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“Beginnings”

TEASER

FADE IN.

1. EXT. DAY – FOREST, HORDALAND COUNTY, NORWAY


OCTOBER 2007.

It is a late autumn afternoon. A light breeze rushes through a great forest, alive with nature. Tall trees shed their leaves and a carpet of red, orange and green covers the forest floor.

In a large clearing stands a group of eight people in a circle. They are clothed in white and gold robes, with hoods. Most appear to be elderly but stand upright and fixed. A young girl stands, eyes shut, in the centre of the circle. An ELDERLY WOMAN stands nearby.





WOMAN #1

(IN ANCIENT NORDIC WITH SUBTITLES)




We call upon you,

Great Spirit now decree,

Protection unto our child,

Chosen by thee!

The group chant the same verse in unison. The girl stands perfectly still and calm in the centre of the circle. But there is an air of tension and urgency about the others.





WOMAN #1

(IN ANCIENT NORDIC WITH SUBTITLES)



The Quickening begins, 

The time to fulfil,

Empower and send forth

By thy will!

Again, the group chants the same verse. Six different birds are squaking and flying around erratically nearby. They include an eagle, lark, warbler, owl, crow and falcon.






MAN #1





(IN ANCIENT NORDIC WITH SUBTITLES)




Six unite, the Circle be -

The six birds fly into the circle and begin to land around the girl, who remains motionless.

MAN #1 cont.

(IN ANCIENT NORDIC WITH SUBTITLES)

By energies of Akasha, 

We now decree! 

A disturbance of some sort is heard in the distance. Some members of the circle are jolted and seem agitated. The ELDERLY WOMAN, observing, looks behind her into the forest.






ELDERLY WOMAN





(IN NORWEGIAN WITH SUBTITLES)




She is coming!





MAN #1




(IN ANCIENT NORDIC WITH SUBTITLES)



The time is now,

So mote it be!






GROUP




(IN ANCIENT NORDIC WITH SUBTITLES)



The time is now

So mote it be!

The group raise their hands in unison, each holding something…herbs, crystals, while they continue chanting. A strong wind begins to pick up, rustling leaves and trees. 

WOMAN #1

(IN ANCIENT NORDIC WITH SUBTITLES)




Our thanks, Great Spirit,




And may we be held in unison,

now and forever.

The group toss their offerings into the circle. The six birds disperse and fly in different directions. As the wind becomes stronger, the girl opens her eyes suddenly, looking heavenward, as if filled with an invisible energy.






ELDERLY WOMAN





(IN NORWEGIAN WITH SUBTITLES)




Invoke the blessings!

The ominous disturbance is heard again, closer this time. The circle holds its place, as thunder sounds overhead and the wind howls.






MAN #1




Al-gez! Aa-waz!

GROUP

Al-gez! Aa-waz! 

Al-gez! Aa-waz!

Thunder and lightning strike overhead, the wind now ferocious. The ELDERLY WOMAN braces herself. As the group chants a bolt of lightning suddenly strikes the circle directly above the girl. But it rebounds, as if bouncing off an invisible force field, unable to harm anyone. 

GROUP




AL-GEZ! AA-WAZ!

The group breaks apart and the forest is suddenly plunged into silence, the freak storm over. The people flee hurriedly. MAN#1 and WOMAN#1 approach the girl, along with the ELDERLY WOMAN who grasps the girl tightly.

ELDERLY WOMAN

(IN NORWEGIAN WITH SUBTITLES) 



Freja! We must go. Now!

FREJA nods once, slowly, clearly shaken but her expression unwavering. WOMAN #1 places a firm hand on her shoulder. She seems very emotional.






WOMAN #1





(IN NORWEGIAN WITH SUBTITLES)




Remember Freja, the power 

is forever within you.

WOMAN #1 hugs her tightly but briefly.



MAN #1

(IN NORWEGIAN WITH SUBTITLES)

Be brave. This is your time.

FREJA nods and smiles weakly, embracing MAN#1. He turns to the ELDERLY WOMAN.

MAN #1

(IN NORWEGIAN WITH SUBTITLES)

Take her to Ireland. Hurry!

The ELDERLY WOMAN urges FREJA on and they begin to hurry off through the forest. She glances back at her parents, as they watch her leave.

FADE OUT.

END OF TEASER.
OPENING CREDITS.

ACT ONE

FADE IN.

2. EXT. DAY – BELFAST CITY, NORTHERN IRELAND

JANUARY 2008.

SERIES OF SHOTS:

A) Aerial view of BELFAST city

B) Panoramic view of Cavehill

C) Inner-city buildings and busy streets

3. EXT. DAY - SCHOOL GROUNDS

Three boys drag JOEL SERVICE into a deserted lane by a large building. It is difficult to see what is happening in the scuffle. The tallest boy grabs the fourth boy and throws him up against a wall.

JOEL

(MUFFLED) 

Get off! 

He pushes BOY #1 back as he stumbles and falls.






JOEL (CONT’D) 

Leave me alone, will 

you…

He grabs his bag from the ground and jumps up. He is quite tall and slim. BOY #1 is about the same height but of a bigger build, with a slight southern Irish accent. He punches JOEL in the stomach.

BOY #1

I don’t think so, freak.

JOEL doubles over with pain, as BOY #1 shoves him hard to the ground. His bag is flung open, some books, a laptop and a hand-held electronic device skidding out across the ground. The three boys laugh.

BOY #2





(LAUGHS)

Look at all his gay books!

Ooh, astrology! 

BOY #1 stomps towards him, his expression turning sour, while the other two jeer him on.

BOY #1

Just what kind of a freak

are you?

The two boys move closer, all three now standing menacingly over JOEL.

BOY #2

A fruity one.

BOY #3

Yeah, Joel Service, fruity

freak!



BOY #2

Yeah, I know what he likes

to service.

BOY #2 and BOY #3 laugh but BOY#1 ignores their comments. He frowns, breathing fast and heavily, glancing nervously at his belongings.

JOEL

(MUMBLES) 

Idiots.

BOY #1

(SURPRISED)

What? What did you just

say?

BOY #1 reaches down and pulls him up by his shirt.  JOEL winces, as the others watch on. Suddenly, a voice from behind…

CAT (O.S.) 

Why don’t you three just

leave him alone for a 

change?

The three boys spin around. BOY #1 is still holding JOEL by his shirt. A fairly small but robust looking girl, about their age, stands before them, fists clenched by her sides. 

BOY #2 

Oh look who it is. The 

wannabe girlfriend to the

rescue - again!

(TO JOEL)

Why don’t you fight your

own battles? Huh?

CAT

(GRAVELY)

Get off him. NOW!

She marches towards them fearlessly. BOY #3 backs away, seemingly scared, while BOY #2 smirks.  BOY #1 grits his teeth and releases JOEL, standing up straight to stare down at her, as she comes to a halt before him.

BOY #1





(SMIRKS)

Listen, love, butt out

or else...

CAT 

Or else what, Sol, you'll

hit me? I don’t think so.

BOY #1

(SNIGGERS)

Don’t tempt me, midget.

Her eyes narrow and she places her hands firmly on her hips, taking a deep breath. There seems to be a sarcastic repartee between the two. JOEL scrambles to his feet.

JOEL

Don’t touch her...

BOY #1 spins around suddenly, swinging a fist to punch JOEL. CAT instantly grasps a locket around her neck.

CAT

(WHISPERS) 

Fearn-Tinne!

BOY #1 yanks his fist back suddenly.

BOY #1

(WINCING)

Ah!

He swears under his breath and grabs his fist. He turns to her angrily but she holds her stance, raising her eyebrows suggestively.

BOY #1

(CONFUSED)

What the...

The other two boys back off, as she glances at them with an impish grin. JOEL moves cautiously to gather his belongings, as BOY #1 retreats.

BOY #1





(ANNOYED)

Freaks!

(SHOUTS)

Bloody freaks!

JOEL moves quickly over to her.

