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EXT. DRUNKEN SAILOR PUB - NIGHT

The wooden sign hanging above the door advertises the Drunken 
Sailor, an old run-down pub sitting on a hill overlooking the 
ocean. Warm light and rowdy singing emanating from its 
windows.

FOY (20s, suit and tie), lifting his lapels to the cold, 
approaches the pub.

INT. DRUNKEN SAILOR PUB

Foy closes the wooden door behind him and steps into the 
room. The place is alive with music and drink. A TWO-PIECE 
band consisting of a guitarist and a concertina-player are 
halfway through a rousing sea shanty.

Foy spots MURPHY (60s) nursing a beer at a small table in a 
dark corner. He approaches him, taking a small, framed wooden 
painting out of his shoulder-bag.

FOY
Excuse me? Are you Mr. Marmaduke? 
Mr. Murphy Marmaduke? I was told-

MURPHY
Nope, not me, kid.

FOY
Oh really? I’ve come a long way and 
thought I might speak with Mr. 
Marmaduke about an important-

MURPHY
If I was Mr. Marmaduke I’d be happy 
to talk to you but I ain’t so I 
ain’t.

FOY
Oh, well okay. If you do meet a 
chap by that name could you let him 
know I was looking for him?

Foy turns to leave.

MURPHY
Marmaduke Murphy.

FOY
Hm?

MURPHY
Marmaduke Murphy, God damn it, not 
Murphy Marmaduke. Was named for my 
Grandaddy.

Foy sits down.



FOY
Please Mr. Marm... Murphy, I’m 
trying to track someone down and I 
was hoping you could help.

MURPHY
I don’t remember saying you could 
sit down.

Foy places the small painting on the table. It’s a picture of 
a lovely young woman. Murphy picks it up and looks at it.

MURPHY (CONT’D)
You must be Irwin’s boy.

FOY
Yes, my name’s Foy. Do you know my 
mother?

MURPHY
That was all a long time ago.

FOY
Anything you might be able to tell 
me could help.

MURPHY
Does old Irwin never tell you about 
her?

FOY
No, he tells a story about a 
shipwreck and being deserted on and 
island and a whole lot more hogwash 
which was fine when I was a kid, 
but now... I can never get him to 
tell the truth.

Murphy downs the rest of his beer.

MURPHY
They serve a whiskey here, they 
claim it can make you forget 
anything you might wish to forget. 
But in my experience it’s just as 
good for rememberin’. You go and 
buy me a double of Queen Anne’s 
Revenge over ice and I’ll tell you 
the true story about your mother.

Foy slaps the table with excitement as he gets up and goes to 
the bar.
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