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INT. CAR / EXT. STREET - DAY

Elegant houses line the street. There are a few parked 
cars spaced along the road, but no people.

Stillness. 

In the distance the rumble of traffic is just audible. 

Then, much closer, comes the tinny, gurgling of a baby. 

INT. CAR - DAY

Hanging from the rare view mirror is a small wooden icon 
of the ‘Holy Family.’

In the driver’s seat - AOIFE  - a women in her late 
twenties  wearing a white polo shirt, sits absolutely 
still watching the street outside. A small silver 
crucifix on a fine chain hangs around her neck.

On the dashboard sits a baby monitor. The child on the 
other end begins to cry. Aoife doesn’t react. 

After a while a woman’s voice - ALICE - can be heard 
coming closer. She croons to the infant, placatingly. 

Aoife’s eyes flick to the monitor.

ALICE
(exasperated)

Aww Charr, what’s the matter? 

There come ruffling sounds as she picks up the bawling 
child, the rhythm of her voice is low and soothing as she 
bounces the baby up and down to quieten it.

ALICE (CONT'D)
Shhh shhhh shhh. Thereeeeeee we go, 
shhhhhhhh

Aoife checks her watch.

She glances at herself in the rare view mirror. She 
smoothes back her hair before switching off the monitor 
and stashing it in the glove compartment. 

Taking a cleaning bucket, complete with clothes and 
detergents from the seat beside her she tucks her 
neckless down her front and gets out of the car.

INT. ALICE’S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

A dark hallway. The door bell rings. 

Alice, an attractive light mannered women in her mid 
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thirties appears, opening the door to reveal Aoife 
standing outside, bucket in hand, and smile on her face.

ALICE 
Hi Aoife! Hi! Come in. I’m sorry, 
bit run off my feet, the place is a 
complete tip, but I’ve managed to 
clear the kitchen a bit for you.

Aoife follows Alice through into the lobby, stopping at 
the foot of the stairs.

AOIFE
No problem, I’ll start upstairs 
shall I?

ALICE
That would be great.

Alice distractedly continues down the hallway into the 
next room. Aoife watches her go, intently.

 ALICE (CONT'D)
(from the next room)

Also can you keep an eye out for 
Charlotte’s monitor?  I swear I had 
it upstairs last. Haven’t seen it 
for days... 

AOIFE 
I’ll have a look.

INT. BEDROOM - FOLLOWING

Aoife moves in and out of view through the doorway, as 
she hoovers the landing.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

She shakes out the duvet, tucking in the covers and 
smoothing it with care.  

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

She washes the sink and mirror

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Aoife wipes down the cupboard doors, replacing the little 
glass bottles strewn across the surface back into the 
spice rack.   

She is spraying the work surface when Alice enters, 
coming to lean up again the sideboard with a tentative 
smile.
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ALICE 
Aoife... What are you doing this 
evening?

Aoife stops, looking sharply at her.

AOIFE
Nothing. Why?

ALICE
Can, I ask a massive favour...

Aoife, already embarrassed at her own intensity tries to 
cover her disappointment with a nod. Alice, unaware, 
continues...

ALICE 
Would you... look after Charlotte 
for a few hours? I know it’s short 
notice and I wouldn’t ask, but mum 
and dad just bailed and I don’t 
want to miss it - and she knows you 
- 

AOIFE
Sure.

Aoife forces herself to wait before asking, covering her 
interest.

AOIFE
Out? what for..?

ALICE
Just a few drinks. Someone from 
work.

She turns towards the kitchen table and so doesn’t see 
Aoife’s gaze follow her.

ALICE (CONT'D)
Moved down here about a month ago

Aoife has returned to wiping the sink 

ALICE (CONT’D)
...I think we might try The Ram, 
and if that’s full, The Swan is 
meant to be good. I’m not sure.

She sinks into the seat with a sigh looking balefully 
around her.

It’ll just be nice to get out of 
the house and not worry about Char-

Her head jerks round as an idea strikes her. 
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How about you and I have a glass of 
wine before I head off - need to 
get one in before I go. How’s that 
sound?

Aoife takes her eyes off the cloth to look at Alice.

AOIFE
What time?

ALICE
If you came over around half eight 
I’d be back by eleven?