JOEL





(SOFTLY)

Thanks Cat.

CAT

(SMILES) 

Anytime babes.

BOY #1

Aye, whatever! This isn’t 

Over, you hear me? 

BOY #3

(MUTTERS)

Why didn’t you just hit

him?

CAT

(SHOUTS)

Just what is it you want

from us, Sol? Can you not 

get a life of your own 

instead of interfering with

ours all the time?

BOY #1





(SHOUTS)

Whatever! I know whatyou are 

and I’ll prove it!Then 

everyone'll know!

JOEL





(FEEBLY)

You know nothing!

BOY #1 stops abruptly and takes a step back towards him. JOEL flinches.

BOY #1





(SHOUTS)

Yeah, that's right, back

away! 

He turns back to his friends and they begin walking away.

BOY #1

(SHOUTS)

You can’t hide forever! 

CAT and JOEL stand side-by-side, watching him.

CAT

What’s his problem? 

Seriously? 

JOEL





(UPSET)

First week back and they’re

already starting on me.

CAT




Well, at least it’s Friday.

He shrugs, upset. She continues to watch the boys, shaking her head. He looks down at his torn shirt and she lends a hand by taking his bag.

CAT

You know, Joel, there are 

certain ways of… protecting

yourself. ‘Cause I know 

you're not into the whole

aggressive-fighting thing...
JOEL

Look, no, Cat…thanks.

(SIGHS)

I just…I don’t want to have

to rely on that, you know?

She looks down. He stops fussing over his torn shirt and looks at her, smiling gently.

JOEL

But I think it's great that 

you can…do that stuff.

I just don’t think it's for

me. I’ll stick to astrology

for now.

CAT

(DISAPPOINTED)

I know.

They link arms and begin walking towards a cluster of buildings.

JOEL

(MOANS)

Back to class, I suppose. I 

hate English, not the subject

JOEL (CONT’D)


CAT

Just the class.

Just the class.

CAT

(LAUGHS)

I know!

They both smile. 

CAT

I’m sorry it has to be so 

tough on you. But there’s 

a reason, right, a method to 

the madness?

JOEL

Yeah, something like that.

She nods and they continue walking.

JOEL





(CONT’D)

So...what did you use 

anyway? 

She glances at him and smirks, pulling a locket out from under her shirt. It is a stone with a strange symbol carved on it. 

JOEL

(SMILES)

Of course.

She laughs shoves him playfully, then pulls him back, as they stumble along clutching arms. 

4. INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

CAT sits in the far corner of a bright classroom, looking rather fed up as she taps randomly on her laptop. The teacher, a young woman, stands before the class speaking in French.

MS. FLETCHER





(IN FRENCH)

…and I trust you all 

finished your essays over

the Christmas break?

There are a few mumbles from around the classroom.

MS. FLETCHER

(IN FRENCH)

Good! Well I’m looking

forward to reading them. 

Now, I believe we have a new

student with us today?

MS. FLETCHER smiles at FREJA, who is sitting at the front of the classroom. 

MS. FLETCHER 

(CONT’D)

Fr-Fray-ja?

FREJA stands up with poise, her long blonde hair almost glowing in the sun. The class falls silent.

FREJA

It is pronounced Fray-a,

Ms. Fletcher.

(IN FRENCH)

It is Scandanavian, I am 

originally from Norway.

MS. FLETCHER

(IN FRENCH)

Ah, excellent, Freja! 

Perhaps you could introduce

yourself to the class?

SOL glares at her, unimpressed. FREJA turns to face the class.

FREJA

(IN FRENCH)

Of course. My name is Freja

Freland. I am Norway and 

moved to Ireland recently, 

with family. I like music

and travelling and I also 

enjoy mysticism and the 

supernatural.

CAT freezes and then stares up at her. SOL rolls his eyes.

MS. FLETCHER

(IN FRENCH)

Ah, yes, well...very 

interesting, Freja. Thank 

you.

SOL

(MUTTERS)

Freak.



FREJA


(IN FRENCH)

Actually, it’s ‘freak’.

He looks surprised that she heard him and grimaces. She then looks at CAT and smiles before sitting down. CAT looks away, a little confused.

5. INT. SCHOOL HALL - DAY

SOL pushes past CAT and knocks her bag from her shoulder.






SOL




Out of the way, freakette!

CAT

(SCOWLS)

Whatever!

She pulls her bag up over her shoulder again, as FREJA walks up behind her.

FREJA

I take it he enjoys causing

trouble?

CAT turns, her eyes widening.

CAT

Oh, hi. Em...

(GLANCING BACK)

No, Sol's just – you know, 

he likes to think he rules

the school or something.

FREJA

Ah, yes, I know the type. 

It will not last.

CAT





(CURIOUS)

What makes you say that?

FREJA





(ASSURINGLY)

Trust me.

She nods slowly, intrigued. They start walking down the hallway together.

CAT

I’m Cat by the way, well,

Catherine but most people

call me Cat.

FREJA

Yes, I remember from class.

CAT

Oh, right, yeah.

(LAUGHS)

And you're Freja.

FREJA

Ah, good pronunciation. 

CAT

(LAUGHS)

Thanks! You’re English isn’t 

too bad either – or your 

French for that matter! How 

long have you been here?

FREJA

(HESITATES)

Not very long. I studied

both English and French in 

Norway.

CAT

(SMILES)

Oh, cool. Bit strange 

starting a new school half 

way through the academic 

year though. 

Freja

(NODS)

Well, yes…I had to move

rather…suddenly

She trails off, as they enter a large open area where crowds of noisy students gather. 

CAT





(INTRIGUED)

Hmm, I see. Interesting! 

You’ll have to tell me all 

about it.

She seems unenthused. 






FREJA




Yes.

CAT looks awkward. They meander through the bustling crowds, some students chatting on mobile phones.  






CAT




So, eh, I like your name. I

mean, Norse mythology, très

cool.

She smiles widely and stops, her hand on CAT'S arm.

FREJA





(EXCITED)

I knew it! You are 

interested in mythology too!

CAT

Well...yeah, I suppose.

They continue walking.

FREJA

(SMILES)

I thought I sensed something

different about you. I rely

a lot on my intuition - or 

references to Norse 

mythology.

They both laugh.

CAT

So I take it that's why 

you're called Freja then,

after the Norse goddess?

FREJA

(SMILES) 




Precisely.

CAT

(GRINS)

Love it! Such a cool name,

plus she’s a really power-

ful goddess.

FREJA

Yes, I know, my grandmother

chose the name. She's a wi - 

(FALTERS)

She's very fond of mythology

too.

CAT looks at her warily. They stop before a large electronic display, which seems to be flashing up various timetables. 

CAT

Cool! Well, something tells

me we're going to have a lot

in common.

Freja 

(SMILES)

Yes.

CAT glances at the screen.






CAT


(STARTLED)

Oh! That reminds me…

She takes a small hand-held device from her bag and waves it at FREJA. 

CAT 

(CONT’D)

Still haven’t downloaded

my new timetable yet!

FREJA nods.






FREJA




Ah, a little disorganised?

CAT stares back at her and then laughs, as she links the device to a computer beneath the screen and types briefly on the keypad.






CAT




Well, not usually! It’s 

Mercury retrograde, major

communication issues and 

much muddle-ment. 

FREJA looks at her strangely then laughs.






FREJA




You have a peculiar way

with words. I am afraid I

do not know much about the

Mercury retrograde phenomenon,

although it does sound 

familiar.

CAT finishes downloading the information and walks back over to her, slipping the device back into her bag.






CAT




Well, me neither really. Joel

is the resident astrologer! 

He fills me in.

She grins at her and FREJA appears intrigued.






FREJA




Who is Joel?

They begin walking towards the large doors leading outside.






CAT




Oh you’ll love him!

She links arms with a bemused FREJA and waltzes her outside.

6. EXT. OUTSIDE SCHOOL - DAY

A fairly attractive but timid looking girl, with long black hair, stands idly waiting. She looks around and peers over a group of taller boys in the direction of the main school entrance.  A boy walks up behind her.

