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"PHE EXORCIOT”

ATPENDIX

-

ADDITIONAL EMORCISHM MATERIAL TOR USE BY MERRIN WHERE
NEED (PROBABLY BIGINNING SCRUE 227).

T adjure you, ancient serpent, by the judge of the
1iving and the dead, by your Creator, by the Creatcr_cf
the whole universe, by Him who has the rowar to consign
you to hell, to depart forthwish in fear, along Vlth
your savage minions, from this servant of Goa{ whe

seeks refuge in the fold c¢f the Church. I adjure you
again, not by my weakness, but by the might of the Holy
spirit, to depart from this servant of God, Regan
Teresa MacMeil, whom almighty God has made in Hxs umage.
Therefore, yield not to my own person but to the -
minister of Christ. FPcr it is the power of Christ that
compels you, who brought vou low by Eis crogs, Tremble
before that mighty ari: tha:c broke asunder the darrz

prison walls and led souls fortn o light. May the
trembling that afflicts this human frame, the fear that
afflicts this image of Ged, descend on you. Make no
resistance nor delav in departing from this child. Do
not think of despising my commanrd because you know me to
be a great sinner. £ is God Hinself who cormmands your
the majectic Christ who ccmmands you. Ged the Fauaer
conmands you; Ged the Son cemmands you; Ged the Loly
Spirit cermands you. The faith of the holy apostle

Peter and Paul and of all the caints comrmands you, The
blood of the martyrs commands you. The continence cor all
holy men and women cortrand you. The saving mysteries of
our Christian faith command you, Dezari, then,
transgressor. Depart, seducer, full of lies and cunning,
foe of virtus, persecutor of the innocent., Give place,
abominable creatvre, give way!

I adjure you, profligate dragon, in the name of the
spotless Lanb, who has trodden down the asp and th
basilisk, and cverccme the lion and the dragon, o
depart from this child, te depart from the Church of God.
Tremble and flee, as ve call on the name of the Lord,
before whom the denizens of hell cower. The Word made
flesh commands you: the Virgin's Son commands you; Jesus
of Nazareth commands vou, who forzed you to flee in
shameful defeat from a man: and vhen He had cast you out
you did not even dare, except by His leave, to enter
into a herd of swine. And nov as I adiure you in His
name, begone from this child who is His creature, It is
futile to resist His will, The longer you delay, the
heavier your osunishment shall be; for it is not men you
ara despising, but rather Him who rules the living and
the dead. :

~
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U ENONCISTS

PADE IM:
VARIER LOGO FOLLOWED BY MIMNIMAL OPENING TITLES COUE IN
BIACK TETPERITG OF Tiimn LhviGaelin, v= THRID LCSE Tho

N L RITE BACRGROUND WHICH QUICKLY

IRy, Tidhn, RotAliliG ins
GIVEE™AY 1o

FULIL SHOT BROILING MNOOI SUN

EXT. EXCAVATION SITE NINEVAK DAWN **

An OLD MAM in khakis works at section of mound with
excavating pick. (In b.g. there may be TVO XURDISE
ASSISTANTS carefully packing the day's finds.) The old
man now nakes a find. He extracts it gingeriy from the
mound, becins to dust it off then reacts with dismay upon
recognizing a green stone amulet in the figure of the
demon Pazuzu,

CLOSE SECT FERSPIRATION POURILIG DOWHN OLD MAN'S RBROV
CLOSE SHOT OLD MAN'S HANMDS

Trembling, they reach across rude wooden table and cup
themselves around a steaming glass of hot tea, as if for

warmth,
CLOSE SEOT., QLD MAN'S FACE

The eyes staring off, haunted, as if bv some chilling
premonition ~~ and scome frightening remenbrance.

EXT. LONG SKHOT ROADSIDE CEAYXHANA LRUBIL AREA DAY

SUPERIIZPOSE: HORTHERM IRAQ. The chaylthana (teshouse)
1s set among poppied, green hills and athwart a racgged,
rocx=-strewn bolt of road. In the background, the
beautiful mound-city of Erbil floats upward, scraping
the cloud. The XURDISH PROPRIETOR is seen leaning in the
Chaykhana doorway. He watches the only other character
Yisible, the OLD MAN, who sits at an outdoor table,
inexplicably cold beneath the fiery sun. Abstractedly,
he sips at his tea. UNearby, parked off the road, an
ancient jeep. LOSE SUPER. The Proprietor shuffles out,
gtagﬁs‘beside the Old ilan, speaks to him in Kurdish
indistinctly. The 0ld Man appears not to hear at first;
then comes to, lcoks up at Kurd, shakes head nutely, and
Ezaches into shirt pocket, removing coins to pay for his
3.

CLOSE SHOT COIN3 SLIPPED CHTO TADLE
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10.

11.
12.
13.

14,

i35,

CLOSE SHOT IGHITIOM XEY IN JEEP

The O1d idan's hand reaches into FRAEME, starts engine,

The jeep takes off, disannearing down the rogd. The
Kurd comes into FRAME, and we end CLO3Z on him as he

watches the jeep. Mirrored in his face are sadness;
love; respect.

