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1. EXT: early morning

A normal house in a normal street in Belfast. The front door opens and is slammed shut by ROBERT. The sound of children crying and his wife calming the storm can be heard behind the door. He stands on the step and lifts his head to the sky and light drizzle of a winter morning.

The door opens. His wife leans out.

Phyliss:
(Worried) Robert? Rob... are you ok?

Robert:
(Snaps) Yeah. (takes a deep breath and tries to soothe) Yes. I’m fine love.

Phyliss:
You just didn’t say good bye.

Robert:

I’m fine.

2. INT: car early morning

Robert is driving his car. He switches on the radio and it’s at full volume: “Tragedy” by Stepps fills the car. He presses another preset and fumbles with the volume. Still on full volume “YMCA” by the Village People blasts out. He pulls up as the lights are on red. He listens to the chorus.

3. EXT: a traffic junction

Big Steve stands at the junction with his dog Munch. He recognises the man in the car. He watches as the man in the car makes the shapes of Y, M, C and A with his hands over the wheel.

4. INT: car early morning

Robert sees the lights change to green. He’s about to pull away when he sees his friend Big Steve gesticulating with his arms. He winds down the window.

Big Steve:
(Singing along with the song blurting out of the car) Young man, there’s no need to feel down…

Robert winds the window back up and moves off from the lights.

5. INT: Car in a car park

ROBERT pulls a cap with deer stalker ear flaps and a pair of glasses out of his pocket. He puts them on and pulls his collar up. He checks himself in the mirror.

6. INT: A doctors room.

Dr Kurall is enjoying her first cup of tea in the morning, and looking out of her window. She goes to take a bite from a chocolate biscuit. She looks at the front cover of ‘Diet Monthly’ and puts it down.

She looks out of her window and watches a suspicious looking man get out of a car. He looks around. Locks the car and steps backwards towards the kerb. The man stops. Looks down at his feet. Shakes his head. Lifts his foot to look at his heel. Shakes his head again.

The Doctor watches as the man drags one foot through the grass verge.

7. INT: Outside Dr K’s Office, Occupational Health.

ROBERT stands outside Dr Kurall’s office. He slowly removes the disguise. He looks very embarrassed to have worn it. He goes to knock on the door. But he stops. He pulls away his hand and drops his head. He feels pathetic.

8. INT: A small child’s bedroom at night.

ROBERT sits watching his youngest boy, TOBY, asleep in bed. In his hand is an information brochure. We can read ‘Occupational Health and Welfare’ on the front. He looks at it and then at TOBY.

Robert:
(Whispers) You’re Dad’s not a numpty, son. I’m just scared. I don’t mean to shout. I don’t want to shout. And I don’t know why I do. I’m going to get help… if I’m caught though. Son, I don’t know what to do. I think I can lose the job if they see me. And you and your mum will lose all this. I wish I could sleep like you. I’m scared and I should be strong. I’m scared of the doctors and shrinks. They read your mind and tell… och, I’m pathetic. I’m going to get myself sorted… for you.

Robert picks up a small bottle of Vodka and slugs some. He’s not drunk. He tells himself it’s medicinal.

9. INT: Outside Dr K’s Office, Occupational Health.

ROBERT stands outside DR Kurall’s office. He goes to knock on the door and it opens like an automatic door. DR Kurall, who is far smaller than him, opens the door.

Dr Kurall:
Well, are you going to come in?

Robert:

How did you…?

Dr Kurall:
Just come in. And Mr. Peeler could you please remove your right shoe.

Robert:

How do you…?

Dr Kurall:
You’ve come a long way just getting to my door. Now I know you want to be here so just come in and close the door.

Robert:
What else do you know, eh? I bet you know about the liquid lunches too?

Dr Kurall:
I do now.

Robert:

And the boozy breakfasts.

Dr Kurall:
Mr Peeler… please come in.

Robert:
And you’ll know that I’m scared, and don’t want to be here. That I don’t want you to read my mind. I don’t want you to get me carpeted. I don’t want to lose my job. 

Dr Kurall:
(Softly) Robert.