SOL

Miss Lambert, why are you

loitering around outside

school grounds?

SARA turns, expecting a teacher, then sighs when she sees SOL.

SARA

(NERVOUS)

Oh, it's you. 

SOL

(MOCKING)

Now come on, is that anyway 

to greet me? I’m heading down

to get smokes, you coming?

She glances at him, unsure.

SARA

N-no thanks, I’m waiting 

for someone.

SOL

Please tell me it's not

those freaks? 

(SIGHS)

I don’t know what you’re doing

hanging around with the likes 

of them, you'll only get a name

for yourself.

SARA

Th-they’re not freaks, they’re

my friends. And I...I don’t need 

to justify myself to you.

SOL





(LAUGHS)

Then why did you just try?

SARA

(UPSET)

I didn’t. Please go away!



SOL

Aw, don’t be like that now!

She appears uncomfortable but he persists.






SOL

Here, listen, there’s a sort

of post-New Year’s party 

happening at Dave Burnside’s

tonight, if you fancy

it? You know Burnsy, right?



SARA

Oh, I-I can’t. I have too

much homework, I think.

SOL





(LAUGHS)

Oi! Careful now, you don’t

want to be labelled a geek. 



SARA


(ANNOYED)

I’m not!

He laughs and just then CAT and FREJA exit the main school building. SARA waves to them, relieved. 

SOL

Dark lord, would you look 

at that! She's gone and

found herself a new 

freakette to join the club. 

SARA makes a face behind his back

. 






SOL

Later, yeah?

She ignores him and runs to meet CAT.

CAT

Hi Sara! Sorry I’m late.

She grabs onto her arm and smiles then looks at FREJA.


CAT

(CONT’D)

We're late.

CAT and FREJA exchange smiles and SARA looks back and forth between the two in bewilderment.






SARA




Eh…

FREJA stares intently at her.

CAT

This is Freja! She's new!

We're in French together.

FREJA

And English - and History.

CAT

(GRINS)

Yup!

SARA





(COY)

Oh...hi. 

CAT





(SMILING)



So, we were about to go 

shopping, seeing as it's 

Friday and all. Fancy coming 

with us?

SARA

Em, maybe not...I have a lot

of homework to do. And I-I 

wanted to make a start on it,

you know, the way we usually

do on Fridays? 

She stares pointedly at CAT.

FREJA

It is fine, if you have 

studying to do I understand.  

We can go shopping another 

time.

SARA smiles.

CAT

Well, why don’t you come

with us? 

(EXCITED)

Ooh it'll be fun! We just go

to mine, or Sara's, usually.

FREJA

Well, if you do not mind?

SARA looks annoyed and folds her arms, then smiles briefly at FREJA.

SARA

(POLITELY)

No, no that's fine. 



CAT


(EXCITED)

Yay! Oh, we can get started

on that project for English!

She links and arms with FREJA, as they walk on, SARA lagging slightly behind them.

FADE OUT.

END OF ACT ONE.
ACT TWO

FADE IN.

7. INT. JOEL’S BEDROOM – NIGHT

JOEL sits alone in a darkened room with candles lit and incense burning. He is surrounded by old books and a flat-screen computer flickers on the desk before him, showing an astrology website.

JOEL





(MUTTERS)

So the triplicities are...

He closes his eyes, as if trying to memorise something, then glances back down at the open book before him.






JOEL





(PLEASED)




Yes! 

He leans back in his chair and looks around his room, his expression dropping. He opens the desk drawer. It is filled with what appears to be herbs, incense, tarot cards, talismans and more candles. Someone knocks on the door suddenly and he jumps, looking around.






JOEL




Yeah?






MALE VOICE




Joel? What are you doing?

You haven’t had any dinner

yet.






JOEL


I'm not hungry, dad! I'm 

just...busy, with homework.






MR. SERVICE


Well you're not too busy to

eat, open the door.






JOEL



(MUTTERS)


Crap! 





(SHOUTS)


Just a minute!

MR. SERVICE




What? 

He quickly blows out the candles and hides the incense, pulling the books into the desk drawer and then hits a key on the keyboard, turning on a screensaver.

MR. SERVICE


Joel, what are you doing? 

Open the door.






JOEL





(IRRITATED)


I know!

He switches on the light and unlocks his door.






JOEL


What? I told you I wasn’t

hungry.

MR. SERVICE tries to look into the room.




MR. SERVICE


Yes, well, you need to eat 

something. You can’t just 

stay cooped up in here all

the time. 

JOEL looks annoyed by his father’s comment. 






JOEL




I don’t, dad! I’m just 

Really busy - this is my 

final year, remember?

MR. SERVICE looks into the room again.






MR. SERVICE




Is that smoke?

JOEL





(NERVOUS)

Oh, yeah, I was just...  

it’s a scented candle 

thing my…friend gave me.



MR. SERVICE


(DUBIOUS)

Well, at least get some 

fresh air.






JOEL


I don’t need to. I’m fine. 

He attempts to close the door but MR. SERVICE puts his foot in.




MR. SERVICE

It's not healthy, son. You

should be out with your 

friends sometimes, you’re

always studying in here. 

JOEL looks down.






MR. SERVICE





(CONT’D)


Sure you can come to church

with your mum and I on 

Sunday.




JOEL



(ANNOYED)


What? No...I - I don’t have

time. I need to finish my 

essay.




MR. SERVICE


Don’t be silly, of course 

you have time. This is 

exactly what I’m talking 

about. They can’t be giving 

you that much homework.

He sighs, growing impatient.




JOEL


Look, I just don’t want to 

go, okay? I’ve told you 

before. 





(QUIETLY)


I’m not interested.

MR. SERVICE sighs. The computer screen suddenly flicks on again, the screensaver disappearing, drawing their attention to the astrology website. JOEL looks shocked.






MR. SERVICE


What's that?

JOEL inches towards the computer but stays against the door, keeping his father out.






JOEL



(ANXIOUS)


Nothing, it's just...

a project for school.






MR. SERVICE




(FORCEFUL)




That better not be what 

I think it is! I thought I 

warned you about that non-

sense?






JOEL



(ANNOYED)

Look, it's not nonsense! And

it's my life, I can read 

what I want! 

He tries to force the door shut but MR. SERVICE resists.






MR. SERVICE


Now look, Joel, I won’t 

have you bringing that kind

of thing into my house.

He stops pushing against the door, glaring at  his father.






JOEL



(ENRAGED)


Oh here we go again! You’re

so ignorant dad! What do 

you even know about it? 

You're just like the rest

of them, so close-minded 

and -



MR. SERVICE





(SHOUTS)


Don’t you dare raise your 

voice to me! Now I think I 

know what's what and you're 

the one being misled, Joel. 

Well, it's going to stop! 

JOEL stares at his father and folds his arms quietly.






JOEL




Just because you're older 

than me, dad, doesn’t make 

you anymore intelligent or

wiser.

MR. SERVICE is lost for words and JOEL takes the opportunity to slam the door shut and lock it.

MR. SERVICE 
(O.S.)

We’ll talk about this later!

8. INT. CAT'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

The room is warm and cosy with a heavy occult theme in the décor. FREJA is examining a Wheel of the Year poster on the wall. SARA sits on the bed doing homework. CAT enters the room, now dressed in casual wear, grabbing a pack of tarot cards nearby and sitting down on the floor.






CAT




Ugh, it’s so good to get




out of that uniform.






SARA




It is a bit dire, I suppose.

She
looks up and stares wide-eyed for a moment at what CAT is wearing. She is dressed in quite unusual clothes.






SARA




Then again, imagine if-if we

had to wear our own clothes 

to school? We’d probably get

abuse from everyone for not 

having the latest fashion…or 

whatever.

CAT begins shuffling the tarot cards.






CAT




Well I’d still prefer to 

express myself freely than

be told what to wear.

