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SUPER: "The only reason for time is so that everything 
doesn't happen at once." - Albert Einstein

EXT.  PHOENIX PARK - DUBLIN, IRELAND - DAY (1995)

SUPER: 1995

The crisp autumn air blows through the branches of an old oak 
tree. Leaves drift down onto the grass. 

A barnacle goose swims across the tree. Ripples cascade 
across what appeared to be a tree, yet was merely its 
reflection.

YOUNG MADISON TAYLOR, a feisty five year-old girl, draws 
patterns of lines and swirls in the dirt with a stick. 

GRACE TAYLOR, late 20's, Irish, Madison's mother, walks up.

GRACE
Madison, we've been over this. You 
mustn't draw it ever again.

YOUNG MADISON
Sorry, Mummy. I forgot.

Grace plants a kiss on Young Madison, then shuffles her feet 
across the dirt drawing. Young Madison giggles and joins in.

GRACE
There, no harm done. Now, we don't 
want to be late, do we?

She holds out her hand, Young Madison takes it. The two laugh 
as they skip across the park. 

BOYS play rugby, OLD MEN study their chess match, and 
CHILDREN play.

A goose HONKS. It lands on the hill behind them. Young 
Madison spins toward the sound, alarmed.

GRACE (CONT'D)
Everything all right?

The trees ahead of her BURST INTO FLAMES. Young Madison 
gasps, eyes wide. 

Grace looks at the trees: they look normal.

GRACE (CONT'D)
What is it, darling?



DEMON-LIKE CREATURES, lanky with hunched bodies and clawed 
hands, slink out from behind the trees. They stare directly 
at Young Madison - then charge.  

No one else can see the creatures as they storm through the 
rugby game. Young Madison sprints across the park.

GRACE (CONT'D)
Madison!

Grace chases after her, but loses balance as her shoe heel 
breaks. She kicks off her shoes, then races after her child.

GRACE (CONT'D)
Madison, wait!

EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS

Young Madison stops at the edge of the street. She glances 
back: Grace runs to catch up.

A clawed hand snatches the girl by the arm. Young Madison 
pulls away, her jacket rips. She darts into the busy street. 
Grace gasps.

GRACE
Madison, don't! 

HORNS HONK. Cars swerve past as Young Madison zigzags through 
traffic. 

Grace bolts into the street after her daughter.

EXT. SIDEWALK CAFE - CONTINUOUS

Young Madison reaches the other side and spots --

IAN DANIELS, Irish, an intense young priest seated at a cafe 
table. He sees Madison and jumps out of his seat.

IAN
(to Madison)

Where's your mother?

Car BRAKES SCREECH. 

WOMAN (O.S.)
NO!

Young Madison turns to see Grace struck by an oncoming car. 
Her body slaps against the hood of the car then flips over 
and smacks onto the pavement. 
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The car speeds away. Traffic stops.

Tears well as Young Madison stares at Grace's lifeless body. 
She glances around, still out of breath: no sign of the 
creatures.

Ian and WITNESSES rush into the street and surround Grace. 

Young Madison pushes her way through the crowd.

YOUNG MADISON
Mummy?

She takes Grace's lifeless hand in hers. CAFE WAITRESS kneels 
beside Young Madison.

CAFE WAITRESS
Where's your Da, love?

Young Madison wipes her tears and searches the faces that 
encircle her. She stares at Ian, he shakes his head. 

JASON TAYLOR, mid 30s, Madison’s father, a suave and 
cultivated American, pushes past the crowd. He throws his 
arms around Young Madison and covers her eyes.

JASON
Madison! Oh my God. Don't look, 
Princess. Don't look.

Jason's eyes meet Ian's. 

All SOUND FADES. Jason screams for help.  

PARAMEDICS make their way through the crowd.

Young Madison pulls Jason's hand down, she looks up at Ian as 
he closes his eyes, turns and walks away.

Rosary beads drop from Ian's hand. The beads break and 
scatter across the street.  

