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1. INT. SINGLE ROOM I N A HOSPI TAL DAY 1

Dl RK WYLDE, 50s, an AIDS patient in termnal care, lies in
the bed. He is sleeping. Adrip is connected to his wist.
He | ooks very sick. The clock says 12.29pm

A nervous young priest, MCHAEL DOOLAN, 20s, knocks and
enters the roomuncertainly. WWLDE wakes up.

DOOLAN
Excuse ne, is this where the..

WYLDE
This is the place.

DOOLAN
Where' s everybody el se?

WYLDE
You're early.

DOOLAN
| suppose they can’t come until
their lunch break. |I don't really
get a lunch break, in the
conventional sense. | nmean | have
| unch, but... oh I'’msorry for
carrying on. I'ma little nervous. |
haven’t done this sort of thing
bef ore.

WYLDE

You think | have?

DOOLAN
Well no. No of course not.

WYLDE
So you're a priest then are you?

He holds out his hand. DOCLAN is a bit apprehensive about
touching him but then darts forward and shakes qui ckly.

DOOLAN
Fat her Dool an.

WYLDE
I"mDrk Wl de.
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DOOLAN
Yes. Yes | know.
WYLDE
Aren’t you a bit young to be a
Fat her ?
DOOLAN
Wll... | haven’t been with the

church I ong.

WYLDE
And where do you stand on the whole
question of the right to die,
Fat her ?

DOOLAN
| try to keep an open m nd.

WYLDE
G ad to hear it, Father, glad to
hear it. Do ne a favour, would you?

DOOLAN
O course.

WYLDE
Coul d you pass ne that tray, Father?

DOOLAN
Thi s one?

WYLDE nods. DOOLAN brings over a tray covered with a towel.
DOOLAN | ooks on, horrified, as WYLDE takes a | oaded
hypoderm ¢ fromthe tray and shoves it into his arm

WYLDE
Ah. ..

DOOLAN
VWhat’'s that?

WYLDE
It’s very high grade, I'll tell you
that nmuch. Nothing but the best in
this wing of the hospital. Hard to
wait for the nurse sonetines. You
know how it is.

DOOLAN
Are you in a lot of pain?
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WYLDE
Not any nore! Hey Father, while
you' re up, could you get ne that
bottle fromover there?

DOCOLAN gets the bottle.

DOOLAN
What's it for?

WYLDE
What do you think it’s for? | need a
pi ss!

DOOLAN
Ch.

WYLDE
Well don’t just stand there, bring
it herel

DOOLAN brings it to the side of the bed. He slips it under
the sheet. WYLDE enpties his bl adder.

WYLDE ( CONT)
That’'s better. You can take it away
now, Father.

DOOLAN t akes the now full bottle out fromunder the bed
cl othes. He | ooks about for sonmewhere to put it.

WYLDE ( CONT)
|’ve been waiting a long tinme for
this, you know, Father.

DOOLAN
(1 ooks at the bottle)
For this?
WYLDE

No, no. For the law to change, you
stupi d bastard.

DOOLAN
There’s no need to be abusi ve.

WYLDE
|’msorry Father. The pain sonetines
makes nme short tenpered. Do you know
how I ong |’ ve been |ying here?

DOOLAN shakes his head.
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WYLDE ( CONT)
Fi ve years this Tuesday.
DOOLAN
That | ong?
WYL DE

| suppose you’' re wondering why |
haven’t dropped off the twig of ny
own accord. But the HHV virus is a
funny thing. Plays ganes with a nan.
Takes himto the edge of death and
then | eaves himthere. Laughs at
him Days and nights |1’ve laid here,
Fat her, thinking about the past.

Wei ghi ng things up, you m ght say.

DOOLAN
And have you cone to any
under st andi ng?

WYLDE
My under standi ng, Father, is that
not hi ng anounts to anything. Life is
a joke, and God is a bl oody cl own.
Am | offendi ng you, Father?

DOOLAN
I wouldn’t say that, no. In fact
|’ ve been having sonme doubts nyself
| ately.

Suddenly a | awer, CLYDE DRI SCOLL, enters. He’s in his 30s.
DRI SCOLL | ooks at the urine bottle with distaste.

DOOLAN ( CONT)
Are you here for the panel?

