
IRISH NEVER QUIT

neerajkatyal@gmail.com



EXT. MIDDLE SCHOOL - DAY

The angelic face of a 12-year-old BOY. Blue skies behind him.

He smiles. His teeth sparkle, his cheeks glow, his eyes sing.

BOY
You know...when your mom died...my
dad said it was because of natural
causes... But I don’t think it was.

beat( )
My theory is, your dad and all the
doctors only told you that because
they thought you were too young to
deal with the truth. See, your mom
didn’t die of natural causes...she
killed herself. She killed herself 
because she wanted to apologize to
the world for bringing a towelhead
baby into the world... I think she
got sick of having to look at your
ugly face... I hear she used those
skin lightening creams on you, too.
She was probably sad that her only
son has skin that smells like shit
and looks like shit. It looks like
shit in the summertime, but in the
winter it looks like yellow...piss.

beat( )
Your skin looks like piss and shit.
20 bucks on Tuesday, or I'll break 
your jaw into three fucking pieces.

He walks away, leaving the blank face of a tiny Indian boy
in his wake -- coke bottle glasses and a bright red turban.

This is BINU BINGHAVI (11). Binu holds a cone of ice cream.
As he peels the paper from the cone, the round scoop falls.

Binu quietly considers it as it rests atop the green grass.

Then, he fishes out a spiral memo pad from his back pocket.

Binu straightens out the bent spirals. Flips through pages.

Sees a list of boys who regularly shake him down for money.                                                 

In a column, Binu lists today’s aggressors: “Will: $5, Tom:
$5, Delvecchio: $10, Rob: $5.” Now he adds: “Anderson: $20.”

                                                  FADE OUT:



FADE IN:

An old, dull photograph of siblings. One girl and two boys.

BINU (V.O.)
On January 1st, 1892, 17-year-old
Annie Moore became the first passenger
to register at Ellis Island. Given her
path from County Cork, Ireland aboard
the S.S. Nevada, and joined by younger
brothers Anthony and Phillip, Annie’s
voyage has since been commemorated by
a pair of statues. One marks her port
of departure, while the other marks
her point of arrival.

The statues of Annie and her brothers, majestic and refined.

BINU (V.O.)
While Annie’s story has been passed
down through a celebrated tradition
of Irish oral history, the story of
the first Irishman to ever set foot
in the New World has been largely
forgotten, at least until now. The
tale of bold sailor named Patrick
Maguire begins in 1492. Before
Christopher Columbus stepped off of
the Santa Maria and into the
Americas, Pat Maguire stepped first.

Drawings of Columbus and his crew, Maguire in the foreground.

BINU (V.O.)
And while Columbus left in his wake
a dubious, if not disastrous legacy,
one largely defined by genocide and
smallpox, the trail-blazing Maguire
forged lasting friendships with the
Indians, ultimately sacrificing his
life for that of a young Indian boy.

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

Wheels turn in the small, stiff brain of PADDY REYNOLDS (12).

LYNCH
Wait. Patrick Maguire was nice to
Indians, and now you’re an Indian
who’s doing a presentation on him.
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BINU
How very insightful of you, Thomas.
You've picked up on the metaphor I
was beating you over the head with.

Kids CHUCKLE. Binu freezes, but like a figure skater who's
fallen in competition, he pushes forward like a pro.

or...Teacher rolls her hand. "We're waiting Binu."

Over further photographs of immigrants on Ellis Island.

BINU (V.O.)
Mass Irish immigration came in 1820.
Their blueprint was established via
the Chinese in the months prior, to
be copied by Italians in the months
after. Chinese, Irish, then Italian
families set their roots in the row
houses and tenements of Manhattan’s
Lower East Side, on top of the mass
graves of local Indians before them.

Irish on Allen Street, Chinese on Essex, Italians on Mott.

BINU (V.O.)
These three groups lived for years
in this working class neighborhood.
But as the winds passed and family
savings soon gave rise to familial
wealth, the Irish and Italians set
off for greener pastures. And with
the end of World War II came tract
housing in Levittown, here on Long
Island, where they raised families
and built a New World for the next
generation, from Nassau to Suffolk.

Photographs of Long Island, from Great Neck to Greenport.

