
Arnold? What does Warwick Matts 
really want with you? What’s he 
looking for? 

ARNOLD
I don’t know. Henry, it’s not 
like I see Alison every day. 

HENRY
Get some rest. We’ll talk again 
soon. 
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Henry turns and walks out of the room. Arnold remains where 
he is.

INT. MARCUS’ ROOM - NIGHT

Marcus is reading a book in a chair. There is a knock at 
the door. Marcus gets up and opens it. It is Arnold.

ARNOLD
Can I come in?

MARCUS
Of course.

Arnold enters. 

MARCUS (CONT’D)
What’s on your mind?

ARNOLD
A man named Warwick Matts came to 
see me this evening.

MARCUS
Who is he?

ARNOLD
A private detective, hired by the 
husband of the woman I’ve been 
secretly having an affair with.

Marcus lets this fact sink in. 

MARCUS
What does he want from you?

ARNOLD
He just kind of hinted that he 
was after me. All he made clear 
was that he knew what I was doing 
with the woman and that I should 
stop. 

MARCUS
Does he have any evidence on you?

ARNOLD
I don’t know. Probably. He’s a 
PI. He must have been watching me 
for some time.

MARCUS
What are you going to do? 

ARNOLD
Actually, I was thinking I should 
go and speak to Alison. 
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MARCUS
And say what?

ARNOLD
I tell her we need to cool things 
off a little.

MARCUS
Is that what you really want?

ARNOLD
No. But at least then I won’t have 
to sneak around. I’m getting tired 
of creeping out at night, and 
lying, and just generally, well, I 
feel dishonest, for some reason. 
Christ, I knew this monastery would 
make my head go funny. 

MARCUS
Do you still want to see the 
woman?

ARNOLD
Yes. It’s all I want. I hate this 
monastery. Alison is the only 
bright light in my pathetic 
existence.

Arnold sighs and sits down on the edge of the bed. He puts 
his head in his hands and runs his hands through his hair. He 
looks up at Marcus.

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
If you were in my position, what 
would you do?

MARCUS
I’d try to find out what Warwick 
Matts really knows, and how much 
he knows. He may be pretending he 
knows more than he really does 
know, just to scare you, to make 
you back off.

ARNOLD
How do I find out what he knows?

MARCUS
That part we’ll have to think 
about. Don’t worry. We’ll come up 
with something.

Arnold stands up.

ARNOLD
I’m beat after all this. I’ll see 
you in the morning at prayers.
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MARCUS
Yes. Okay. Rest up, Arnold. You 
seem quite worried.

ARNOLD
I am worried. 

Arnold walks to the door and exits.

EXT. CHURCH IN MONASTERY - EARLY MORNING

It is dawn. The monks are filing into the monastery church 
for morning prayers. 

Arnold and Marcus meet up near the monastery church and 
walk up to the entrance together.

MARCUS
I had an idea last night.

They enter the church.

INT. CHURCH IN MONASTERY - EARLY MORNING

Arnold and Marcus take a pew and kneel down and bow their 
heads. They talk in whispers.

MARCUS
I said last night that you’ve got 
to find out what this private eye 
knows and what he doesn’t know.

ARNOLD
Right.

MARCUS
Most importantly, you’ve got to 
find out if he has any proof. 
Proof is everything. If he can’t 
prove that you and Alison are 
having an affair, he’s got 
nothing. You’re in the clear, at 
least for now.

ARNOLD
Right.

MARCUS
Okay. So. He’s not going to tell 
you what he knows, even if you 
asked him nicely. Is he?

ARNOLD
I doubt it.
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MARCUS
First, you could ask Alison if 
her husband has said anything to 
her about hiring the detective. 
He may have confronted here with 
that.  

ARNOLD
Alison already thinks he does 
know something is going on.

MARCUS
Okay. There’s that. Or . . .

ARNOLD
I’m listening.

MARCUS
Or, you find where this private 
eye has his base, his office, and 
you break in.

ARNOLD
Are you nuts?

MARCUS
No. Far from it. He’ll have all 
the evidence he’s gathered right 
there in one of his filing 
cabinets. You just have to find 
it. Then you can take it and 
destroy it.

ARNOLD
What if I get caught? That’s 
break and enter. 

MARCUS
It’s a risk.

ARNOLD
I get the feeling this PI will just 
keep hounding me and searching 
until he does get something. 

MARCUS
Then either end the affair or take 
her, leave the monastery and go far 
away.

ARNOLD
You know what would happen then. 

MARCUS
No money or help from your father? 
He’d disown you?
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ARNOLD
Yes. Jesus, why are things always 
so god-damned complicated? 

EXT. FIELD NEAR MONASTERY - MORNING

Arnold is strolling through the fields near the monastery. 
He finds his tree and lies down against it. He relaxes, and 
closes his eyes. He is soon dozing.

Nearby, concealed behind some bushes, is the group of young 
children. They point at Arnold and whisper and giggle and 
laugh.

EXT. RIVER - ARNOLD’S DREAM

Arnold is dreaming. He is swimming in a beautiful lake in a 
paradise. A waterfall is cascading off nearby rocks. He 
swims around, kicking this way and that, floating on his 
back, submerging himself. He comes up out of the water and 
looks up on a rock ledge on the other side of the lake. 
Alison is standing there, scantily dressed. Arnold smiles 
and waves. She waves back. Arnold watches her as she starts 
to undress. He happens to glance away and sees a black-
suited man with a long-lens camera pointed at him. It is 
Warwick Matts.

ARNOLD
Matts! Get out of here!

Warwick Matts smirks and continues to take snaps of Arnold. 
Satisfied with his photos, Warwick retreats into the bushes 
and is gone. Arnold looks back to Alison but she is gone. 
Arnold looks around desperately for her but she is nowhere 
to be seen. Arnold unhappily swims towards the waterfall. 
He stands underneath it and lets the water pour over his 
head. He stands up and runs his hands through his hair as 
the water pours over him. 

EXT. FIELD NEAR MONASTERY - MORNING

Arnold is lying in his slumber under the tree. A trickle of 
water is pouring onto his head. Arnold opens up his eyes 
and feels and sees the water pouring over his head. He sits 
up suddenly, confused and looks around. He hears a giggle 
up above him. He looks up and sees one of the young 
children, who is just zipping up his fly. Arnold leaps to 
his feet.

ARNOLD
You dirty little bastard!

The child giggles.
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ARNOLD (CONT’D)
Come on down, kid. I won’t hurt 
you. I promise. 

The other children are standing nearby. They are laughing. 
The child in the tree points at Arnold and laughs.

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
You’ve got yourself in quite a 
little predicament here, haven’t 
you? You little shit. How do you 
plan to escape now? 

The child in the tree giggles again.

Suddenly, a tomato slams into the side of Arnold’s head and 
splatters upon impact. Arnold topples over on impact. The 
children who threw it laugh and point at Arnold on the 
ground. Two more tomatoes spatter Arnold lying on the ground. 
The child in the tree laughs with glee, climbs down, boots 
Arnold in the ribs wit his foot, and runs away to join the 
others. Arnold groans in pain, but manages to push himself to 
his feet, tomato all over his face. The children laugh again 
and run away. Arnold wipes a hand over his face, removing 
pieces of the tomato.

INT. MONASTERY - DAY

Arnold is walking back through the monastery grounds to the 
monk’s quarters. His face still has the remnants of tomato 
on it. Henry happens to walk past. He stops and looks 
inquiringly at Arnold’s dirty smeared face. 

HENRY
Arnold? Would you care to 
explain?

Arnold looks at Henry.

ARNOLD
I can’t.

Arnold walks off.

INT. ARNOLD’S ROOM IN MONK’S QUARTERS - DAY

Arnold is washing his face in a basin of water. He cleans 
off the last of the tomato. He dries his face with a cloth.

The door is open. Marcus appears at the door.

MARCUS
Arnold!

Arnold looks across.
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ARNOLD
What is it?

MARCUS
Good news! I was just speaking to 
Brother Alexander while we were 
scrubbing pots. Anyway, he has a 
cousin in the police force who 
may be able to help you. 

ARNOLD
Are you kidding me? How?

MARCUS
The police know all about the 
private eyes. When I told Brother 
Alexander about your problem, he 
said his cousin may be able to 
help. He said that . . .

ARNOLD
Wait. You told Alexander about me 
and my problem with Warwick 
Matts?

MARCUS
Yes. Is that a problem?

ARNOLD
No. Just don’t tell anyone else. 
Okay? It’s better if no one else 
knows. I don’t want these idiotic 
monks giving me the evil eye all 
day.

MARCUS
Arnold, it’s no secret you don’t 
really want to be a monk. The 
fact you’re having an affair 
wouldn’t come as much of a 
surprise to most of the monks in 
here. 

ARNOLD
All right. Whatever. How can this 
cop help me? 

MARCUS
You’ll have to go and see him. 
Think about it. I have to go. 

Marcus turns and scuttles away.

INT. WARWICK MATT’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Warwick is sitting at his desk. The room is dark except for 
a small lamp on the desk. 
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Warwick is looking through some photographs he has taken 
for an adultery case. The photos are close-ups of a man and 
a woman embracing on a yacht in the ocean.

There is a knock at the door. Warwick looks up. It is 
Alison Happersly. Warwick shuffles the photographs into one 
pile and sticks them into a drawer.

WARWICK MATTS
Miss Happersly.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
May I come in?

WARWICK MATTS
Certainly.

Alison enters and sits down in a chair opposite Warwick.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
What were you looking at?

WARWICK MATTS
Just some evidence relating to an 
adultery case. The husband took 
off on his yacht for a week’s 
holiday. Thing about it was that 
another woman, not his wife, went 
along with him. 

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Were they having an affair?

WARWICK MATTS
Of course.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Will it end badly?

WARWICK MATTS
Divorce is my guess. Who gets 
what is another matter. But it 
doesn’t look good for the 
husband.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Is he rich?

WARWICK MATTS
He has a yacht. Now, Miss 
Happersly, you can’t be here to 
question me about other cases. 
What can I really do for you?

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Please don’t bother Arnold any 
more.
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Warwick is silent. 

ALISON HAPPERSLY (CONT’D)
Donald told me that he hired a 
private detective to follow me.

WARWICK MATTS
He did, huh?

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Yes. He wanted me to know the 
truth, about you. He suspects 
that I’m being unfaithful. That’s 
why he hired you. 

WARWICK MATTS
Are you being unfaithful?

ALISON HAPPERSLY
He says if I am he wants us to 
work it out. He doesn’t want me 
to leave him and he doesn’t want 
to leave me. He wants our 
marriage to work.

WARWICK MATTS
Unfortunately, as your husband 
hired my services, there’s 
nothing I can tell you.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
I don’t want to know anything. I 
just want you to leave Arnold 
alone.

Warwick thinks this over.

WARWICK MATTS
Contact with the offending party 
is inevitable, I’m afraid.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
For the record, just so you know, 
I’m not having an affair. Arnold 
and I are close, but not in the 
way you or my husband think. 

WARWICK MATTS
Yeah, right.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
There. I’ve said what I came to 
say.

Alison stands and walks to the door. She walks out without 
looking around. Warwick watches her the whole time. When 
she is gone, he sits back in his chair.
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EXT. ALISON HAPPERSLY’S HOUSE - MORNING

It is early morning. Donald puts his small suitcase down 
near the front door. Alison is standing in the room, 
wearing an apron. She has been cooking in the kitchen. 
Donald looks at his watch.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
The taxi should be here soon.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
I hope everything goes well.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
If I can secure these new clients 
for the firm then the trip will 
have been a success. And God 
knows the firm needs new clients.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Make sure you call me.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
I will.

There is the sound of a car horn outside.

DONALD HAPPERSLY (CONT’D)
That’s the taxi.

Donald picks up his suitcase. Alison walks over. She kisses 
him on the cheek.

DONALD HAPPERSLY (CONT’D)
Are you sure you’ll be all right 
by yourself?

ALISON HAPPERSLY
I’ll be fine. Don’t worry about 
me.

Donald opens the front door and walks out.

EXT. ALISON HAPPERSLY’S HOUSE - DAY

Alison stands at the door. Donald puts his suitcase in the 
back of the taxi, gets in, waves to Alison, and closes the 
door. The taxi drives away. Alison waves as it goes.

INT. ALISON HAPPERSLY’S HOUSE - DAY

Alison closes the front door. She stands just inside the 
door, thinking, quite sad. 
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INT. TAXI - DAY

The taxi is driving down the country road. Donald is quiet 
in the back seat, his briefcase on his lap. The taxi driver 
looks at Donald in the rearview mirror and sees the look of 
despondency on Donald’s face.

TAXI DRIVER
Something wrong, mister?

Donald looks up.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
No. Nothing’s wrong.

TAXI DRIVER
I can tell when someone’s got the 
blues. 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Good for you.

TAXI DRIVER
I may just be a taxi driver but I 
might be able to help you. I got 
solutions for everything. I have 
a gift for it. 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
I don’t need any help. Thanks all 
the same.

TAXI DRIVER
Suit yourself.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY

The taxi drives down a country road.

INT. TAXI - DAY

The Taxi Driver again watches Donald in the rear view 
mirror. Donald is gazing out the window. 

TAXI DRIVER
Going on holiday?

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Business.

TAXI DRIVER
How long?

DONALD HAPPERSLY
A couple of days. 
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TAXI DRIVER
Where?

Donald, who thus-far has not take his gaze from the passing 
countryside, looks at the Taxi Driver. 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Where?

TAXI DRIVER
Yeah, where are you doing 
business?

DONALD HAPPERSLY
It’s not your concern what I do.  

A long silence. 

TAXI DRIVER
Is it your wife?

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Just keep driving.

The taxi driver shrugs, nods, and looks back at the road.

EXT. AIRPORT TERMINAL - DAY

The taxi pulls up outside the terminal. Donald steps from 
the taxi and takes his suitcase from the trunk. The taxi 
driver leans out of the window.

TAXI DRIVER
I’m telling you, mister, it’s 
better to get it all off your 
chest. I know these things. I have 
a gift.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
I’ll be fine.

Donald turns and walks away. The taxi driver shrugs to 
himself and pulls out and drives away.

INT. AIRPORT CHECK IN DESK - DAY

Donald is at the check-in desk. A young blond-haired woman 
is checking him in.

CHECK IN ATTENDANT
How many bags, sir?

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Just one.
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Donal points to his bag. The CHECK IN ATTENDANT punches 
some details into a computer.

CHECK IN ATTENDANT
Boarding for your flight 
commences at one-thirty.

The Check in Attendant punches something else into the 
computer. A boarding pass prints out. Donald’s mobile phone 
rings. He takes it out of his pocket.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Excuse me.

Donald answers his phone. The Check in Attendant waits 
patiently, holding Donald’s boarding pass.

DONALD HAPPERSLY (CONT’D)
Hello? Oh, Mr. Matts. I’m just 
checking in now as a matter of 
fact.

INT. WARWICK MATT’S OFFICE - DAY

Warwick Matts is reclined in his desk chair with his feet 
up on his table. He has his desk phone to his ear.

WARWICK MATTS
A quick update, Donald. I’ve paid 
the problem monk a personal visit 
and I’ve informed him of the 
situation. I know it’s not what 
you wanted, but I know the best 
thing to do in these kinds of 
deals. Anyway, the point is, I 
think the monk might reconsider 
seeing your wife again, ever. 
However, I’ll keep a close eye on 
your wife while you’re away. If 
the monk comes near her, you’ll 
know about it. The thing is - I 
might need to bring in a couple 
of extra guys for the job.

INT. AIRPORT TERMINAL TWO - DAY

Donald is still at the check-in desk.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Okay. That’s fine, Mr. Matts. 
Whatever you need. I’ll write you 
a check for the extra work when I 
get back in a few days. Yes. 
Thank-you. Goodbye.

An annoyed man waiting in the line to check in calls out.
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ANNOYED MAN
Hey! You! Hey!

Donald puts his phone away in his pocket and turns.

ANNOYED MAN (CONT’D)
Hey! Conduct your phone calls 
someplace else, eh? We all got 
flights to catch!

Donald nods apologetically. Donald takes his boarding pass.

CHECK IN ATTENDANT
Gate five.

Donald nods and turns and walks off.

EXT. MONASTERY GROUNDS - DAY

Later in the afternoon. Arnold, hot and sweaty, has a spade 
in his hand and is planting new flowers in the flower beds 
outside the monastery. 

Henry emerges from the monastery and walks over to Arnold. 
Arnold looks up and around at Henry, who is standing behind 
him.

HENRY
Arnold?

