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INT. ST ROSA LIMA CHURCH - SUNDAY MORNING

A small crowded church - leafy suburbs of Birmingham,
England, PRESENT DAY. Our main character, JONATHAN
FINNEGAN, 15, is sitting with his AUNT DOT, front pew, head
bowed. Aunt Dot in Sunday best, Jonathan, tall for his age,
dressed by Walmarkt. An elderly priest, FATHER HUME,
sweating profusely, giving a passionate sermon.

FATHER HUME
We’'re all sinners! Every man
woman and child! I am a sinner!
Jesus Christ was a sinner!

The congregation stir. Jonathan looks up.

FATHER HUME
He was a sinner because he became
a man. Humans are weak and
greedy. It’s impossible to be
without sin. We have impure and
selfish thoughts and live in a
material world. Even the young
amongst us are already sinners!

He steals a glance at Jonathan, their eyes meet. He
continues; raising his clenched fist in the air.

FATHER HUME
But friends I offer you hope. I
offer you redemption. I offer you
forgiveness. I offer you...

Father Hume suffers a massive heart attack, clutches his
chest, falls to his knee finally THUDDING to the marble
floor. The congregation GASP. He's obviously DEAD. He lies
motionless with his dead eyes open, looking up at Jonathan.

JONATHAN
(loud whisper)
Shit!

Aunt Dot grips Jonathan’s knee.

AUNT DOT
Don’t blaspheme in God’s house.

Grabbing beads from arcund her neck, she kisses a little
crucifix, closes her eyes and quietly recites the rosary

AUNT DOT
Hail Mary, full of grace, the
Lord is with thee....

Jonathan breaks his stare from the dead priest and turns to
Aunt Dot. She’s looking straight ahead as though in a
trance. Some of the congregation have advanced to the altar
but hesitate before entering. Another youth is on a mobile
phone ringing for an ambulance. Those around, give him a
disapproving look for using such a device in church.
Finally MAGDALENE STOWCROFT ventures on to the altar. She
bends down and closes the priest eves.



MAGDATLENE
Dear Lord forgive us all and
accept this great man who has
devoted his life to you.

Her handkerchief is out and dramatically dabbing her eyes.

JONATHAN
Come Aunt Dot, best we leave now.

Jonathan guides Aunt Dot out the church; across the road to
a small park. They sit on a park bench as the SIREN of an
ambulance is heard. The sun is shining on this beautiful
spring day; racial graffiti on a playground roundabout.

EXT. PARK BENCH. MORNING - CONTINUOUS

The park is sparse and neglected. Some youths are throwing
stones at a bottle. Jonathan and Aunt Dot sit in silence.
Aunt Dot has a distant look on her face.

JONATHAN
He was a fine man. Terrifying as
shit but a fine fine man.

AUNT DOT
(muttering)
We’'re alone now.

JONATHAN
Who's alone?

AUNT DOT
Both of us.

She slowly takes his hand and looks directly into his eyes.

AUNT DOT
I love you as if you’'re my own
flesh and blood. It toock a while
to get over my Albert but I don't
know if I have the strength to
carry on anymore. You need to
learn to care for yourself.

Tears roll down Aunt Dot's cheeks. Jonathan looks down not
able to comfort her. In the background Father Hume, in a

body bag, is being lifted into an ambulance. At the front
of the crowd is Magdalene Stowcroft with her handkerchief.

INT. SUBURBAN HOUSE SOMEWHERE IN USA - EVENING
CAPTION - 6 Months earlier: POV: through the eyes of a cat

Black cat meanders down a neat American bible belt street,
crosses a number of tidy manicured lawns before darting
through a cat-flap. The house is in darkness; cat sniffs
around empty bowls for food. It heads towards a door;
pauses outside and meows. Muffled ROCK MUSIC coming from
other side of the door. The cat waits for a reply.



Travelling through the door we see JCOHN ELMER, 40, working
on a computer; rock music playing LOUDLY on expensive hi-

fi. He obviously doesn’t hear the cat, who now turns away

to explore the rest c¢f the house.

