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1. INT. CAR - DAY

A minor English country road. AGNEW and A DRIVER cruise slowly up a 
hill towards the gates of Douai Abbey.

2. INT. ART ROOM - DAY

We pan tightly over art materials in an art room: tubes of paint, paper, 
brushes, a tub with scalpels in it. 

3. INT. CAR - DAY

The car pulls into the Abbey grounds. AGNEW points at a building.

AGNEW (V.O.)
There.

4. EXT. ABBEY CHURCH - DAY

The car stops by a YOUNG BOY, about 17, dressed in school uniform who 
has just left the church and is walking to the music room. He carries a 
music satchel.

5. INT. CAR - DAY

AGNEW lowers the car window. The BOY steps closer. He says something, 
points; giving directions. AGNEW studies the BOY’s face. He nods thank 
you.

6. EXT. ABBEY CHURCH - DAY

The BOY walks towards the buildings. AGNEW watches him go, then 
signals to the DRIVER to reverse and park.

7. INT. CAR - DAY

A silence. AGNEW makes conversation.

AGNEW
Why did you get one of these?

DRIVER
Makes a change. Camouflage round here.

A silence.

AGNEW
Give it to me.



The DRIVER passes him a cloth bundle, raising it above the level of the 
dashboard. AGNEW pushes it below.

AGNEW (CONT’D)
Down - what’s the matter?

AGNEW unwraps the bundle in his lap, out of sight. Slips something under 
his coat.

He gets out of the car, leans through the window.

AGNEW (CONT’D)
Twenty minutes. No more.

He steps back.  The DRIVER pulls away as AGNEW turns and moves 
towards the school buildings.

8. INT. SCHOOL CORRIDOR - DAY

A school bell rings loudly. A sunlit corridor, cloister style window alcoves 
on one side. Doors on the other.

9. INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

An empty classroom. GRANT, in a brother’s habit, is collecting student’s 
work. He picks up a crumpled piece of paper from the floor - unfolds it. It’s 
a caricature of him, not badly done.  He snorts softly.

AGNEW closes the door. GRANT turns. One side of his face is pitted with 
old scars. He waits but AGNEW is looking around him.

AGNEW
(sniffs)

Smell that smell. Chalk and the sweat of 
fear. Just the same.

He comes forward slowly.

AGNEW (CONT’D)
Brings it back. Am I right? They’d scare 
the shite out of you, those old brothers.

(smiles)
I was wondering why I felt sick coming in 
here. Do you suppose we ever forget these 
things?

GRANT
I wouldn’t know.
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AGNEW
I didn’t think so.

He comes close to GRANT. Looks him in the eye.

AGNEW (CONT’D)
Do you punish your boys, Major? Use the 
strap or the stick?

GRANT
There’s no need.

AGNEW
No? But you believe in it, don’t you.

GRANT says nothing

AGNEW (CONT’D)
Tell me . . . Tell me, Brother Gregory - isn’t 
that what you call yourself now?

GRANT
Yes.

AGNEW
Do you believe in God’s justice?

GRANT
And his mercy. I do.

AGNEW
I see. The one and the other.

GRANT
There can be no true judgement without 
forgiveness.

AGNEW moves away.

AGNEW
Go on.

GRANT falters, taken by surprise.

GRANT
When a man . . .

He pauses, continues more firmly
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GRANT (CONT’D)
When a person feels such pain that he is 
scooped out, made hollow inside, the urge 
to fill that vacuum is nearly irresistible.

AGNEW
Is that so?

GRANT
Vengeance. Inflicting hurt. It’s difficult not 
to give in to it. But if you can . . . manage 
somehow . . . to leave the hole open . . . If 
you can find the courage to bear your own 
pain and guilt . . .

(quietly, sinply))
God’s grace will enter. It’s true. He can 
forgive us of more than we are able to 
forgive ourselves.

AGNEW
Really? Religion’s a wonder though, isn’t 
it?

(shakes his head)
Never stops amazing you. Like how . . . for 
instance . . . it’s possible for someone . . . to 
imagine he can just wipe his hands. To 
think he can call it quits . . . Just like that. 
As if there was no blame and all it took 
was a couple of Acts of Contrition.

GRANT
No.

AGNEW
It’s more simple with us, I’m afraid. Do you 
see?

(he slides the gun from under 
his coat)

Major? Sorry about that.

10. INT. SCHOOL CORRIDOR - DAY

GRANT walks with AGNEW behind him. They pass a couple of BOYS.

GRANT
Where are we going?

AGNEW
Straight on. I’ll show you.
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11. INT. ART ROOM - DAY

An empty room with oak panelling. Tables covered with art work and 
equipment. GRANT and AGNEW enter. AGNEW closes the door. He guides 
GRANT by the shoulder to the window. He peers out.

AGNEW
Just a minute or two more.

He looks at his watch.

GRANT
It’s been six years. Who sanctioned this?

AGNEW pushes him towards a chair.

AGNEW
Sit and stay quiet.

GRANT
I see. Freelance then?

AGNEW
Shut up.

From somewhere close: singing, a pure boy’s voice. It breaks off. Repeats a 
phase.

AGNEW (CONT’D)
A new life, eh?

GRANT says nothing. AGNEW pulls a chair in front of him, sits down.

AGNEW (CONT’D)
Would you like to know what I think? It’s 
just another uniform, that’s all. You 
haven’t changed, Major. Not really. Do you 
want to know why that is?

He leans forward.

Once you’ve seen the things we’ve seen. - 
done the things we’ve done - it doesn’t go 
away. It’s in your blood, you could say.

He looks at his watch again. Takes a silencer from his pocket, begins to fit 
it to the gun.
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AGNEW (CONT’D)
Well, he was my blood. Sorry, can’t change 
that either . . .

The door opens. A BOY stands in the doorway.

AGNEW turns, lifts the gun.

GRANT
No!

The BOY watches. GRANT has AGNEW gripped from behind. AGNEW’s  
expression changes.  A scalpel protrudes from under his left ear. 

GRANT looks at the BOY.

GRANT (CONT’D)
Go.

The BOY flees. GRANT lowers AGNEW to the floor, still in his embrace.

AGNEW
(trying to speak)

. . . S-s-s . . . f-f-f . . .

He smiles. GRANT lowers his head.

GRANT
Forgive me.

EXT. ABBEY CHURCH - DAY

The DRIVER pulls the car up in front of the building. The BOY runs out. He 
looks around.  

BOY
Hey!

The car accelerates and drives quickly away.

END
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