INT. PLANE - DUBLIN IRELAND - DAY (PRESENT)

MADISON’S, now 30, eyes jolt open as the plane's wheels hit 
the tarmac.

SUPER: Present Day

She shakes CORD ROBBINS, 30s, GQ handsome with a smile that 
melts hearts, asleep in the seat next to her. 

3.



MADISON
Cord. We landed.

Cord opens an eye and smiles at her.

CORD
Welcome home.

MADISON
I feel like I'm going to throw-up. 
How could we let him talk us into 
this?

CORD
Irish weddings are romantic.

She holds out her hand.

MADISON
I know you’re holding.

Cord pulls a mini bottle of whiskey from his coat pocket.

CORD
He'll smell it on you.

Madison takes a large swig then hands it back. Cord drains 
it, then tucks the bottle into the seat pocket.

MADISON
We can't let him ruin this. Not 
this.

DING. The seat-belt sign turns off. PASSENGERS stand to 
gather belongings.

CORD
Then maybe we should have gone to 
Vegas.

Cord reaches into the overhead bin. Madison steps into the 
crowded isle.

MADISON
Married by Elvis? I don't think so. 
Besides, he has to give me away. Do 
you have a mint?

He hands her the package, she pops one in her mouth. They 
make their way to the front of the plane.

CORD
I don't understand why that is so 
important to you?
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MADISON
It’s just how it works.

INT. DUBLIN AIRPORT - JETWAY - CONTINUOUS

JASON, 60s, and his new wife DANA, 50s, a woman who likes to 
display her wealth, exit first class. They step to the side 
and allow other passengers to pass. 

Dana spots Madison and waves frantically.

DANA
Madison, your dress! Your dress!

MADISON
Oh, shit.

She pushes her way back through the crowd. The FLIGHT 
ATTENDANT holds out the garment bag with a huge smile.

MADISON (CONT'D)
Thank you.

Madison re-joins the others. Jason rubs his hands together 
and grins like a little boy.

JASON
Back in the land of saints and 
scholars. 

MADISON
Not why we're here, Dad.

DANA
She's right, you promised. No work. 
No history. No artifacts. 

They head toward the terminal.

JASON
Yes, yes, I already gave my word, 
this excursion is strictly about 
Maddie. I just hope you're not 
planning on running after ghosts, 
or whatever it was you said you saw 
when we were last here.

She stops and stares at him, devastated.

MADISON
I was five.

Jason smells the whiskey.
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JASON
Have you been drinking?

MADISON
A sip.

JASON
It’s 10 am.

MADISON
Guess I'm still be on L.A time.

Jason shoots her one of his disappointed looks and walks on 
ahead. 

CORD
You don't have to let him get to 
you like that.

MADISON
No? 

She walks on.

INT. DUBLIN AIRPORT - CUSTOMS - DAY

IAN, 50s, his long salt n’ pepper hair and open collar shirt 
reveal he’s no longer with the priesthood. 

He watches as the group goes through customs. Ian snaps 
several photos of Madison, then limps away with the aid of a 
cane.

Madison feels the weight of someone watching. She glances 
around. The CUSTOMS OFFICER stamps her passport.

CUSTOMS OFFICER
Welcome to Eire. 

Madison forces a smile, takes her passport and moves on. 

EXT. TRINITY COLLEGE - DUBLIN - DAY

Ian skims a document as he walks along the footpath. THOMAS, 
50s, stiff suit type, notices Ian.

THOMAS
Daniels. 

Ian turns to Thomas.
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THOMAS (CONT’D)
Afraid we're late. I’ll walk with 
you.

IAN
Professor O’Dwyer is requesting 
another grant, I see.

THOMAS
I can tell you he won’t be getting 
my vote.

IAN
Still holding a grudge?

Thomas pulls open the door to--

INT. TRINITY COLLEGE - ARTS BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

They enter and continue across the lobby.

THOMAS
The man would trade his own mum for 
a pint and a shag. 

IAN
Well, perhaps his mother didn’t 
love him. Who knows, who cares. We 
both know he’s brilliant.

