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EXT. ASHBOURNE -- DAY

The cold streets of Ashbourne. The historic mddle of the
l[ittle town. A huge crowd has congregated in the square.
Steamis rising fromtheir heads. Al face ...

A PODI UM erected at one side of the square. Sonebody official
| ooki ng, probably THE MAYOR, is speaking to the crowd.

MAYCR
...stay ou' of churchyards and fer
the last time, would everybody pl ease
try not to destroy any nore property.
The future o' tha' great gane's in
yer hands. Any nore conplaints and
we're going to ...

Nobody pays attention. They're nore concerned with the other
side: Upp'ards and Down' Ards. Sone deep-rooted feuds here.

One side: Brent and Dorsett and friends. Eye-balling Billy
and his gang across the way.

DALTON
I wonder when Tyler's going to show

up.
Billy slaps himon the forehead.

DALTON ( CONT' D)
Quhwi  VWha' the ..

BI LLY
Tha' fuckin' bastard' s gone. Of he
went, back to fuckin' Texas.

DALTON
| don't know He said he'll be here.

BILLY
Don't make nme hit yeh again. Tha
cunt's probably sittin' posh in first
class right now, gettin' a pint and
a hand job fromthe stewardess.

I NT. AIRPORT SECURITY OFFI CE -- DAY

No pint. No hand job. Just the opposite: burly Security
officers face off against Tyler.

The biggest one | ooks Tyler's passport over. Checks with
his coll eagues. They all nod.

SECURI TY OFFI CER
Arigh'.

He hands Tyl er his passport.
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SECURI TY OFFI CER ( CONT' D)
Jus' a bit of advice fer yeh: don't
get on a plane jus' to tear-arse out
o It two mnutes later. These days,
tha' kind o' shite nakes people very
ner vous.

TYLER
What about ny | uggage?

Through the w ndow, behind the officer, a plane's roaring
into the grey sky.

SECURI TY OFFI CER
Thanks to yeh, it's a bit late going
to Dall as.

EXT. ASHBOURNE -- DAY

The crowd in the market square m ght have gotten bigger.
It's packed with people. And everybody is singing ..

EVERBODY _
... and ever give us cause to sing
with heart and Voice ...

The Mayor at the podiumis holding a |large, colorful ball up
inthe air. Mre CHEERS! LOUDER SI NG NG

EVERBCODY ( CONT' D)
god save the queen!

The | ast word barely out, the Mayor wi nds up and throws out

the ball. 1t arches through the air until
... Max, alnost thrown by Billy, reaches higher then anybody
el se, stretches and ... just barely tips the ball.

W LBER

OH FUUU. . NNY BUSI NESS!

The ball bounces up, then |ands in sonmebody el se's hands.
| medi ately, the mob is on him A mass of people, pushing,
jostling, yelling. Packed so tight that nothing is noving.

Billy pulls Max to his feet.

BI LLY
Alnost mate. Now let's get it.

MAX
Fuckin' ey.

MAX/ BI LLY

Max and Billy charge the crowd and di sappear in the pack.

Dalton's |eft behind. Hands in his pockets, cigarette
dangling fromhis nouth. He's standing with the rest of the
stragglers. The undeci ded.
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DALTON
I"mover '"ere then. Righ'. Wenever
yeh get it ou' o' there.

OFF TO THE SI DE

Dewhur st stands on hi gher ground. Measuring the progress of
the game. Bickerstaff's next to him

Bl CKERSTAFF
Back in nme days, |'d have scored
twi ce over already.
(yells at crowd)
Gt novin' yeh ingrates!

Dewhur st scans the crowd.

DEVWHURST
No sign o' tha' bl oody yank.

He rubs his hands together. Not just fromthe cold.
Bl CKERSTAFF
G and. |'ve seen enough Lonergan to
last me lifetine.
I NT. GOODWYNN' S CAR -- DAY

The hi gh whine of Goodwynn's car at full speed. Wich his
half of a real car. But Goodwynn's giving his best of 'petal

to the netal'. Tyler's riding next to him
TYLER
Thanks Goodwynn. | know what this
nmeans.

Goodwynn wi nks at Tyl er.

GOODWYNN
No worries mate. |'mnot the biggest
fan of nme boss either.

EXT. ASHBOURNE -- DAY

The nmob has noved on. It's shifting down the road, slans
into house walls like sone blind animal, but it's noving.

Arns are thrashing, an occasional |eg sticks out, then
somebody is spit out, bleeding fromsone wound, but goes
right back into the fray, nore determ ned then ever.
What fun.