INT,. ROON IX MOSUL CURMIOR OF ANTIQUITICS OFFICE DAY

The CAMCRA is in rmotion, SLOWLY PANNING the tagged finds
of a recent archeological dig now spread out in neat rovs
on a long table. The CAIERA STOPS firally at an
Assyrian pendant as the CURATOR'S HAND reaches INTO “ia.
FRAME, 1ifting tag on pendant so thatithe writing on it
can be read by him. The only SOUID is the soft, regular
TICKING of an old~fashioned pendulum CLOCK.

CLOSE SHOT LEDGER

containing entries of the finds. It is clearly headed
{in the Curator's handwriting) “iiineveh Excavation;
Merrin.” On a fresh line of the entries, Curator's hand
now writes: “Pendant, Assyrian,; Palace of Assurbani --
Here, the hand breaks off, -

L1

CLOSE SEOT  ARAER CURATOR

He is seated at same table on which rest the finds and
is looking up curiocusly from ledger at somecne 0.5.

CLOSE ShOT- OLD MAN

He is standing over another section of the same table.
He is staring cdown at something on it. 0.8.

CLOSE SHOT AMULET O TRELD

Tagged, it is the Pazuzu amulet.

CLOSE SHOT CURATOR

His gaze is now on the amulet. Softly:

CURATOR
Evil against evil,

INTERCUT OLD HAI' AND CURATOR

The 0ld Man ﬁoeg not react, continuing toc stare down at
amulet, expression haunted. After a beat:

CURATOR:
FPather?

(COVITINUED)
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21,

COTD

Ve are on the 01d Man now &as, after severa; bgats,'the
TICKING of the CLOCK abruptly ceases;y and it 1s this
sudden silence that, after a beat, unconsciously causes

the O1d Man to look up at the Curater, who is still
staring at the Old Man. Still no response. Something
is worrying the Curator, but he doesn't know what.

CURATOR: {(ARARIC)
My heart has a wish: That you would
not go, old friend.

OLD MAN: {(ARABIC)
I have an_errand.

AT CURATOR  OLD MAN

They stand by oper door to street, the 0ld Man leaving.
Curator has hold of 0ld Man's hand in both of his. He
is troubled, as if the 014 Man's premonition has invaded
him. The 01d iian slowly looks up at Curator, searching
his face with great affection. Then, with a squecze of
his hand:

CLD MAN:
Goodbye.

EXT. CURATOR'S OFFICE DAY

The 0ld Man exits, leaving FRAME as he steps into the
gathering gloom of the streets of ifiosul., The Curator
watches him, great love in his expression as:

P.O.V, THE OLD MAN STRIZT QUTSIDE CURATOR'S OFFICE
The 01d Man almost collides with a fast-moving droshity.

CLOSE MOVING SHOY DROSHKY 'S SOLE PASSENGER

A corpulent, OLD ARAB WOMAN in black, her face a shadow
bﬁhznd the lace veil draped loosely over her like a
shroud.

AT CURATOR
His expression darkening at this.

gXT. LONMG SHOT MOSUL QUTSKIRTS NINEVEH EXCAVATION
USK

The 01d Mzan is slowly and warily walking amid the ruins
of a fermer temple avea, '
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23.

24.
25.

26,

27,

. 28,

29,

30,

31.

32,

OLD MAN'S P.O.V.

An Arab watchman ancroaches, riflg at the rcady: but
then stops and waves as he recognizes the ¢ld ilan.

MOVING SHOT

as the 014 Man slowly resumes his walk with the manner of
someone sifting vibrations. He is like one loocking for
something, yet is afraid that he will find it. At last,
upon seeing something 0.5., he freezes.

P.O.V. FULL SHOT STATUE Or DEMON PAZUZU IN SITU

AT OLD MaW

This is it. He lowers head, closing eves against a
dread confirmation of his premoniticn. A SEMOW of the
statue lengthens and creeps onto ¢ld Man's face as in
the distance we HEAR the DIIl YAPPINGS of SAVAGE DOG ‘in's

ANGLE AT SHADOUS QUICKEMING ACROSS THE DESERT

Still the DOGS, yelping and howling distantly. A breeze
rises up, blowing dust and sand ACROSS THE FRAME.

AT OLD MAL

He slowly 1ifts his head, his gaze on the 0.5. statue
of Pazuzu. But in his expression now is acceptance and
grim determination. The zhadow on his face has grown
longer and the breeze is whipping gently at his shirt.
CiD MAN'S P.O.V, STATUE OF PAZUZU

HIGH DOWN SHOT TEMPLE AREA STATUE OLD MAN

They.stand moticnless like two ancient enemies squared
off in a massive arena.

ANGLE AT SETTING Suu

It sinks into darkness., The dog packs.

EXT. SUNRISE SHOT VASHINGTON, D.C.