THOMAS
It’ll be interesting to hear your 
thoughts after the presentation.

IAN
Why’s that?

THOMAS
He’s after An Croí Dé, Ian. He may 
have shagged my girl, but he’s 
fucking you.

Thomas pulls open the board room door. Ian composes himself 
and follows Thomas in.

INT. ARTS BUILDING - BOARD ROOM - CONTINUOUS

ON SCREEN: Celtic artwork of a Druid. A red stone shines in 
his hands as angels and demons circle over him. 

ALSANDER O'DWYER, 30s, Irish, stands beside the screen. His 
rugged demeanor and tousled hair are contrasted by glasses 
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and suit. Mid-argument, he glances at Ian and Thomas as they 
enter, then continues...

ALSANDER
It's true, we have but a handful of 
clues and a few poems which speak 
of its power...

Ian and Thomas slide into their seats among BOARD MEMBERS.

ALSANDER (CONT'D)
But, to dismiss it as legend 
without proper research is 
irresponsible and lazy! 

BOARD MEMBER #1
Professor O’Dwyer, we are acutely 
aware of our responsibilities and 
do not-- 

ALSANDER
--Then why hasn’t it been found?

BOARD MEMBER #1
Because it doesn’t exist. 

Snickers and laughter from the other board members.

ALSANDER
We are talking about a very large 
ruby, believed to have been taken 
from the very stone upon which 
Jacob laid his head. It could bring 
a fair amount of attention to the 
school, were it found.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                       

BOARD MEMBER #2
The same could be said of dragons.

Laughter. CLICK. ON SCREEN: page from an ancient book. Celtic 
artwork depicts Saint Colum Cille battling demons. Alsander 
holds a copy of the book in his hand.

ALSANDER
This excerpt, ascribed to St. Colum 
Cille, speaks specifically of the 
stone and its power, 

(reads)
“...the red stone in hand, 
wherewith he banished the demons 
from Seangleam.” 

He snaps the book shut.
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ALSANDER (CONT'D)
There are multiple accounts, like 
this one, that clearly state Colum 
Cille held a red stone. All my 
research indicates that his red 
stone and, the legendary, An Croi 
De are one in the same.

CLICK. ON SCREEN: a photo of an ancient stone carving made up 
of swirls and waves (the same as Young Madison drew in the 
dirt).

ALSANDER (CONT'D)
I found this megalithic artwork in 
Glencolumcille, near to the very 
spot Colum Cille is said to have 
battled those demons.

Ian’s face turns ashen. He searches other board members' for 
any hint of recognition, there’s none.

ALSANDER (CONT’D)
This part, here...

IAN
(whispers to self)

Druids and the king.

ALSANDER
...speaks of the Druids and the 
first christian king, who we know 
to be Diarmait. And this, here, 
tells of a great battle and danger. 
This part, however, is very -- 

Ian jumps up from his seat and yells out...

IAN
--There is no solid ground upon 
which to base such interpretation. 

Board members turn to face Ian, stunned by his outburst. Ian 
regains his composure. 

IAN (CONT'D)
Those scribbles most likely 
indicate movement of stars or the 
seasons, just as is believed to be 
the case with Newgrange.  

ALSANDER
As I understand it, Mr. Daniels, 
you spent much of the past twenty-
five years researching this very 

(MORE)
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subject. Surely you found evidence 
of some sort to inspire such 
dedication?

IAN
An Croí Dé is a wondrous tale, and, 
as many of you know, a portion of 
Irish lore I, myself, have been 
most partial to. However, my own 
extensive research has shown it to 
be nothing more than a fairy tale. 
Quite frankly, this request 
belittles the intelligence of a 
professor such as yourself, 
Alsander, and I, for one, do not 
wish to waste any more time on the 
matter. Motion to deny Professor 
O'Dwyer's request.

BOARD MEMBER #1
All those in favor?

Ian sits, his eyes meet Alsander's glare.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - DUBLIN - DAY

Madison rushes in, suitcase in one hand, phone in the other. 
Cord right behind her.