ARNOLD
Yes? 

HENRY
I’ve been thinking about your 
father. 

ARNOLD
And?

HENRY
And I have come to the conclusion 
that so long as your father 
wishes to donate money or gifts 
of any kind to this monastery, we 
will continue to receive his 
donations with gratitude.

ARNOLD
Wow. Big surprise there.

HENRY
There is no coercion or trickery 
by us if that is what you are 
thinking. 
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ARNOLD
Whether that’s true or not, I 
don’t know for sure. But you’re 
hardly going to turn down a small 
fortune, are you? And I always 
through greed was a sin. 

HENRY
Greed? It is nothing of the sort.

ARNOLD
Maybe note. Look, Henry. Just 
tell me - why is my father giving 
you all this money?

HENRY
Charity, Arnold. The donations 
come from your father’s generous 
heart. This is his way of helping 
us and God’s mission on earth. 
Some offer us prayer, good 
wishes, perhaps small gifts. Your 
father offers us . . . 

ARNOLD
My father writes you big checks. 
Henry, what would you do if I 
packed my case and left tomorrow? 
What if I just skipped out on 
this whole stupid deal? 

HENRY
As you must know - your father 
would not approve of that course 
of action.

ARNOLD
So what if he objects to it? I’m 
a grown man. I can make my own 
choices. I don’t need anyone 
telling me what to do.  

HENRY
Your coming to our monastery - 
that was your father’s explicit 
wish for you. As I understand it, 
you are required to stay here so 
long as your father wishes it. 
Should you leave - should you 
just ‘skip out’ - there would be 
very serious repercussions for 
you. Am I wrong?  

ARNOLD
No. No. You’re not wrong.
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HENRY
Then you must remain here until 
your father says you can leave. I 
am sure then you will be free to 
do as you please. Those flowers 
look fine.

Henry turns and walks away.

INT. ARNOLD’S ROOM IN MONK’S QUARTERS - AFTERNOON

Arnold is in his room. He is washing his face in a basin of 
water, wiping away dirt and sweat. Marcus is sitting in a 
chair across the room.

MARCUS
Is your father just a little bit 
demented perhaps?

ARNOLD
He’s strict. Basically he felt I 
needed discipline. He always had 
a strong religious streak, right 
back to when I was a child. I 
suppose a monastery made perfect 
sense to him.

MARCUS
You had no say in the matter?

ARNOLD
No, none. I didn’t choose this 
life. The fact is - my father is 
a prick. For Christ’s sake - a 
monk? There were a hundred ways 
he could have ensured I got 
discipline. But this? 

MARCUS
Have you heard anything more from 
the private eye?

ARNOLD
No. But he’s lurking around 
somewhere. He’ll show up sooner 
or later.

MARCUS
Arnold, have you ever thought 
about talking to your father? 

ARNOLD
No.

MARCUS
Why not? 
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ARNOLD
There’s no point. Besides, he’s 
always too busy to see me. His 
company takes up most of his 
time. That and counting his 
money. 

Marcus nods and stands. He walks to the door, opens it but 
stops and turns back to Arnold. 

MARCUS
think you’re doing the right thing. 
You’re following your heart. If you 
really like this woman, things will 
work out for you. 

ARNOLD
You think? 

MARCUS
I’m sure your father would 
understand if you told him 
exactly how you feel.

ARNOLD
I don’t think my father either 
has or understands many emotions. 
He usually just follows the cold 
logic of his brain. 

Marcus nods, sympathetic, and turns and exits, closing the 
door. Arnold sighs and looks up at the crucifix on the 
wall.  

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
God? If I knew how you really 
worked, things would be much 
simpler for me. If you can hear 
me now, help me with this one. I 
love Alison. She’s all I really 
want. Just give me a sign that 
you understand. It doesn’t have 
to be today, but a sign sometime 
would be nice. Cheers. And good-
night.

Arnold lies down on his bed, breathes out, and closes his 
eyes to rest. He opens an eye and looks at the crucifix. 
Then he closes his eyes again. 

EXT. MONASTERY - DAY

The monastery is quiet and peaceful. Only the buzzing of a 
few insects in the air breaks the silence.

FADE OUT.
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                  END OF PART ONE
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                         PART TWO

FADE IN:

EXT. ALABAMA - AFTERNOON

Donald walks from the small airport terminal in Alabama, 
carrying his suitcase. He moves to the roadside and hails a 
taxi. A taxi pulls up. Donald puts his suitcase in the 
back, and climbs in. 

INT. TAXI #2 - AFTERNOON

The taxi driver turns and looks at Donald

TAXI DRIVER #2
Where to, pal?

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Tell me, are there a lot of rich 
women in this city?

TAXI DRIVER #2
Rich woman? How rich?

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Very. And approachable ones too? 
Are there many?

TAXI DRIVER #2
Plenty. Course, I don’t see them. 
They all take limos.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
I’m staying at the Ennerton 
Motel.

TAXI DRIVER #2
You got it. Next stop - Ennerton 
Motel.

The taxi drives away.

EXT. POLICE STATION - DAY

An external shot of a police station.
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INT. POLICE STATION - DAY

The police station is busy. A few police officers are 
moving to and fro, going about their daily business, some 
hectically. 

Marcus is sitting on a chair in a waiting area, on a wooden 
bench. A sickly looking man is next to him. The man has a 
crumpled newspaper in his hands. Two down and out looking 
women are further along the bench.

The sickly man looks at Marcus for a long time, his head 
turned sideways. Marcus is looking ahead. 

SICKLY MAN
Hey, you want my paper? 

Marcus turns his head. 

MARCUS
No, thanks. 

SICKLY MAN
You don’t want to know what’s 
happening in the world? 

MARCUS
It’s not that. 

SICKLY MAN
You don’t look like a criminal. 

MARCUS
I’m not. 

SICKLY MAN
Me neither. Course I had my fair 
share of scrapes.

MARCUS
With the law? 

SICKLY MAN
Yeah, the cops come and harass me a 
bit. I can’t blame ‘em too much, 
cause I look suspect, even to 
myself. Some days I look in a 
mirror and tell myself, “Yeah, this 
guy could be bad. He’s up to no 
good. Should get his life 
straightened out, so he don’t have 
more problems.” You know?   

MARCUS
Do you listen to what you tell 
yourself? 
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SICKLY MAN
Nah, cause he’s loopy, that guy in 
my head. 

The sickly man wheezes out a chuckle. 

SICKLY MAN (CONT’D)
They got me here as a witness. 

MARCUS
What did you see? 

SICKLY MAN
I saw this man pull a gun on 
another man. They had some argument 
in the bar I was in, drinking. 
Course, that ain’t nothing new 
where I drink. Folks there, they 
enjoy beating each other’s heads in 
over this or that. Squabbles, you 
know? And you add drink and it’s 
bad news all over. Right? 

MARCUS
What happened? 

SICKLY MAN
The second man, he looks down the 
barrel of this gun that’s pointed 
square at his head. He says, “You 
know how to fire that thing, 
buster? Cause if you don’t, you 
just hand it over to me, and I’ll 
show ya.” 

MARCUS
What’d the man with the gun do?

SICKLY MAN
He says, “Yeah, bud, I already used 
it once today. I’m getting the hang 
of it.” Then the man looking at the 
gun says, “I bet that shot you says 
you took today went awful close to 
hitting something.” Then they both 
laugh, they both completely crack 
up, you know? Then the second man 
he sticks out his hand to shake the 
other man’s hand. Call it a truce, 
and all. 

MARCUS
So why are you in here? If nothing 
bad went down, what did you see 
that matters to the police? 
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SICKLY MAN
Another man, he comes up, and he 
says to the man with the gun, “I’ll 
give you ten bucks if you put a 
bullet in that man’s head.” The man 
with the gun says, “Show me the 
cash.” The second man now starts to 
worry and sweat, you can see it 
beading on his forehead. See, I’m 
watching all this with a bottle of 
beer in my hand, and I’m laughing 
heaps by this time. 

MARCUS
What happened then?

SICKLY MAN
For ten bucks, a man got a bullet 
fired straight at his head. 

MARCUS
Holy cow. He was murdered? 

SICKLY MAN
Nah. The man with the gun, he can’t 
shoot for shit. He was tanked with 
grog and he fired almost point 
blank and missed. The second man, 
angry now, as you could imagine, 
smashed those two faces to a pulp, 
right there in front of us all. 
Then he stole the gun and took off. 
The police want to speak to him, as 
a person of interest, you know? 

An officer approaches.

OFFICER
Marcus? 

Marcus looks up and nods. 

OFFICER (CONT’D)
Detective Blooms will see you 
now.

Marcus stands up and follows the police officer to a 
detective’s office down the hall.

EXT. DETECTIVE BLOOMS’ OFFICE - DAY

The police officer stops outside the office.

OFFICER
He’s in there. Go on in.

Marcus nods his thanks and enters the room.
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INT. DETECTIVE BLOOMS’ OFFICE - DAY

Marcus comes into the room. DETECTIVE BLOOMS, a man in his 
forties, in sitting behind a desk. He is a large man, tough 
as nails. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Come on in, Marcus. Take a seat.

Marcus sits down.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS (CONT’D)
So? You’re from the monastery, 
yeah? How’s my mad cousin doing?

MARCUS
Brother Alexander is doing fine. 
He seems quite happy where he is. 
He is quite devoted to the life. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Good. Excellent. I’m glad he’s at 
least happy. I always worry about 
family, yeah? So, What can I do 
for you?

MARCUS
I have a favour to ask.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
A favour, eh?

MARCUS
Yeah. I know you don’t know me from 
a bar of soap, but I really need 
some help.

Detective Blooms sits back and thinks.

MARCUS (CONT’D)
Brother Alexander said you were a 
really good man. He said that 
people can really count on you. 
That’s not all that common these 
days. Brother Alexander said, “If 
you got a problem, my cousin will 
help.”  

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Yeah.

MARCUS
So? Is a favour out of the 
question? 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Depends what it is. I do help. I 
can be counted on. 

(MORE)
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My cousin was right on the money 
there. But I got a full schedule 
here. I’ll do whatever I can, 
within reason. I mean, don’t ask me 
to build rocket-ships to the moon. 

MARCUS
It’s nothing quite so grandiose. 
It’s doable. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Shoot.

MARCUS
One of my friends, he’s a monk as 
well, he’s having some problems. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Don’t we all? What kind of 
problems? 

MARCUS
Harassment. There’s this private 
detective, name of Warwick Matts 
who . . .

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Warwick Matts?

Detective Blooms leans forwards.

MARCUS
Yes. Do you know him?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Ha. Everyone knows Warwick Matts. 
That dirty bum has got quite a 
reputation in this neck of the 
woods.

Detective Blooms leans back in his chair. 

MARCUS
Well, this Warwick Matts has been 
stalking this friend of mine at 
the monastery. Arnold Henerty.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Hmm. This friend of yours 
wouldn’t be doing something he 
shouldn’t be doing? Would he? 

MARCUS
Like what?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
You tell me. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS (CONT'D)
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MARCUS
He’s involved with a woman. A 
married woman.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
That would have been my first 
guess. Fooling around with some 
dame, especially one who’s married, 
can be a nasty business for all 
concerned.

MARCUS
Well, this woman’s husband hired 
Warwick Matts to gather evidence.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Right. Got it. So? What’s the 
favour? And remember, make it 
reasonable.

Detective Bloom grins. 

MARCUS
Look, I’m only guessing here. But 
I imagine you guys - the police - 
would know about most of the 
private eyes who work around 
these parts, right? You’d know 
how they operate?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
A lot of them, yes. We keep an 
eye on them. We just want to make 
sure they stick within the bounds 
of the law, don’t do anything 
that might overstep the limits of 
decency.  

MARCUS
I was hoping you might agree to 
pay Matts a personal visit. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
And say what? 

MARCUS
Tell him to back off with his 
investigation.

Detective Blooms stays reclined and scratches his head 
while he ponders this request. He exhales deeply as he 
thinks.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Listen, Marcus. I might be able 
to do better than that. 

84.



MARCUS
I’m listening.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
I can fill you in on some 
pertinent details regarding 
Matts.

MARCUS
Sure. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Before Warwick Matts became a 
private eye pain in the ass he 
lived quite the life.

MARCUS
In what way? 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Warwick Matts has quite a sordid 
past. Every cop around here is 
quite familiar with him and his 
history. You see, Matts was a shady 
businessman back in the day, worse 
than shady in fact. This was before 
he turned to investigation to make 
living. Back then, Matts had a scam 
going. Quite a lucrative one. 
Actually, scams, plural.

MARCUS
He was a con man?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Of sorts. Yes.

MARCUS
A record?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Quite long. And one he’s forever 
been at pains to conceal. He 
certainly could never operate as 
a PI with the record he has.

MARCUS
How does he do it then?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Well, that’s the thing. He’s not 
the only shady one in town. He 
pays off the right people so they 
leave him alone and let him 
continue to operate as a private 
eye. 
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MARCUS
You?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
I’m insulted. No. Not me. I 
wouldn’t take a dime from scum 
like Matts or anyone else.

MARCUS
You’re telling me all this. But 
what are you suggesting?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
I’m going to suggest to you that 
you go see him yourself. Mention to 
him that you know about his past. 
Not right out to his face, just 
subtly let it drop. Just tell him 
you know. And then wait till you 
see his face change. 

MARCUS
How specific should I be?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Not very, I don’t think. The mere 
mention of it will set alarm bells 
going off wildly in his head. Like 
I said, he doesn’t want anyone 
knowing about his history. It 
should be enough to make him back 
off. If all goes well, Matts should 
drop the case, and your friend is 
free. 

MARCUS
And if it doesn’t work? 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
If it doesn’t, mention to Matts 
that Detective Blooms is inquiring 
into his well-being, and would 
enjoy a catch-up. Sooner, rather 
than later.

INT. WARWICK MATT’S OFFICE - AFTERNOON

Warwick Matts is asleep in his chair in his office. His 
feet are up on the table and his chair is reclined. The 
office door is ajar.

Marcus appears at the door. He coughs. Matts wakes abruptly 
and sits up.

WARWICK MATTS
What? 
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MARCUS
Warwick Matts?

Warwick Matts focuses on the man at the door. 

WARWICK MATTS
What does the sign on the door 
say, dumbo? Your mummy never 
taught you to read?

MARCUS
Can I come in?

WARWICK MATTS
I guess.

Marcus enters and sits down in a chair opposite Warwick’s 
desk. Matts rubs his eyes and straightens his hair.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
So? What’s your deal? 

MARCUS
Is this how you treat all potential 
clients? 

Matts suddenly straightens up in his chair. 

WARWICK MATTS
Ah, no. It’s just that there are so 
many fruit-loops living around here 
than you just can’t tell. They just 
wander in sometimes, ask me for all 
kinds of weird and wonderful 
things.

MARCUS
I assure you I am no fruit-loop.

WARWICK MATTS
Good. Then we’re off to a good 
start. You need a PI? 

MARCUS
Perhaps.

WARWICK MATTS
Well, you’ve come to the right 
place. I’m one of the best, I can 
tell you. Eighty-eight per cent 
success rate in investigations.

MARCUS
What about the other twelve per 
cent? 

Matts squints strangely at Marcus, and somewhat suspiciously.
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WARWICK MATTS
Who are you? 

MARCUS
Can I ask a question?

WARWICK MATTS
Eh? Yeah, sure. Go for it. 

MARCUS
How easy is it to take someone 
for a few bucks?

WARWICK MATTS
What? Take what? 

MARCUS
To pull a scam. To fleece 
someone. How easy is it? Maybe 
not even just a few bucks. What 
about a hundred dollars? How hard 
is it to take someone for a cool 
hundred? Or more? I imagine the 
sky is the limit for someone with 
no morals.

WARWICK MATTS
What the fuck is this? Who are 
you?

MARCUS
What about, say, ten thousand?

Matts’ eyes narrow with hate. 

MARCUS (CONT’D)
Well? Can you answer my question? 

WARWICK MATTS
What makes you think I can? 

MARCUS
I’m, I’ve been informed you might 
know the answer, having had some 
experience in the matter. 

WARWICK MATTS
This is fucking ridiculous, and 
insulting! You have no business 
coming to my office and accusing 
me of . . . Wait a minute. Are 
you a cop?

MARCUS
No. I’m a monk.

Matts looks momentarily confused then he gets it. 
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WARWICK MATTS
A monk? 

MARCUS
Yes. 

WARWICK MATTS
A real one? 

MARCUS
Yep. 

WARWICK MATTS
Which monastery?

MARCUS
The same one as Arnold Henerty.