BINU (V.O.)
The Chinese, however, remained in
downtown New York, spreading East
from Grand Street to Canal Street.

BOY 2
That’s why they call it Chinatown. 
People who live there are Chinese.

Master of the obvious. PEARL FEIN (12) rolls her eyes.
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TEACHER
Binu, your report is well done as
always, but I need to see a point.

BINU
Sports. You said our reports were
supposed to show how sports bring us 
together. So in the next paragraph I
mention the Chinese staying in the
city, and how they opened a ping pong
place on Henry Street in Tribeca.
Then I talk about how the Italians
and Irish who left for the suburbs
got married to each other, and how
one couple runs Bohemia Ping Pong.

Balls fly at ping-pong tables on Henry Street.

BINU (V.O.)
Point is, no matter where we stand
in terms of differences, sports do
illustrate just how similar we all
are. Three cultures converging and
diverging, only to later arrive at
ping-pong as a cultural touchstone.

TEACHER
Okay, but I think you’re putting too
fine a point on it. Macro, not micro.

                           THOMAS (quietly)
Good job, Apu.

TEACHER
Think tailgating. I’d like us to look
at togetherness and sports as if it’s
about family and friends. For example,
had you talked about tailgating, even
if you brought other cultures into it,
it’s now a real phenomenon in England.  
There was an NFL Europe in the 1990’s,
so football and tailgating are a huge
deal over there. England is the place
in international development over the
last decade. Most football fans think
it’s American Somoa, but it’s England.

BINU
Of course it is. How could I ignore
all the amazing linebackers coming
out of Liverpool lately?
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TEACHER
Fine. You could’ve done baseball.

BINU
I saw ping pong as international.

TEACHER
Baseball is spreading to Germany.

BINU
Again: all those five-tool center
fielders coming out of East Berlin.

TEACHER
Don’t go getting wise on me when I
give you leeway on homework...Binu.

BINU
Don't go sticking up for me when I
get hit with dated references from
the Simpsons...Alex.

Shy kids GASP. Cool kids SNICKER.

TEACHER
What'd you say?

BINU
One, you heard me. Two... I don’t
appreciate your tone.

Santigold’s “The Riot’s Gone” ERUPTS, but before cutting to
our next scene, Binu’s eyes shift towards Pearl. She smiles.

INT./EXT. SUBURBS - DAY

Credits roll over Santigold’s "The Riot's Gone."

Begin MONTAGE. Binu plays sports - best he can.

He shoots a basketball. Launches air balls, bricks the rest.

Binu and a football. Spirals bounce off a hanging tree tire.

Binu at the batting cage. His helmet is way too big for him.

It wobbles atop his turban. 70 m.p.h. fastballs whizz on by.

Our boy plays soccer. Each kick hits the post, bounces away.

Boxing and bocce, badminton or billiards, Binu always loses.
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He picks up his bike. It’s way too tall for him, so he gets 
a running start with it and jumps on after gaining momentum.

Binu pedals his way through puddles, past dogs, over debris.

PAPERBOY tosses a newspaper from his car. Speeding into the
frame on his bike, Binu calmly intercepts the paper mid-air.

Binu reaches his house: The tiniest house among tiny houses.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

As Santigold powers through, Binu is at an easel. He paints.

He leaves the room. A wrapped birthday present lies in wait.

Fresh flowers in vases. A framed shot of Binu’s late mother.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Binu takes a punch from Thomas, the jerk from the classroom.

THOMAS
I want a free Slurpee.

Binu stands, limps away. Thomas DROPS him once more.

THOMAS
Tell your dad I want a Slurpee.

BINU
My dad doesn’t own a 7-11.

THOMAS
I know; he owns a convenience
store. You can’t even afford a 7-
11.

BINU
We don’t own a convenience store.

Binu stands up, but Thomas DROPS him for a third time.

THOMAS
I want some beef jerky, too.

Binu looks at his palms, scraped up from the sidewalk.

Binu tries to stand, but Thomas steps on his shoulder.
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THOMAS
How come convenience stores don’t
sell towels to towelheads? You sell
100 different kinds of protein
bars, but if you sold towels, you
wouldn't live such a shitty house.

BINU
My dad’s a cardiologist. He’s an
attending physician at Stony Brook.