Aoife considers. She gives another little nod. 

AOIFE
Ok. If it helps.

Alice springs up, coming over to lean her chin on Aoife’s 
shoulder.

ALICE
You’re a life saver. Thank you 

Then she breaks away and Aoife is left alone.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

Aoife makes for the front door hitching her bucket on one 
arm and taking the money left on the stairs, counting it 
quickly before stashing it in her pocket. She turns to 
look up the stairs.

AOIFE
(calling up)

All done.

Alice appears over the banisters  

ALICE 
Amazing, So I’ll see you at eight 
thirty

AOIFE
Ok.

INT. CAR - DAY - MOMENTS LATER

Aoife gets in. Closing the door she sits there for a 
moment, considering.

EXT. ALICE’S HOUSE - EVENING 

Aoife stands outside the front door wearing a colourful 
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summer dress, a bottle of wine clasped in one hand. Her 
hair is styled and she has applied some subtle make-up to 
her eyes and mouth. 

Alice answers, looking slightly harassed. Seeing Aoife 
her face splits in a smile. Aoife returns it quickly, her 
eyes darting up and down to take Alice in. 

She wears a sleek, tight-fitting dress, and large 
earrings partially concealed by her loose hair. She looks 
beautiful.

ALICE 
Aoife you look lovely.

AOIFE
So do you.

She raises the bottle.

ALICE 
You shouldn’t have...

Graciously she takes it, glancing at the label fleetingly 
before moving back into the hallway, Aoife following. 
They stop at the foot of the stairs. Alice examines her 
appearance critically in the mirror.

ALICE
Dress not too formal? I’m not 
sure..

AOIFE
No, it’s lovely.

ALICE
I think I’ll wear my hair up 
tonight, what you you think? 

AOIFE
Sure.

ALICE
Could you give me a hand?

Alice shakes back her hair and Aoife tentatively begins 
to gather it in. Her eyes flit nervously between their 
reflection in the glass and her fingers at work.

Once she is finished Alice turns her head experimentally 
from side to side, studying the effect. Then turns with a 
beam to Aoife.

ALICE
Thank you. 

There is something intimate in the way they are stood so 
close. Aoife’s eyes seek out Alice’s.
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The doorbell rings.

ALICE
Shit that’s him - He’s early...

She grabs her handbag from the stairs talking at double 
speed, stalling on her way to the door. 

ALICE
Ok now, Charlotte’s upstairs, I’ve 
already fed her so she should be 
fine. But if she starts to cry 
wanting food, her milk’s in the 
door of the fridge. If you need 
anything at all just call me, you 
have my number already don’t you?

AOIFE
Yes -

ALICE
- Great, and I’m sorry, I know we 
said a drink, but there’s a bottle 
of white wine in the fridge. 
Obviously help yourself. Also 
anything in the cupboards. Thank 
you so much for doing this. 
How do I look?

AOIFE
You look beautiful.

Alice shoots her a grin, then turns to the door opening 
it. 

Aoife watches her go

The stranger is hidden by Alice as she fills the narrow 
bar of light left by the door.

ALICE
Hi!

She disappears, their voices muffled, then the door 
swings shut.

INT. KITCHEN - EVENING 

Aoife wanders aimlessly into the kitchen, looking around 
her. Taking a glass from the cupboard she unscrews her 
bottle and pours some for herself. Raising it she take a 
deep draught,  then continues her ambling route around 
the island at the centre, one hand gently caressing the 
granite surface.
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INT. LANDING - EVENING 

Aoife opens the far door to reveal a small room with a 
cot set against the wall. She kneels beside it, one arm 
draped over the wooden bars, her head tilted to watch the 
sleeping occupant. 

INT. ALICE’S BEDROOM - EVENING 

Aoife enters cautiously. She sees a number of dresses, 
tops and skirts in a heap on the bed. She puts her wine 
on the dressing table and carefully riffles through the 
clothes. 

She picks out one and tentatively holds it up in front of 
her, examining the effect in the full length mirror. Her 
hand runs over her stomach and down her leg. She feels 
the material. Then, slowly, she gathers it in, burying 
her nose and mouth in it and closing her eyes, taking 
deep, long breaths.