DRI SCOLL
Clyde Driscoll. The bloody firm sent
me. | didn’'t get any choi ce.

Then he sees WYLDE.

DRI SCOLL ( CONT)
Is he the... um..

DOOLAN puts the bottle down.
DOOLAN

That’'s Mster WIlde, yes. |’ m Father
Dool an.
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DRI SCOLL
Aren’t there supposed to be three of
us?

WYLDE

Yes there are supposed to be three
of you, and you' re bl oody | ate.

DRI SCOLL
Steady on, M Wlde. | had an
assault and battery case over at the
court. | came as fast as | coul d.

WYLDE
Well don't mnd nme, sir. A few nore
m nutes in deadly agony won’t neke
any difference. Bloody | awers.

DRI SCOLL
| don’t have to do this you know
WYLDE
I thought you said the firm sent
you?
DRI SCOLL
Yes, well, in a voluntary sense. The

| eader of the firm M Dunlevy, has
al ways been very strong on the issue
of community involvenent. He |ikes
us all to do our bit.

WYL DE
You can do your bloody bit til
you' re blue in the face, you’l

still be no better than dog vomt.
DRI SCOLL

| don't have to listen to this. I'm

| eavi ng.

He picks up his briefcase. Suddenly his nobile phone goes
of f.

DRI SCOLL ( CONT)
Hello? No | can’t talk now
darling... You what?... well how far
apart are the contractions?... Look,
"Il be there as fast as | can.
kay? Love you. .

He folds up his nobile phone and heads for the door.
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DRI SCOLL ( CONT)

(To DOCLAN)
Feel free to forge ny signature on
the euthanasia form Father. | won’t

mss himin the | east.

Suddenly the door opens the other way. It’s DOCTOR ANGELA
SWAIN, an authoritative-looking woman in her 40s.

DR SWAI N
Where do you think you re going?
Aren’t you part of the panel?

DRI SCOLL
That bl oody bastard insulted ne!

DR SWAI N
He’s a sick man! He's on severa
di fferent types of nedication. Just
because he insulted you doesn’t give
you the right to just wal k out.

She leans in closer to DRI SCOLL.

DR SWAI N ( CONT)
Clyde Driscoll isn't it? Good Cod.
Last tinme | saw you was at ny
partner’s mal practice suit. Woever
dreamed up this panel had a sense of
humour. Conme on then, let’s get on
with it. I've already lost half ny
| unchbr eak.

Rel uctantly, DRI SCOLL cones back inside. DR SWAI N appr oaches
FATHER DOOLAN. She notices his collar.

DR SWAI N ( CONT)
Father? | don’t believe we’ve had
t he pl easure.

DOOLAN
Fat her M chael Dool an.

They shake hands.

DR SVWAI N
Doct or Angel a Swai n.

WYLDE
Hal | ooo0.
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DR SWAI N
Yes M Wl de, we haven't forgotten
you. (TO DRI SCOLL) We need anot her
chair in here Driscoll. And don’t go
skul ki ng of f.

WYLDE
So you're in charge are you, Doctor?

DR SWAI N
None of us are in charge, M Wil de.
| amthe nedical representative.
These gentl|l enen are the other
nmenbers of the panel. W have al
been entrusted to ensure that you
make this inportant decision in a
sound nental state.

WYLDE
Yeah, well I'"'mfine. Do | have to
sign sonething or what?

DR SWAI N
It’s a little nore conplicated than
that, M Wl de. You see, there are
sone irregularities in your case
whi ch need to be ironed out.

WYLDE
What sort of irregularities?

SWAI N st ands.

DR SWAI N
Wll, M Wilde, you're a virtua
nystery as far as the state is
concerned. No birth certificate, no
tax file nunber, no superannuati on,
no bank account... | nean, what have
you done with your life?

WYLDE
Look, I want to die, not take out a
| oan.

DR SWAI N
But you nmust have had sone kind of a
j ob?

WYLDE

| was a taxi driver.
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DR SWAI N
Ah, well that explains a lot. GCot
out in the nick of tine did you,
just before the | aws were cl anped
down?

WYLDE
I was forced out due to a police
matter, if you nmust know.

DR SWAI N
And did you serve tine, M Wl de?

WYLDE
They took away ny licence. That's
what got ne into this ness.

DRI SCOLL returns wi thout a chair. He steals SWAI N s.