What clicks in Matts’ mind shows on his face. He sits back 
and grins. 

WARWICK MATTS
I see. Okay. Now we know each 
other, I’d like to ask some 
questions of my own. 

MARCUS
Feel free. 

WARWICK MATTS
What is it you want? 

MARCUS
Leave Arnold alone. Back off. 
Drop the case immediately and 
quit the harassment.

Matts looks amused. 

WARWICK MATTS
Or what?

Matts chuckles. 

MARCUS
I’m asking you politely to leave 
Arnold Henerty alone.

WARWICK MATTS
Hey. I get good fees for that 
case. And we all got to make a 
living. This is how I make mine. 

MARCUS
It’s funny you should say that 
about ‘making a living’.
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WARWICK MATTS
Why?

MARCUS
I was talking to a good friend of 
mine this afternoon.

WARWICK MATTS
Were you? That’s just dandy.

MARCUS
This friend of mine - he carries a 
detective’s shield by the way - 
told me about a man once, who just 
happens to share your name, who  
has a rather dirty past. 

Matts’ eyes are now seething with hatred. he almost growls.

WARWICK MATTS
Keep going. 

MARCUS
Well, this is a past that he needs 
to conceal if he wants to keep 
working as a private investigator. 

WARWICK MATTS
And what else? 

MARCUS
I was wondering if that man and you 
were the same person.

Hate intensifies on Matts’ face. 

WARWICK MATTS
Sorry. I don’t know him. But if I 
ever see him, I’ll let him know 
you’re looking for him.

MARCUS
You really going to deny it?

WARWICK MATTS
What sort of game are you playing 
here?

Marcus shrugs innocently, but does not answer.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
You think you got something on 
me, you stupid monk?

MARCUS
Yes. Plenty. 
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WARWICK MATTS
Ha. You couldn’t prove shit.

MARCUS
I can. And will. You’re dirty 
Matts, always have been. Unless you 
want to become the most famous ex-
con man in the country, leave 
Arnold alone. The friend I told you 
about would be happy to put you out 
business in a minute. 

WARWICK MATTS
You think so? You reckon you can  
stop me? 

MARCUS
Name one person who would trust a 
ex-con? Who would hire you if 
they thought that they might get 
fleeced? 

Warwick sits still, staring at Marcus, his eyes burning 
with hatred. 

WARWICK MATTS
You want to try it, try it. Just 
remember who you’re messing with. 
You don’t know Warwick Matts as 
well as you think you do.

Marcus stands up from the seat.

MARCUS
Good-day, Mr. Matts. I hope you 
have a think about our 
conversation.

Marcus exits.

INT. ENNERTON MOTEL RECEPTION - LATE AFTERNOON

Donald is standing at the motel reception desk. A large 
overweight woman in a floral dress is standing behind the 
counter.

RECEPTIONIST
Mr. Happersly, here’s your key. 
You’re in room five. One of our 
nicest.

Donald takes the key.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Thank-you.

91.



RECEPTIONIST
Anything you need, you just call 
me.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Actually, could you tell me where 
the club district is around here?

RECEPTIONIST
Thinking of having some fun, Mr. 
Happersly?

DONALD HAPPERSLY
I’m meeting some new clients. I 
thought I might loosen them up 
with a few drinks before I pull 
out the contracts. A slight 
inebriation always makes business 
a bit easier. 

RECEPTIONIST
Just head down the main road. You 
can’t miss it.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Thank-you.

INT. MOTEL - LATE AFTERNOON

Donald opens his motel room with his key. He enters the 
small room. There is a small bed, a small table, a small 
couch and a small TV. He puts down his suitcase.

INT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON

Alison is lying on the couch. The TV is on - a dull talk 
show. Alison is watching, but she is not paying attention 
and is bored. 

The phone rings. Alison doesn’t move. The phone keeps 
ringing. Alison turns her head and looks at it. It stops 
ringing and the answering machine beeps.

ANSWERING MACHINE
(Donald’s voice)

Hi, you’ve reached Donald and 
Alison - please leave a message.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Alison, you must be out. It’s 
Donald. I just wanted to tell you 
that things are already looking 
promising. The clients just 
called me and said they’re almost 
certain that they’ll be signing 
up with us. Isn’t that great? 

(MORE)
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Also, I want to say I miss you. I 
hope you’re not too lonely by 
yourself. I’ll call again soon. 
Good-bye my love.

The machine beeps and the message ends. Alison hasn’t 
moved. She looks back at the TV.

INT. WARWICK MATT’S OFFICE - LATE AFTERNOON

Two men are sitting in Warwick’s office. Warwick is at his 
desk. One of the men is small and wiry, with a sinister 
face. He has greasy black hair, combed back, and wears thin-
rimmed glasses. His name is TOBIAS. The second is a larger 
muscular man, with a sizeable belly, named BOBBY. Bobby has 
a cigarette hanging out of the corner of his mouth and his 
head is shaved.

WARWICK MATTS
Okay, boys, this is how it’s 
going to happen. Bobby, you’re 
going to watch the dame’s house 
for me. If anyone comes in or 
anyone comes out, I want you to 
snap them. This is a picture of 
the man I want.

Warwick holds up a picture of Arnold in his monk’s robe 
crossing the monastery grounds, which was taken with a high 
powered lens. Bobby squints at it. 

BOBBY
What’s with the dress?

WARWICK MATTS
It’s a robe. He’s a monk. 

BOBBY
A what? 

WARWICK MATTS
A monk. He works for God.

BOBBY
Hell, I never met anyone like that. 
Where does this God keep his 
offices? 

Matts looks at Bobby, almost as if he is uncertain to believe 
Bobby’s question or not.

WARWICK MATTS
Just get photos of him. Plenty of 
them. As incriminating as they can 
possibly be. I want shots of this 
monk arm in arm with the doll he’s 
seeing - Alison Happersly. 

DONALD HAPPERSLY (CONT'D)
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Catch them together, cuddling, 
kissing, fucking, preferably all of 
the above. Most preferably, 
fucking. Whatever they do, you snap 
it. The monk will be paying her a 
visit for sure, soon, so don’t miss 
your chance. You got that, Bobby?

BOBBY
I sure do got it, Warwick. It’s 
as good as done.

Bobby inhales from his cigarette and blows out the smoke. 
He grins for some reason. 

WARWICK MATTS
Tobias. You’re going to go to the 
monastery and break into the 
monk’s room. See if you can turn 
up anything relating to his 
affair. I want evidence. Whatever 
is there I want it. Photos, love 
letters, a diary, anything.

TOBIAS
No problem, Warwick. It’s a piece 
of cake. I’ll give his room a real 
good going-over. 

WARWICK MATTS
Good.

BOBBY
What are you going to do, 
Warwick?

WARWICK MATTS
Something’s come up and I got to 
take care of it quick. It’s just 
a minor complication, more 
irritating than anything else.

BOBBY
What kind of thing? 

WARWICK MATTS
Never mind the details. I just 
got to pay someone a special 
visit. Resolve a disagreeable 
situation.

BOBBY
You want some muscle? It’s been a 
while since I got to do a nice 
job.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT'D)
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WARWICK MATTS
No, Bobby. You sit tight at the 
dame’s house with your camera. 
This isn’t nothing I can’t 
handle.

EXT. MONASTERY - LATE AFTERNOON

Two or three monks are walking through the monastery 
grounds.

At a window on the second floor, Arnold is looking through 
binoculars.

INT. MONASTERY - LATE AFTERNOON

Arnold is looking out across the landscape. He scans the 
countryside. He moves from tree to tree and bush to bush. 
He sees no one and nothing out of place. 

ARNOLD
I know you’re out there Matts. 
Where are you hiding?

EXT. MONASTERY - LATE AFTERNOON

The monastery door opens and Arnold emerges cautiously, 
dressed in trousers, T-shirt and brown shoes. He sneaks 
out, glancing around as he moves. He sees a monk passing by 
in the grounds and he waits until the monk is passed. When 
the coast is clear Arnold walks outside and closes the 
door. He hurries across the monastery grounds to the 
entrance gates. He quickens his step, looks back behind 
him, and then runs out of the entrance.

Arnold hurries away from the monastery into and across the 
countryside.

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - LATE AFTERNOON

Arnold is strolling through the countryside, at a relaxed 
pace.

INT. WARWICK MATT’S CAR - LATE AFTERNOON

Warwick Matts is driving along a country road on route to 
the monastery. Tobias is in the car with him.

TOBIAS
I always thought monks were 
supposed to be well-behaved. 
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Don’t they have some rules and all, 
that they have to obey? Something 
decreed by God?

WARWICK MATTS
I guess times change. Maybe God is 
not as important to them now as he 
was. Maybe the rules are more lax. 
Or maybe this monk Arnold doesn’t 
really give a shit about being 
religious.

TOBIAS
Yeah, I guess. That could be it 
too.

WARWICK MATTS
Now, when you get inside the 
monastery, make sure no one sees 
you. If you happen to be noticed 
and questioned, you say you’re a 
visitor. 

TOBIAS
Right. Who am I visiting?

WARWICK MATTS
Anyone. It doesn’t matter. Just 
make sure you go straight to 
Arnold’s room. Turn it upside-
down if you have to. But find 
something.

TOBIAS
I’ll come back with a sack full of 
evidence, Warwick. You just watch.

WARWICK MATTS
Just get something I can use.

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE NEAR THE MONASTERY - LATE AFTERNOON

Warwick slows the car to a stop. The monastery is visible 
in the distance.

INT. WARWICK MATT’S CAR - LATE AFTERNOON

Warwick looks at Tobias.

WARWICK MATTS
I stop here. You walk the rest of 
the way. Are you sure you 
remember the directions to 
Arnold’s room?

TOBIAS (CONT'D)
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TOBIAS
Yeah, yeah. I got it.

Tobias opens the car door and gets out. He closes the door. 
Warwick gives Tobias the thumbs-up. He turns the car around 
and drives away, a trail of dust rising behind the car.

EXT. MONASTERY - LATE AFTERNOON

Tobias walks up the monastery. He isn’t concerned whether 
he is noticed or not. He brazenly walks through the 
entrance and towards the main building. He pushes open the 
door and enters.

INT. MONASTERY - LATE AFTERNOON

Tobias walks down a corridor, looking for Arnold’s room. He 
sees no one. He arrives at Arnold’s room, tries the door. 
It is locked. He takes out a lock-pick and picks the lock. 
He pushes open the door and enters. He closes the door 
behind him.

EXT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON

The Happersly house stands solitary in the late afternoon 
sun. 

Bobby is concealed in some thick bushes outside the house, 
a cigarette dangling from the corner of his mouth. He puffs 
on the cigarette, waiting. He looks at the house and at his 
watch. Suddenly, the door opens and Alison steps outside. 
Bobby quickly raises the camera and starts snapping away. 
Alison is holding a watering can. She walks to a small 
flower-bed and waters some flowers. Bobby lowers his 
camera, shakes his head, chuckles quietly, and puts down 
the camera.

BOBBY
Shit.

Bobby yawns and tries to make himself more comfortable in 
his small hiding spot, while still maintaining a view of 
the house. Alison turns around and bends over to inspect a 
flower close-up. Bobby’s eyes zero in on her backside and 
he chuckles. Alison stands back up and goes back inside. 

INT. TATTOOED MAN’S HOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON

Warwick is sitting in a near empty room. The only notable 
thing in the room, apart from a holey couch and a chipped 
wooden table, is a complete gym set. There are some body-
building pictures on one wall.
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A door opens and a large, extremely muscular man, with a 
hard look and a tattoo across half his face, enters.

TATTOOED MAN
Hey Matts! What’s up man?

WARWICK MATTS
You know how it is. 

TATTOOED MAN
Business good? 

WARWICK MATTS
Yeah. It’s okay. 

TATTOOED MAN
Well, you here for business, or 
pleasure? 

WARWICK MATTS
I need some work done. Pronto.

The Tattoed Man grins widely, showing his mouth full of 
metal, nods and sits down.

TATTOOED MAN
You want a protein shake or 
anything? 

WARWICK MATTS
No. I’m fine.

The Tattooed Man takes a few seconds to admire his flexing 
muscles. Matts waits patiently.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
So. To business, eh?

The Tattooed Man looks back at Matts.

TATTOOED MAN
Sure. How many this time?

WARWICK MATTS
Just the one.

TATTOOED MAN
Usual questions?

WARWICK MATTS
Yeah. Okay.

TATTOOED MAN
Does he carry a piece?

WARWICK MATTS
Unlikely.
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TATTOOED MAN
A knife?

WARWICK MATTS
Probably not.

TATTOOED MAN
So, you’re uncertain on a gun and a 
knife? 

WARWICK MATTS
I doubt he’s got either.

TATTOOED MAN
Any sort of weapon? Knuckle 
dusters, bicycle chain, cattle 
prod?

WARWICK MATTS
I don’t think it.

TATTOOED MAN
Yes or no?

WARWICK MATTS
Not that I know of.

TATTOOED MAN
I got to be sure before I move. You 
know how it is.

Matts nods.

TATTOOED MAN (CONT’D)
Does he know judo?

Warwick shrugs.

TATTOOED MAN (CONT’D)
I’ll take that as a maybe.

WARWICK MATTS
He might know karate or 
something, but it’s highly 
unlikely.

TATTOOED MAN
I see. So he may have some 
martial arts training?

Matts’ mild frustration starts to emerge.

WARWICK MATTS
Look, this man isn’t going to be 
a problem. He’s not Bruce Lee. 
And he’s not carrying a small 
arsenal either. Okay?
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TATTOOED MAN
Hey, Matts. You never know with 
people. I’ve found from long 
experience that it’s best not to 
take any chances with anyone, 
ever. I got to be careful. Like a 
animal in the jungle. I don’t 
want anyone taking me by 
surprise. Something seems 
harmless, and then BANG, it comes 
from left field. You know? 

WARWICK MATTS
Trust me, this is going to be a 
real easy one. In fact, it may be 
your easiest yet. I just want you 
to knock him around a bit, make 
some threats, break an arm or 
something. Get him to get the 
message. 

TATTOOED MAN
Which is? 

WARWICK MATTS
Don’t fuck with Warwick Matts.

TATTOOED MAN
So breaking an arm is your 
preference? Personally, I like 
the legs but . . . 

WARWICK MATTS
No. I mean, it doesn’t matter. I 
just want to make a point to this 
man. Break whatever you want. 
Crack his head a bit if it helps.

TATTOOED MAN
What point?

WARWICK MATTS
I already told you. A “Don’t fuck 
with me again” kind of point.

The Tattooed Man grins and nods. 

TATTOOED MAN
Usual fee of course. 

WARWICK MATTS
Usual fee is fine with me. Cheque 
okay?

TATTOOED MAN
Cash, Matts. No cheques. 
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WARWICK MATTS
Fine.

Warwick takes out his wallet.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
Payment in advance?

TATTOOED MAN
Of course. I go into the job with 
the money in my pocket, not 
waiting for me later.

Warwick takes out two one hundred dollar bills and hands 
them to the tattooed man.

WARWICK MATTS
I want this done immediately.

TATTOED MAN
Give me a couple of days. I’m 
kind of backed up with other 
jobs.

WARWICK MATTS
No. Today. Here.

Warwick takes another two hundred dollar bills out of his 
wallet and puts them on the table.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
Good enough?

The Tattooed Man grins again and takes the bills off the 
table.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
You got a phone?

TATTOED MAN
Yeah. Over there.

Warwick gets up and moves to the phone. 

TATTOOED MAN
Who you calling?

Matts dials the monastery’s number.

WARWICK MATTS
Hello? I’d like to speak to 
Marcus please.

INT. MONASTERY ROOM - DAY

Marcus picks up the phone.
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MARCUS
Hello? Ah, Mr. Matts. Have you 
been thinking about our 
conversation? You have? That’s 
good. You want to meet to discuss 
it? Sure. I can be there in an 
hour. 

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - AFTERNOON

Arnold is strolling. He sees a tree that has clearly been 
split by lightning. He walks to it and examines it. He looks 
up at the cloudy sky.

ARNOLD
Strange.

Arnold looks up and across the sky again. Suddenly, it 
darkens slightly while Arnold is looking. He frowns. 

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
God? Are you up there?

No reply. Arnold shrugs, turns and walks on.

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - AFTERNOON

Arnold is still walking, now down the side of a road. He 
stops and picks up a long stick and uses it as a walking 
stick. 

A lorry passes by. HARDMAN’S MEATS is written in large 
painted letters across the side. Arnold walks and watches as 
the rumbling lorry gets further and further away.  