THOMAS
Let’s go to your store; I’m hungry.

BINU
We don’t have a convenience store;
my dad’s a doctor.

                                                SMASH TO:

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE - DAY

Ding! A cash register drawer flies open, slams to a stop.

Binu works the counter at his family’s convenience store.

He stands next to his father, BHUPHANDAR BINGHAVI -- B.B.

B.B. sports a thick, black beard and thick, black turban.

B.B.
Clean the bathroom. Jaldi karo.

A trooper, Binu heads to the bathroom with nary a complaint.

CUSTOMER 1 to the register. He sheepishly counts his change.

CUSTOMER 1
I’m 12 cents short.

B.B. motions for the cash, accepting the loss with no sweat.

Customer 1 pays, then leaves. Customer 2 steps to the plate.

CUSTOMER 2
Hey, B.B.

B.B.
How are you?

CUSTOMER 2
I’m alright.
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B.B.
Rain is coming.

CUSTOMER 2
Hope so.

B.B.
Tulips dry?

CUSTOMER 2
Yeah. They're dying on me

B.B. smiles.

B.B.
Rain is coming.

CUSTOMER 2
Your lips to God's ears, brother.

BATHROOM

Binu cleans the toilet. The way you have to when it's yours.

REGISTER

Customer 3 drops a bite-sized Snickers bar onto the counter.

CUSTOMER 3
These are value packs from Costco.
You can’t break ‘em up for resale.

B.B.
I am sorry, yaar.

CUSTOMER 3
You can’t sell these.

B.B.
Vhat is problem? You own Costco?

CUSTOMER 3
No.

B.B.
You own stock? Costco stock-shares?

CUSTOMER 3
Listen to what I’m saying. You
can’t break these up for resale.

B.B.
Acha? This is serious.

(MORE)
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innocently( )
B.B. (cont'd)

Maybe you should call your Congressman.

CUSTOMER 3
Fuck you.

B.B.
Maybe I should call my Congressman.

CUSTOMER 3
Fuck you.

B.B.
Sir. Please leave.

CUSTOMER
You leave. Go back to Pakistan.

BATHROOM

Binu rinses the mop. Dirty water sloshes in the bucket.

REGISTER

Back with Customer 3. He's drunk and slurring his words.

CUSTOMER 3
Go back to Pakistan.

B.B.
I'm Indian. They don’t vhant me
there, either. I promise you.

Finished with the toilet, Binu emerges with the bucket.

CUSTOMER 3
Fuckin’ raghead. Fuckin’ sleeper
cell raghead.

Customer 3 hocks a loogie and spits in his face.

B.B. wipes it away, then reaches for Customer 3.

Customer 3 grabs B.B. from across the counter. SMACKS him.

Reggie watches. Calmly places the lid on his coffee while
B.B. gets his ass kicked. Just as calmly, Reggie heads to 
the fridge, grabs a bottle of beer. He twists off the cap.

In the coffee spill drain, he pours out the beer. Empties  
it as he keeps an eye on the assault. When it empties out,
Reggie grasps it by the neck: A weapon against Customer 3.
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Then, Reggie reconsiders. Drops the bottle into the trash.

Instead, Reggie picks up the full, steaming pot of coffee.

Customer 3 wails on B.B., who is face down on the counter.

Binu by the bathroom. Watches in horror as B.B. is beaten.

Reggie approaches Customer 3 from behind, then calmly pours
coffee directly on his head. Customer 3 CRIES OUT in horror.

Reggie then SHATTERS the pot on his head. Quietly walks off.

Customer 3 drops to the ground, unconscious.

Binu looks to his dad. B.B. gathers himself.

Reggie gets into his truck. Starts it. Binu watches in awe.
Reggie backs up. Binu snaps out of his trance, runs out of
the store. He makes a sharp left, disappears from our view.

Reggie pulls out of the lot, then vanishes. A moment later,
Binu appears. He pedals furiously after Reggie on his bike.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Reggie’s car makes a left. Binu’s bike also makes the left.

Reggie at a light. Binu takes a shortcut through the woods.

Reggie’s light turns. Binu pedals into a stream, over logs.

Later, Reggie’s car is moving. Binu emerges from the woods.

He has caught up with Reggie, who pulls into a parking lot.