We follow the cat through an affluent living room and
dining room into brightly lit corner. A small religious
shrine. We focus in on a hymn sheet as the cat suddenly
jumps up sniffing around for food; in doing so knocks a
candle over, setting the hymn sheet alight, which then
ignites the white cotton tablecloth. Within seconds there
is a roaring fire. The cat springs down, dashing from the
house; into the crisp night. John Elmer continues working.

INT. SUBURBAN HOUSE SOMEWHERE IN USA - BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Fire is raging through Elmer’'s house. Dense smoke rises
upstairs, wafting under bedrocom door. A woman, John Elmer's
wife VICTORIA, is asleep. On the bedside table the digital
clock shows 00:12. Next to it a bottle of sleeping pills
and a glass of water. She coughs.

INT. SUBURBAN HOUSE SOMEWHERE IN USA - BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

CLOSE-UP on an 1iPod, playing ‘Knocking on Heavens door’. A
girl, ALICE 13, has fallen asleep. Smoke washes over the
iPod. She suddenly wakes up, realizing there’s a fire.
Jumping out of bed she screams for her parents; rushing
through the door is faced with a wall of flames. Falling to
her knees coughing and spluttering she crawls to her
parent's bedroom. Smoke and falling timbers all around. Her
nightshirt catches fire. GASPING for breath she reaches her
parents room; the door swings opens and her arm falls on
the floor. CLOSE-UP on her hand as it trembles for a few
seconds and then goes limp. ILOUD noises of the fire.

EXT. A MOTORWAY SOMEWHERE IN ENGLAND, 1979 - DAY
Caption - 30 years earlier:

NO SOUNDTRACK. SILENCE. CLOSE-UP of a foreign lorry number
plate, a vehicle inspection sticker dated 1979; the lorry
is stationary. Moving from behind the lorry, towards the
drivers cab we realise it’'s been in an accident. We see
twisted metal, some with bloodstains.

FADE-IN chaotic SOUNDS of accident aftermath. Firemen using
large metal cutters extricating a dead bloodied couple from
the carnage. Their car is destroyed beyond recognition. A
Lorry driver's body already covered with a sheet, lies on
the tarmac. There is a bloody hole gaping from the lorry
windscreen. A fireman turns back to a female paramedic
shaking his head, showing thumbs down. As she bows her head
and turns, we SCAN back across the road and see that the
lorry has ploughed through the central reservation, onto
the wrong side of the motorway. Returning to her ambulance
she turns SIREN and FLASHING light off. Seconds later the
sound of the angle grinder SCREECHING on wreckage stops. An
eerie silence. The silence is broken by a baby crying.



4.

The female paramedic sprints to the car wreck, dives into
the back seat, emerges with a baby in swaddling clothes. A
male paramedic joins her. He looks at the label on the
babies arm.

MALE PARAMEDIC
A new born. According to this
she’s only 4 days old.

FEMALE PARAMEDIC
What’'s her name?

MATE PARAMEDIC
Johnson. Katrina Johnson.

The female paramedics looks down at the baby who has now
stopped crying and is smiling up at her.

FEMALE PARAMEDIC
What world have you come into
Katrina? May God help you.

Tear in the paramedic’s eye; she carries the baby to the
ambulance. We rise to a bird's-eye view of the accident,
see people managing the huge traffic jam. We follow the
ambulance carrying Xatrina as it pulls away, skirts around
the dead lorry; speeding off down the empty motorway ahead.
The FLASHING light comes on as it disappears out of view.

INT. CHURCH OF ST ROSA LIMA TWO WEEKS LATER. SUNDAY MORNING

Crowded church. Everyone dressed in black; there’s a BUZZ
of expectation. A nervous man, FATHER BRENDAN, 31, shuffles
onto the altar. The mass become silent. He has shoulder
length scruffy curly hair, a stubbly beard and loocks
disheveled in his casscck. He’'s wearing trainers.