DRI SCOLL
The police gave you AIDS then, did
t hey Wl de?

WYLDE

In a manner of speaking.

DR SWAI N
| thought you were going to get
anot her chair?

DRI SCOLL
Get your own bl oody chair. Anyway,
there aren’t any.

DOOLAN
Look, I think we're all in agreenent
that M Wl de s past is of no
concern of ours. W re here to judge
whet her the patient is of sound m nd
to take his own life. | don’'t think
all this squabbling is conducive to
the correct atnosphere.

WYLDE
Hear, hear.
DR SWAI N
Yes, well, we’'re all busy people.

Per haps we should get on with it.

DRI SCOLL
Thank Christ for that.
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SWAI N gl ares at himas she starts unpacki ng sonmething from

her bag. She plugs an extension cable into the wall.

DRI SCOLL ( CONT)
Sorry Fat her.

SWAIN pul I s out a notebook conputer and sets it up on her

| ap. She pulls out a venonous-looking drip and plugs it
The other end goes into the stand above
into the extension

t he conputer
WYLDE' s bed. She plugs the conputer

cabl e.

WYLDE
Is that for nmy nenobirs? Bit late for
that isn't it darling?

DR SWAI N
This, M Wlde, is the latest thing
i n eut hanasi a technol ogy. You sinply
answer a series of questions and the
conputer adm nisters sufficient
dosage of sodi um pentothal to cause
death. It’s conpletely painless.

WYLDE
What about the stake?

DR SWAI N
|’ msorry?

WYLDE
| told the nurse before, chem cals
aren’t any good to nme. | want a
bl oody st ake!

DRI SCOLL
Tired of hospital nmashed pot at oes
are you Wl de?

WYL DE
Look you bl oody fool, |I’m not
tal ki ng about neat. |’ mtalking

about a stake! A pointy wooden
st ake!

DOOLAN

You nean |ike, for grow ng tonatoes?
WYLDE

That’s right! | want a bl oody stake

t hrough ny heart!

They’'re all a bit flabbergasted.

into
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DR SWAI N
Well | nust say that’s a very
irregul ar request, M Wl de.

WYLDE
That' s what | want.

DOOLAN
May one ask why, M Wl de?

WYLDE
One may ask, why, yes, but one nay
not |i ke the answer.

DOOLAN
There’s no need to be patronising.

DRI SCOLL
["11 be off if it’s all right with
everyone. |nportant matters at home
to attend to.

DR SWAI N

It is not all right, M Driscoll
DRI SCOLL

Way not ?
DR SWAI N

You've got a duty to this panel and
to the laws of this country to stay
here until we reach an ordered
decision as to M Wl de’ s nent al
heal t h.

DRI SCOLL
But the man’ s obvi ously barny! Wat
else is there for us to discuss?

DR SWAI N
M Wil de' s sanity has not yet been
est abl i shed.

DRI SCOLL
What sane nman would want to die with
a tomato stake through his gut | ask
you? Really, this is ridiculous.

DOOLAN
I think it would help for us to at
| east know why M Wl de has nade
this... unusual request.

10.
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DR SWAI N
Yes, M Wl de. You do have a reason
| presune?

WYLDE
I’d really rather not go into it.

DR SWAI N
I’mafraid you have to.

WYLDE
|’ve got a... condition.
DR SWAI N
What sort of condition?
WYLDE
A very particular sort of condition.
DR SWAI N
Go on.
WYLDE

Wll let's put it this way. How ol d
do you think I anf

DR SWAI N
47.
DOOLAN
53.
DRI SCOLL
Who bl oody cares?
WYL DE
Next nmonth I’'l1 be two hundred and
thirty six.
DRI SCOLL

What ' s your secret then, Methusal ah?
Lots of yoghurt?

DOOLAN
(TO DR SWAI N)
The illness has obviously got to his
head.
WYLDE

The secret isn’'t yoghurt. It’s fresh
bl ood.

11.
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DR SWAI N
|’ msorry?

WYLDE
B. L. O O D Red stuff that punps
around peopl e’ s bodies. You shoul d
know al |l about it, being a doctor
and all.

DR SVAI N
O course | know what blood is. But
| fail to see what all this has to
do with your preposterous coments.

WYLDE
| told you you wouldn’t like it.