Arnold walks on. 

EXT. FORK IN THE ROAD - AFTERNOON

Arnold arrives at a fork in the road. He sees a tree stump 
there, with a scroll affixed to it. 

He walks up, curiously. He looks at the scroll and then all 
around him. He steps closer to read the calligraphic writing: 

THOSE WHO WALK THE WRONG ROAD WILL SOON ARRIVE AT DOOM AND 
DISASTER

Arnold looks around again. There is no one around. 

Darker clouds are starting to quickly approach, and soon 
hover over the land. Arnold becomes aware of the darkness 
enveloping him. He hears a booming voice from the sky. 
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BOOMING VOICE FROM SKY
Arnold Henerty.

Anrold almost jumps out of his skin. He looks up and around 
at the sky. 

ARNOLD
Who’s there? 

BOOMING VOICE FROM SKY
Arnold. Beware the errors which 
plague humankind. 

ARNOLD
What errors? 

BOOMING VOICE FROM SKY
The mistakes you make in this life 
will follow you to the next. 

The sky clears soon after the booming echo of the voice fades 
away. 

ARNOLD
I must be going crazy. 

Arnold takes the usual road at the fork and walks on. 

INT. LANEWAY - LATE AFTERNOON

Later in the afternoon. Marcus enters a narrow laneway, 
filled with dumpsters and some litter. He looks around for 
Warwick. He glances at his wristwatch. 

MARCUS
Matts! Are you here?

Marcus hears footsteps. He turns around, expecting Warwick 
Matts, but instead he is confronted with the sight of an 
enormous, muscled man with a tatoo across one half of his 
face.

TATTOOED MAN
Are you Marcus?

MARCUS
Do I know you?

The Tattooed Man grins. 

TATTOOED MAN
Not yet. But you will.

MARCUS
Are you a friend of Warwick 
Matts?
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TATTOOED MAN
How did you know Matts sent me?

MARCUS
I didn’t. It was a guess. 

TATTOOED MAN
What does it matter anyway? Yes, 
Matts sent me. Sorry.

MARCUS
Why are you sorry?

TATTOOED MAN
I’m sorry our first meeting has to 
be this way. But, don’t you worry, 
once I’m finished with you, you 
won’t remember much about it. The 
doctors who treat you may be able 
to salvage some part of your brain, 
but that’s being hopeful.

MARCUS
You . . . oh . . . Matts sent 
you. I get it. 

TATTOOED MAN
I’m impressed with your acumen. A 
lot of them, they still don’t get 
it, even afterwards. As they spit 
out blood and bits of teeth, they 
whimper, “Why me? What are you 
doing this to me for?” I tell 
them, “Sorry - it’s nothing 
personnel. It just business.” 
Still, they find that hard to 
understand.

MARCUS
Did Matts tell you who I am?

TATTOOED MAN
It’s not important. Not to me. 
Job’s a job. Wait, you a cop?

MARCUS
No. I’m not police. 

TATTOOED MAN
You some kind of superhero with 
special powers? You got laser 
beams in your eyes or something?

MARCUS
What?
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TATTOOED MAN
Nothing. Like I care, but tell me 
anyway. Who are you?

MARCUS
I’m a monk.

The Tattooed Man looks oddly at Marcus. 

MARCUS (CONT’D)
Didn’t Matts mention that? 

TATTOOED MAN
I didn’t know there were still 
monks around. It’s been a while 
since I seen one. 

MARCUS
Well? What do you think of it? 

TATTOOED MAN
What difference does it make if 
you’re the Pope? Matts gave me a 
nice payment to do you good. 

MARCUS
It makes a big difference, in my 
opinion anyway. If you kill me, 
you’ll be killing a servant of 
God. How would you feel about 
that? 

TATTOOED MAN
Wait a minute. Who said anything 
about killing you? I’m only going 
to maim you. Badly, yes, but not 
death.

MARCUS
Kill, maim, it’s the same thing. 
Violence is violence. 

TATTOOED MAN
Matts gave me an extra two 
hundred, so I kind of got to do 
one of my special numbers on you. 
My clients get their money’s 
worth. That I assure them.

The Tattooed Man grins stupidly.

MARCUS
Then go ahead. Let me just say 
that God does not look kindly on 
violence, regardless of the 
reason for it. 

(MORE)
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And I don’t think getting a few 
hundred bucks for busting me up a 
bit will change God’s opinion on 
violence much. He doesn’t make 
exceptions to the rule. 

TATTOOED MAN
Are you really a monk?

MARCUS
Yes.

The Tattooed Man thinks.

TATTOOED MAN
Where’s you robe then?

MARCUS
Back at the monastery. Hanging in 
a cupboard.

The Tattooed Man thinks more, hesitating now.

TATTOOED MAN
I don’t like this. I don’t lie 
this at all. This changes things.

MARCUS
How?

TATTOOED MAN
What if I go to hell for this?

MARCUS
Ah! Eternal damnation. It’s very 
possible. They don’t lie when 
they say that hell lasts forever. 
And that it’s extremely 
unpleasant. 

TATTOOED MAN
What do I do then? 

MARCUS
If you want my advice, turn over a 
new leaf. It’s not too late. There 
is always time to change.  

TATTOOED MAN
It’s just that it’s not like a got 
a lot of career options at this 
time. I’m good at hurting people. 
Not much else.

MARCUS
Do you like doing Matts’ dirty 
work?

MARCUS (CONT'D)
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TATTOOED MAN
It hasn’t bothered me much 
before. But then, I never had to 
hurt a - what did you call 
yourself?

MARCUS
A servant of God.

TATTOOED MAN
Yeah, that’s it. If I hurt you, 
it’s like I’m hurting God. Right? 
My right fist is smacking God’s 
face the same time it caves your 
eyeballs in. Right?

MARCUS
Yes. Exactly. And God wouldn’t 
like that. Would he?

EXT. MONASTERY - LATE AFTERNOON

Tobias is walking out of the monastery grounds. He is 
carrying a small bag in his right hand. A monk appears 
around a nearby building and sees Tobias. Unsure of who the 
stranger is, he squints at Tobias.

MONK #1
Hey! 

Monk #1 points a finger at Tobias.

MONK #1 (CONT’D)
Hey you!

Tobias turns his head, unworried. He doesn’t stop walking.

MONK #1 (CONT’D)
Hey! What are you doing? Stop!

Tobias stops and gazes at Monk #1. 

TOBIAS
What’d you say?

MONK #1
Who are you? What are you doing 
here?

A door opens nearby and Brother Gordon emerges, looking 
better than he has been, but still shaken. 

TOBIAS
Me? I was just visiting a friend.

MONK #1
Who?
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TOBIAS
Laurence. You know him? 

MONK #1
No. I don’t. 

Monk #1 sees Gordon. 

MONK #1 (CONT’D)
Brother Gordon, this stranger is 
trespassing I believe. 

Gordon looks across at them and stops. 

TOBIAS
I’m visiting a friend. Laurence. 
He’s had problems with his 
conscience. I’m helping him through 
it.

BROTHER GORDON
There isn’t anyone called 
Laurence here.

TOBIAS
I think you must be mistaken.

MONK #1
I think it’s best if you stay where 
you are. Gordon! Keep an eye on 
this man. I will find Brother Henry 
and we will sort this out.

TOBIAS
Yeah, Brother Gordon. You keep 
watch.

Tobias grins, turns and walks to the entrance to the 
monastery and continues through it and out onto the road 
into the countryside. 

MONK #1
Hey! Hey! Come back! Wait! You! 
Come back!

Monk #1 turns to the monastery building in a panic.

MONK #1 (CONT’D)
(panicked shout)

There’s an intruder in the 
grounds!! Henry! Where are you!! 

Monk #1 runs to the monastery entrance. A few doors and 
windows open at the commotion and a few monks stick their 
heads out.

MONK #1 (CONT’D)
Look!! 
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Monk #1 points down the road to Tobias, who is strolling away 
with his bag. The monks in the doors and windows look down 
the road. They mutter to each other. 

INT. HENRY’S OFFICE ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON

Monk #1 is in Henry’s office. Henry is sitting at the desk. 
He is looking very perturbed. He has his hands locked 
together, pressed against his chest, and his chin is 
resting on them.

HENRY
This man you saw, did he give his 
name?

MONK #1
No. But I’m sure he is an 
intruder. He had a very evil 
look. 

HENRY
And he said he was visiting 
Laurence?

MONK #1
Yes.

HENRY
But there is no Laurence.

MONK #1
Exactly.

HENRY
And we were not expecting any 
visitors today. This is quite 
strange.

MONK #1
I think he was snooping around.

Henry lowers his hands, stands up, pushes out his chair.

HENRY
I have a feeling this man’s visit 
is somehow connected with to 
Arnold Henerty.

MONK #1
With Arnold? But how? Why? 

HENRY
I’m going to ask Arnold that 
right now.
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EXT. ARNOLD’S ROOM IN MONK’S QUARTERS - NIGHT

Henry and Monk #1 are outside Arnold’s room. Henry knocks  
firmly on the door. There is no answer.

HERNY
Arnold? It’s Brother Henry. Open 
the door please.

There is no answer.

HENRY
Arnold! It’s important. Open the 
door now please. 

No answer. Henry looks at Monk #1 who shrugs. 

HERNY
Get me the keys.

INT. ARNOLD’S ROOM IN MONK’S QUARTERS - LATE AFTERNOON

A short time later. A key turns in the lock, the door 
handle turns slowly, the door opens and Henry and Monk #1 
step inside. 

Everything in the room has been tossed to the floor and the 
furniture has been upturned. 

MONK #1
Dear God.

Monk #1 hastily makes the sign of the cross and mutters a 
silent prayer.

HENRY
What has happened here? And where 
is Arnold?

EXT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON

Bobby is smoking a cigarette, still concealed in the bushes 
outside Alison’s house. He yawns a big yawn and then looks 
back at the house. He shifts his position to make himself 
more comfortable, and winces and pulls a thorn from his 
backside, which he then tosses away.

Bobby catches a glimpse of movement in the country to the 
side of the house. He watches for movement and then sees 
Arnold emerge clandestinely from a clump of bushes. Bobby 
grins and raises his camera.

BOBBY
I got you, you sneaky little 
bastard.
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Bobby starts to snap pictures of Arnold as Arnold 
approaches the house. Arnold hurries, and moves to the back 
of the house. He disappears from view around the side of 
the house.

BOBBY (CONT’D)
Damn.

Bobby stands up from his hiding spot in the bushes and 
walks to the side of the house. He peers around the corner, 
doesn’t see Arnold, and walks around to the back of the 
house. He arrives at the back door. Arnold is not there. 
Bobby steps up to the back door and tries the handle. It 
turns and the door opens.

BOBBY (CONT’D)
What’d you know?

Bobby quietly pushes open the door and looks inside. There 
is no one in the back room of the house. Bobby steps 
inside.

INT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON

Bobby steps into the house. He has his camera by his side, 
at the ready. He walks through the back room, treading 
lightly on the floor. He hears voices in the next room.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
(O.C.)

If they’re trying to catch us 
together, maybe they saw you come 
here.

ARNOLD
(O.C.)

I didn’t see anyone following me. 
And my eyes were wide open. 

Alison and Arnold are in the next room. Alison is sitting 
on the couch, her knees pressed together and her hands 
resting on them. Arnold is sitting next to her on the 
couch.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
I still don’t think you should 
have come. We can’t let ourselves 
be caught together.

ARNOLD
But I had to see you.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Do you know what Donald would do 
if he had proof that I was 
cheating on him?
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We now see Bobby in the next room, listening in.

ARNOLD
(O.C.)

Don’t put it that way. ‘Cheating’ 
is an awful word. It makes it 
sound like what we’re doing is a 
crime.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
(O.C.)

Well, it is a crime, really. 
Adultery.

ARNOLD
(O.C.)

I guess. But is that really so 
bad? 

Bobby has heard everything. He grins. Bobby takes two steps 
quietly and then on the third step the floor creaks under 
his weight. He freezes.

Alison and Arnold have heard the creak.

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
What was that?

ALISON HAPPERSLY
(a whisper)

It was the creaky floorboard. 
There’s one in the back room.

ARNOLD
(a whisper)

Donald couldn’t be back, could 
he?

ALISON HAPPERSLY
(a whisper)

No. He’s in Alabama. He’ll be 
gone for days. 

Arnold stands and moves slowly to the door to the back 
room. He has a partial view of the back room. There is no 
one there. He looks back to Alison and shrugs and shakes 
his head. He steps closer to the door until he has full 
view of the room. Seeing no one is there, he enters the 
room and looks around. He turns back to Alison.

ARNOLD
False alarm. There’s no one here.
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EXT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON

Bobby is hurrying back to the front of the house. He runs 
to his hiding spot in the bushes and conceals himself 
again.

The front door opens wide and Alison steps outside. She 
looks all around. All is quiet and still. No one is in 
sight. Arnold appears next to her. They stand together, 
looking out.

Bobby, hiding, grins again and lifts his camera. He takes 
several shots of Alison and Arnold at the front door.

BOBBY
Come on, give me something juicy. A 
kiss, something. Stroke her hair. 
Put a hand on her ass. 

Alison and Arnold go back inside and Alison closes the 
front door. Bobby lowers his camera. 

BOBBY (CONT’D)
Damn it.

INT. COFFEE SHOP IN TOWN - LATE AFTERNOON

Marcus and the Tattooed Man are seated in a small empty 
cafe in town. Marcus has a pot of tea in front of him. The 
Tattooed Man has a a plate of chips. He eats the chips with 
tomato sauce.

MARCUS
Why do you work for a man like 
Matts? 

TATTOOED MAN
Why? 

Marcus nods. 

TATTOOED MAN (CONT’D)
He pays good. The work’s pretty 
constant. Plus Matts throws in an 
odd bonus from time to time.

TATTOOED MAN (CONT’D)
Do you like wounding people 
everyday? I mean, doesn’t it ever 
bother your conscience? 

The Tattooed Man shrugs. 

TATTOOED MAN (CONT’D)
It wasn’t my first career choice. 
What can I say? 
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Marcus nods, looks at his napkin for a second, then back at 
the Tattooed Man. 

MARCUS
Do you know much about Matts’ 
past?

TATTOOED MAN
A little. Just what he’s told me. 
Why?

MARCUS
Do you know any of the people he 
used to associate with?

TATTOOED MAN
You mean, hang out with?

MARCUS
I’m talking more about the people 
he used to cheat. The people he 
manipulated to make a quick buck. 
He was a con-man, you know?

The Tattooed Man nods, dips a chip in sauce and eats it.

TATTOOED MAN
Yeah, I know that. I heard about 
some of them - the people he 
ripped off. Poor bastards. He’d 
never try that game on me.

MARCUS
Because you’re friends?

TATTOOED MAN
Cause I’d twist his head off and 
use it as a bowling ball. 

MARCUS
What are you going to tell Matts 
about today? 

TATTOOED MAN
I’ll tell him you got away.

MARCUS
Will he believe you?

TATTOOED MAN
He won’t have a choice. It’s 
either he takes my word for it or 
I do a number on him. Now I think 
of it, I don’t know why I let 
Matts talk me into this job. He’s 
rotten - making me rough up a 
servant of God. That’s pretty 
low.
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MARCUS
God thanks you for your 
understanding. 

INT. HENRY’S OFFICE ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON

Henry is on the phone to the police.

HENRY
Yes  officer . . . yes, I know 
you’re busy. Listen to me, 
please. Give me one moment to 
explain. I’ve been waiting on the 
phone for twenty minutes already. 
I would just like to speak to 
someone, a detective perhaps, 
anyone that can . . . Look, this 
is important . . . It does 
involve a crime! I’ve already 
told three people this. Arnold 
Henerty, a monk of our order, is 
missing. His room has been 
ransacked. Now, unless you have a 
grave mental impairment, I think 
you would agree that it suggests 
a kidnapping! Yes! That’s right! 
Thank-you.

Monk #1 stands nervously nearby.

HENRY (CONT’D)
(to Monk #1)

They’re putting me through to a 
detective.

INT. DETECTIVE BLOOMS’ OFFICE - LATE AFTERNOON

Detective Blooms is sitting at his desk, a cup of coffee in 
his hand. A police woman sticks her head in the door.

POLICEWOMAN
Detective Blooms, you’ve got a 
call on line one. The caller 
sounds a bit nutty, but it could 
be legit.