Robert:
I think I’m losing my marlies.

Dr Kurall:
Please sit down. (Pause) I’ve heard all the rumours about Police Officers you know. You guys don’t get stressed apparently. You’re immune. You’re supposed to just get on with it.

Robert:
I thought I could. I’m not strong enough.

Dr Kurall:
But you’re here. And that’s a huge step to make. It’s hard to face a complete stranger. Especially a complete stranger from Occupational Health. But you’re here to get better. That’s a step in the right direction.

Robert:
Well, I stepped in the aftermath of dogs dickie stomach.

Dr Kurall:
I know. I saw you moonwalking over the grass to get it off your shoe.

Robert:
And you might wonder why I drink.

Dr Kurall:
We will have to come to back to that. Would it help if I started by telling you what we’ll be doing here? We’ll explore the difficulties that you’ve been having, how these might have developed and what you think is keeping the issues going. I also want to ask you about you career as a Police officer, about your life outside the job, your family, relationships…

Robert:
And my shoe size. Inside leg…

Dr Kurall:
And explore anything else that may be on your mind and affecting your everyday life.

Robert:
That’s all good, but who else will see or hear this?

Dr Kurall:
OK, you have to understand that everything we discuss here is kept confidential in your medical file.

Robert:
Aye, right. They could use this to carpet me.

Dr Kurall:
Your authorities don’t have access to this information, nor do I have any contact with them. Despite what you might think I won’t be getting you sized up for a jumper with wrap around arms, buckles and locks.

Robert:
I think my mate Big Steve would like that.

Dr Dr Kurall:
So, are you comfortable with all this?

Robert:
Yes and no, but I want to do this.

Dr Dr Kurall:
Well, let’s begin. So, tell me why you think you’ve been losing your marlies?

Robert:
It’s hard putting this into words, but, erm. It feels like my brain’s been taken over by Michael Winner directing horror movies in my head using images and scenes that I’ve been involved in the past. It’s desperate. When it happens I feel like the bottom of my stomachs going to drop out, my chest clenches, my head spins.

Dr Dr Kurall:
When was the last time you felt this bad?

Robert:
Like this morning. I’m standing in the shower and my heart suddenly starts pounding. I start seeing these awful memories of stuff going through my head, my heart feels like its going to come out of my chest and my legs are about to go from under me. My wife comes into the bathroom walking on egg shells with me as usual. She has a bruise on her cheek which I apparently gave her during a nightmare last night.

10. INT: Bedroom in the morning

Robert comes into the bedroom with a towel around his waist. Phyliss sits on the end of the bed.

Robert:

Love. I’m so…

Phyliss:

I don’t understand.

Robert:

I don’t.

Phyliss:
We can’t… I can’t go on with this.

Robert:
I just want to be… I hate who I am. I hate feeling like this.

11. [cont] INT: Bedroom in the morning

Phyliss:
I want you back Robert. This isn’t you.

12. INT: Dr Kurall’s office.

Robert:
I love her. I love the kids, but they can wind me up. And I need to get out before things get too much. Getting out on the motorbike helps, gets the adrenaline pumping, clears my head for a while, anything to get these images out of my head.

Dr Kurall:
These images in your head. Can you tell me briefly? And don’t worry too much about the details. Tell me what sort of things go through your mind most often?

Robert:
It doesn’t happen all the time, but something will trigger a memory of the last incident I was involved in where a guy tried to pull my gun from me, then I start to think of other stuff. Like the time blast bombs were going off around me, especially the time one took my sergeants leg off; the house search where I was the first in, had to bang the door in, and found a child on the other side of it. I go back even further sometimes when I start going through all the worst bits of some of the worst times of the troubles, then I’ll start to think about when I had to pick up the bodies, I slipped on one once. Didn’t mean to, you know. My mate and a neighbour died in that one. Had to tell his family after that.


Dr Kurall:
When do you notice these memories getting triggered?

Robert:
When I’m staring at the white tiles in the shower. When I’m driving. At the supermarket.

Dr Kurall:
And what do you notice within yourself when these memories are triggered?