INT. SITTING ROOM - EVENING

The low repetitive ticks of the house clock can be heard. 

Aoife sits uncomfortably on the edge of the sofa staring 
off. Her fingers fidget absently. She checks her watch. 
After a moment she gets up quickly, making for the 
stairs. 

INT. ALICE’S BEDROOM - EVENING

Aoife crosses the doorway and disappears, reappearing a 
moment later with a white baby monitor in her hand. 
Skirting the bed she gets to her knees on the far side, 
looking for a place to store it. 

She wedges it between some boxes under the bed, takes a 
moment to check it is well hidden, then straightens up 
and leaves the room.

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT - LATER

Muffled laughter and voices can be heard from behind the 
closed front door. Then comes the sounds of a key 
clumsily scraping at the lock. The door opens and Alice 
stumbles through, followed by a tall, dark bearded man - 
PAUL - in a white open shirt and jacket. Alice totters in 
closing the door behind them. 

Aoife, hearing the noise, comes into the hallway. 

Seeing her, Alice approaches, giving a hushed explanation 
with one arm around Aoife’s neck for support as she leans 
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in.

ALICE
(in a stage whisper)

Thank you so much. Is she asleep?

Aoife gives a small nod, her eyes flitting to the shadowy 
figure behind her.

ALICE (CONT'D)
Good. This, this is Paul 

She leans out to include the man at her shoulder

ALICE (CONT'D)
We will see you next week is that 
ok?

She fishes in her handbag for her purse.

Paul quickly reaches for his own, producing a couple of 
notes which he hands to Aoife.

PAUL
Does this cover it?

Alice leans against him, her head falling back to gaze up 
at him.

ALICE 
(slurred)

Ah your so kind, of you, thank you.

Aoife takes the money, her eyes dowcast and makes for the 
door. The couple barely notice her leave. 

EXT. STREET - NIGHT 

Aoife walks hurriedly across the road to her car, 
fumbling the keys she opens the door and get in, slamming 
it behind her.

INT. CAR - NIGHT

She sits in complete stillness for a moment, taking deep, 
controlled breaths. 

Her eyes flit to the glove compartment. She takes out the 
baby monitor and switches it on, placing it on the 
dashboard, listening.

Muffled footsteps can be heard; a low voice and Alice’s 
laugh. A moment later the soft creak as the couple sink 
onto the bed. 

Aoife sits, transfixed, her keys digging into the palm of 
her hand. 
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Gradually low, rhythmic breaths can be heard. Eventually 
Alice begins to moan softly. Aoife hunches, her head 
bows. The crucifix at her throat swings out gently.

The sounds of the couple grow in intensity until, in a 
sudden outburst, Aoife grabs the monitor and switches it 
off throwing it back into the open glove compartment. 

She sits in silence. 

Pause.

Her whole body goes rigid in a silent scream. Her hands 
hit out at the wheel, against the window. She rocks back 
against the seat in violent spasms slapping herself again 
and again.

Finally she brings herself under control and sits still.

INT. AOIFE’S APARTMENT - MORNING 

Aoife lies curled up on an unmade single bed, still 
wearing her dress from the night before. The pale 
curtains cast a dull grey light over a small dingy room.

EXT. ALICE’S HOUSE - MORNING (1 WEEK LATER)

Aoife stands outside in the same white polo-shirt, bucket 
in hand. Alice answers the door.

ALICE
Hi Aoife! How have you been? You 
look beautiful 

Aoife manages a small forced smile, and enters after her. 

INT. HALLWAY - FOLLOWING 

Alice turns back to her a grin on her face. Aoife stops 
in her track, on her way towards the stairs. 

ALICE
One second

She produces a little box from behind her back and hands 
it over. Inside are two delicate silver earrings 

ALICE (CONT'D)
A little thank you for last week. 
Saw them in the sale and thought 
they would suit you 

Alice looks at Aoife with genuine warmth and, meeting her 
gaze, Aoife’s guard drops for a moment, letting out an 
intimate smile.  
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Alice’s phone rings.

ALICE
Sorry, one moment
- Hi

She turns away back down the corridor.