Detective Blooms picks up the phone. He presses a button 
for LINE ONE.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
(into phone)

Detective Blooms.
(he listens)

How long has he been missing? . . 
. A few hours . . . And his room 
has been ransacked? I see.
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Detective Blooms reaches for a pen with his spare hand and 
jots a few notes down on a note-pad as he listens to the 
caller.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS (CONT’D)
I see. A man was seen in the 
grounds shortly before you 
discovered Arnold Henerty was 
missing? Okay. This is what I’ll 
do. I’ll come and have a look 
around for myself. How does that 
sound? 

INT. HENRY’S OFFICE ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON

HENRY
(into phone)

Very good of you, Detective. Yes, 
I’ll see you soon. 

Henry hangs up the phone. He looks at Monk #1.

HERNY
A detective named Blooms is on 
the way. Perhaps we should ask 
everyone again if they know where 
Arnold might be? 

MONK #1
We’ve already asked everyone 
twice. No one knows anything. 
It’s very strange.

HERNY
What about Marcus? He and Arnold 
are close. If anyone knows 
anything about Arnold, it is 
bound to Marcus.

MONK #1
Marcus has been absent from the 
monastery for several hours.

HERNY
Oh. Well, then, when he returns, 
inform him I would like a word. 

INT. POLICE STATION - LATE AFTERNOON

Detective Blooms is walking through the police station. He 
passes another detective entering - DETECTIVE ROBERTS.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
I’m going to a monastery.
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DETECTIVE ROBERTS
Thinking of converting, Blooms? 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Not quite. A monk has gone 
missing. If anyone needs me, tell 
them I’m out. Call on my mobile.

DETECTIVE ROBERTS
You need any help?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
I’ll call you if I do.

Detective Blooms exits the police station.

INT. WARWICK MATT’S OFFICE - LATE AFTERNOON

Tobias is sitting in a chair in front of Warwick’s desk. 
Warwick is at his desk. Warwick is examining a black diary 
belonging to Arnold, stolen from Arnold’s room. On the desk 
between them is a pile of letters.

WARWICK MATTS
So, this is it. The diary of 
Arnold the Monk.

TOBIAS
I think this is the jackpot.

WARWICK MATTS
Where did you find it?

TOBIAS
It was well hidden, but I always 
find the goods. It was stuck 
under the bed, with tape.

WARWICK MATTS
Let’s see what is tells us, shall 
we?

Warwick opens the diary. He selects a page randomly and 
reads.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
“I’ve reached a common conclusion 
about God. He has never existed. He 
was thought up somewhere along the 
ways. It may simply be the case 
that people need something or 
someone other than themselves in 
which to put their faith. People 
need to believe that there is 
something better going on than the 
world we live in. People want 
something else.”
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Warwick looks at Tobias.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
Strange thoughts for a man of 
God. Sounds like Arnold doesn’t 
want to be where he is.

TOBIAS
Then why is he there? 

WARWICK MATTS
A good question. 

TOBIAS
Why be a monk devote his life to 
serving God if he does not 
believe a God exists to begin 
with? 

WARWICK MATTS
Who really cares? I’m not 
particularly interested in 
Arnold’s beliefs. I want 
something from this diary that I 
can use in my investigation. I 
want something in his own words 
that proves he’s involved with 
Alison Happersly.  

Matts flips through the diary, closer to the current date. 
He reads to himself. Tobias waits. After a while, Warwick 
smiles.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
Here we go. Nice. “April 11. I 
met a woman today who has 
completely knocked me off my 
feet. I think I’m in love. Her 
name, she told me, is Alison 
Happersly. I hope I see her 
again. I desperately hope for 
that. Oh, but woe, I am a monk 
now - did you forget that Arnold? 
- and that means that . . . Well, 
actually, does it really mean I 
can’t love?”

Matts flips some more pages, skimming the contents with his 
eyes.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
(reading)

Ah! Some more tidbits. “I am 
thoroughly enjoying my time with 
Alison. It’s not just the sex. 
She has me enthralled. I can’t 
explain it though. 

(MORE)
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Should I try to communicate my 
deep feelings for her to the 
world, or just let my love for 
her blossom and keep it deep in 
my own heart?”

Matts smiles. 

TOBIAS
He sounds like he’s quite a 
sensitive young man inside. Eh? 

WARWICK MATTS
Yeah.

Matts looks at the diary and grins again.

Tobias points to the pile of letters.

TOBIAS
I found those letters hidden 
behind the cupboard. He’s really 
gone to pains to conceal this 
affair. 

WARWICK MATTS
Yes, he has. Which must mean that 
Arnold is trying his best to make 
sure that no one find out about it. 
This illicit affair is about more 
than just a monk’s conflict with 
the religious dictates of his 
order. 

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
Show me.

Tobias picks up a letter. He reads it.

TOBIAS
Here. Oh, wait. This one’s about 
Arnold’s family.

WARWICK MATTS
What does it say?

TOBIAS
“Dear Alison. My father came to 
visit me today. He looked sterner 
than usual. Is that possible?” . 
. . Blah, blah, blah . . . “He 
spent an hour with Henry. I 
wonder what they were discussing. 

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)

(MORE)
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You know that just as your 
husband cannot know about our 
relationship, neither can my 
family, especially my father.” 
Blah, blah, blah, then just some 
more of the same I think . . .

WARWICK MATTS
Wait. Read the rest.

TOBIAS
“My father sent me here, to this 
monastery, for a reason - that 
reason being my inheritance. If I 
deviate from his plan for me, if 
I leave the monastery by choice, 
or get kicked out, my inheritance 
disappears and goes in full to my 
brother - that dirty, deceptive, 
little shit of human being.”

Tobias puts the letter down on the table.

WARWICK MATTS
Now, I see. I see!

Matts stands up from his chair and starts to pace.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
Arnold’s father forced Arnold 
into the monastic life. If Arnold 
leaves that life, if he turns his 
back on it, he will be taken out 
of his father’s will. Ha! Ha! Ha! 
I think I’ve just cracked part of 
this investigation.

TOBIAS
That’s crazy though. Why would 
Arnold’s father force Arnold to 
become a monk? Why not just send 
him to confession so he can be 
absolved of his sins? Seems a bit 
extreme to put him in a 
monastery.  

Matts stops pacing and thinks. 

WARWICK MATTS
Something here works for us. 

TOBIAS
What’s that? 

WARWICK MATTS
What do monk’s do? What do they 
believe in? 

TOBIAS (CONT'D)
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Tobias shrugs.

TOBIAS
God? 

WARWICK MATTS
What else? 

TOBIAS
Jesus? Love? Wait, chastity! 

WARWICK MATTS
Precisely. Monks believe in 
lifelong obedience to God. They 
commit to a life of poverty 
etcetera, and  . . . they also 
take a vow of chastity.

TOBIAS
But Arnold has broken the vow of 
chastity. 

WARWICK MATTS
Exactly.

Tobias grins. 

TOBIAS
So if Arnold’s father was to find 
out about his son’s affair with a 
married woman . . . 

WARWICK MATTS
Yes, he either has to give up the 
affair and remain chaste or 
forfeit his inheritance. I’ve got 
something good on him now.

EXT. WARWICK MATT’S OFFICE - LATE AFTERNOON

Matts and Tobias walk out of the small building which 
houses Matts’ office. Matts’ black car is parked outside, 
illegally. A cop is writing him a ticket. The cop looks up 
as Matts walks up to him. Tobias is next to Matts. 

WARWICK MATTS
Is that really necessary, 
officer?

COP
You’re illegally parked, Matts. 
What’s this - the fourth time this 
month?

WARWICK MATTS
I need quick access to my car. 
You know the kind of work I’m in.

121.



COP
Don’t care, Matts. The law is the 
law. You’re illegally parked. 
Here. Take the ticket. 

The Cop tears off the ticket and hands it to Matts who 
takes it grudgingly.

WARWICK MATTS
Come on, you know me. I’m on the 
law’s side. We both do the same 
job. Let’s let this one slide, 
eh?

COP
Same job, Matts? You think that? 
I’ll tell you something. What you 
do and what I do is not even close. 
I’m a police officer, bound to 
uphold the law. You’re a lousy 
investigator with a dirty and 
shameful past. In other words, 
Matts, you’re a scum-bag. Where do 
you get off comparing yourself to a 
police officer?

Matts accepts the point and stuffs the ticket in his pocket 
angrily. The Cop smiles.

COP (CONT’D)
Have a nice day.

The Cop walks to his car, gets in and drives off. Matts 
watches him go.

WARWICK MATTS
Come on, let’s get out of here.

They move to the car. They get inside and Matts is about to 
insert the key into the ignition when the door opens, two 
enormous arms grab Matts and yank him from the car and onto 
the road.

EXT. WARWICK MATT’S OFFICE - LATE AFTERNOON

Matts is lying on the road, a bit dazed, at the feet of the 
Tattooed Man.

INT. WARWICK MATT’S CAR - LATE AFTERNOON

Tobias is still in the car. He reaches into his coat and 
takes out a hand-gun. He gets slowly out of the car, 
concealing the weapon.
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EXT. WARWICK MATT’S OFFICE - LATE AFTERNOON

Matts looks up at the Tattooed Man.

WARWICK MATTS
You! You want to explain what in 
hell you are doing . . .

TATTOOED MAN
Get up, Matts.

Matts starts to get to his feet. The Tattooed Man smashes 
Matts in the face with his fist and Matts falls back to the 
ground with a grunt. 

TATTOOED MAN (CONT’D)
I said up. 

WARWICK MATTS
What the . . . 

The Tattooed Man grabs Matts and hoists him roughly to his 
feet. Matts feels his sore jaw and then glares at the 
Tattooed Man.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
You want to explain exactly what 
the fuck you think you’re doing 
here?

Tobias has his hand in his coat pocket, his fingers 
gripping the gun, waiting for the right time to pull it.

TATTOOED MAN
When you sent me on that last 
job, you forgot one small detail.

WARWICK MATTS
Yeah? Really? What slipped my 
mind?

TATTOOED MAN
The man you wanted hurt works for 
God.

Matts frowns, puzzled. 

WARWICK MATTS
Huh?

TATTOOED MAN
He was a monk. 

WARWICK MATTS
Oh, shit. That? Jesus Christ. A job 
is a job. I paid you for it, you 
useless punk!
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TATTOOED MAN
Hey, Matts? I don’t do numbers on 
monks, priests, nuns, or anyone 
else connected to God. I do that, 
I might never get into heaven.

WARWICK MATTS
What in are you going on about, 
you stupid fuck?

The Tattooed Man cracks his knuckles, bringing a fearful 
look to Matts’ face.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
All right! All right! Is this 
about money? You come to get more 
fucking money out of me, you 
lousy thug? How much you want, 
you thieving bastard? Another two 
hundred? What’ll it take, you 
greedy fuck?

Tobias finally pulls his gun. He points it at the Tattooed 
Man. 

TOBIAS
Hey! Big fella! You take a few 
steps back now.

The Tattooed Man turns his head to Tobias. Beads of sweat 
are starting to appear on Tobias’ forehead. His hand 
trembles ever so slightly at the sight of the formidable 
Tattooed Man. 

WARWICK MATTS
(to Tattooed Man)

Well, look what we have here.

Matts grins.

TOBIAS
(to Tattooed Man)

Back up, boy. You touch him, I’ll 
shoot you. I don’t got no gripes 
with apes, except when they punch 
my boss in the face.

The Tattooed Man almost growls with inside fury at this. 

Matts regains his composure. He grins again. He moves to 
Tobias.

WARWICK MATTS
Give me the gun.

Matts takes the gun from Tobias. He turns back to the 
Tattooed Man. He grins and aims the gun.
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WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
Well, things have changed, have 
they not? Looks like I got the 
upper hand now. Doesn’t it? 
Unless, that is, you have a gun 
too?

Matts starts chuckling to himself. He aims the gun at the 
Tattooed Man. 

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
Say good-day to the good Lord, eh?

Matts is about to pull the trigger when a cop car squeals to 
a halt nearby. The same cop who wrote Matts a parking ticket 
jumps out with his gun aimed at Matts.

COP
Drop it!

Matts looks at the cop, stunned. 

COP (CONT’D)
Matts! You deaf! Drop the weapon!

Matts grunts, curses and drops the gun. It clatters to the 
ground. The Cop moves to Matts and handcuffs him.

COP (CONT’D)
You want more trouble? Hey, 
Matts? You just can’t seem to 
keep out of it today. 

With Matts handcuffed, he turns to Tobias and the Tattooed 
Man.

COP (CONT’D)
(to all three)

All right, all of you, get in the 
car. We’re taking a trip to the 
station and we’re going to see if 
we can’t sort this mess out. 
Okay? Now, move it.

The three move reluctantly to the police car, and get in 
the back, squashed in tightly. The Cop gets into the car 
and drives off.

INT. COP CAR - LATE AFTERNOON

The cop car is driving through the town, on the way to the 
police station. Matts, Tobias and the Tattooed Man are 
silent in the back. 

The Cop looks in the rearview-mirror at them. They elbow 
each other to make more room for themselves in the small 
space. The Cop chuckles. 
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WARWICK MATTS
I’m glad you find this funny.

The Cop looks in the rearview-mirror, the smile now gone 
from his face.

COP
Matts, shut up.

TATTOOED MAN
Why am I here? I was the victim.

COP
You don’t look like a victim.

TATTOOED MAN
Matts was pointing the gun at me. 
He was one step away from pulling 
the trigger. What am I guilty of?

COP
So, you guys all know each other? 
Well, well, isn’t that 
interesting?

WARWICK MATTS
Yeah, we’ve met. And it’s 
fascinating. 

TATTOOED MAN
How about you pull over and let 
me out? You just charge Matts 
with what you got to charge him 
with.

COP
You stay. Until this is sorted 
out, you all stay.

TOBIAS
What’d I do? 

TATTOOED MAN
It was your gun, moron.

COP
All of you! You’re all staying. And 
just shut up!

INT. JAIL HOLDING CELL - LATE AFTERNOON

The jail cell door clangs shut. Matts, the Tattooed Man and 
Tobias are locked inside. They look at the seedy array of 
characters in the cell, all of whom are staring back at 
them. One man, particularly seedy, looks at Matts and blows 
a kiss at him.
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WARWICK MATTS
Oh my God.

The Tattooed Man moves to a bench and sits down. Three or 
four of the other prisoners in the cell shift quickly out 
of his way. The Tattooed Man looks from one face to 
another.

TATTOOED MAN
If any of you sick perverts so 
much as glance at me, I’ll make 
sure your coma lasts a lifetime. 

SEEEDY MAN
What about him? The cute one. 

The Seedy Man nods at Matts.

TATTOOED MAN
He’s fair game. Go for your life. 
I’ve heard he likes it a bit 
rough.

The Seedy Man smiles, revealing a mouth of sickening teeth. 
Warwick turns at this moment and glances at them. The Seedy 
Man pats his knee for Matts to come over and sit on it. 
Matts almost retches and turns back around.

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - LATE AFTERNOON

Detective Blooms is driving down a country road on his way 
to the monastery.

EXT. ARNOLD’S ROOM IN MONK’S QUARTERS - LATE AFTERNOON

Marcus is in Arnold’s ransacked room with Henry. 

MARCUS
Did anyone see anything?

HENRY
Only a stranger leaving the 
grounds.

MARCUS
Do we know if anything is 
missing?

HENRY
We’re not sure. But why else 
ransack a room? 

MARCUS
Where’s Arnold?
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HENRY
We think perhaps he was 
kidnapped.

MARCUS
Kidnapped!!

EXT. MONASTERY - LATE AFTERNOON

Detective Blooms pulls up in his police car. He parks 
outside the monastery entrance, gets out his car, closes 
the door, and stands and looks at the monastery. He sees 
one or two monks walking across the grounds. He enters.

EXT. MONASTERY - LATE AFTERNOON

Detective Blooms is crossing the monastery grounds. 

INT. ARNOLD’S ROOM IN MONK’S QUARTERS - LATE AFTERNOON

Henry and Marcus are still inspecting the mess in Arnold’s 
room. Marcus is sitting in a chair.

HENRY
Marcus, I need the truth. Was 
Arnold hiding something else, 
besides his affair?

MARCUS
Nothing that I know of.

Henry sighs. He sits down in another chair. He frowns.

HENRY
Brother Marcus, I shouldn’t tell 
you this. But Arnold’s father, 
Nicholas Henerty, is a rich man. 
He runs Henerty Chemicals, one of 
biggest chemical companies in the 
world. 

MARCUS
What’s he got to do with any of 
this?

HENRY
If Arnold was kidnapped, whoever 
has him may demand a ransom from 
Arnold’s father. They might know 
that Nicholas Henerty is worth a 
lot of money, and will make him 
pay for the return of his son. 
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MARCUS
Have you contacted Nicholas 
Henerty?