DRI SCOLL
You should be in the |oony bin, you
crazy bastard, not the AIDS ward.

WYLDE
|’ ve got blood on ny hands al ready,
Driscoll, don't tenpt nme to do
anything else I'll regret.

DOOLAN
Is there sone crine wei ghing on your
consci ence, M Wl de? Is that what
all this is about?

WYLDE
|’ ve never been one for confessing,
Father. But if it wll help you
people realise I'’mperfectly sane,
there are one or two stories | could
tell

DR SWAI N
We didn't come here for stories, M
Wl de. W canme here for the truth

WYLDE
All ny stories are true.

DR SWAI N
Even the one about being two hundred
years ol d?

DRI SCOLL
236.

12.
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WYL DE
It began when | was sent down to the
hul ks in Portsnouth. Until then |I'd
been respectabl e enough. A spot of
forgery here and there, but nothing
much.

DOOLAN
Por t smout h, Engl and?

WYLDE
That’ s right.

DRI SCOLL
Jesus Chri st.

WYLDE
I was sleeping in ny bunk when
felt something on ny neck. Teeth,
sinking into ne. | could feel ny
bl ood spurting out of ny body. And
then there was a period when it was
very cold and bl ack. During the
ni ght, hands lifted up ny body, and
threwne in the river. I woke with
the sun’s first rays next norning. |
had an i ntense headache, and shouted
out. The guards haul ed ne back up
into the prison ship and beat ne as

an escapee. After that, | was
changed. | began to seek others out
as | had been sought out. | becane a

dri nker of bl ood.

DR SWAI N
Now hold on there, M Wl de. Wen
did all this happen?

WYLDE
It was about 1789 | suppose.

DRI SCOLL
More like 1959. In fact | think |’ ve
seen this nmovie. Didn’t it have Bel a
Lugosi in it?

DOOLAN
It’s certainly a very el aborate
del usi on you’ ve got there, M Wil de.

13.
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WYLDE
After that they sent us out to Van
Di emen’ s Land. Tasnmani a, they cal
it now.

DR SWAI N
| think we all did history at
school, M Wl de.

WYLDE
| escaped fromthe prison with a
bunch of nen and we went overl and.
When we ran out of food, we started
eating each other. The country was
very rough. Eventually there were
only two of us left. | finished the
ot her bl oke off just as | got within
sight of the port at Launceston.

DRI SCOLL
Do you really expect us to believe
any of this crap, you bl oody madman?

DOOLAN
(TO WYLDE)
| think he neans, do you have any
ki nd of evidence?

WYL DE
O course there wasn’t any evidence.
How do you think I got away with it?

DOOLAN
You got away with it?

WYLDE
| told them in the port, that |I'd
been shi pwrecked. They gave ne free
passage to the mainland. | cane to
Australia a free man.

DRI SCOLL
A real opportunity for a fully
fl edged vanpire, | suppose?
WYLDE

There were opportunities, yes. But
l'ife was hard.

DRI SCOLL
Tell me, how did you nanage to stay
out of the sun for two centuries?

14.
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WYLDE
You’' ve spent too |ong readi ng books,
you stupid | awyer.

DRI SCOLL
And you, M Moron, have spent too
watch tine watching late late
novi es.

WYLDE
If you learned fromlife, instead of
books, you d know that bl ood
drinkers don’t all look |ike Tom
Crui se and go around lying in
coffins during the day. The sunli ght
gi ves us headaches, that’s all
Makes it hard to think straight.

DRI SCOLL
VWll | can see that is a problem

DOOLAN
You said “Us”. Are you saying there
are others |like you?

WYLDE
Thousands. M I lions probably.
Mul tiplying by the day.

DOOLAN
(TO DR SWAI N)
Have you struck this kind of
del usi on before, doctor?

DR SWAI N
| normally deal with fertility
probl enms, Father. I'’mnot a

psychi atri st.

WYLDE
If you don't believe nme, get alie
detector in here. Ask ne anything.

DRI SCOLL
What’s your favourite col our
WYL DE
(darkly)
Red.
DOOLAN

Wl l what do we do now?