But sonething's happening. The shouts get |ouder. The pack
of people noves faster, loser, nore frantic. And suddenly:

BRENT BREAKS FREE! Clutching the ball to his chest. A great
ROAR!

EVERBCDY
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And the rabble is after Brent. He's dodging people |eft and
right. Quick side steps. The race is on!

Brent seens to have a clear path to the river. Everybody's
behind him He can snell the ... what the fuck? Sonebody
stepped into the road. Not just sonebody:

TYLER!

VO CE (O S.)
It's the bl oody yank!

Brent, now | ooking hateful, charges wi th newfound energy.
Tyl er gets ready. Arnms out. Legs running in place.

BRENT
Qut o' nme way yeh bastard!

TYLER
Cone and get it!

Brent steps it up. Tyler starts to run backwards.

BRENT
QU O M FUCKIN WAY

He fakes left, runs right. A nost gets by Tyler. But Tyler's
too fast. Adjusts too well. He drills Brent with a beautiful
bread and butter tackle ...

VWHAM  Ri ght between the nunbers. SLAM Brent hits the
ground. The ball rolls off into the gutter.

The nob behind them both stops dead in their tracks. Silence
hangs over the street. Heavy breathing. Steamrising from
heat ed bodi es.

VO CE (O S.)
He can't do tha'!

BILLY (O S.)
Says who?

Billy pushes his way through the nob.

BILLY (O S.) (CONT' D)
Wul d yeh fuckin' nove?

He finally breaks free.

BI LLY ( CONT' D)
Wiy can't he do tha'?

BRENT
Because he's a feckin' yank! He
doesn't bel ong here.

Brent spits sone blood on the street. Struggles to his feet,
ignoring Tyler's outstretched hand.



BRENT ( CONT' D)
He's not one o' us.

BILLY
Is tha' why ye've been givin' him
hell all this week? Look a' him
He's a fuckin' Lonergan if | ever
saw one.

TYLER
Logan.

BI LLY
Now s the time to shut it!

Tyl er holds up his hands. Alright. Quiet it is.

BI LLY ( CONT' D)
It doesn't matter where he |ives
righ" now He's got his roots righ
here. He bl oody owns a house jus’
down the street

DEVHURST
Not fer |ong.

He's wal king up slowy, Bickerstaff in tow

BI LLY
Well we'll see abou' that. Nothin's
been deci ded yet so take yer scarecrow
and scutter off. Let the real nen

pl ay.
Sone agreeable nmunbling fromthe crowd.

BI LLY ( CONT' D)
Lonergan's been ﬁlayin' here fer as
far as any of yeh bastards can

remenber.
VO CE (O S.)
Nobody wants to renenber tha'.
BI LLY
| saw yeh. You'll git yer's later.

But fer now, anKbody who's willing
to get his teeth kicked in fer a

bl oody ball should be allowed to do
jus' tha'.

RIGHT! Ohers say NOI SO Discordant munbli ng.
BRENT

I's tha' jus' another one of yer
upp'ard tricks?

Inciting words. Upp'ards don't like it. Down' Ards junp on
it. Quickly, the atnosphere heats up. Shouting ensues.
Shovi ng. Sonebody's about to throw a punch when ..
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BILLY
Q! HEY! YEH FUCKTARDS! Save tha
fer the gane!

A monent of silence. Indecision hangs in the air. Until:
W LBER
Oh fuuu...udge it. |If he wants a

bl oody nose, let himhave it. But
let's git on withit.

EVERBODY
YEAH!
The nmob redistributes itself. Oients itself. An inpronptu
center energes around the ball. Tyler pats Billy on the
back.
TYLER
Thanks mate.
BILLY
Good to have yeh back. Jus' don't

fuck it up.

He wi nks at Tyler. But sonething catches Tyler's eye:
There's Annie. He pushes his way towards her.

BI LLY ( CONT' D)
Tha's exactly wha' | nmean yeh cunt.

But Tyler's gone.

TYLER

H yah Annie.
ANNI E

Oh. H. Ddn't see yeh there.
TYLER

Real | y? That whole |Iynch nob thing
ran past you?

ANNI E
Yes. So. Shouldn't you be back
with yer wfe?

TYLER
VWhat ? \What wife?

ANNI E
Oh don't yeh play stupid with ne. |
know all abou’ yer little Lonergan
ganes.

TYLER
What are you talking ...
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ANNI E
| can't believe | alnost fell fer
it. Muybe it's better to stick with
what yeh know.

TYLER
But Annie ...