HENRY
I don’t want him to hear about 
this until we’re sure that Arnold 
really has been kidnapped.

Detective Blooms is standing at the door. He coughs. Marcus 
and Henry look up.

HENRY (CONT’D)
Can I help you?

Detective Blooms pulls out his detective’s shield and holds 
it up.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Detective Blooms.

Detective Blooms steps into the room. Henry stands quickly.

HENRY
Oh, yes. Thank-you for coming, 
Detective Blooms.

Detective Blooms looks at Marcus. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
We meet again. 

Marcus nods. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS (CONT’D)
First up, I couldn’t help 
overhear your conversation. I’ll 
need Nicholas Henerty’s number.

Henry finds a piece of paper and a pen and writes it down. 
He hands it to Detective Blooms. 

HENRY
This is his personal line.

Detective Blooms puts the paper in his pocket. He surveys 
the room.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
So this is Arnold’s room? Some 
mess they left. Upturned bed, 
discarded desk drawers. Scattered 
possessions.

Detective Blooms walks around the room, inspecting the 
mess. 
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DETECTIVE BLOOMS (CONT’D)
When was the last time anyone saw 
Arnold?

HENRY
A few hours ago.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Does he often leave the monastery 
unannounced?

HENRY
Well, yes, a matter of fact, he 
does. He enjoys taking relaxing 
walks through the countryside. We 
grant him that freedom. We think 
it helps him. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
And there has been no ransom yet?

HENRY
Nothing. But I find that the most 
likely explanation for the 
kidnapping.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
We don’t know yet that Arnold has 
been kidnapped. 

Detective Blooms has been looking in the cupboard while he 
talks. He finds a photograph under a pile of clothes which 
have been strewn about. It is of Arnold and Alison, arm in 
arm, smiling happily. He looks at it closely, and then 
turns and holds it up.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS (CONT’D)
This him?

MARCUS
That’s Arnold.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Who’s the dame?

MARCUS
That’s Alison.

Detective Blooms looks on the back of the photograph. The 
date is only two months ago.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
You know where she lives?

MARCUS
No.
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Detective Blooms looks at Henry. Henry shakes his head. 
Detective Blooms holds up the back of the photo for a 
second to Marcus and Henry.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
This photo was taken two months 
ago. If I remember my religious 
education correctly, aren’t monks 
supposed to be celibate?

HENRY
Yes. You’d be right there. Our 
order requires it. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Well, I guess we can’t stick the 
rules all the time, can we?

Detective Blooms smiles.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS (CONT’D)
There’s not much we can do much 
at this time except wait. But if 
a ransom demand is made, I want 
to know about it. Straight away. 
Understood? 

Henry nods.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS (CONT’D)
Anything else you might want to 
tell me?

HENRY
Yes. Alison’s husband, Donald, 
knows about or at least suspects 
her affair with Arnold. He hired 
a private detective Warwick Matts 
to investigate it. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Matts?

Detective Blooms looks at Marcus. 

HENRY
You know of him?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Kind of. Yeah.

EXT. MONASTERY  - NIGHT

The sky is darkening. Detective Blooms is walking to his car. 
As he walks, he takes out his mobile phone. He hits a button 
and puts it to his ear. 
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INT. POLICE STATION - NIGHT

Detective Roberts at the station picks up the phone.

DETECTIVE ROBERTS
Hello?

CUT BETWEEN DETECTIVE ROBERTS AND DETECTIVE BLOOMS ON THEIR 
RESPECTIVE PHONES

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
It’s Blooms. I need you to find 
out where Alison and Donald 
Happersly live.

Detective Roberts jots down the names.

DETECTIVE ROBERTS
No problem.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
When you got it, go the address.

DETECTIVE ROBERTS
What am I looking for?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Arnold Henerty, Alison Happersly 
and Donald Happersly.

DETECTIVE ROBERTS
Got it.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Call me when it’s done.

They both hang up.

EXT. MONASTERY - NIGHT

Detective Blooms arrives at his car, gets in and drives 
away.

EXT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - NIGHT

The country is dark now. The moon and the stars are out in 
a cloudless sky.

Bobby is now thoroughly bored and fed up with waiting. He 
is sitting rather uncomfortably in the bushes. He glances 
at his watch. He shifts his position, another thorn sticks 
into his backside . . . 

BOBBY
Crap.
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He winces and plucks out the thorn and tosses it away. 

INT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - NIGHT

Alison and Arnold are lying side by side in bed.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
That was wonderful. Arnold. 
You’re a genius. 

ARNOLD
What can I say? I have a gift.

Alison smiles and laughs softly. Arnold sits up.

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
I should get going. They’ll be 
wondering where I’ve got to.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Who?

ARNOLD
The monks. The boss in 
particular. I think he’s cottoned 
on to the reason for my 
excursions. 

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Don’t go.

ARNOLD
I have to.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Take me out. Take me dancing.

ARNOLD
Dancing? I don’t think so.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Why not?

ARNOLD
Because, I was never very good at 
it.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
I’ll give you some lessons.

Arnold looks at the clock on the wall.

ARNOLD
Okay. Maybe just for a couple of 
hours. But then I really have to 
go.
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EXT. ALISON HAPPERSLY’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Bobby is sitting uncomfortably in his hiding spot in the 
bushes. After a long moment, during which nothing happens, 
there is a rustling in the bush. Bobby looks. He waits. A 
snake slithers through the bushes. Fear appears on Bobby’s 
face. He shifts backwards as far as he can until a bush 
blocks his retreat. He stays still at first and watches the 
snake fearfully. Then he tries to shoo it away with his 
fist. The snake stops slithering.

BOBBY
Go on! Get out of here!

The snake eventually slithers slowly away. Bobby breathes a 
sigh of relief. 

INT. ALISON HAPPERSLY’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Arnold is dressing. He is standing opposite the bed, in 
front of a small chest-of-drawers. He pulls on his 
trousers. Alison is lying on the bed, watching him. 

ARNOLD
I know you asked before, but do 
you ever think about doing this 
for good?

ALISON HAPPERSLY
That would mean getting a divorce 
from Donald.

Arnold shrugs, saying ‘why not’?

ALISON HAPPERSLY (CONT’D)
Divorce is a big thing. Getting a 
divorce would mean that Donald 
and I failed at what we set out 
to do. 

ARNOLD
Which is? 

ALISON HAPPERSLY
To live a happy life together.

ARNOLD
Are you happy living with Donald?

Alison suddenly pushes herself from the bed in one swift, 
lively movement. She walks to the chest-of-drawers and 
opens up the top drawer. She reaches inside and pulls out a 
small framed photograph of herself with Donald at a beach 
at sunset. They are both happy and smiling in the 
photograph. 
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ALISON HAPPERSLY
This was Donald and me in our 
happier days.

She hands the photograph to Arnold. 

ARNOLD
You never showed me this before. 
Donald’s really quite handsome.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
He used to look better than he 
does now. 

ARNOLD
Tell me, what attracted you to 
him? What made you marry him?

Alison turns and walks to a clothes cupboard. Arnold 
watches her and waits. Alison opens up the cupboard and 
takes out a jacket. She puts it on, hesitates before 
turning back to Arnold. Finally, she turns to face him.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Are we going dancing or not?

ARNOLD
Of course.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
How do I look?

ARNOLD
Just lovely.

EXT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - NIGHT

The front door opens. Bobby sits up and grabs his camera. 
Alison and Arnold emerge arm in arm. Bobby grins and starts 
snapping away with his camera. He watches them walk to 
Alison’s car and get in. After Alison and Arnold pull away, 
he stands quickly and hurries to his own car, which is 
hidden behind some thick bushes a little way off down the 
road. He jumps in, and follows them, his headlights off.

INT. BOBBY’S CAR - NIGHT

Bobby is driving, following Anrold and Alison in their car 
up ahead.

BOBBY
Ha! Ha! Got you now!

135.



INT. ALISON HAPPERSLY’S CAR - NIGHT

Alison is driving. Arnold is looking out the window.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Everything all right?

ARNOLD
There’s something I haven’t told 
you. 

ALISON HAPPERSLY
What is it?

ARNOLD
I have reason to believe that 
Donald knows what’s going on 
between us.

Alison doesn’t flinch. She stares straight ahead at the 
road.

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
I don’t know how he found out. I 
guess I messed up somewhere. I’m 
sorry.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
How could he know?

ARNOLD
Who knows? Maybe someone saw us - 
someone who knows you both. 
However it happened Donald has 
hired a private detective. For 
all I know he could be following 
us now. 

ALISON HAPPERSLY
It’s not your fault.

They drive in silence.

ALISON HAPPERSLY (CONT’D)
So what if he knows? Maybe it’s 
better if he does.

ARNOLD
You really feel that way?

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Yes. Yes, I do.

INT. BOBBY’S CAR - NIGHT

Bobby is following with his headlights still off. He looks 
at the floor in front of the seat next to him. 
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He sees a half-eaten packet of potato chips. He licks his 
lips at the thought of them. He reaches down with one hand, 
swerves slightly but rights the car and drives on. He tries 
again. He reaches down, the car swerves again, but he 
rights it.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT

Alison’s car drives on. Bobby’s car is not far behind. 
Bobby’s car suddenly swerves and careens into a ditch 
beside the road.

INT. BOBBY’S CAR - NIGHT

A dazed Bobby is in the crumpled car. Smoke is hissing from 
the engine. He shakes his fuzzy head. He spots the half-
eaten packet of potato chips, smiles and reaches for them. 
He then sees his camera. It is broken and dented beyond 
repair.

BOBBY
Well, shit.

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - NIGHT

Detective Roberts and another detective, DETECTIVE SPRIGGS, 
are driving through the dark countryside to the Happersly 
residence.

EXT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - NIGHT

Roberts and Spriggs pull up in their car. They park, get 
out, and walk up to the house. They knock loudly on the 
door.

DETECTIVE ROBERTS
Police! Open up!

There is no answer. They knock again. Still no answer.

DETECTIVE SPRIGGS
I guess no one’s home.

DETECTIVE ROBERTS
Then we wait. 

INT. JAIL HOLDING CELL - NIGHT

Matts, Tobias and the Tattooed Man are all still in the 
jail cell. Matts is standing at a distance by himself in a 
corner. 
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Detective Blooms appears at the bars. Matts sees him first 
and moves hurriedly to him.

WARWICK MATTS
Blooms!

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Well, well, Matts. You’re in a 
bit of a bind now, aren’t you?

WARWICK MATTS
Get me out here, Blooms. Please. 
I’ll cooperate. Whatever you 
want. You know me. We go back. 
Just get me the hell out of this 
place. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
You were arrested brandishing a 
gun in public. That’s not good. 
Not good at all. For all we know 
you were about to kill someone.

WARWICK MATTS
I can explain it. Come on, 
Blooms. I wasn’t going to shoot 
anyone. Honest to God.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
No? What about him?

Detective Blooms nods in the direction of the Tattooed Man.

WARWICK MATTS
Maybe I contemplated it for a 
split second. But it didn’t 
happen, anyway. Did it? So what 
charge is there to hold me on? I 
. . .

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Matts, shut up. What do you know 
about Arnold Henerty?

WARWICK MATTS
Who?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Don’t play dumb. You know him.

WARWICK MATTS
I don’t know anyone by that name.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
All right, have it your way. 

(to the perverts in the 
cell)

(MORE)
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I hear this guy gives as good as 
he takes! He likes it nice and . 
. . 

The perverts all grin. 

WARWICK MATTS
No, stop! Wait!

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Have fun Matts.

Detective Blooms turns to leave.

WARWICK MATTS
NO! Hey, Blooms, WAIT!

Detective Blooms turns back to Matts. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
You got something to tell me, 
Matts? 

WARWICK MATTS
All right. I’ll tell you, if you 
promise to get me away from these 
perverts. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Let’s hear it first. 

WARWICK MATTS
All right! Jesus. I was hired to 
follow a monk named Arnold 
Henerty and gather evidence that 
he was having an illicit affair 
with a woman. There! That’s it!

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Who hired you?

WARWICK MATTS
The husband.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Names? 

WARWICK MATTS
Donald Happersly and Alison 
Happersly.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
What did you do with Arnold?

WARWICK MATTS
What?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS (CONT'D)
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DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Arnold’s missing. His room at the 
monastery was ransacked. We think 
he might have been kidnapped. Did 
you do it?  

WARWICK MATTS
What! NO!

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Kidnapping’s a major crime. 

WARWICK MATTS
I have no idea what you’re talking 
about.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
I know you know where he is. 

WARWICK MATTS
Me? Jesus, kidnapping? Are you 
out of your mind, Blooms? I’m 
telling you, I have no idea where 
the monk is now. I didn’t know he 
was missing. I certainly didn’t 
kidnap him! 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Don’t lie to me, Matts. I’m not 
in the mood. 

WARWICK MATTS
I’m not lying. I don’t know where 
he is.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
We’ll talk again soon. Sit tight.

WARWICK MATTS
Wait! Please! Don’t leave me with 
these deranged people! 

Detective Blooms walks off. The perverts grin and groom 
themselves.

INT. POLICE STATION - NIGHT

Detective Blooms walks to a phone in a police office. He 
dials the monastery. The phone starts to ring.

INT. HENRY’S OFFICE ROOM - NIGHT

Henry is sitting at his desk. Marcus is sitting in a chair 
against the far wall. The phone starts ringing. Henry picks 
it up.
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HERNY
Yes? Detective Blooms. How is 
your investigation going?

CUT BETWEEN DETECTIVE BLOOMS IN THE POLICE STATION AND 
HENRY IN HIS MONASTERY OFFICE.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Any word on Arnold yet?

HENRY
We’ve not heard a thing. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Well, we’ve found where Alison 
and Donald Happersly live. Two 
detectives are on their way there 
now. In fact, they should be 
there already. 

HENRY
Is there anything you would like 
me to do?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Just sit tight. Maybe do another 
search of the monastery. 

Detective Blooms hangs up the phone. 

INT. POLICE STATION - LATE AFTERNOON

Detective Blooms dials the number Henry gave him for 
Nicholas Henerty. He waits. There is no answer. A machine 
beeps.

ANSWERING MACHINE
You’ve reached the office of 
Nicholas Henerty. The office is 
currently closed. Please leave 
your name and number and I will 
return your call at the first 
available opportunity.

Detective Blooms puts the phone back down.

INT. DISCO - NIGHT

A little later. Alison and Arnold are dancing on a dance 
floor in a disco. The are having a blissfully good time.
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EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT

Bobby is ambling along the side of the road in the dark. He 
sees a car coming and sticks out a thumb but the car speeds 
past. He has his dented and broken camera around his neck.

INT. DISCO - NIGHT

Alison and Arnold are dancing.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
(shout over the music)

I wonder what Donald is doing 
right now!

ARNOLD
(shout back)

Closing a deal?

Alison smiles. They keep dancing.

EXT. NIGHTCLUB DISTRICT - NIGHT

Alabama. The nightclub district is bustling with activity. 
People of all ages, and all types, are milling about 
outside clubs and bars. 

Donald, dressed in what look to be expensive clothes, with 
his thin hair slicked back, is walking down the street, 
looking at the many signs advertising various clubs and 
bars. He stops outside an bar upmarket in appearance. He 
enters. 

INT. UPMARKET BAR - NIGHT

The bar is nicely furnished and is full of wealthy patrons. 
Most are sitting at tables in the bar drinking expensive 
cocktails. A few people look up as Donald enters but they 
look away again, uninterested. Donald scans the room. He 
then moves to the bar. A middle-aged woman - SHIRLEY 
HANNOVER - draped in an expensive dress and copious amounts 
of shiny jewelry is waiting for her drink. Donald stands 
next to her. She glances at him, half-smiles and looks away 
again.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
What are you drinking?

Shirley Hannover looks at Donald.

SHIRLEY HANNOVER
Champagne.
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Donald takes out a leather wallet and opens it up. He 
removes a hundred dollar bill from several others. Shirley 
Hannover sees the money.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Would you permit me to pay for 
your drink, mam?

SHIRLEY HANNOVER
If you like. Say, that’s a lot of 
money to be carrying around.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
You never know when you might 
need it.

Shirley Hannover nods.

DONALD HAPPERSLY (CONT’D)
Do you live around her?

SHIRLEY HANNOVER
Quite close. Yes.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
I’ve just arrived from 
interstate.

SHIRLEY HANNOVER
Holiday?

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Business. You know how it is. Big 
clients, lots of deals to be 
made. Plenty of money to change 
hands. Fun times. 