MADISON
Twenty-three more tweets. 

CORD
I have to call in.

Madison turns on the TV-- a live news report on WMN, World 
Media Network.

ON TV: WMN REPORTER, live from Dublin, stands before the 
chaos. Fire. Broken buildings. CITIZENS in tears. 

WMN REPORTER
We have just received confirmation 
that the Pope did, indeed, enter 
the building moments before the 
explosion. There is no word yet on 
survivors. 

Cord and Madison stare at the TV. 

CORD
Holy shit.

(into phone)

ALSANDER (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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Yes, I'm looking at it now. Get 
Philip over to the White House 
ASAP... Then have him wait! 
Someone's going to claim 
responsibility... Yeah... We’re at 
the hotel now. Not a problem. Keep 
me posted.

He hangs up.

CORD (CONT'D)
The fucking Pope. 

His phone RINGS.

CORD (CONT'D)
(into phone)

Tony. I'm watching it now. 

Madison grabs several items from her luggage.

MADISON
I'm going.

She races out the door. Cord stares after her, stunned. 

CORD
Uh, Tony, let me call you back.

Cord hurries out after Madison. 

EXT. BOMBING SITE - DUBLIN - DAY

Shocked VICTIMS surrounded by ambulances, POLICE, and 
BYSTANDERS litter the scene. Pain and chaos everywhere.

Press lanyards hang from Madison and Cord's necks. Madison 
questions a SECURITY GUARD as a PARAMEDIC treats the wound on 
his forehead.

MADISON
I don't understand, how could the 
dogs not pick anything up, if you 
did a full sweep fifteen minutes 
before the explosion?

SECURITY GUARD
I don't know. I'm sorry I didn't 
listen.

The paramedics lift his gurney up into the back of the 
ambulance.

CORD (CONT'D)
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PARAMEDIC 
(to Madison)

Watch yourself.

MADISON
Listen to who?

Paramedics close the back doors to the ambulance. Madison, 
frustrated, looks around at the chaos. Cord walks up to her.

CORD
The explosion came from below. 
Probably the basement.

MADISON
It had to be someone on the inside, 
right? --Oh my God, what's he doing 
here?

Madison instinctively steps back, out of view. Cord turns to 
look, as Jason disappears into the crowd. 

CORD
You made him swear he wouldn't 
work. 

MADISON
Shit. Do you think he saw us?

CORD
I wouldn't doubt it. 

A goose HONKS. Madison looks up as it flies over them. The 
trees in the distance BURST INTO FLAMES.

MADISON
What the...?

CORD
What's wrong?

MADISON
The trees.

Cord looks at the trees: they look normal. 

CORD
What about them?

SABIA, a red-headed woman dressed in ancient garb, steps out 
from behind the trees. She looks directly at Madison. [Note: 
Sabia is played by same actress as Madison.]
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Madison, panicked, turns on her heel and bolts back through 
the chaos. Cord navigates the crowd behind her. 

CORD (CONT'D)
Hey, where're you going?

MADISON
I need to get back to the hotel. 
Give Tony what we have, he can take 
it from here.

CORD
You're actually going to let other 
reporters do their job? 

She shoots him a look, then walks on. 

CORD (CONT'D)
Mad, come on, it was a joke. 

Cord catches up and wraps his arm around her.

INT. TRINITY COLLEGE LIBRARY - RESTRICTED AREA - DAY

Alsander, angry, shoves old texts onto the shelf.

One book gets jammed and won't slide into place. Alsander 
yanks it out. Another binder falls to the floor, flips open 
and papers scatter.

ALSANDER
Christ!

A photo paper-clipped to a document catches his eye: it's the 
same megalithic artwork. 

ALSANDER (CONT'D)
What the...?

He lifts the photo and skims the document. 

INSERT: at the top of the document, IAN DANIELS.

ALSANDER (CONT'D)
Son of a bitch. 

EXT. DUBLIN STREETS - NIGHT

Madison walks beside Jason. Cord and Dana, just ahead of 
them.
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MADISON
I know I made you swear you 
wouldn't work, but we had to go. 
It's a major world event. It 
couldn't be avoided.