15.
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DR SWAI N
How woul d | know? It’s not |ike
there’s sonme ki nd of gui debook for
this sort of thing. It’s a new | aw

DRI SCOLL
I’msorry, but what is there to
di scuss? He’'s not sane, is he? |
mean | don’'t care if he tops
hi msel f, but the | aw says he can’'t
press the button if he doesn’'t know
what he’ s doi ng.

DRI SCOLL’ s phone rings. He answers it.

DRI SCOLL ( CONT)
Yes honey, | know I’m not hone yet.
|’ ve been caught up, okay? Things
have got a little conplicated....
Now r enmenber your breathing... Yes,
Il won’t be long... Bye, honey...

DRI SCOLL grabs his bag agai n.

DRI SCOLL ( CONT)
Wl | people, it’s been wacky, but
|”ve got nore inportant things to
do. I"mout of here.

On his way to the door, DRISCOLL trips over the cable for
t he not ebook conputer. It goes dead with a spark. SWAI N
junps up and plugs it back in. She |ooks at the screen in
horror.

DR SWAI N
Ch ny God, it’'s started
adm ni stering the poison
automatical ly.

She bangs at the keys.

DR SWAI N ( CONT)
| can’t nmake it stop!

She junps up and runs over to the drip, but the green fluid
is fast disappearing. She yanks it out of WYLDE s arm but
it’s too late. The others watch in norbid fascination.

WYLDE flutters his eyes and cl oses them DR SWAIN checks his
pul se.
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DR SWAI N ( CONT)
| can’t find his pulse!
She considers nouth to nouth, and then thinks better of it.

DR SWAI N ( CONT)
What are we going to tell the

hospi tal ?
DRI SCOLL
We'll tell themyou stuffed up
DOOLAN
No we won’t, we’'ll tell themthat we
decided to let M Wilde die in
peace.
DR SWAI N
But he was a raving | oonie!
DOOLAN
Well isn't that good? | nean, no one
will mss him
DR SWAI N

That’ s the whole point! If he was a
raving |l oonie then in the eyes of
the law we m ght as well have
murdered himl We'll be in jail for
years.

DRI SCOLL
Maybe this whole thing was a test
case for the new | aw. They
del i berately gave us a |loonie to see
if we could pick him Pity about the
deat h machi ne stuffing up.

DR SWAI N
It wasn’'t the machine's fault! It
was yours! You tripped over the
cabl e!

DOOLAN
She’s got a point there, Driscoll
If you hadn’t been in such a hurry
to get out of here , then none of
this woul d have happened.

They all sit there regarding the awful conplexities of the
situation. Suddenly WYLDE cones to life with a start. He
sits up and rubs his eyes.
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The panel junp out of their skins.

DOOLAN ( CONT)
It’s a mracl el

DRI SCOLL
Wl |l fancy that, the bl oody bugger’s
back.

DR SWAI N

M Wl de! You' re alivel

WYLDE
O course |I'’m bl oody alive, no
thanks to you | ot.

DR SWAI N
But | just squirted 200 mlIls of
sodi um pentot hal into your
bl oodstream

WYLDE
| told you before, chem cals don’t
wor k.
DR SWAI N
But that was enough to kill a
r hi nocer os!
WYLDE
I”mnot a rhinoceros, Doctor. |I'ma

bl oodsucki ng 236 year old vanpire.
DRI SCOLL thi nks fast.

DRI SCOLL
Let ne get this straight, WIlde. You
can die if someone spears you with a
stake, but nothing else can kill
you. Is that it?

DR SWAI N
l"msorry, but that’'s absurd.

DOOLAN
But you saw what happened!

DR SWAI N
| sawit, but | don’t believe it.

18.
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WYL DE
Let nme tell you a story. Not |ong
after | arrived in Sydney, | was
taken with the bloodlust. | killed a

young sailor and drank his bl ood.
Unfortunately I was seen, and then
caught. They sentenced ne to death.
Back then, a rope was used. They
strung me up, and | fell. The rope
snapped. They strung ne up again.
The rope unravelled. The third tine
the whole gallows fell down. They
let me go after that.

DOOLAN
Di vine i nterventi on!

WYLDE
That’ s what they said.

DRI SCOLL
What about sickness and di sease?

WYLDE
| survived the small pox epidemc in
the 1790s and the bubonic in the
1900s. Spanish Flu, malaria,
whoopi ng cough. | shook themall off
like sniffles.

DR SWAI N
But you’ ve got AI DS now.