Robert:
My head is tight. My chest crushes in on me. My heart pounds. I’m sweating. Feel like I’m being pushed into a corner and need to get the hell out. Then I’m sitting and all of a sudden I’ll just have a feeling come over me – no memories. Just feeling awful for no reason. Thinking my marriage isn’t working and I don’t know my kids. There’s no craic anymore with the mates in work and I haven’t slept for years. (Pause) And I think that people will just tell me wind my neck in get on with it.

Dr Kurall:
Sounds like everyone in work has been told to just suck it in and get on with it. Help swallow the thoughts with a wash of whiskey. I bet they say that policemen don’t get stressed. They’re problem solvers. Supposed to be in control. Cope with everything right.

Robert:
S’pose. Some fellas let their knees knock over the football scores while others… it takes something more. But yes. I think you’re right. We turn to the beers to forget the worst of it. Chase them with shorts. And I’ve had my reasons too. The authorities have had me up. Me! After everything. After all I have been through. Been bombed. Shot at. Mates murdered. And threatened in my own home. And what for? To feel like this. It’s only since the incident with my gun that things have really turned. The craic in work isn’t what it was. And home is just as bad. I’ve kicked a hole in the backdoor before now. I’ve yelled at the kids. And Phyliss. She can’t understand. Doesn’t understand. Phyliss just tells me to catch myself on.

Dr Kurall:
How do you know she doesn’t understand?

Robert:
She doesn’t get it. I’m not thinking straight. I can’t concentrate. Can’t remember stuff. Don’t want to go out. I don’t like being like this.

Dr Kurall:
I understand Robert.

Robert:
You need to hypnotise me or something.

Dr Kurall:
I’m not Paul McKenna.

Robert:

Well, do some magic then.

Dr Kurall:
I’m not Paul Daniels either.

Robert:
You don’t know how relieved I am to know that.

Dr Kurall:
What we do isn’t an illusion. It works, but I need you to work with me.

Robert:
Well, let me be your Debbie McGee.

Dr Kurall:
Do you mind if we stop this Paul Daniels thing?

Robert:

Sorry.

Dr Kurall:
Have you ever heard of Post Traumatic Stress Disorder?

Robert:
I think so. But as for what it is…

Dr Kurall:
I could give you psycho-babble, but let me try and simplify it a little. You have a computer right?

Robert:

Yes. It’s slow. Like me.

Dr Kurall:
Well, your mind can crash in the same way a computer can. If I could use the computer as a metaphor to describe how the brain can crash when it experiences PTSD. The brain is like the central processing unit, the computer with a memory. A computer with PTSD has too much information that has been ‘keyed in’. Are you with me?

Robert:
Erm, like when the kids starts hammering the buttons and the whole thing starts to smoke.

Dr Kurral:
You might want to put smoke detectors in the room, but you’re right yes. (Pause)  If this information is distressing - like scenes of horror, experiences of being terrified or out of control - then this is a lot for the CPU to process, even if it happens in one single event, or accumulates over many years. So it processes some of the experiences, and others get stored away, unprocessed or in their ‘raw’ in memory. 

Robert:
So I’ve got lots of stored up memories that, as you say, are raw. Is that why, when I remember them I can still smell, hear and see some of this stuff as though it just happened yesterday?

Dr Kurall:
That’s right. These memories can get activated when the computer registers input that matches what’s already stored in memory. 

Robert:

Like the smell of meat when 

I walk past the butchers counter in Sainsbury’s makes me automatically think about the time I had to pick up bits of bodies. Then I start to feel awful again. Haven’t had a steak for years!

Dr Kurall:
Exactly, and you might not always remember the actual experience, but you may just suddenly feel awful.

Robert:

Policemen don’t feel do we.

Dr Kurall:
You do, but you wear a mask to pretend that you don’t. So, when ‘bad’ memory files get activated this overwhelms the computer and it begins to shut down. You might feel very anxious and confused, and find it difficult to concentrate on anything else. It sounds like you have lots of ‘bad’ memories that are stored off in different parts of the computer as ‘unfinished business’.  