She closes her eyes and begins doing the spread. SARA shrugs and goes back to her homework.





FREJA





(TO SELF)


Very interesting.

She glances back at CAT, who draws a third and final card then turns each one over and looks pleasantly surprised. FREJA smiles and walks over.






FREJA




Not what you were expecting?

SARA looks up warily.

CAT




No, but it's good.






FREJA




I gathered as much. I see 

you have the Wheel of 

Fortune, third card. A very

good sign!






CAT





(SMILES)



Mm, I know.






SARA




A-aren’t you meant to have 

the lights out or candles or

something for doing that?

They look at one another and laugh.






FREJA



Well you could, but it has no

real significance.

SARA looks annoyed and returns to her homework.






CAT



Aw, poor, naive Sara. Don’t

worry, we'll teach you all

about it someday.






SARA



N-no thanks, I don’t…

She looks down again and CAT rolls her eyes and begins reading the cards. FREJA looks at them both, then gets up and begins looking around the room again.

FREJA



I adore your room, Cat. It's

very - inviting. 

(SMILES)

And…very me.

SARA appears irritated.

CAT




Aw, thanks! My mum actually 

helped me decorate it, she

gave me ideas and stuff.

FREJA pauses and turns to look at her.






FREJA



Your mother is Wiccan too?

SARA looks up suddenly.






CAT



Oh no! No, she just likes to 

act interested in my life. 





(LAUGHS)




She's really supportive 

that way.






FREJA



Which is good.






SARA





(CONFUSED)



I didn’t know you were 

Wiccan, Cat? You never

mentioned that before.






CAT

(SMIRKS)




Em…

She makes a point of looking around her room and FREJA turns away, smiling.






SARA




(ANNOYED)



Well I don’t really know what

it means, so...

CAT rolls her eyes and smiles.






CAT



Sorry. I just assumed 

you did. But then again, 

it's not like I broadcast

it or anything.






FREJA



Why not? You should be proud

of your beliefs.






CAT




Well…I’m not really sure




I see it that way…






SARA



Since when has being a witch 

been a religion?






CAT





(SURPRISED)



Witch?






FREJA




I did not say she was a

witch, I said Wiccan.

SARA looks even more perplexed and shakes her head, returning to her work. 






CAT





(LAUGHS)



I think we're confusing her




even more!






FREJA




Well it is a common mis-

understanding amongst most 

people. Being Wiccan 

does not mean you are a 

witch but witches can be 

Wiccan.

SARA doesn’t really pay any attention and CAT returns to her tarot cards. FREJA shrugs and lifts a quartz crystal sitting on some kind of altar.






CAT



I suppose you could call me 

a witch though...I mean, I 

have tried the odd spell.






SARA





(SHOCKED)



What?

FREJA pauses again and slowly sets the crystal down, keeping her back to the others.






CAT




Well, not like ‘eye of toad

and ear of bat’ stuff.

She laughs but SARA is not amused.






SARA



Are you serious?






CAT




What? You already knew, Sara.




Stop acting so...eekish!






SARA



Well, I-I knew you liked 

astrology and tarot stuff. 

But spells? That's a little 

too freaky, even for me.






CAT



What are you talking about? 

Everything’s too freaky for 

you.





(LAUGHS)

SARA lingers for a moment, then starts closing over her books and packing her bag. FREJA turns around.

FREJA



I would hardly call it freaky.




Spells are simply a means of




contacting the inner self and




working with natural energies 



to bring about changes in the




material world. It was common



practice in ancient times.

CAT looks impressed but SARA continues packing.






SARA

I-I have to go. It's getting

late.

She gets up and lifts her bag.






CAT





(SIGHS)




Sara, wait. It's only half nine,

you usually stay until eleven 

on Friday’s. And anyway, I was

thinking, why don’t we have a 

sleepover, you know, the three 

of us?

SARA glances at FREJA.






SARA



N-no thanks. My cousins are 




visiting tonight and I-I 

wanted to see them before 

they go.







CAT




Oh, okay. Well sure I’ll walk

you down.

SARA smiles weakly at FREJA but does not make eye contact. CAT turns to her.






CAT



Back in a few.

9. EXT. MCKEOWN HOUSEHOLD - NIGHT

CAT walks SARA to the end of the driveway.






CAT





(GRINS)




So, text me or phone tomorrow, 

R.E. our little shopping 

trip?






SARA




Yeah, maybe. I-I think my

mum wants me to babysit 

Meagan, so...






CAT





(DISAPPOINTED)




Oh, well, sure let me know 

either way!

SARA

Yeah, bye!

She walks away and CAT looks rather annoyed.






CAT





(SHOUTS)



Cya!

10. INT. CAT'S BEDROOM – NIGHT

FREJA stands at the window looking out at them. As SARA disappears out of sight FREJA moves back over to the altar, lifting the crystal again, a tiny smile inching onto her face.

11. INT. CAT’S BEDROOM/JOEL’S BATHROOM/SARA’S KITCHEN/FREJA’S BEDROOM - DAY

SERIES OF SHOTS:

A) CAT is sleeping and turns over, the sun shining through her thin curtains hitting her face, she opens her eyes slightly lifts her head, grabbing a mobile phone and squinting at the screen before dropping her head back on the pillow.

B) JOEL is busy getting ready in the bathroom, shaving. He pauses and looks at his body in the mirror, seemingly ashamed, then turns his back to avoid seeing his reflection.

C) SARA is sitting at the breakfast table with her parents, saying prayers. She opens her eyes and glances at them, then looks down at her mobile phone, disappointed. 

D) FREJA sits meditating in her bedroom, occult décor everywhere. She seems content and at peace. Two larks land at the window and begin tapping the glass. She opens her eyes and smiles at them.

12. INT. JOEL’S BEDROOM - DAY

JOEL sits by his desk with his mobile phone to his ear. He waits a few more seconds then takes it away and looks at the screen.  It reads ‘Calling Cat’ but there is no answer.






JOEL





(SIGHS)




Typical. 

He begins typing in a text message and selects SARA from the list of names.

13. INT. FREJA’S HOUSE - DAY

FREJA is still in her bedroom, lit only by the large white candles. Heavy curtains are drawn to keep out the daylight. She is looking through a pack of cards each with a picture of a different bird.

She comes across Lark and smiles before turning to a large book, with an aged cover, flicking through to a page titled ‘Birds of Omen’. She begins reading.

14. INT. SERVICE HOUSEHOLD - DAY

SARA turns to smile at MRS. SERVICE, who has just welcomed her in.

MRS. SERVICE




So nice to see you again, 

Sara. How’s everyone 

keeping?






SARA




F-fine, thanks. Everyone’s...

fine.

MRS. SERVICE walks towards her, wearing an apron covered in flour.





MRS. SERVICE



That’s good. I didn’t see


you in church last week.




SARA


Oh, well, I-I was busy...

we have a lot of work

to do this term - for

our final year exams.



MRS. SERVICE

Oh, yes, Joel seems to be 

very busy too these days. 

That’s why he hasn’t been to

church lately.

She grins at SARA and turns back towards the kitchen, SARA’S eyes widening.




MRS. SERVICE



(O.S)


They really keep you young

one’s busy these days, don’t 


they?




SARA



(HESITATES)


Ye-yes!

She pokes her head out from the kitchen.






MRS. SERVICE




Sorry, I’m in the middle of




baking for the church’s 

raffle day tomorrow. Have to

keep an eye on things!






SARA




Oh, no, no. That’s fine.






MRS. SERVICE




Will you be going? 






SARA




Maybe, I-I think my parents


are going. I’ll have to see


how...

MRS. SERVICE disappears back into the kitchen.




MRS. SERVICE



(O.S.)


It’ll be a lovely day, I’m 

sure. 



SARA




Well, I probably will go.

She appears at the kitchen door again.






MRS. SERVICE




(SMILING)




That’s good! Joel’s up in 

his bedroom.

SARA looks relieved and smiles, turning to run up the stairs.