Jason walks beside her, silent.

MADISON (CONT'D)
I actually can't believe you went 
there just to see check on us.

Jason stops and studies her.

JASON
You saw me at the bombing?

She nods.

JASON (CONT'D)
I was concerned for your safety.

Madison laughs. 

MADISON
You were concerned? Iraq, 
Afghanistan, nothing. But Ireland 
suddenly feels so dangerous that 
you race over to make sure I'm 
safe?

JASON
You have a history here, Maddie.

MADISON
Then why did you insist on coming 
back?

JASON
You need closure. 

MADISON
Oh, my God. Again with the closure.

JASON
You're wounded.

MADISON
I watched my mother die, then spent 
fifteen years in therapy telling 
myself, it wasn't my fault. But, 
luckily, you were always there to 
remind me that it was. 
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JASON
You ran into the street--

MADISON
--I will probably see those fucking 
rosary beads every time I close my 
eyes for the rest of my life. A 
wedding isn't going to change that.

JASON
Rosary beads?

MADISON
That priest dropped them.

JASON
You're mistaken. There was never a 
priest.

MADISON
No, I remember him--

JASON
--Damnit, Madison! I was there. 
There was no priest.

Jason picks up the pace to join Dana. Cord waits for Madison.

CORD
What was that about?

MADISON
Nothing. I don't know. He's 
impossible.

CORD
It can't always be his fault.

MADISON
Yeah, it can.

She walks on.

INT. BANK ON THE COLLEGE GREEN, RESTAURANT/PUB - NIGHT

Ian crosses to the bar. FRANK, the barman, turns toward him.

FRANK
Evening, Ian.

IAN
I'll have a pint of gat.  
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Alsander, intoxicated, stands at the bar as JESSICA, 20's, 
the perfect one night stand, presses in close to him. 

ALSANDER
Well, there he is.

IAN
Alsander.

ALSANDER
Ian, I'd like you to meet Gina.

JESSICA
Jessica.

ALSANDER
Jessica. We were just having a bit 
of a chat about fairy tales, isn't 
that right, darling?

She giggles. Frank places the beer on the bar. Ian sips it.

ALSANDER (CONT’D)
But I told her to stop blathering 
on about such blarney. That it 
belittles the intelligence of 
professors, such as myself, to even 
discuss an incredible load of 
bollocks.

He steps in close to Ian.

ALSANDER (CONT’D)
Even when we both know it's true.

Alsander punches Ian hard, knocking him to the floor.

ALSANDER (CONT'D)
I read your research, ya muppet.

Frank pulls a club out from under the bar.

FRANK
Alsander! I've told you before, 
I'll have none of that in here.

IAN
It's all right, Frank.

ALSANDER
(to Ian)

Don't defend me.

Alsander pulls Jessica in close to him.
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ALSANDER (CONT’D)
(to Jessica)

Come on, I've something to show you 
that's no fairy tale.

Jessica giggles. They head for the door. 

Cord and Madison enter, Jason and Dana behind them.

Madison and Alsander's eyes meet. Alsander leads Jessica out. 
Cord places his hand around Madison's waist as they approach 
the HOSTESS. Madison glances back at Alsander.

HOSTESS
Dinner for four? Follow me.

Ian watches the group settle in at a fireside table. He takes 
a large gulp of his beer, then dabs his fingers in it, and 
pats his face like it's cologne. 

Beer in hand, Ian stumbles across the pub.

IAN
(sings)

As we gather in the chapel here, in 
old Kilmainham jail, I think about 
the last few weeks, Oh will they 
say we failed...

Ian "accidentally" bumps into the WAITRESS then lands on the 
table. Madison jumps as a glass of water spills. 

Ian glares at Jason who stares back, expressionless.

IAN (CONT'D)
Well, well, would you look who we 
have here. 

Ian backs up and bumps into Madison then turns to face her.

IAN (CONT'D)
Ah, oh, so sorry lass.