INT. BEDROOM 

Aoife moves in and out of view through the doorway, as 
she hoovers the landing.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

As she shakes out the duvet her eye is caught by a man’s 
white shirt draped over a chair near the end of the bed. 
She continues to tuck in the covers and smooth them, but 
with with jerky movements.  

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

She washes the sink and mirror. A shaving brush and razor 
sits on the sink. Aoife looks at it for a long time, her 
face working.

Alice's muffled footsteps can be heard coming up the 
stairs. Moments later she pokes her head through the door

ALICE
Heya, all ok?

AOIFE
What would you like me to do with 
these?

Gesturing at the open shaving kit

ALICE
Oh don’t worry, leave that, Paul 
will sort it 

AOIFE
(In a slightly 
constricted voice)

It’s going well?

ALICE
So well.

Alice duck out with a far off smile. Aoife doesn’t move.

A couple of moments later Alice reappears 

ALICE (CONT’D)
Aoife, it’s a bit of cheek I know, 
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but Char’s fast asleep and you 
wouldn’t mind keeping an ear out 
for her if I slipped out for half 
an hour. Pauls away for a few days 
tomorrow..  

Aoife gives a little nod, her face hidden from Alice. 
Alice, unconcerned, disappears

Aoife holds the sides of the sink.

She glances at her distorted reflection in the smeared 
glass. We hear the front door close.

INT. KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER  

Aoife enters, crossing behind the island she opens the 
spice cupboard riffling through little glass and plastic 
bottles until she finds what she wants.

INT. CHARLOTTE’S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Aoife enters cautiously, looking down into the cot. One 
hand screws tight the lid on a bottle of milk. Aoife 
studies the sleeping baby, head slightly tilted. 

Her neckless swings out as she reaches into the cot.

INT. LANDING FOLLOWING

In the narrow slit left by the door we see Aoife rise 
again cradling Charlotte and holding the bottle up for 
her to suckle. 

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

Stillness. From the end room, faint at first, but 
growing, Charlotte’s cries can be heard.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Aoife cleans the empty milk bottle with care, before 
refilling it with formula.

INT. LANDING - FOLLOWING

Aoife sits on the stairs listening as Charlotte’s cries 
continue in intensity from the small room. Her face is 
taught with grief. 

After a long moment she takes her phone from her pocket 
and dials a number.
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AOIFE
Alice, hi... I’m not sure, she's 
been  crying for the last twenty 
minutes... I think that’s best. Ok, 
see you soon.

INT. HALLWAY - LATER

Alice enters through the front door dropping her handbag 
she starts to ascend the stairs hurriedly to Charlotte’s 
room. 

Charlotte’s cries can be heard all the while. 

ALICE
Give her to me, I’ll handle this.

Aoife hands her Charlotte, watching her back as she picks 
up the screaming baby and trying to sooth her. 

AOIFE
Shall I call 111?

ALICE
Please.

Aoife watches Alice for a moment more, then turns to 
descend the stairs taking her phone from her pocket.

INT. LIVING ROOM - LATER

Aoife sits on the edge of the sofa once more, her hands 
fidgeting nervously. 

She hears Alice descend the stairs, and gets up to meet 
her. Alice is cradling Charlotte tightly, her face lined 
with worry. Charlotte’s cries have lessened.

ALICE
She threw up a couple of times. 
She's sweating loads but seems 
calmer. I don’t know what it is. 
I’m not sure if it’s fever or.. 

AOIFE
Doctors said they would call back 
in 20minutes

Alice gives a weak nod and comes to sink into the sofa 
beside Aoife. Her light manner is completely gone and she 
is close to tears. She looks down at the little bundle in 
her arms.

ALICE
(voice breaking)

I shouldn’t have left her alone...
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Aoife stands looking down at the pair for a long moment. 

Genraly she rests her hand comfortingly on Alice’s 
shoulders, the lets the other gently stroking blanket 
which holds Charlotte. Slowly she sinks back into the 
sofa with Alice - completing the image of the Holy Family 
pendant.

ALICE
Thank you, for being here.

Eventually they break and Alice takes Charlotte back 
upstairs. Aoife stands there listening to the babies 
whimpers fade. 

Alice’s phone, still lying, forgotten on the sofa goes 
off. It’s Paul.  

Calmly she cancels it, before following Alice upstairs.

THE END 

 

 
 

 