FATHER BRENDAN
Good morning. My name is Father
Brendan, your new parish priest.

We hear MURMURS. Magdalene Stowcroft looks miffed.

FATHER BRENDAN
Today we start a new chapter in
our lives. This is my first
commission and I am your first
new priest in 60 years. I will
not try to replace or compete
with Father Hume. I understand he
was very special.

He coughs, feeling the pressure of many eyes upon him.

FATHER BRENDAN
Life moves on and I am here to
continue the work of our Lord
Jesus Christ, who like Father
Hume, died trying to redeem us.
(MORE)



FATHER BRENDAN (cont'd)
I look forward to the passion and
support you have afforded this
parish for many years. (beat)
Let us pray.

His words drift into the high vaults of the church;
Jonathan is smiling, in the front row. Alone. Magdalene
Stowcroft sulks out of church in protest. Others follow.

INT. FINNEGAN HOUSEHOLD - SUNDAY NOON

A simple semi-detached house on a Birmingham council
estate. Inside we see the modest furnishings of working-
class family. Upstairs CALLUM FINNEGAN, 35, burly Irishman
in y-fronts, is shaving in front of the mirror, screaming a
conversation with his wife, SARAH, who is making the beds.

CALLUM
I don't give a fuck how much
she’'s done for him, I ain't
paying for it. I can barely pay
for the food on our table.

SARAH
Yeah, but you can always afford a
drink with your mates.

CALLUM
That’'s only once a week.

SARAH
Sunday’s supposed to be a family
day, where families do things
together. You don’'t even go to
church with Jonathan anymore.

CALLUM
That’s the only thing she’s been
good for. Getting that miserable
sod out of the house on Sunday’s.
But it don’t mean I have to pay
for the old bat to live in a
luxury care home.

He finishes shaving, throws on a shirt and strides into the
bedroom without his trousers on.

CALLUM
Where’'s my red tie?
SARAH
In the drawer where your slave

put it.
Sarah points at the drawer and stands to face him.
SARAH
She’s on her own. The church was
all she had. The shock nearly
killed her.

Callum slips on his trousers and squares up to Sarah.



CALLUM
Carry on like this and you’ll be
on your own. I ain’'t the bloody
Samaritans.

SARAH
Typical. Threatening to leave
‘cos you have to think about
somebody else instead of you?

Callum moves up close and personal trying to intimidate.

CALLUM
If I'd known you’d be such a
bitch I’d never have married you.

Sarah steps back, crosses her arms. standing in defiance,
ready for a fight.

SARAH
Then you shouldn’t have fucked me

CALLUM
Believe me I regret I didn’t make
you have an abortion. I never
wanted him. You and that kid have
made my life a misery.

Sarah tries not to crumble as Callum fastens his tie.

SARAH
He’'s a good kid. He’s just a bit
lost. He'll get over it.

CALLUM
Lost? He never had anything worth
losing. He’s a waste of space.

Callum grabs his coat and nearly knocks Jonathan over,
who’s been standing in the doorway for a few minutes.
Callum realises he’s been listening but won’'t back down.

CALLUM
(pointing his finger)
And you can shut the fuck up!

Callum squeezes past, runs down the stairs, SLAMMING out
the front door. Sarah wipes her tears quickly as she see’'s
Jonathan standing in the doorway, head bowed.

SARAH
He don’'t mean it Jon. He's had a
bad week at work. He’ll be fine
once he’s calmed down and had a
drink with his friends.

JONATHAN
You mean when he comes back drunk
and gives you another black eye?

Sarah moves up to Jonathan and hugs him tight, letting all
her tears out. He can’'t bring himself to hug her back.



INT. FINNEGAN HOUSEHOLD. ONE HOUR LATER

Calm has returned to the house. Jonathan is having a cup of
tea in the kitchen with his mum. They haven’'t talked much.

SARAH
So have you spoken with that
careers officer at school?

JONATHAN
Yeah.

SARAH
So you any idea what your gonna
do when you leave school?