Ian slips a piece of paper into Madison's hand, then stumbles 
toward the back of the pub. 

IAN (CONT'D)
(sings)

...Yet all I want in this dark 
place is to have you here with me, 
Oh, Grace just hold me in your 
arms, and let this moment linger...

Madison sits as Cord wipes the spilled water.
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CORD
Drunk fool. What a mess!

MADISON
Do you know him, Dad?

JASON
No. I've never seen him before in 
my life. 

Jason glances around the pub, unnerved.

JASON (CONT'D)
Now, where did our waitress go?

The Waitress hurries over with a towel and sincere apologies.

Madison reads the note buried in her hand. 

INSERT: "He knows exactly who I am. Meet me in the back."

MADISON
Ugh! He spilled beer on me. I smell 
like a brewery. I'm going to wash 
this off.

She slips out. 

INT. BACK OF RESTAURANT/PUB - NEAR RESTROOMS - NIGHT

Ian waits, in the back hall, outside the restrooms, as 
Madison approaches.

MADISON
Who are you?

IAN
An old friend. 

MADISON
My father didn't seem too pleased 
to see you.

IAN
I didn't say I was his friend. 
You're in danger. When I tell you 
it's time, you'll need to come with 
me, no questions asked.

MADISON
That's insane. I'm not going 
anywhere with you.

18.



IAN
Innocent people are about to be 
hurt. You'll have to trust me.

MADISON
Why would I? 

IAN
She did.

He hands her an old photo. 

INSERT: it's her mother, Grace, with Ian dressed as a priest.

MADISON
You're the priest.

She looks up -- Ian has vanished. Cord walks up behind her.

CORD
Mad?

Madison jumps at the sound of his voice and slips the photo 
into her pocket as she turns to him. 

CORD (CONT'D)
What are you doing?

MADISON
Nothing. 

She holds up her phone with her other hand.

MADISON (CONT'D)
Failed call. Think it was the 
florist. 

CORD
We'll call them in the morning. 
Come on, we're ready to order.

Cord leads her to the table. Madison glances back as they 
walk -- no sign of Ian.

KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK.

INT. ALSANDER’S HOME - DAY

Alsander crosses to the door, bleary-eyed and shirtless. He 
fastens his jeans, then opens it to reveal Ian. 

IAN
I need your help.
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ALSANDER
Do you? 

Alsander moves to close the door. Ian holds it open.

IAN
It’s to do with the stone.

ALSANDER
You’re a bloody bastard, you know 
that?

IAN
Aye.

ALSANDER
Fuck me.

He holds open the door. Ian enters.

Alsander picks up a pack of cigarettes and lights one as 
Jessica strolls out, half dressed, from the bedroom.

ALSANDER (CONT'D)
(to Jessica)

Time for you to go, darling.

She crosses over and bites his lip, then kisses him.

JESSICA
Call me later?

ALSANDER
I don't think so.

JESSICA
Are you serious?

ALSANDER
Aye. Come on, get your stuff.

Jessica storms into the bedroom and returns a moment later 
with her belongings.

JESSICA
I hope it falls off ya!

She slams the door behind her.

IAN
You’ve a way with women.

ALSANDER
Why are you here, Ian?
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IAN
You read my research?

ALSANDER
If you can call it that.

Ian stares at him.

ALSANDER (CONT'D)
It was obvious you were lying from 
start to finish.

IAN
The board never doubted -- 

ALSANDER
The board is a bunch of plonkers...
Ah, you don’t want it found.

IAN
There’s a woman I need you to keep 
an eye on.

ALSANDER
You said this was about the stone.

IAN
It is. Every word I wrote in that 
report was a lie. I had my reasons. 

ALSANDER
And did you have your reasons for 
making me look like I had my head 
up my arse yesterday?

IAN
Aye. 

Alsander takes a drag. Ian, unwavering. 

ALSANDER
Why don't you watch her yourself?

IAN
It has to be you. Here, this is 
where she's staying.

He hands Alsander a photo of Madison with hotel address.
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