All of a sudden, there's Brent next to Annie.

BRENT
Piss of to yer side, wll yeh?

TYLER
You want to kiss the pavenent again?

BRENT
Come on Anni e.

He | eads her away. She lets him

TYLER
But Annie ... Annie! | ... Anniel

She | ooks back briefly, but then she's swallowed by the throng
of peopl e.

TYLER ( CONT' D)
I"'min |love with you

A Passersby glowers at Tyl er.

TYLER ( CONT' D)
No no, | wasn't

PASSERSBY
Feckin' sausage | ockey.

Shaking his head, he | eaves a bewi ldered Tyler standing in
the mddle of the street.

EXT. ASHBOURNE -- MOMENTS LATER

An intersection. Mre roomfor the nob to gather. The pack
of people rings around sonebody hol ding the ball up.

Anti ci pation.

The man throws the ball high in the air! The nmob ...
EVERBCODY

... surges forward. Like an inplosion, everybody pushes

towards the center. Tyler's caught in the current and ripped

along. Swinmmng with the pack, he spots ...

ANNI E, standing on sone steps. Pretending not to see him

TYLER
Annie!  ANNIE! RIGHT HERE
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I's she [ ooking his way?
TYLER ( CONT' D)
| don't have a wife. Do you hear
me? Never had one. It's not true.
Now she's definitely | ooking his way.

TYLER ( CONT' D)
Did you hear nre? No wife. | swear!

Annie's noving her lips, but nothing. The crowd's too | oud.
Tyler tries to stay upright and not get tranpled. One |ast
ook at Annie ... 1s she smling? She's smling. At him
He dives forward with new found energy.

Again, there's a big pile-up of people, everybody shoving
this way and that so that in the end, nobody goes anywhere.

INT. PUB -- DAY

One of the many pubs all throughout Ashbourne. It's packed.
Standing roomonly. Pints are handed overhead, spilled on
peopl e, drunk as fast as liquids can pour down throats. And

that's pretty fast.

VOCE (O S.)
Q! Here they cone!

And sure enough:

Qut si de, the pack of players pushes, shoves, punches it's
way past the wi ndows. Sone inside the pub try to join the
fray, but they don't go far. |It's too crowded. Most people
just continue wth their business: drinking.

Wth nuch hollering and cursing, the nob of players waltzes
past the wi ndows and is out of sight.

Until, onIK a few nonents later, they holler, curse, fight,
stanpede the other way. Such is shrovetide.

EXT. ASHBOURNE -- DAY

On a street not too far fromthe pack of players. The
occasi onal bl oodi ed pl ayer staggers in or out of the gane.

Annie is wal king with her gaggle of girlfriends. They
| ei surely keep pace with the progress of the gamne.

G RLFRI END
G own men. Actin' like the pillocks
t hey are.
A young man, full of eagerness, runs by them Nods.

YOUNG MAN
Ladi es.

And he breaks out running, charging the fray.
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YOUNG MAN ( CONT' D)

AAAAAHHHHH! ! 1!
A RLFRI END
| needn't say nore.
ANNI E

Do you believe hinf
The other Grlfriend chines in.

G RLFRI END 2
If they don't talk with their cock,
men lie. Tha's a fact.

A RLFRI END
An' sone are bigger liars then others.

They | augh.

G RLFRI END 2
Now really Annie. |'msorry, but
tha' bl oody yank's jus' the sane
sorry SPi nel ess support systemfer a

wanger |ike all the others.
ANNI E

He seened different though.
G RLFRI END 2

Yeah. He had all his teeth.

They stroll by Dewhurst and Bickerstaff, craning their necks,
eagerly follow ng the gane.

G RLFRI END
And then there's the flightless birds.
DEVHURST
Look at tha'. It's the trollop
bri gade.
G RLFRI END 2
Up yours.
G RLFRI END

Is it true tha' yank bet his house
on the game?

DEVHURST
If yeh need to know. he did. Not
tha | wish fer it, but if yeh
Down' Ards win, | do too. A bit of a
pickle fer nmeself | admt.

G RLFRI END 2
Exactly wha' | was nost interested
in: the noral dilenm of Dewhur st
t he second.



DEVHURST
Thi rd.

G RLFRI END 2
VWha' ever.

G RLFRI END

Cheerioh fellas. And try not to
snuff it today.

They | eave the ol d nen behi nd.

G RLFRI END 2
Tha' Kank o' yours sure's a bit off
his chunp, ain't he?

ANNI E
| don't know wha' to think anynore.
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