WYLDE
That’s right. It’s painful and it’s
annoying. But it’s not going to kill
nme. | need you people for that.

DRI SCOLL
This is absolutely fantastic!

The others | ook at him

DRI SCOLL ( CONT)
Thi nk of the noney that could be
made out of your blood, WI de.
Vacci nations, inmunisations... God,
it’s Iike liquid gold.

WYLDE
I’ ma bl oodsucki ng nonstrous
parasite, Driscoll

19.
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DRI SCOLL
Well, yes, but no one’'s perfect.

DR SWAI N
Driscoll’s right, M WIde. Your
constitution could be a marvell ous
gift to science and nedi ci ne.

WYLDE
Look, doctor. |I’ve been on this
world | ong enough. I'mtired of al
the pain and the degradation. I'm
tired of causing horror and
destruction. | don't want to live
anynore. I'’msick of it. Wien | was

driving taxis, that was one thing.
Those peopl e were scum But since
t hen. .

DR SWAI N
But M Wl de, what you're saying is
that you're an i mortal being. This
is a wonderful gift.

WYLDE
It’s not a gift. It’'s a curse!

DOOLAN
I think what we’re forgetting here
is that M Wl de deserves a right to
die with dignity. That’s why we're
all here, after all. Well isn't it?

The ot hers cannot neet his eyes.

DRI SCOLL
Seens to ne we're looking at a 2 to
1 situation here at the nonent,
Fat her. My understandi ng of the
| egislation is that death requires a
maj ority decision.

DR SWAI N
That’ s right.

There is a pause.

WYLDE
Doctor Swain, isn't it?

DR SWAI N
That’ s right.
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WYLDE
Tell me Doctor, Did you ever know a
man cal l ed Jeffrey Swain?

DR SWAI N
Yes. Yes, he was ny brother. Wat do
you know about that?

WYL DE
VWll, like | told you before, |’ve
been a taxi driver nost of the tine
|’ve been in Australia. Hansom cabs
in the old days. Then the Model Ts.
FJ's. Ford Fal cons. Al ways working
night shifts. It’s a good job if you
have to stay out of the sun. Ch |
wor ked hard all right. Never m ssed
a shift.

DR SWAI N
Get to the point.

WYLDE
Vell 1’ve never been a drinking nan,
doctor, but it mght interest you to
know that | lost ny taxi |licence a
few years ago for DU . Driving under
the influence, they call it. That
night 1’d picked up a bunch of
football hooligans froma pub. They
were in a fine state when | got
them Vomting all over each other,
pi ssing out the wi ndow. One by one,
| dropped them hone. The |ast one
was so comatose he could barely open
his eyes. He wasn’t consci ous enough
to tell nme where he lived, so | just
drove around the city waiting for
himto wake up. | tried to take him
to the hospital but they woul dn’'t
have him Round and round the city
we went. Anyway, it was getting
close to dawn, and | was feeling a

bit peckish. The fella still hadn’t
woken up. | drove way out west, past
the suburbs. | parked the car,

wal ked around for a bit, and then
couldn’t stand it any nore.

pl unged ny teeth into his neck up to
the guns, drank ny fill, pulled him
out of the car and left himthere.

21.
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WYLDE ( CONT)
Just a few k’s up the road, the
police pulled ne over. | thought

they had ne for sure this tinme. But
it turned out it was a random breath
testing check. Al though | hadn’t
touched a drop for 153 years they
said I was well over the Iimt. The
thing was see, that fella nusta had
so much al cohol in his blood that he
pushed ne over the limt all on his
own! Bit ironic really. Fella gets
blind drunk with his mates and

anot her bl oke cops the charge. | saw
his name in the paper later. Jeffrey
Swai n. Jeffrey liked a drink did he?

DR SWAI N
You bl oody bast ar d!

She falls on himwi th an animal cry and starts punching him
to a pul p. DOOLAN and DRI SCOLL pull her off, with
difficulty.

DRI SCOLL
Hey, that’s ny investnent you're
damagi ng!

DR SWAI N

He's not an investnent, he's a
bl oody nurderer!

DOOLAN
Still, he confessed what he did,
didn’t he? Didn't nmake no bones
about it?

WYLDE

Here' s your big chance, Swain.
There's a hardware store across the
street. Get a wooden stake and cone
back in here and do nme! Quick now,
while you re angry.