15. INT. JOEL’S BEDROOM - DAY

SARA peeks around the door after a light knock.






SARA





(SOFTLY)




Only me.

JOEL turns from the computer, surprised.




JOEL


Oh, hi! Come on in. How are

you?



SARA

Fine, thanks. You?

He gets up and fixes the bed-sheet covers hurriedly.



JOEL

Yeah, fine.

He sits back down, gesturing to her. She smiles and moves over to sit on the bed.



SARA


(SIGHS)

I think I just got roped 

into going to the church

raffle tomorrow. Which

means I’ll have to go to 

church now too. 





JOEL



Oh no! How?





SARA



Your mum.





JOEL




(LAUGHS)



Have I not told you before?



Smile and nod but don’t make



conversation.





SARA




(GIGGLES)



Joel, that’s awful!





JOEL



Yeah, well, so are my 

parents sometimes.



SARA


(DISAPPROVING)

They can’t be that bad. 



JOEL

It’s more my dad. I mean, he

was only in here last night 

and completely cracked up at

me for looking at an astrology

website!



SARA


(SURPRISED)

Really? I didn’t think 

they’d be that strict.



JOEL

Yeah! It’s so ridic.



SARA


(GIGGLES)

Ridic.

She relaxes more and bounces back on the bed.






JOEL

Well, they’re only really 

strict about astrology and 

stuff. But it’s not like I 

was looking up the ‘Satanism 

for Dummies’ or something. 

He turns to close the website he was looking at previously. she appears startled.






SARA




Yeah…that would be some-

thing to worry about.

JOEL



I know!

He turns to face her again and she smiles.





JOEL 

(CONT’D)



So, are we getting a DVD?





SARA



I suppose...or we could 

maybe go shopping? 

JOEL





(EXPRESSIONLESS)

Yeah.



SARA


(SHRUGS)

Well, we can do anything. 

I don’t mind.

He turns back to the computer.






JOEL



I’ll check online and see

what’s out. There’s bound

to be something good.






SARA




(DISAPPOINTED)




Okay.

She looks around the room. It is quite bland and everything is packed neatly away, apart from JOEL’S desk with the computer and astrology books. 






JOEL



So, should we ask Cat over


too?




SARA



(SURPRISED)


Oh, well...I-I don’t know. 




It’s just...





(HESITATES)




Well, last night...have you

met this new girl, Freja?

He seems intrigued and turns to face her.

JOEL



(SMIRKING)




Freja? As in the Norse 

goddess?






SARA





(SIGHS)




I don’t know! That’s just 

her name. She’s this new 

girl from Norway, I think.





JOEL



Cool.





SARA



Well, anyway, Cat and her

seem to have become instant

best friends.




JOEL



(CONFUSED) 


Really? She never mentioned


anything to me.




SARA

Well
she’s probably too busy 

with her new best friend.



JOEL


(SMIRKS)

Ooh, do I detect some 

Taurean jealousy?



SARA


(SHOCKED)




What? N-no! I’m not jealous,

it’s just…they only met 

yesterday and s-suddenly 

they’re doing everything 

together.



JOEL

Like what?

SARA

Well, they’ve loads of 

classes together…shopping,

studying - spells!

His amused expression disappears.






JOEL

Spells?






SARA




Well, not exactly. But - but 

Freja seems really into all 

this witch stuff. And last 

night she was going on 

about Cat being Wiccan or 

something. And I didn’t 

know what they were talking 

about and they made me feel

really stupid.



JOEL


(SMILES)

Well, I’m sure they didn’t

mean to. That’s not Cat.



SARA


(SIGHS)

I know but...



JOEL

What?



SARA

Well it’s just...when they 

were talking about all that 

stuff and Cat said she’d 

done spells before!

He does not look very surprised and she awaits his reaction.





JOEL



Oh, yeah. Well I knew that. 





SARA




(ANNOYED)



What? 





JOEL




(BEMUSED)



It’s not a big deal, really.





SARA

Why didn’t you
tell me?




JOEL


Because I didn’t think it 

was a big deal. What’s wrong

with being Wiccan anyway? 

It’s just another belief.



SARA


(UPSET)

Well I-I don’t think so. I 

may not know anything about

it but I know I don’t agree

with witchcraft.



JOEL


(ALARMED)

Okay...stop! Sara, you’ve 

got the completely wrong 

idea.

She jumps off the bed and he is confused by her reaction.






SARA




Well unless you’re talking 

   


about doing magic tricks, I

don’t see how you can 

justify doing spells.



JOEL

You’re beginning to sound 

like my dad.



SARA

What?



JOEL

Sorry, it’s just - what’s 

really annoying you? Why do

you suddenly have this big 

issue? I mean, we’ve been 

friends for, what, like six

months now? And you’ve

never acted like this before.

SARA

That’s because I didn’t know

my friends were witches.

She turns to walk out.





JOEL





(CONFUSED)




Witches?

He jumps up after her.




JOEL


Sara, wait! How did we 

suddenly get to witches?

She stops in the doorway.




SARA



(SARCASTIC)


Oh, that’s right, she’s not

a witch, she’s just Wiccan. 

Silly me!




JOEL


Look, wait. Sara, where are

you going? Please…

He reaches out for her arm but she pulls away.




SARA



Don’t! I-I don’t want to get 

involved in any of that

stuff, Joel. It’s wrong! 

She walks out and he goes to chase her, but stops, bewildered.

16. EXT. PARK - DAY

SARA strolls along a path by a large river. It is quite deserted. She looks rather forlorn and eventually takes a seat on a bench, wrapping her large coat and scarf tightly around her. She lifts her mobile phone and glances at it, then drops her hand back down.

17. INTERCUT - INT. JOEL’S BEDROOM/CAT’S BEDROOM - DAY

JOEL is studying some astrological charts with his mobile phone to his ear. We see a chart wheel divided into 12 sections with a symbol in each sector. JOEL writes his name, along with CAT and SARA’S names, into certain sections.

JOEL





(INTO PHONE)




Well hello lazy. Finally you



rise!

CAT is sitting in front of her bedroom mirror, fixing her hair.




CAT



(INTO PHONE)


Very funny. What are you

up to?

JOEL 

(INTO PHONE)




Oh just the usual. But 

Sara’s only after storming 

out of here in a fit. What 

in Mercury’s name happened

last night?

She laughs and fiddles about with her ponytail, moving it up higher on her head, then pulling a face and letting it drop loose.



CAT


(INTO PHONE)

It was more of a case for

Neptune actually, you know,

major misunder-usion.



JOEL

(INTO PHONE)

Misunder what-um?

CAT

(INTO PHONE)

It’s a new one, like mis-

understanding with a side

order of confusion. Very

Neptunian, no? 

He laughs, then writes SARA’S name beside a second symbol on the chart drawing and stares intently at it.






JOEL


(INTO PHONE)

So really, what was all

the confusion about?

She sighs and drops her hair again, shaking her head to create a messy look. 






CAT


(INTO PHONE)

I don’t really know to

be honest. We were just 

talking about tarot and

stuff and she took a freak

attack and left. 



JOEL

(INTO PHONE)

Well, she said to me some-

thing about being witches.

She pauses and rolls her eyes, slumping over her desk and groaning before sitting up again.






CAT


(INTO PHONE)

I knew it! She’s freaked

out because of Freja, that

new girl. She just mentioned

Wicca and Sara took it all 

the wrong way.

He looks at the chart diagram again. His name appears by two different symbols, both opposite each other on the wheel. It is the same with CAT and SARA’S names.






JOEL

(INTO PHONE)

Well, I think we really need 

to talk her before she starts

blabbing it all around school. 

I mean, can you imagine the 

abuse we’d get then?



CAT

(INTO PHONE)



I know...but sure I tried 

talking to her last night 

and she wasn’t having any 

of it.



JOEL


(INTO PHONE)

Well, we’ll have to keep

trying. She’s obviously 

peeved.