After Reggie gets out, two police cars show up, box him in.

Binu watches as COPS manhandle Reggie, cuff him, drive off.

EXT. POLICE STATION - DAY

Binu arrives at the station. Walks up the steps and enters.

INT. POLICE STATION - DAY

Reggie's on the phone with his father, MARCUS KENNEDY (55).
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REGGIE
You can’t get me, or you don’t want
to get me? There’s a big difference.

beat( )
Are you too drunk to drive?

Cop 1 looks up at Reggie, who returns the disdainful glare.

REGGIE
Are you too drunk to drive?

beat( )
Well it’s never stopped you before.

INT. INTAKE - DAY

Binu’s at the intake window. A DESK COP peers down at him.

A sweetheart, she is all smiles upon seeing Binu’s turban.

BINU
Hi. I’m looking for the prisoner
who just got here.

DESK COP
The prisoner?

BINU
The detainee.

DESK COP
... Whaddaya need, doll?

BINU
The guy who just came in, probably
two minutes ago: White male, 25 to
35, 6’1”/190? I wanna bail him out.

DESK COP
Oh, do you?

BINU
Yes, ma’am.

DESK COP
You are precious.

                           BINU (not playing)
How much is bail?

Desk Cop’s enamored with his turban, but Binu’s all business.
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DESK COP
Are you his...brother?

BINU
No, I’m his attorney. How much is
bail?

DESK COP
... Reginald Kennedy. It’ll be 550.

Binu, downcast. He trudges off. Then walks back to the window.

Binu takes out his wallet. Unfastens the velcro. He slips out
a neat stack of cash. Calmly counts off six, crisp $100 bills.

INT. CELL - DAY

Reggie waits in a cell. COP 2 slides open a heavy, steel door.

INT. POLICE STATION - DAY

Reggie receives his personal effects from a manila envelope.

He’s released from the detention area. Walks into the lobby,
sees Binu waiting. Reggie approaches, and the pair face off.

REGGIE
Where’s your dad?

In sharp contrast with his classroom theatrics, Binu is shy.

BINU
He’s at the store.

REGGIE
You posted my bail?

BINU
I wasn’t sure you were the right
guy.

REGGIE
Whaddaya mean?

BINU
... They said your name was
Reginald Kennedy.

REGGIE
It is.
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Binu, silent.

REGGIE
What?

BINU
Nothing.

REGGIE
What?

BINU
I wasn’t gonna say anything.

REGGIE
Yeah you were.

BINU
I just... That’s really your name?
Reginald Kennedy?

REGGIE
Yeah.

BINU
... It’s a black guy’s name.

REGGIE
I actually go by Reggie Kennedy.

BINU
That’s even more black.

Reggie smiles.

BINU
I can’t even think of a blacker name
than that. What’s your father’s name?

REGGIE
Marcus.

Binu, stone-faced.

BINU
Your father’s name is Marcus Kennedy?

REGGIE
Yup.

BINU
What does he do, play clarinet in a
jazz band?
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REGGIE
How ‘bout your dad? What’s his name?

BINU
Bhupendra. Bhupendra Binghavi.

REGGIE
That’s cool.

BINU
Yeah, it’s really not.

REGGIE
It’s cool; how’s it not cool?

BINU
Use your imagination.

beat( )
I wish my name was Reginald. I
would have people call me “Naldo.”

REGGIE
Naldo.

BINU
They’d probably call me Regina.

REGGIE
They’d definitely call you Regina.

beat( )
Anyway...thanks a ton, little man.

After a moment, he leaves.

Binu watches. After a bit:

REGGIE
You comin' or what?

Binu, not used to invitations, closes the gap between them.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Binu and Reggie trudge along. They make the lengthy walk to  
Riley’s car, still in the parking lot. Binu guides his bike.

BINU
Don’t you have a friend you can
call for a ride?

REGGIE
You can go ahead.
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BINU
I’m a soldier. Leave no man behind.

REGGIE
Oh, you’re a soldier?

BINU
Yeah, man -- God, Country, Corps.

The multi-colored beads on Binu’s spokes rise and fall.

REGGIE
I don’t really have any friends.

BINU
... I have like, two.

REGGIE
Sorry to hear that.