DR SWAI N
I mght just do that!

She sl ans himw th her handbag and storns out the door.
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DRI SCOLL
You're not going to aid and abet
this are you Dool an? You? A man of
the cloth?

DOOLAN
Well, | don't know.

DRI SCOLL
What do you nean you don’t know
Unl ess we do sonet hing, she’s gonna
conme back in here in a mnute and
col dbl oodedly nurder a hel pl ess man!

DOOLAN
But he wants to die. Isn't that
right, M Wl de?

WYLDE
That’ s right, Father. Don’t you
listen to the lawer. Al he cares
about is noney.

DRI SCOLL
| amsick and tired of these shall ow
accusations of self interest,
especially fromyou of all people.

WYLDE
What do you nean?

DRI SCOLL
Wl |l here you are, by your own
adm ssion a filthy nurdering
crimnal, being offered a chance to
put sonething back into the
community, and all you can do is
scof f and deride the man who's
offering to make it happen.

DRI SCOLL’ s phone rings agai n.

WYLDE
| don't believe this.

DRI SCOLL
Yes | knowit's late honey... Yes |
know | said |I'd cone... Two ticks,
okay... Hang on, you’'re breaking
up... Don’t hang up... |’ m going

out si de.

23.
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He goes out into the corridor.

DOOLAN starts pacing up and down anxiously. He fiddles with
hi s papers, running the edge up and down his palmas he
wal ks.

WYL DE
I know you’ re nervous, Father, but
there’s no ethical dilema here,
really there isn’t. Wen she cones
back, you can | ook the other way if
you |ike. She’s a strong wonman. Tel
t hem she over powered you

DOOLAN
Is it true... what you said about
t he di seases?

WYL DE
What do you nean?

DOOLAN
Well, you know, about how they can’t
kill you.

WYLDE
God’ s truth, Father. Nothing can
kill me but a stake through the
heart.

There is a pause. DOCLAN fiddles with his papers nervously.
Suddenly, WYLDE sniffs at sonething.

WYLDE ( CONT)
Cut yoursel f, Father?
DOOLAN
What do you-

Then he notices blood on his hand from a paper cut.

DOOLAN
Oh! Look at that. | nust have cut
nyself with the paper sonehow.

WYLDE
Let me | ook at that.

DOOLAN shows himthe cut. WYLDE sniffs at it |like a person
with nicotine withdrawal sniffing snoke.
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WYLDE ( CONT)
Mmm Nasty. Amazi ng what you can do
with a piece of paper if you re not
careful.

Dool an nops up the blood with a tissue.

DOCLAN i s

WYLDE ( CONT)
You know, after they took away ny
taxi licence, it was hard to find

good, honest, anonynous victins. Not
many people wal k around after dark
these days. So nuch easier when they
cone to you

DOOLAN
| can imagine.

WYLDE
Eventually | had to resort to
hangi ng around street corners and
brothels. But the wonen got to know
me. It was too dangerous. So | had
to | ook el sewhere. | found a wall -
not far fromhere - where boys from
the country came when they didn't
have any noney. Do you know it?

DOOLAN
(1 aughs nervously)
Not really ny scene.

WYLDE
One day, | attacked a boy there
whose bl ood tasted... funny.
DOOLAN
Funny?
WYLDE

Not quite right. But it had been a
whi | e between drinks, so to speak,
so | went right ahead. It wasn’t

|l ong after that when the ...
synptons started.

really on edge now.

WYLDE ( CONT)
Funny thing is, that boy’s bl ood
snelled just |like yours. Have you
had H V | ong, Father?
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DOOLAN
I found out six nonths ago.

WYLDE
Like | said, it’s a funny old virus,
pl ays games with you. Makes you fee
fine one mnute, and |ike death
war med up the next. | suppose you
think that if you play along with
Driscoll you m ght be one of the
mllions to take advantage of ny
unusual bl ood chem stry.

DOOLAN
The thought had crossed ny mnd..

WYLDE
But think of the suffering, Father.
Think of the pain. Al of those
peopl e, becom ng vanpires, just so
that they don’t die of good honest
i1l nesses and ol d age.

DOOLAN
| suppose you're right. It’s selfish
isnt it?