CAT

(INTO PHONE)

Don’t worry, she’ll keep it

to herself. She’s probably 

too afraid to tell anyone.



JOEL


(INTO PHONE)

True.

She sighs loudly and pulls all of her hair together tightly.






CAT


(INTO PHONE)

Why can’t my hair just be -

normal?

JOEL

(INTO PHONE)




Because it’s you? And you’re

not normal.



CAT


(INTO PHONE)

Funny!

She pulls her hair into a messy ponytail and leaves it.





JOEL

(INTO PHONE)



So, what you doing today?



CAT

(INTO PHONE)

Well, I was meant to be

shopping with Sara but 

that’s not going to happen.



JOEL

(INTO PHONE)

So can I be plan B?



CAT


(INTO PHONE)

Aw, babes!

(GIGGLES)

Don’t be silly! We were 

going to ask you to come

too.





JOEL


(INTO PHONE)

Well, I was thinking, you

could come over here and 

we could look at our charts

a bit more?



CAT


(INTO PHONE)

Hmm, yeah, or we could 

actually venture outside, 

maybe go to the library or

the park?



JOEL


(INTO PHONE)

But it’s freezing! 

She rolls her eyes.






CAT


(INTO PHONE)

Oh freezing sch-meezing. 

It’s the warmest January on

Record! Do you not watch

the weather? Gaia has called

upon Spring to come a little

earlier this year.

He laughs but seems hesitant, looking over at his reflection in the long wall-mirror.






JOEL


(INTO PHONE)

Well, I suppose...we could 

find a nice quiet spot where

we’ll get some peace.



CAT


(INTO PHONE)

Okay! Oh - and I’ll ask Freja

to come too. You have to meet

her.



JOEL


(INTO PHONE)

Yeah, maybe. So, meet you here 

in about half an hour? 



CAT


(INTO PHONE)

Okay, no probs. Ooh it’s 

going to be so much fun!

See you soon!


(HANGS UP)

He hangs up with a smile and starts gathering his things together then glances at his reflection again, looking quite despondent. 

FADE OUT.

END OF ACT TWO.

ACT THREE

FADE IN.

18. EXT. PARK - DAY

SERIES OF SHOTS:

A) Aerial view of the city park.

B) People jogging, cycling and skating through the park.

SARA is still sitting on the park bench, arms folded, shivering. Her phone rings and a smile appears on her face initially but fades as soon as she sees the number calling.






SARA





(INTO PHONE)




Hello?





(PAUSE)




I’m just at the park.





(PAUSE)




No, mum...it’s-it’s okay, 




I can babysit, it’s fine. 




(PAUSE)



Okay, well, I’ll be home

soon. Bye.


(HANGS UP)


She sighs and is about to get up when a warbler lands in front of her on the path and hops around. She looks twice then shakes it off and gets up. 

She is glancing back at the warbler, as it hops after her, when a boy on roller-blades almost knocks her over. She gasps and drops her phone. It lands on the grass beside the path. The warbler flies away.






SOL

(SHOUTS)

Watch it! 

He spins around, almost falling. He laughs and skates over to pick up her phone.

SARA





(ANNOYED)

S-sorry. I didn’t see

you.

SOL




Well I saw you.

She looks confused. He smiles mischievously and skates over, handing her back the phone. She takes it from him hesitantly.






SARA




Then why-why did you skate

into me?





SOL




(SHRUGS)



For fun?

She looks at him for a second and then walks away in disgust, but he skates after her.






SOL




Alright, come on...I’m just 

playing with you Lamebrt. 

Now why would I want to skate

into you?



SARA

I-I don’t know...because

you like a-annoying people?



SOL


(MOCKING)

C-c-cold, are we?

She glares at him and storms off. He rolls his eyes and skates after her again.






SARA




(UPSET)




Go away!






SOL

Take a joke! 

She frowns and keeps walking.






SOL




(CONT’D)




You don’t really say much,

Lambert, do you?



SARA

Yes! I just...I don’t have

much to say to you.



SOL

Ooh! Likin’ the attitude.

But it’s not you, you’re

too nice. 

SARA

I have to go. I’m meant to

be babysitting.



SOL


(GASPS)

Meant to be? You mean you’ve

left the baby alone?

Very careless, Lambert. I

expected more from you.

She stops and he skates past, spinning around quickly to face her.

SARA
(ANNOYED)

Why do you have to be 

so…immature?



SOL


(GRINS)

Now that’s just your

Opinion. I happen to 

think I’m quite funny.

She shakes her head and walks on. He remains still, watching her and then she turns back to him.






SARA





(HESITATES)




Bye.






SOL





(SHOUTS)




See - too nice!

She ignores him and keeps walking. He smiles and skates off in the opposite direction.

19. EXT. PARK – DAY

JOEL and CAT walk under some large trees and come out beside a park. CAT has a small, black bag on her back and JOEL has a carrier bag with his laptop and books.






JOEL




I suppose it’s not that

cold, actually.

He drops his bag down.





CAT




So…park then? Or library?

The park’s more naturey.

JOEL

(LAUGHS)

I suppose the park, then. 

But if it’s too cold we’re

heading for warmer climes.

She giggles and chooses a spot under a playhouse. They both seem content and he lifts out his laptop and books.






CAT

So, what are we doing first?

I have my tarot cards with

me. Fortune telling anyone?



JOEL

Yeah, okay, except it’s

not really fortune telling.



CAT


(SIGHS)

I know! You don’t need to 

tell me that. 

She reaches over and flicks his cap off. He looks shocked and grabs it quickly, pulling it back on.






JOEL




Don’t!






CAT




What’s up with you? Did I 

ruin your cool cap look?

(LAUGHS)





JOEL




(ANNOYED)


No! I just...I need my hair

cut and I don’t like...



CAT

I’m kidding, babes. You look 

cool.

He smiles sheepishly and goes back to his book. She looks concerned.



JOEL

So, I’ve been looking at our

our charts a lot recently 

and I realised that you, me 

and Sara each have the Sun 

opposite our Ascendant signs!

She pauses, lifting tarot cards from her bag, thoughtful for a moment.






CAT

Really?



JOEL

Yep, I’m Virgo with Pisces

Ascendant, you’re Aries

with Libra...



CAT

(INTERRUPTS)

Of course!



JOEL

And Sara is Taurus with

Scorpio.



CAT


(SMILES)

Why you’re right, my 

delightful insightful friend.

I can’t believe we didn’t 

notice that before, actually.



JOEL

Well, we didn’t really think

to look, I suppose. I mean 

it’s not that significant, 

is it? 



CAT

I don’t know, you’re the 

astrologer, MR! 



JOEL


(SMILES)

Well, it’s a bit unusual –

for all three of us to have

it.

CAT

It could just be a coin-

cidence? Although a fun, 

astrological-type coincidence

that only us two get.



JOEL

(SMILES)



Exactly. 

She offers him some food. He accepts. She opens a pot of yoghurt and takes a spoonful, then pauses, thinking again.





CAT



You know, I’ve a funny

feeling Freja’s an Aquarius.

How cool would it be if she 

had a Leo Ascendant? We’d be

like a Sun-opposite-Ascendant

club!



JOEL

That would be cool. And then 

not really a coincidence.



CAT

Major fun!

JOEL 





(LAUGHS)




And then all we’d need is a




Gemini/Sagittarius and a 

Cancer/Capricorn and the 

club would be complete.



CAT

Ooh, I think you may be onto

something. 


(PLAY ACTING)

And what would the purpose of

this club be, Mr. Service? 

World domination? Or a 

conversion crusade, turning 

the world into astrology 

fanatics?



JOEL


(LAUGHS)

Maybe. We could get our own

back on the ‘you know who’ 

for trying to ban astrology 

in the first place.



CAT


(SMIRKS)

Hmm, me like. 

(IN FRENCH)

Good idea!

They both laugh and continue flicking through their various books. SOL skates past and catches a glimpse of them through the trees. He stops, with a smirk, turns to make his way over.