BINU
It’s okay. I have the rest of my
life to meet people. Not to be a
jerk, but you’re a grown-ass man.
If you don’t have friends by now
it’s like a socialization problem.

REGGIE
Probably.

BINU
Maybe you should talk to someone
about that.

REGGIE
... I don’t have friends, I have
hangers-on.

BINU
I know what that is, but I don’t.

REGGIE
It’s people who are there for me
when I need someone, but I’m not
there for them when they need me.

BINU
Why aren’t you there for them?

REGGIE
Because they’re not my friends.

(MORE)
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beat( )
REGGIE (cont'd)

You don't know what "hangers-on" are,
but you know what socialization means?

BINU
It happens a lot. I’ll figure out
that I’ve been using a word wrong 
or pronouncing it wrong, and then 
my brain tries to remember all the
conversations I had when I must’ve
said it and made a fool of myself.
You know the word "boutique"? I just
figured out that it’s “bou-tique”
and not “bo-tique.” I’ve been saying
“bo-tique” all my life like a
fucking half-wit. I’ve just never
heard anyone pronounce it or
whatever. I think this girl Pearl I
like has heard me say bo-tique, and
now it’s gonna haunt me until we
graduate high school in fifty years.

They continue their walk until Reggie checks out the bike.

REGGIE
You got pegs on that thing?

EXT. SUBURBS - DAY

Reggie now rides the bike, with Binu standing straight up
behind him. He’s well-balanced on the pegs that stick out
from the center of the back wheel. Gracefully, they glide.

EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY

The pair arrive at Reggie’s car. Binu disembarks and gets 
on the bike seat as Reggie unlocks his car door sits down.

REGGIE
Where do you live?

BINU
Off Netherwood. We moved here from
Wyandanch last year.

REGGIE
Wyandanch? Damn.

BINU
You know it?
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REGGIE
Yeah, I know it. Bullets are scared 
to be in that neighborhood... Do you
wanna ride home or back to the store?

BINU
I don’t need a ride.

REGGIE
Your mom’s probably worried about you.

Binu doesn't say anything. His mom is no longer alive.

A 30-something DAD in a track suit approaches the car.

DAD
What’s up, Reg?

REGGIE
What’s going on?

Reggie gets out of the car for a handshake.

DAD
I saw the landscaping you did for 
Lampy. Looks awesome.

REGGIE
Thanks, man.

DAD
Can you do that for me and Anna? 

REGGIE
Actually...I can't. I'd love to, but
part of the deal with Lampy was that
he wanted the only work on the block.

DAD
What, like he paid a premium?

REGGIE
Pretty much.

DAD
Lampy’s a fanook; fuggedaboutit. 
Do you have any time this month?

REGGIE
I can't; I signed on it.
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DAD
Jesus, Reggie. You're signin’ non-
compete agreements over puttin’ a
hole in the ground? How ‘bout two?

No answer.

DAD
2500.

REGGIE
I signed a contract, Tommy.

DAD
Yeah? How well that work out for
you last time?

REGGIE
... Seriously?

DAD
Reggie, you’re so dumb that you
jumped at what? A thousand bucks
extra so you could put a hole in
only one family’s yard? If folks
saw that landscapin’ you did for
Lampy, you’d a made more overall.

REGGIE
I didn’t sign a contract, asshole.

beat( )
I just don’t want to work for you.

DAD
... Beggars and choosers, Reggie. 
I hear some things about beggars
and choosers.

He checks his phone, about to leave. Looks back up at Reggie.

DAD
You're one step away from diggin’
ditches, big guy.

He puts away his phone and heads for his car. Reggie and Binu
watch him drive off. They stand in silence. Binu looks at him.

BINU
We should firebomb his house.

REGGIE
Don't worry about him.

18.



BINU
Is he married?

Reggie ignores him, watches Dad preparing to leave.

BINU
We should wait until his wife and
kids are asleep, then we should
firebomb his house with Molotov
cocktails.

beat( )
What was that about?

REGGIE
Nothing. That guy’s trash.

beat( )
Do you want a ride or not?

Binu still stares at the road.

REGGIE
Kid, make a decision -- you wanna
go home, or get back to the store?

A beat.

BINU
Well..what's shakin' at your place?
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