Donald flashes a smile.

SHIRLEY HANNOVER
What line of work are you in?

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Real estate. My name’s Donald.

Donald extends a hand. Shirley Hannover shakes it. They 
both smile. 

INT. UPMARKET BAR - NIGHT

Donald and Shirley Hannover are sitting at a table in the 
corner of the bar. Jazz music is playing in the background. 
They both have colourful cocktails in front of them. Shirley 
Hannover looks sensually at Donald while he speaks.
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SHIRLEY HANNOVER
You must be a busy man, with all 
those big deals you negotiate.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
You know I’ve been to thirteen 
states in the last six months. 
All to close expensive business 
deals.

SHIRLEY HANNOVER
Wow. Thirteen?

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Yes. And that’s just interstate. 
I’ve been all over the world, 
several times a year actually. I 
even came close to meeting the 
President of Venezuela.

SHIRLEY HANNOVER
No! You’re lying!

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Me? Lie? Never. It’s not in my 
nature. He made a personal 
request to meet me, but my 
schedule did not allow it at the 
time. But I did provide him with 
some great real-estate tips. 

SHIRLEY HANNOVER
I bet woman just throw themselves 
at you. What with all your high-
class clients, big deals and all 
the money you make.

Donald smiles.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
It’s been known to happen. But 
let’s talk about you for a while. 
Are you rich?

EXT. ENNERTON MOTEL - NIGHT

The neon motel sign is lit up. A taxi pulls up outside. 
Donald and Shirley Hannover step out. Shirley Hannover 
looks at the small cheap motel and frowns.

SHIRLEY HANNOVER
Is this where you’re staying?

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Yes.
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SHIRLEY HANNOVER
I thought, well, I figured with 
all your . . . I imagined you’d 
be staying in one of the big 
hotels. Maybe in a suite. 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Usually I would. But sometimes I 
just like to live like the little 
people - the common people, you 
know? It’s not good to always 
flaunt what you’ve got. 

Donald flashes a smile. Shirley Hannover nods, a little 
confused.

DONALD HAPPERSLY (CONT’D)
Well, shall we? My room’s this 
way.

Donald sticks out his arm. Shirley Hannover puts her arm in 
his, and Donald leads her.

INT. DONALD’S MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Donald and Shirley Hannover are having sex in the small 
motel bed. Shirley Hannover is moaning and making a lot of 
noise, calling out Donald’s name repeatedly.

INT. MOTEL BATHROOM - NIGHT

Shirley Hannover is showering in the small motel bathroom.

INT. DONALD’S MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Donald is lying on the bed, a pair of boxer shorts all he 
is wearing. He looks at the bathroom door, which is ajar, 
and listens to the shower.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
You okay in there?

SHIRLEY HANNOVER
(O.C.)

Yes. Fine.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Take your time.

SHIRLEY HANNOVER
(O.C.)

Okay.
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Donald climbs off the bed and stands up. He looks at 
Shirley Hannover’s handbag, which is resting on a chair in 
the room. He glances again at the bathroom door, the shower 
is still going. He moves to the chair and reaches for the 
handbag. He opens it up and looks through the contents. He 
finds a wallet, opens it up and looks first at the cash, 
which he takes out and pockets, and then at the driver’s 
licence. The shower turns off. He quickly puts the driver’s 
licence back in the wallet, and the wallet back in the 
handbag. He puts the handbag back down on the chair. He 
sits back down on the bed and waits. The door opens and a 
dripping Shirley Hannover emerges, a towel draped around 
her body.

SHIRLEY HANNOVER (CONT’D)
Miss me?

DONALD HAPPERSLY
A little.

SHIRLEY HANNOVER
Donald, you’re not . . . you’re 
not just using me, are you?

DONALD HAPPERSLY
What do you mean, ‘using’?

SHIRLEY HANNOVER
I mean, I can tell you’re 
married. I’m married too.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
So?

SHIRLEY HANNOVER
I’d like to see you again. Maybe 
if business brings you back here 
sometime, you could give me a 
call?

Donald stands up.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Tell me something. Is your 
husband at home right now?

SHIRLEY HANNOVER
Yes. Why?

DONALD HAPPERSLY
The thing is this. I doubt he’d 
appreciate the way you have 
behaved tonight.

SHIRLEY HANNOVER
Neither would your wife. We just 
committed adultery.
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DONALD HAPPERSLY
Yes, but if your husband somehow 
found out about what you did 
tonight, what would he think 
about you?

The truth suddenly dawns in Shirley’s mind. She looks sad 
all of a sudden.

DONALD HAPPERSLY (CONT’D)
You understand what I’m saying? 

SHIRLEY HANNOVER
So, this was just . . . you’re 
going to blackmail me?

Donald is silent, his eyes gazing at Shirley, unmoving. 

SHIRLEY HANNOVER (CONT’D)
My husband cannot find out about 
this. 

Shirley sighs. 

SHIRLEY HANNOVER (CONT’D)
How much do you want?

DONALD HAPPERSLY 
How much have you got?

EXT. ALISON HAPPERSLY’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Detective Roberts and Detective Spriggs are sitting in 
their police car, parked outside the Happersly house. 
Detective Spriggs sighs and looks at his watch.

DETECTIVE SPRIGGS
How long do you think we’ve got 
to wait?

DETECTIVE ROBERTS
Long as it takes.

DETECTIVE SPRIGGS
We could be here all night.

INT. POLICE STATION OFFICE - NIGHT

Matts is handcuffed to a chair, thoroughly bored. Detective 
Blooms enters the room. Matts looks up. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Okay, Matts. We’ve cut you a 
break and got you away from those 
creatures. So? You ready to talk? 
Where’s Arnold?
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WARWICK MATTS
I told you, I don’t know 
anything.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Matts? Don’t bullshit me. I know 
the way you operate. I know 
you’re a lousy investigator, but 
I know you know what’s going on 
with Arnold Henerty. Tell me what 
you know. 

WARWICK MATTS
I know nothing. Nothing! 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Okay, then. We’ll just toss you 
back among the animals in the 
jail. And I might try and make 
sure your cell is right next to 
some of those guys you used to 
rip off. 

Detective Blooms turns to leave. Matts finally cracks. 

WARWICK MATTS
All right, all right! Wait! All 
right. I’ll talk. 

Detective Blooms turns back to Matts. 

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
One of my men was following 
Arnold tonight. I put him on 
Arnold to get some shots of him 
and his woman. 

Detective Blooms grins. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Where is Arnold?

WARWICK MATTS
Get me a phone. I’ll find out.

Blooms picks up a phone and puts it in front of Matts. 

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
You owe me for this.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
I don’t owe you jack, Matts. 

Matts grunts, looking hard-done by, but he picks up the 
phone and dials Bobby. The phone rings. 
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EXT. BOBBY’S CAR IN DITCH - NIGHT

Bobby’s car is lying crumpled in the ditch where he left 
it. A ringing starts inside the car. 

INT. BOBBY’S CAR - NIGHT

Bobby’s mobile phone is ringing. The phone is on the floor 
of the car, under the driver’s seat.

INT. POLICE STATION OFFICE - NIGHT

Matts waits as the phone rings. No one answers. He puts the 
phone down. Detective Blooms is standing nearby, waiting, 
his arms folded across his chest.

WARWICK MATTS
My man’s not answering.

Detective Blooms unfolds his arms, moves to the door, and 
closes it. He turns back to an apprehensive Matts. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Matts, did you break into 
Arnold’s room and turn it upside 
down? 

WARWICK MATTS
I don’t know anything about that.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Of course not. 

WARWICK MATTS
I don’t. 

Detective Blooms glares at Matts, waiting. 

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
I swear. I had nothing to do with 
it.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Cut the shit. I know it was you. 
Or one of your goons. Either you 
talk, you tell me right now what 
I want to know, or else you go 
back to jail. And I’ll make sure 
you stay there for a while. I’ll 
slap as many charges on you as a 
I got up my sleeve. Crap like you 
belongs in jail anyway so I won’t 
lose any sleep over it. 

Matts squirms in his chair. Detective Blooms waits.
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WARWICK MATTS
Look, I just wanted evidence. 
That’s all I was after. Something 
that proved Arnold and Alison 
were having an affair behind 
Donald Happersly’s back. I get 
paid to do this stuff. Sometimes 
drastic measures are needed. You 
got to do things that look bad, 
but are necessary nonetheless. 
You’re a cop, you understand 
that.

Detective Blooms gazes at Matts for several seconds. Matts 
squirms again. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
You’re not a cop, Matts. Much as 
you wish you were, you’re a 
second-rate private investigator, 
with no scruples and dubious 
methods. 

WARWICK MATTS
Thanks. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Don’t play hurt. You know what 
you are and where you stand in 
the scheme of things. You are not 
above the law. You’re just like 
everyone else.

Matts shrugs and looks away. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS (CONT’D)
How long has this ‘investigation’ 
of yours been going on?

WARWICK MATTS
I’ve been watching the monk and 
the woman for a couple of weeks. 
That’s all.

EXT. DONALD’S MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

The door opens and Shirley Hannover steps out. Donald is 
behind her and remains at the door.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Remember, keep your mouth shut 
about this. I want the money by 
tomorrow. All of it. If I don’t 
get it, you husband will hear 
about the fun you had tonight.
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SHIRLEY HANNOVER
I’ll get it. Please don’t tell my 
husband.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
I won’t if you do exactly as I 
say.

SHIRLEY HANNOVER
If it got out that I was having 
an affair, it’d ruin his standing 
in this town, probably in this 
state or worse than that, in the 
country. He’s well-known around 
here.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
What? Runs the local chicken 
shop, does he?

Donald chuckles at his own joke.

SHIRLEY HANNOVER
No. He’s in politics. You may 
have heard of him. Sam Hannover?

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Sorry. Don’t know him.

SHIRLEY HANNOVER
He’s out of town at the moment. 
He’s visiting the President. 
They’re old friends.

Donald pales quickly and swallows, an odd feeling of fear 
spreading quickly through his mind.

SHIRLEY HANNOVER (CONT’D)
Yes. You see, he’s put up with 
his fair share of my infidelities 
over the years. He’s getting 
awfully angry and upset by my 
constant cheating.  Last time, he 
swore the next man to touch me 
would, well, he said he’d cut off 
. . . one of his extremities.

Donald swallows again.

SHIRLEY HANNOVER (CONT’D)
But I just don’t know how he’ll 
react to my being blackmailed. 
He’ll probably call in the police 
this time. The police chief and 
Sam go way back. They’re real 
good buddies. Well, good-bye 
Donald. I had a lovely time. 

(MORE)
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Oh, and you can keep the money 
you took from my wallet. Just 
don’t tell Sam about it. If 
there’s one thing Sam likes even 
less than my cheating, it’s 
someone stealing his hard-earned 
money.

Shirley Hannover leans across and kisses Donald’s cheek 
lightly. She smiles gently, turns and walks off. Donald is 
unable to move. He stands dumbly where he is and watches 
Shirley walk away.

INT. DONALD’S MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Donald is throwing all his belongings into a suitcase, in a 
panic.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Shit. Oh, shit. Shit. Shit!

EXT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - NIGHT

Detective Roberts and Detective Spriggs are sitting in 
their car. Detective Roberts has his head resting back on 
the head-rest. Suddenly, headlights appear behind them, and 
they see a car is approaching the house.

INT. POLICE CAR - NIGHT

Detective Roberts and Detective Spriggs turn and look at 
the approaching car.

DETECTIVE ROBERTS
Here we go.

INT. ALISON HAPPERSLY’S CAR - NIGHT

Alison is driving. The car approaches the house. Alison and 
Arnold see the police car parked outside.

ARNOLD
Who is that?

ALISON HAPPERSLY
I don’t know.

ARNOLD
Is it Donald?

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Couldn’t be. He’s in Alabama on 
business. What’s the time?

SHIRLEY HANNOVER (CONT’D)
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ARNOLD
Ten past midnight.

They drive up and park. Detective Roberts and Detective 
Spriggs get out of the car.

EXT. HAPPERSLY HOUSE - NIGHT

Alison stops the car outside the house. Alison and Arnold 
get out of the car. 

DETECTIVE #1
Alison Happersly? 

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Yes. I’m Alison.

DETECTIVE ROBERTS
I’m Detective Roberts. This is 
Detective Spriggs. 

The two detectives looks at Arnold.

DETECTIVE ROBERTS (CONT’D)
Are you Donald Happersly?

ARNOLD
No. I’m Arnold Henerty.

DETECTIVE ROBERTS
Miss, could you tell me where 
your husband is?

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Donald is away on business. In 
Alabama. He’ll be back in a 
couple of days. Can you tell me 
what this is about?

DETECTIVE ROBERTS
Would you both mind coming to the 
police station with us?

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Now? It’s past midnight.

DETECTIVE ROBERTS
We have a few questions.

Alison sighs.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Okay. If it’s really important.
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INT. POLICE STATION OFFICE - NIGHT

Matts is still handcuffed to the chair. He is uncomfortable 
and the handcuffs are hurting his wrists. Irritation shows 
on his face.

Detective Blooms is sitting at a desk. He is silent, 
watching Matts squirm. Matts, when he realizes no position 
is going to make him any more comfortable, looks at 
Detective Blooms.

WARWICK MATTS
What now?

The phone rings. Detective Blooms picks it up.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Blooms here. You found her? Good. 
And Arnold Henerty. Just who I was 
looking for. Good work. Bring them 
straight here.

When Matts hears Blooms say ‘Arnold Henerty’ he looks 
across, all ears. Detective Blooms hangs up the phone.

WARWICK MATTS
You see? I didn’t kidnap him. You 
believe me now? 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Yeah, it looks that way.

WARWICK MATTS
Does this mean I’m free to go?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Afraid not, Matts. Not until we 
get to the bottom of all this.

WARWICK MATTS
Listen! They were having a god-
damn affair! They’re trying to 
keep it a secret from the 
husband! All I was doing was 
following them, taking some 
photos, trying to catch them in 
the act. What’s so hard to 
understand?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Relax, Matts. Take it easy. 

Detective Blooms stands and walks out of the room.

WARWICK MATTS
Hey! HEY!! Come back here!! God-
damn you Blooms!
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INT. AIRPORT - NIGHT

Donald is at the check-in desk. The airport is practically 
empty, as it is late at night.

CHECK IN ATTENDANT #1
You’ll just make it, Mr. 
Happersly. Gate 12.

She holds out a ticket and Donald takes it. He nods his 
thanks and turns. As he turns, he is confronted by four 
massive policemen, all with hard looks.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
(nervously)

Can I help you?

POLICEMAN #1
The police chief would like a 
word with you . . . Donald.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
I’m sorry. My flight leaves in 
fifteen minutes. 

POLICEMAN #1
You ain’t getting on no flight. 
Not tonight.

INT. POLICE STATION - NIGHT

Alison and Arnold are sitting in a police station room. 
They are silent as they wait. Detective Blooms enters. He 
takes a seat.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Alison Happersly?

Alison nods.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS (CONT’D)
Arnold Henerty?

ANROLD
I’m Arnold.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
We’ve been looking for you.

ANROLD
Have I done something wrong?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
The monastery has been wondering 
where you got to.
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ANROLD
I was dancing with Alison.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
So I understand. Do you know 
Warwick Matts?

ANROLD
He’s the private detective who’s 
been following me. Alison’s 
husband hired him.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
I’ve got him in the next room. Do 
you mind if I bring him in?

Arnold doesn’t reply. Detective Blooms reaches for a phone. 
He hits a button.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS (CONT’D)
(into the phone)

Could you bring in Matts?

Detective Blooms puts down the phone. They wait. A few 
moments later, a policeman leads Matts into the room, still 
handcuffed.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS (CONT’D)
Take a seat, Matts.

Matts sits down.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS (CONT’D)
So, Matts, what’ll it be?

WARWICK MATTS
Can you get these god-damn cuffs 
off me please?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Matts? Listen. 

WARWICK MATTS
What?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
This is Arnold Henerty. And 
Alison Happersly. You know them 
both. They’d like an apology.

WARWICK MATTS
Oh, would they?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Yes. So, go on. Apologize. 
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WARWICK MATTS
For what? Doing my job? Ha! 
That’s a laugh and a half. 

Matts looks at Arnold and Alison, who look quite sad.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
That’s right. I’m just doing my 
job. I got bills to pay, just 
like everyone else. If anyone 
should be in trouble here, it’s 
you two. Let me tell you 
something, mam, when you take a 
wedding vow with a man, it’s for 
life. You understand that? For 
LIFE!! And you, Mr. Monk, let me 
tell you something as well. Ever 
hear of the vow of chastity? You 
commit to being one of God’s 
servants on earth, you don’t fuck 
around! You’re celibate from 
start to finish. Now, what part 
of that don’t you understand? 
Huh?