WYLDE

There i s anot her way, you know.
DOOLAN

There is?
WYLDE

Harol d Holt, John Kerr, that bl oke
who reads the news. Bei ng bl ood
drinkers didn’'t do their careers any
harm GCot to be careful where you go
on holidays of course. One tine |
went to Ayers Rock and it nearly
brought the whol e show down.

DOOLAN
What do you nean?

WYLDE
| nmean that it wasn’'t a dingo, if
you know what | nean.

DOCOLAN
It wasn' t?

26.
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WYLDE
‘Fraid not. See the urges cone over
you at the nobst inconvenient tines.
But being a priest and all, | guess
you' d know all about urges and
things. How to control them | nean.

DOOLAN

What are you suggesting?
WYL DE

Join the club
DOOLAN

Becone a vanpire?
WYL DE

If you want to be crude about it.
DOOLAN

What’ s the catch?
WYL DE

You' ve got to kill me first.
DOOLAN

But how?
WYL DE

See that broom over there?
DOOLAN

Yes.
WYL DE

Snap it over your knee and bring it

over here.

Dool an hesi t at es.

WYLDE ( CONT)

Don’t think about it, Doolan. Join
the ne generation. Just do it.

Dool an grabs the broom and snaps it over his knee.

DOOLAN
| really don’t know about this, M
Wlde. I"'msure it violates severa

commandnent s.

27.
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WYL DE
Do you want to die, Father?

DOOLAN shakes his head.

WYLDE ( CONT)
Well | do. And you're dying right
now. Wthout ny help, nothing can
save you. Can’t you see it makes
sense? Quick, man, before that
bl oody | awyer cones back. Cone in
cl ose beside nme. CGet your stake
r eady.

DOOLAN
| really don’t know about this M
Wlde. | think I'd rather |let nature
run its course, if it's all the s-

WYLDE | unges out of bed and bites DOOLAN on the neck. DOOLAN
struggles and flails at himw th the wooden stick. WLDE
becomes stronger as he tastes the blood. For the first tinme
he uses his arns and | egs. DOOLAN screans and noans,
stabbing ineffectively at WILDE with the broom handl e.

Suddenly DRI SCOLL runs back in. He tries to pull WWLDE of f.
Then SWAIN cones in wth her stake held high.

DR SWAI N
Get out of the way!

She plunges the stake into WLDE s chest. He rel eases his
grip on DOOLAN. DOOLAN falls to the floor, unconscious.

WYLDE groans and twsts |like an animal on a spit. Hs face
grimaces and distorts itself into a smle

WYLDE
Thank... you...

He falls to the ground, dead. Swain pants for breath.

DRI SCOLL
You stupid, stupid wonan. Look what
you’ ve done!

DR SWAI N
But that nonster was going to kill
t he Fat her.

She checks Dool an’ s pul se.
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DR SWAI N
He did kill him

DRI SCOLL
You’' re gonna see ne in court, you
bl oody i nconpetent fool. |’ ve been

on the phone lining up neetings
hal fway i nto next nonth on the
strength of this guy. He was worth
mllions, billions. You ve ruined
nme!

DR SWAI N
He was a vanpire!

DRI SCOLL doesn’t |isten.

DRI SCOLL
Hang on, what about his bl ood? They
can do stuff wth DNA now can’t
they? Maybe there’s still hope?
Wiere's the freezer. Has this
hospital got a freezer?

SWAI N | ooks at DRI SCOLL i n amazenent.

Meanwhi | e, DOOLAN has started com ng back to life. The
others don’t notice as he shakes hinself and | ooks around
with a strange smle. He opens his nouth to reveal vanpire
teeth. He stands and advances on DRI SCOLL.

DRI SCOLL ( CONT)
If we froze the guy maybe they could
mat ch his DNA and nake a nodel of
his bl ood. You know, |ike that
nmovi e, what was it call ed-

DRI SCOLL is cut off with a hideous scream as DOOLAN falls on
his throat. He drains DRI SCOLL and drops him

Swai n backs across the room

DR SWAI N
Fat her, Father? What’ s- Aaaaagh!

DOOLAN sucks her bl ood and drops her lifeless body to the
floor. He | ooks around for nmore victins. His eyes fix on the
canera. Arns raised, he noves towards the lens with a
crazed, bl oodstained grin.

Bl ack.