CAT



Okay, time for a little 

predicting.


She takes out her tarot cards and begins to shuffle them. SOL creeps up behind a nearby tree and watches them.

JOEL




What are you asking?






CAT




You’ll hear. 

She moves around so she is siting cross-legged. 






CAT 

(CONT’D)

But give me a minute or two, 

I need to concentrate.

He sits silently while she closes her eyes, legs crossed, slowly shuffling the cards. SOL watches avidly.






SOL





(WHISPERS)




Freaks.






CAT




Gaia, Great Goddess, 

Hear my plea, 

By thy will reveal to me

That which I seek,

So mote it be!

Shje opens her eyes and fans out the cards in front of her. JOEL goes to speak but pauses when she closes her eyes again. She holds a hand out over the spread.






CAT




Is Freja’s appearance

significant?

She keeps her eyes shut and waits a few moments. Her outstretched finger then seems to float towards a card.

SOL watches closely from behind the tree in disbelief. CAT repeats this until she has chosen three cards and then opens her eyes, smiling.






CAT




There, done! 






JOEL





(SMILES)




Cool. 

SOL is still watching, intrigued. She turns over the three cards.






JOEL




So, why does it have to be

Gaia?

SOL stumbles behind the tree and they both look over. He ducks back and they do not see him. 






JOEL




What was that?

He spins around and she glances up from her cards. 






CAT




Just a bird or something.




Ooh, or maybe a cute little

rabbit?




He looks anxious and she begins flicking through a book on Tarot. SOL peers out from behind the tree again.






JOEL





(TROUBLED)




Yeah. 

He turns back to her and shakes his head briefly, dismissing the noise.





JOEL




(CONT’D)

So what was I saying?






CAT




You asked why I used Gaia.






JOEL




Oh yeah. She’s the Mother 

Goddess, isn’t she?

CAT

Indeedy! 

(grins)

Well, to the Greeks at least. 

But most cultures had a 

mother-type goddess, hence

Mother Earth. Anyway, I read

once that you should feel 

drawn to certain gods or 

goddesses and they’re the 

ones you should stick with.






JOEL




Hmm, interesting. So you felt

drawn to Gaia then?



CAT

Yep! She lured me in with her

abundance of pretty nature.

He laughs when her smile is replaced with astonishment.






JOEL




What? What does it say? 






CAT




This is…very interesting. 

Ooh!






JOEL





(IMPATIENTLY)




What?






CAT




Well, this third card, it

represents the person in

question – Freja. Anyway, 

it’s related to the sign 

of Aquarius and one of the 

countries it’s related to 

is…Norway!



JOEL


(SHOCKED)

Are you serious?



CAT

Very!

SOL stumbles again and they both look over this time. He sneaks off hastily. 






JOEL





(ANXIOUS)




Okay, I don’t think that was



a cute little rabbit.

JOEL looks back at her dubiously and she shrugs her shoulders.

20. EXT. BELFAST CITY – DAY/INT. SCHOOL HALL – DAY

SERIES OF SHOTS:

A) The sun rises over Belfast Lough, quickly obscured by mist and grey clouds.

B) Aerial view of inner-city buildings and traffic-laden streets, a voice-over on Radio Ulster welcoming its listeners to another ‘Monday morning’. 

SARA exits a classroom, carrying her laptop across her chest like a shield. She seems a little on edge and walks in the opposite direction from the crowds. She passes the sign for ‘Library’ and turns a corner when SOL suddenly walks into her.






SARA





(GASPS)




Careful!






SOL





(STARTLED)




Holy God! 

(GRINS)

Watch where you’re heading, 

Lambert! You know, we’re 

going to have to stop meeting 

like this.

She looks annoyed and tries to walk around him but he deliberately steps in her path.






SOL





(CONT’D)




So where are you off to, 

then? More studying?






SARA





(BOTHERED)




I-I just have to catch up




on some...homework, that’s

all.

She tries to walk past but he edges in front of her again. Some other pupils stare and giggle as they walk past. She seems upset but he is amused.






SOL




Aw, is all that looking after 



your wee sis getting you into

trouble, Lambert?






SARA





(FLUSTERED)




No! I’m fine. I just have…

there’s a history essay and

I don’t…

SOL





(GRINS)




Look, calm yourself down,

okay? I’m only taking the

piss.

She pushes past him, annoyed, but he happily pursues her towards the Library. 






SOL



So who’s giving you
bother

in history then? It’s not




that arse Higgins, is it? 





(SIGHS)

He invents his own history

just so he can keep talking

about it! Arse.

She swipes her pass as she walks into the Library, trying to hide a smirk, before he slips in with her. She glares up at him and then continues walking.






SARA





(WHISPERS)




Look, I don’t mean to be



rude, but I really have a



lot of work to do, so if



you don’t mind…





SOL




I know, I babysit. Oh no,




wait, that’s you!

She stops suddenly and glares at him.






SARA




Ssh! 






SOL





(LAUGHS)




What are you like? It’s the 

21st century! Nobody whispers 

in a library anymore.

She frowns and continues walking past rows of students on laptops and computers.






SARA




Go away, Sol! 

He remains where he stands and shouts after her.






SOL




Alright, that’s cool. So…

you don’t want to know what

I saw Cat and Joel getting up

to then?

He waits a second, then a smile appears on his face and he follows her.

22. INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

CAT and JOEL sit at a table by themselves, clearly bored, while the rest of the students are in groups at different tables. The teacher, MR. LAVERTY, is talking through a multimedia presentation projected onto a large screen at the front of the classroom. 






CAT





(SIGHS)

Ugh, I so can’t be assed

with English today!

He rolls his eyes and continues tapping randomly on his laptop.






JOEL

You always say that! You

should’ve picked something

else.






CAT

True…but at least it’s easy!



JOEL

Well it was either this or 

another language for me.

And no thank you!

CAT laughs and MR. LAVERTY glares down at them.






MR. LAVERTY





(SHOUTS)




Quiet please!

JOEL acts oblivious to the warning and CAT sits upright. SOL turns to look at them, annoyed, muttering something. He turns back to the boy and two girls at this table and they talk in hushed tones and glance back at them. CAT tries to turn her back.






CAT





(SIGHS)




Oh great, now Sol’s going 




to start slabbering...  

JOEL looks up suddenly. 






JOEL





(ANXIOUS)




What?






CAT




Relax! He won’t do anything



while Laverty’s in the room.




And if you keep worrying 

he’s
going to notice -

MR. LAVERTY slams the small controller for his laptop on the desk and grabs everyone’s attention.






MR. LAVERTY




Right, Ms McKeown, that’s it.




Outside, now!

CAT and JOEL stare at each other.





CAT



But Sir, I was just…

MR. LAVERTY walks to the door and pulls it open.






MR. LAVERTY





(IRRITATED)




Out!

She hesitates then mouths ‘sorry’ to JOEL. SOL sneers at her as she walks up to the front of the room and some student’s giggle. CAT fires an angry glare at him. MR. LAVERTY ushers her from the room. JOEL shifts uncomfortably in his seat, as SOL’S table falls quiet. 






SOL





(SMIRKING)




Oi, Service, do you think 

you’re hard or something?

Talking during
class, acting

the big lad?

He frowns and keeps his head down, his face beginning to redden.






GIRL #1





(LAUGHING)




Oh my god, look, he’s going 

Beetroot again!

The class laugh and SOL jumps up from his chair suddenly, making his way to JOEL’S table. JOEL appears agitated and pretends to work on his laptop.






SOL




Oi! I’m talking to you.

He flicks JOEL’S ear and he jumps, the others laughing, as SOL sits up on the table.

SOL





(CONT’D)




Here, you’ll never guess what

I saw this one getting up to 

at the weekend?

He turns to the class and a hush descends, some sniggering. JOEL is visibly shaken, keeping his head down and arms folded tightly. 






SOL





(CONT’D)




I only saw him and McKeown 

at the park…playing witches!