Robert:
Yeah, loads. Don’t always know why I think of this stuff at the most inconvenient times, especially in the shower, or on the motorway! 

Dr Kurall:
When your mind is quiet, not distracted by other things needing your attention – what I mean is there is no other input for the computer to process - so it becomes active with the emotionally charged unfinished business it still needs to take care of. These memories get activated in an attempt to get processed, and eventually filed away as normal memories. 

Robert:
But, this happens all the time and nothing gets put away, certainly not like it feels normal anyway!

Dr Kurall:
It’s your brain’s natural attempt to self heal, but if the memories are emotionally charged with feelings like guilt or helplessness, it can’t do it on its own, and it’ll crash and need outside help. 

Robert:
You’re my IT technician then, and you’re going to de-charge and re-process me?

Dr Kurall:
Emotionally desensitise and cognitively reprocess to be accurate.

Robert:
Sorry, I think you’ve just lost me. (Pause) I think I know what you mean, but I can’t get rid of what happened or my memories, and you don’t do hypnosis or magic – so what do I do?
Dr Kurall:
Well no, I’m not here to entertain you, and I can’t turn the clock back. Pause, We’re either stronger or weaker, but never the same after traumas in our lives. Our work together, should you choose to come back, will be to help reduce your anguish, to heal the unseen scars, in essence to give you your life back.

Robert:
Sounds like magic to me, how?

Dr Kurall:
We’ll go through a detailed assessment of your history and your experiences as a police officer. By doing this we’ll develop a comprehensive picture of the impact of any traumatic events. We’ll assess the meanings of these experiences and any negative feelings that may still be attached. 

Robert:
OK, then what?

Dr Kurall:
Then we’ll use some psychological interventions that will help you think and feel differently about the traumas.  

Robert:
OK, then what?

Dr Kurall:
Then that’s when you start to feel like you are normal, and that its been the traumatic events that have been abnormal.

Robert:
Ok, then what?

Dr Kurall:
Enough of the ‘then whats’ please

Robert:
I’m just… if you’re going to take me apart I just want to know that you’ll be able to put me together again.

Dr Kurall:
If this was the Six Million Dollar Man then I would have a husky voice and say, “yes, we can rebuild him”. And we can put you together. Yes.

Robert:
Just wanted to know I was in safe hands.

Dr Kurall
So, if you’re with me, then let’s make another appointment.

13. EXT: In the car park near ROBERT’s car.

As ROBERT approaches his car he sees Munch squatting near his car.

Robert:

Hoo… ya bast…

BIG STEVE comes stumbling out of the bushes.

Big Steve:
Woah… he’s got a touch of the squitts.

Robert:
And I walked his or something elses squitt right through that place there.

Big Steve:
Have you been in there?

Robert:
(He looks at Big Steve, hesitates) Erm (Then determined) Yes. And I walked the squitt all the way through. And what were you doin’?

Big Steve:
The dog had the left overs from our curry last night. And I…

Robert:
I thought bears were the only ones who you-know-what in the woods?

Big Steve:
Well, you can call me Yogi.

Robert:
Gee-whizzles… do you boys want a lift back?

Big Steve:
Erm (Surprised) Yes. Yeah. You’re sounding different. You OK?

Robert:
I’m fine. (Pause) I need to stop and get some flowers. You don’t mind do you?

Big Steve:
As long as they’re not for me… no bother.

They get in the car and the radio blurts out at high volume Simon and Garfunkel’s “Bridge over troubled water”. Robert listens, thinks and smiles.

14. INT: Dr Kurall’s office

It’s the end of a long day. Dr Kurall’s enjoying a cup of mint and chamomile tea, and reaches for another biscuit, but decides against it. She sighs and turns on the radio, and her office fills with music. She trills out …‘Like a bridge over troubled water, I will ease your mind. Like a bridge over troubled water, I will ease your minds’ she smiles quietly to herself and sighs again putting the biscuit down. A voice says to her, ‘Mr Taylor is here to see you Dr’. She makes her way towards the waiting room, ‘turned out nice again’ she says quietly to Officer Taylor as she invites him in. 