Alison and Arnold sit silently, looking at Matts blankly. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
That didn’t sound much like an 
apology. 

WARWICK MATTS
Stick your apology. I won’t do 
it. Not now, not ever! 

(to Alison and Arnold)
Why don’t we give good old Donald 
a call right now? We’ll fill him 
in what’s been going on, shall 
we? Let’s see how he feels about 
it all. The way I see it - he’s 
the victim here. Not you two. 

ARNOLD
How much is he paying you?

WARWICK MATTS
What’s the difference?

ARNOLD
I’m just curious what a mediocre 
private eye gets paid these days.

WARWICK MATTS
Mediocre!! I’ll snap your head 
off your shoulders and roll it 
down the street, you dumb fuck!!
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DETECTIVE BLOOMS
All right, enough!

A head appears at the door. It is another policeman.

POLICE OFFICER
Detective Blooms, I’ve got some 
information you might need.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Yeah? Let’s hear it. 

POLICE OFFICER
It seems the lady’s husband has 
been arrested in Alabama. He was 
trying to blackmail someone’s 
wife.

Arnold looks at Alison.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Donald?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Someone who?

POLICE OFFICE
One of the local politicians 
there, who, it happens, is best 
friends with the local police 
chief, and the President, among 
others. It seems the lady’s 
husband slept with her, stole 
money from her wallet, and 
threatened to reveal the affair 
to the husband unless she paid 
up, big time. They’re going to 
have him for breakfast.

Matts breaks out in hilarious laughter. He can barely 
control himself. Alison looks down, shame on her face. 
Arnold sits still, too stunned and bewildered to say 
anything.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Well, that is a strange turn of 
events.

POLICE OFFICER
They’re interrogating him right 
now, as we speak. Pretty damn 
hard from what I hear. They’re 
going to throw the book at him.

(to Alison)
Sorry, mam.

The Police Officer disappears.
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WARWICK MATTS
Ha! Seems you weren’t the only 
one messing around. Eh, Alison?

Alison goes red as she continues to look down.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
(to Alison)

Ha! Ha! Ha! The old fox was 
playing you the whole time. What 
a marriage! Brilliant! Well, not 
every marriage can be founded 
upon trust and loyalty. Can it? 
Eh?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Matts?

Matts looks at Detective Blooms. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS (CONT’D)
Shut up.

Matts grins and chuckles again.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

The CHIEF OF POLICE is sitting opposite Donald. Three huge 
police officers are in the room, their firm gazes bearing 
down on the shaky Donald, who has broken out into a sweat.

CHIEF OF POLICE
So, Donald, let me recap. You 
decided you’d like to make some 
extra cash. The old accountancy 
job isn’t paying the bills, so 
you decided you required another 
source of income. You thought it 
through. How does one go about 
that? Where is money to be had? 
And so you come to our town and 
you decide to fuck the wife of 
one of the state’s most upright, 
well-known and hard-working 
politicians, and then, after 
that, after you fuck his wife, 
you try to milk her for cash 
through blackmail cause you know 
she’s rich, and he’s rich. Not to 
mention you go through her things 
and take cash right out of her 
wallet there in the hotel room. 
Am I right so far? This is how it 
all went down, yeah?
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Donald is looking at the table, fear and anxiety in his 
eyes. He wipes the sweat from his forehead with a 
handkerchief.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
I’ll cooperate in any way. 

CHIEF OF POLICE
So, you came to our town, and you 
do this. And, Donald, you thought 
you’d get away with it? You 
thought you’d do this, and get 
away with it? Answer me Donald!

DONALD HAPPERSLY
I didn’t know who she was.

CHIEF OF POLICE
Oh, so if it was someone else’s 
wife you fucked, that’d make it 
all okay? Let me tell you 
something, round these parts, in 
our town, you don’t fuck other 
guy’s wives. What it comes down 
to, Donald, is this - we’re going 
to make sure you get what you 
deserve. Theft, blackmail, the 
whole deal. If this was the 
Middle Ages, Donald, we’d have 
already cut your balls off and 
fed them back to you. And that 
would just be for starters. That 
would be the pleasant part. That 
would seem like paradise compared 
to what would follow. If it was 
up to Sam Hannover that’s what 
we’d have done already. Trust me, 
he’s not happy. In fact, he’s 
quite angry. And he’s a powerful 
man who can do a lot to ruin a 
little man like you.

The Police Chief sits back, his point made.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
I’m sorry. I didn’t know. Maybe 
if I could just speak to Mr. 
Hannover and apologize . . .

CHIEF OF POLICE
No. You’re not talking your way 
out of this. And an apology won’t 
do. 

DONALD HAPPERSLY
I have to see my wife.
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CHIEF OF POLICE
She’s already been notified. It 
seems, from what we hear, she’s 
hasn’t been the loyal housewife 
either.

Donald is silent.

CHIEF OF POLICE (CONT’D)
You hear me, Donald? You’re 
wife’s been fooling around behind 
your back. For quite some time, 
too.

Donald snaps.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
I know! All right. I know!! 
There’s no need to torture me 
with it. You think you’re so 
smart because you got your little 
shiny badge pinned to your chest! 
But you can’t even figure it out? 
How small is your brain? 

CHIEF OF POLICE
You watch your mouth, or I’ll 
stick my fist . . .

DONALD HAPPERSLY
How did I know my wife was 
fooling around?

CHIEF OF POLICE
You tell me.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
Because I TOLD HER to fool 
around!! And do you know how much 
money we stand to gain from it?

All the police in the room glance at each other, after 
hearing this.

DONALD HAPPERSLY (CONT’D)
Millions, potentially. Me and 
Alison. Millions! The man she’s 
been screwing has a rich father. 
And when I say rich, I mean rich. 
He owns a chemical company that 
rakes in billions in profits 
every year. He sits right at the 
top of it. If it ever came out 
that his son was fooling around 
with a married woman it could 
easily ruin the reputation he’s 
spent so long building. His son, 
the adulterer, a monk too. 

(MORE)
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So, when, by good fortune, we 
find this out, we figured 
blackmail was in order. I used my 
wife to lure in the monk, have 
him think he’s in love, and then, 
BANG!, we hit the father with the 
revelation!

The police are silent, digesting the strange confession. 
The Chief of Police looks to the other police. One shrugs. 
The Chief of Police looks back at Donald.

CHIEF OF POLICE
What about the private 
investigator? Why hire one if you 
and your wife set it all up? 
What’s the point? Seems kind of 
stupid.

DONALD HAPPERSLY
To get the evidence to take to 
the monk’s father. We were just 
going to take it from Warwick 
Matts when he was finished, when 
I said enough was enough. But, of 
course, we didn’t tell the 
investigator that it was all a 
set-up. He thought the 
investigation was legit. 

(pause)
Don’t you see? Alison was just 
acting!! It was all a front! She 
loves me! Not this monk! Not 
Arnold Henerty!! 

The Chief of Police is silently contemplating all this 
information. Donald, overly-excited from the confession,  
wipes his forehead and begins to calm down.

DONALD HAPPERSLY (CONT’D)
So there. That’s it. That’s my 
story. Throw the book at me if 
you like. I don’t care. My wife 
still loves me and that’s all 
that matters. 

INT. POLICE STATION - NIGHT

Matts is still handcuffed. He looks bored now. Arnold and 
Alison are silent, not able to look at each other. 
Detective Blooms is sitting nearby, silent.

WARWICK MATTS
Could I go now? You know I don’t 
have anything more to do with 
this.

DONALD HAPPERSLY (CONT’D)
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Detective Blooms looks at Matts. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
I guess.

WARWICK MATTS
Thank-you. And about time.

Detective Blooms gets up and uncuffs Matts. Matts rubs his 
wrists, stands and walks to the door. Before he exits, he 
looks at Alison.

WARWICK MATTS (CONT’D)
Miss Happersly. Tell Donald I 
still expect payment for my 
services.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Get out, Matts. Now. Go.

Matts reluctantly walks out.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS (CONT’D)
(to Arnold and Alison)

It seems to me that you two, and 
your husband, Miss Happersly, 
have a few things to work out. 

No reply from either Arnold or Alison. Detective Blooms 
looks at Arnold.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS (CONT’D)
Just so you know, we’ve spoken 
with the police that have Donald 
in custody. I don’t like to be 
the one to break this news to you 
Arnold. It seems that they were 
having you on. 

Arnold looks up. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS (CONT’D)
Donald and Alison. It was a set-
up. An act, a front, to extort 
money from your father. 

Arnold looks at Alison. Alison doesn’t look up from the 
floor.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS (CONT’D)
I’m sorry Alison. But Arnold has 
a right to know.

ARNOLD
Is it true?
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ALISON HAPPERSLY
(softly)

Yes, it’s true.

ARNOLD
Was it Donald’s idea? Or yours?

ALISON HAPPERSLY
I wish we could have met under 
different circumstances. I’m 
sorry, Arnold. I’m so sorry. 

Arnold nods sadly, pauses a few moments, stands and walks 
slowly and quietly from the room.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
So, Alison? What will you do from 
here? 

ALISON HAPPERSLY
I don’t know. I’ll probably go to 
Alabama, see what mess silly old 
Donald has got himself into there.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Seems they’re taking it pretty 
seriously. He might be stuck there 
a while.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
I’ve got time.

Detective Blooms nods. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Did it ever get to your conscience? 

ALISON HAPPERSLY
Arnold? 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
How you were treating him. The 
betrayal that was always on the 
cards.

ALISON HAPPERSLY
I feel strange. I suppose, yes, 
it’s guilt. Arnold’s a lovely man. 
I wish I knew him in another life. 
I know we could have been happy.

Detective Blooms phone rings.

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Sorry, Alison, I need to take this. 
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Alison nods herself now, stands and walks slowly and sadly 
from the room. Blooms, when she is gone, picks up the ringing 
phone. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS (CONT’D)
Blooms here.

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - NIGHT

Arnold is trudging down a country track, going back to the 
monastery. He is dejected in spirit.

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - NIGHT

Arnold happens up the devil. The devil is sitting in on a 
fence along the side of the track. Arnold approaches without 
fear.

DEVIL
Well, well, all has been revealed, 
eh? Hee hee hee. That silly broad 
was using you, wasn’t she? 

ARNOLD
If you mean Alison, yes, yes she 
was.

DEVIL
Follow me, Arnold. I can rid you of 
all this suffering and confusion 
and pain.

ARNOLD
You? How? 

DEVIL
I am the devil. I have my own 
kingdom. You can come with me. 
Forget the problems of earthly 
creatures. Forget your own 
problems.

ARNOLD
You want me to joing you? So I can 
be a part of your diabolical plans? 

DEVIL
If you wish. It would be nice to 
have an agent like you doing my 
work for me. Help is always 
appreciated.

ARNOLD
Forget it. I may not be religious, 
but I certainly won’t help the 
devil. 
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DEVIL
Hmm. We could corrupt souls, steal 
people’s goodness and replace it 
with evil. Think of the fun!

ARNOLD
Why do you do it? 

DEVIL
Because I am evil and because I 
can. I am endowed with a power that 
very few have. People are pawns in 
my game. I must win them all.

ARNOLD
Well I won’t play your game. 

DEVIL
Ah! Fool! Don’t be a loser like all 
the rest. Because that’s what 
everyone is who refuses to believe 
in me and my existence. I am the 
only winner in the game I play. No 
one else stands a chance.

ARNOLD
Sorry. 

Arnold walks away, leaving a bewildered devil. 

DEVIL
So be it, Arnold Henerty! We will 
meet again! 

The devil vanishes in a puff of smoke. 

EXT. MONASTERY - MORNING

The next morning. A few monks are out and about in the 
grounds. 

INT. ARNOLD’S ROOM IN MONK’S QUARTERS - MORNING

Arnold is asleep, sprawled across his bed. The bird flies 
down and sits on the windowsill and chirps until Arnold 
wakes up. He sits up. He sees Detective Blooms sitting in 
the chair opposite him. Arnold rubs his eyes.

ARNOLD
Blooms?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
I wanted to have another talk 
with you. In private. 
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ARNOLD
What did you want to say?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Alison seems a nice enough girl.

ARNOLD
Nice enough to try and scam 
millions from my father. To 
pretend she gave a damn about me. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
I know this is all hard for you 
to take. Give it some time. Let 
the wounds heal and you’ll be 
fine.

ARNOLD
She never let on, not for a 
second. All she wanted was some 
rotten evidence that she could 
take to my father. 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Con-artists do that well. Fooling 
you is the basis of their 
operation. 

ARNOLD
Donald maybe, but Alison? How could 
she? 

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
For what it means, I’m sorry. I 
know you liked the girl. 

ARNOLD
What will happen to them?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Donald has his own problems. The 
chief of police in Alabama has 
jurisdiction over Donald. It’ll 
be a long while before anyone 
sees him again. 

ARNOLD
What about Alison? What will she 
do?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Can’t say for sure. Maybe she’ll 
go to see Donald. To see if 
there’s anything she can do to 
help.

A short silence. 
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ARNOLD
Is there anything else you 
wanted?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Yes. I spoke to your father. He’s 
been filled in. That’s all I wanted 
to say.

Detective Blooms stands and walks from the room.

ARNOLD
What happens to Warwick Matts?

DETECTIVE BLOOMS
Matts didn’t know about any of 
it. He thought you were a 
legitimate case. 

Detective Blooms exits. Arnold stands and walks to the 
mirror. He takes a long look at himself. There is a knock at 
the door.

Marcus enters. He walks to the chair next to the bed and 
sits down.

ARNOLD
What’s up?

MARCUS
I heard all about it. I’m sorry 
Arnold.

Arnold shrugs. 

MARCUS (CONT’D)
I hear Warwick Matts was mighty 
angry. When he found out it was 
all a set-up, he said he didn’t 
like being used that way. So, how 
you holding up?

ARNOLD
Better than I thought.

MARCUS
I know you cared for Alison.

ARNOLD
Yeah. I guess I did. But she’s not 
the person I thought she was. 

MARCUS
You’d better get ready. Prayers 
start in ten minutes.

ARNOLD
Back to the grind, eh?
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INT. MONASTERY CHURCH - DAWN

Arnold is kneeling in the monastery church.

Henry and a man in business suit enter through the church 
doors. Henry points to Arnold. The man walks up the side of 
the church, enters the pew where Arnold is kneeling and 
slides across until he is next to Arnold. Arnold looks up 
and sees it is his father, NICHOLAS HENERTY.

ARNOLD
Hi, Dad.

NICHOLAS HENERTY
Arnold.

ARNOLD
How are you?

NICHOLAS HENERTY
It’s quite a story I’ve been 
told.

ARNOLD
How much do you know? Or want to 
know?

NICHOLAS HENERTY
All of it, I think.

ARNOLD
Who filled you in?

NICHOLAS HENERTY
Detective Blooms, Brother Henry, 
and some chief of police in 
Alabama called me as well.

Arnold nods.

ARNOLD
So am I in trouble?

Nicholas looks up at the altar and crucifix.

NICHOLAS HENERTY
No. No, Arnold, you’re not in 
trouble. 

A long silence. They look at the altar and crucifix.

NICHOLAS HENERTY (CONT’D)
Were you fond of her?

ARNOLD
I suppose I was. Yes. Maybe if I 
ever get out of here, I’ll meet 
someone else.
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NICHOLAS HENERTY
Arnold, I think I made a mistake. 
I am your father, but that gives 
me no right to force you into 
something that you don’t want.
Your life, Arnold, is your life. 
No one else’s. I came here to 
tell you that you are free to 
live your life as you want. And I 
will help you where you need 
help.

ARNOLD
Thanks, Dad. That means a lot.

ARNOLD (CONT’D)
Do you feel like taking a walk? 
The countryside is nice at this 
time of day. 

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE OUTSIDE MONASTERY - MORNING

Arnold and Nicholas walk out of the monastery entrance. The 
country is bathed in early morning sunlight.

NICHOLAS HENERTY
So, Arnold, how about you give me 
your version of it all?

ARNOLD
Sure, Dad. I’ll start from the 
beginning. This is how we met . . 
. 

They walk on, the light streaming down upon them. 

Behind them at the distance, walks the young kids, 
giggling, pointing and laughing at Arnold. In their hands, 
they carry some tomatoes.   

                    THE END

Anthony Kirkwood, revised draft, January, 2015
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