The class reacts with laughter. JOEL freezes, his eyes widening briefly.






GIRL #1




Oh my God, that is so sad!





JOEL




(MUMBLES)



No we weren’t.





BOY#2




(SHOUTS)



What’s that? Somebody get 



him a loudspeaker!

Everyone laughs again. BOY#2 jumps up and runs over, standing behind him.






SOL

Yeah, isn’t that right 

Service? All that was 

missing was the witches 

outfit.

SOL laughs and glares down at JOEL, leaning in close to him.

BOY#3




Aw, what happened? Did you 

leave your wee cape at home?

BOY#2 takes a lighter from his pocket, unnoticed by everyone except SOL, who grins wickedly. 






BOY#2




Here, did they not use to

burn witches at the stake?

He sparks the lighter beside JOEL’S ear and he jumps but does not dare look behind him. Everyone watches intently and SOL leans into JOEL.






SOL




I hardly think anyone would

miss him if we had a public




burning, would they?






GIRL #1





(SHOUTS)




Yeah! Burn him! He deserves

it!

JOEL lifts his head suddenly, glaring angrily at GIRL #1.






JOEL




Shut up!

SOL grabs his throat suddenly and BOY #2 sparks the lighter again, holding it to JOEL’S face. He is close to tears but holds them back.






GIRL #1




What did he say?






SOL





(VICIOUSLY)




Watch who you’re mouthin’ off 

to, Service, or I just 

might take her advice.

Just then FREJA enters the room and SOL release him. BOY #2 puts the lighter away. She approaches a boy at the front of the classroom. JOEL looks momentarily relieved.






FREJA




Excuse me, is Mr. Laverty

taking this lesson? I have 

an urgent message for him, 

from Ms Stevens.



SOL


(SHOUTS)

Bugger off, blondie!

She stares at him and frowns, turning to walk to the teacher’s desk where she quickly scribbles a message on a notepad. SOL turns back to JOEL.






SOL




(SMIRKS)




Now, where were we?

JOEL stares pleadingly at FREJA, who is about to leave the room. BOY #2 takes the lighter from his pocket again. SOL grabs JOEL and holds him while BOY #2 brings the flame close his hair.






JOEL




(PANICS)



No! DON’T…

He flinches and tries to struggle free. SOL laughs and FREJA spins around suddenly. Seeing what is about to happen, she raises her hand slightly and stares intensely at BOY #2. The flame from the lighter suddenly erupts in a small fireball, burning his hand.






GIRL #1





(SCREAMS)




Oh my God!

BOY #2 yelps in pain, dropping the lighter and falling backwards. SOL releases JOEL, startled and a commotion erupts in the classroom. JOEL uses the opportunity to escape and SOL turns and glares at FREJA. JOEL passes her on the way out and stops suddenly, then looks at her.






JOEL





(CONFUSED)




Thanks.

She stares at him, the corners of her lips almost edging into a smile. MR. LAVERTY comes rushing into the classroom with CAT, as JOEL pushes past them and runs off.

CAT





(ANXIOUS)




Joel!

FREJA raises her eyebrows and then smiles.






MR. LAVERTY





(ANGRY)




What…someone tell me what is




going on here!

MR. LAVERTY makes his way down to the back of the room. CAT, confused, turns to FREJA.





CAT




What are you…what happened?






FREJA



I think I may have just saved

your friend Joel from a

rather nasty attack.

CAT





(SHOCKED)

Holy Hermes!  



FREJA

You had better check up 

on him.

She stares at FREJA in bewilderment before running after JOEL. FREJA turns her attention back to the class and SOL glares angrily at her, but she holds her stare until he breaks off eye contact. A slight smirk appears on her face before she waltzes out of the classroom.

23. EXT. BELFAST CITY – DUSK/NIGHT

SERIES OF SHOTS:

A) Lights flicker on at City Hall, as the skies darken, shoppers rushing about the grand Victoria Centre and busy streets

B) The river Lagan with the Obel skyscraper lighting up

C) Wide aerial shot of Belfast city centre

D) Panoramic view of Cavehill, as the sun sets rapidly and stars appear in the night sky

24. INT. THE ADAMS’ APARTMENT – NIGHT

We see a white front door from inside an old apartment, in need of a paint job, as someone fiddles with a lock outside. The door swings open suddenly and SOL enters, dumping his schoolbag and throwing his keys onto a small, cluttered table by the door.

Muffled sounds come from a TV. He walks towards another door, slightly ajar, tripping over a bundle of clothes and kicking them out of the way, irritated. He pushes the door open and a middle-aged man lies sprawled out on a chair in a darkened room in front of the television.






SOL





(APATHETIC) 




All right?

The man does not reply and he sighs angrily, marching across the small room into the kitchen. We hear fumbling around, cupboards opening and closing. The man raises an eye, looking in the direction of the kitchen then returns to watching TV, beer cans lying around him.






SOL





(AGITATED)




What’s for tea, da?

He appears, slumped in the doorframe. The man, bleary eyed, just grins at the TV.






SOL





(CONT’D)




Da? Are you listening to 

me or what?






MR. ADAMS





(IRRITABLE)




What? What do you want?

He throws the beer can he is holding to the floor. SOL sighs and stands upright, inching into the room.






SOL





(RESTRAINED)




Were you even at work today?






MR. ADAMS





(SLURS)




Aye!





(LAUGHS)




Aye…work, working away…




keep your…useless arse in




school, that’s it! You and…






SOL





(MUTTERS)




Shut your mouth.






MR. ADAMS





(SLURS)




Aye you…you’re a waster!

SOL is enraged and storms over to the chair, lifting a beer can and crushing it in his fist.






SOL





(SHOUTS)

What are you saying? Waster, 

yeah? You’re calling me a 

waster?

MR. ADAMS is visibly startled but hardly moves from his slumped position in the chair. SOL hurls the empty can at the TV.






MR. ADAMS





(GRIPES)




Here!

SOL leans in close to his father, a look of disgust and anger spread across his face.






SOL




I think you’ll find you’re

the bloody waster, Conall! 

He suddenly snatches a wallet lying beside his father and walks to the door. MR. ADAMS tries to get up.






MR. ADAMS




Here…get back here, you




wee shite!






SOL





(GRINS)




I’m off for something to eat!

MR. ADAMS lifts another beer can and throws it at him but he easily dodges.






SOL





(SNEERS)

Whatever!

He runs from the apartment, MR. ADAMS muttering abuse in the background. 

25. EXT. STREET - NIGHT

SOL looks back up at a second floor window of the apartments with contempt and then opens the wallet. A few coins and a note is all it contains. He sighs and shoves the wallet into his pocket, staring aimlessly at the busy street, quietly upset, then yells and punches a wall.

26. INT. FREJA’S BEDROOM – NIGHT

Large candles in ornate black sconces hang from dark navy walls. Heavy curtains are drawn over the bay window and a small wooden table accompanies a large bed. A neat altar ordains the far wall, complete with crystals, tarot cards, an athame, golden cup, bell and incense.

FREJA sits before the altar, crossed-legged, pouring a powdered substance from a glass jar onto the carpet. As we pull back, the shape of a pentagram emerges. She sets the jar aside and calmly lifts a deck of cards, featuring birds, then closes her eyes and meditates a few moments.






FREJA





(COMPOSED)




Birds of Omen, I call to thee,




Those whom I seek in shadows

concealed,




By your wisdom and light reveal




To me,

This be my will!

She spreads the cards before her and places a hand above them, hovering, hesitating. She remains silent, her eyebrows furrow, as if she is concentrating hard. She breathes in deeply and whispers strange words.






FREJA





(WHISPERS)




Fa-hew. O-tha-la.

One of the cards suddenly flips over just as her mobile phone bleeps. She gasps and opens her eyes staring first at the card – the Lark – then, lifting her phone, she reads the text message. It is from CAT. 

She glances at the card and then back at CAT’S message…a calculating smile creeping onto her face.

FADE OUT.


END OF SHOW.