JONATHAN
No idea. Don’'t really care as
long as I can get away from him.

SARAH
What and leave your mum alone?

Jonathan doesn’t answer. There’s a silence. He scratches
dirt off the kitchen table, she gazes outside. He gets up.

JONATHAN
I need some fresh air. I'm going
for a walk.

Sarah breaks her train of thought and looks at him.

SARAH
That’s a good idea. I’'1ll get a
coat.

JONATHAN

No mum I want to be on my own.

SARAH
You're always on your own. Don't
you want to be with your mum?

JONATHAN
It’s not that. We have never been
able to talk to each other.

Sarah looks down at her shoes, holding back the tears.

JONATHAN
Aunt Dot’s the only one who
understands me. Now she’s giving
up on life, I need to think for
myself.

Sarah goes to say something, nothing comes out. Jonathan
leaves the house. She kicks a chair over.



INT. CHURCH OF ST. ROSA L.TMA - CRYPT. AFTERNOON

Jonathan is sauntering around the crypt at St. Rose of
Lima's church. Walking amongst old pews and stone carvings,
flicking dust here and there, talking to himself.

JONATHAN
So Jesus did you get on with your
father? Was he a shit like mine?
Did he beat up your mum? Come to
think of it your mum was a
virgin. So who’'s your father
anyway? What’'s all that about?

He dribbles a ball of paper around the floor, like a
football. He goes to kick it through a doorway, but
suddenly FREEZES. At the foot of the doorway we see the
bare feet of a stranger.

INT. A BEDROOM IN MENTAT. HOSPITAT.. DAY

Aunt Dot lying in a hospital bed, holding a photo of her
late husband ALBERT. Talking to the picture.

AUNT DOT
I miss you so much Albert. It’'s
been too long. I think it’s time
I joined you in heaven.

Aunt Dot hugs the photograph and closes her eyes. She looks
serenely happy as we zoom out from her; through the
hospital window to a breathtaking sunset.

INT. STOWCROFT HOUSEHOLD - DAY

The St. Rose of Lima church committee are having tea at
Magdalene Stowcroft's house. A picture of Magdalene and
Father Hume on the mantelpiece. The chairs have arm
protectors and everybody is in stocking feet.

MAGDALENE
Did you see the state of him? It
looked 1like he hadn’'t washed in a
week.

JIM BREWER
The sermon was a bit shabby to.
What was all that about the
church being out of date?

GAIL BRIDGES
I understood him when he talked
about vinyl but an MP player?

PHITL. TURNER
It’'s an mp3 player. It’s the new
way to play music. I just bought
our Julia one for her birthday.



MAGDATLENE
Well I'm not impressed. We
deserve an experienced priest, to
replace Father Hume. Somebody we
can respect.

PHIL TURNER
That was only his third mass;
he’s bound to still be nervous.
We should give him a chance.

MAGDALENE
And let him settle in? We could
end up with him for years. We
need a man of substance. How can
we hold our heads high knowing
St. Bridget’s have gotten Father
John and we have Father Brian.

PHIL TURNER
(muttering to himself)
Father Brendan.

Almost in unison they all take a sip of their tea.

INT. CHURCH OF S8T. ROSA LIMA CRYPT. CONTINUOUS

Jonathan stares at the bare feet in the doorway. Slowly
looking up he sees Father Brendan.

JONATHAN
Sorry Father I didn’'t know you
were there.

FATHER BRENDAN
That’s not a problem.

JONATHAN
Maybe I had better go.

FATHER BRENDAN
Not all, you’ve only Jjust gotten
here. I saw you climb in through
the window.

JONATHAN
That window has been loose for
years. I'm sorry Father. It won’t
happen again.

FATHER BRENDAN
Nonsense boy, you can come here
as often as you like.

Jonathan’'s stuck for words. Father Brendan breaks the
silence by moving forward hand outstretched.

FATHER BRENDAN
I'm Father Brendan O’'Reilly.


































