The SCUND of savage dogs gives way to DISTANT SOUNDS of
frzgncly neighborhocd dogs; children's voices; a city
waking up.

SERIES OF HOVING SHOTS GEORGETOIN! AREA DAt

Below us, the Potomac River: the Gothic spires and vwooded
walks of Georgetown University; a PRIEST or two walking,

(CONTINUED)

e h————— .
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CONTD

and then we are on Prospect Street
slovly approaching a house that sits beside a flight‘of
steep, stone steps plunging precipitately down to "K'
Street below. An upstairs bedroom light is burning.

saying their Office;

INT,. CHRIS MACMEIL'S BEDRCOM DATIN

CHRIS is sitting up in bed. Her 1lips move silently as
she studies lines from a film script. We HEAR light O.5.
RAPPING SOUNDS, irregular, yvet rhythmically clustered.
They sound like alien ccde tapped out by a dead man.
Chris HEARS them, listens for a moment, then tries to
ignore them, but she ¢ nnot concentrate. She irritably
slans script down and bounces out of bed. She EXITS

into:
DA

il

SECOND FLOOR HALL MACMEIL FOUS

The RAPPINGS are louder, Chris listens for source of
sound; locates it; throws open door to Regan's badroom.

INT. REGAII'S BEDROOU AT DOOR CHRIS DAt
The RAPPINGS have abruptly ceased., Chris locks baffled.
P.O. V. THE ROOI  CAMERA SHIFTIVG

to follow Chris' scrutiny. It is a typical child's
bedroom., A large bay window with shutters overlooks

the steps outside the house. REGAN is asleep, her
blankets kicked off and askew. Chris mcves to bedside.
Heavy breathing, regular and deep. Chris'considers;

then abruptly notices goose pimples on her arms. She
rubs at them, shivering as if at an icy coldness. She
touches the nearby radiator. Hot. She looks at Regan,
frown%ng in perplexity, for Regan's brow is wet with
perspiration. Chris squints her eyes in consternation;
looks back at her goose pimples. MNow she hears 30UNDS
from above, like tiny claws scratching at the edge of

& galaxy. She looks up at ceiling. The SCRAPINGS cease.
Chris keeps staring a moment, then lcoks down. She leans
over, adjusts Regan's pillow, then examines her features
with warmth, :

CHRIS:
(whisper)
I sure do love you,

Car lights reflect on ceiling of darkened roomn.
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38,

INT. MACNEIL HOUSE KITCEEN CLOSE AT BACON FRYIN

DiaY
CHRIS:

{oc.s.) _
Hi, Willie. Fowya doin'?

FULL SHOT KITCHEN CHRIS WILLIE

WILLIE, a niddle~aged hcusekeeper, is at_stovg. Sleepy-
eyed Chris, in bathrobe and carryving scrint, is entering.
Willie hastily puts down fork, wiping hands on dish towel

as:

CWHILLIE:
{Cerman accent)
Oh, Mrs. Maclleil! Good morning!

As Villie moves for coffee pot, Chris is ahead of her.

CHRIS:
Never mind, Will, I'11 get i%.

She drops a pack of cigarettes and matches beside her
cup and sits. Crustv-eyed, she picks up copy of .
Washington Post Dy plate and stares at it fuddled until
she realizes it is upside down. She turns it right-side
up. A man enters: KARL., 1illie's husband. Very
Teutonic, He is carrying a Sparklett's bottle to mount
on cooler in exchange for the empty.,

KARL:
Good morning, Madam.

‘ CKRIS:
(lights cigarette)
Mornin'. Hey, Xarl, we've got rats in
the attic, Better get us some traps.

KARL:
There are rats?

CERIS:
I just said that.

KARL:
But the attic is clean.

- CHRIS:
Well, okay, we've got clean rats,

KARL:
No rats.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTD
CHRIS: )
Karl, I heard them this ncrning!
KARL:

Maybe plumbing. Maybe boards.

: CHRIS:
Maybe rats! ©Now will you buy the damn
traps and quit arguing?

KARL:
{leaving quickly)
Yes. I go now,

CHRIS:
No, not now, Karl! The gtores are

all closcd,

KARL:
I will see,

CHRIS:
Karl =« 1

He is gone., Chris and tMillie exchange exasperated
glances, and then we HEAR FRONT DOOR OPEI AND CLOSE, . -
O.s. With a sigh, Willie turns back to bacon, shaking

her head.

HWILLIE:
They are closed.

EXT. CAMPUS OF GEORGETO' UNIVERSITY DAY

A film is being shet in front cf steps of Heoaly Building,
The usual ecuirpnenz, cast and crew are in evidence, as
well as spectators made up of faculty and students,
Chris, in jeans and sweatshirt, and indicating page in
her script (titled “CRASH COURSE"™), calls her director,
elfin British BURXE DEMNINGS. He has been drinking.
Swigging from a paper cup, he looks over as,
argumentatively: .

CHRIS:
Hey, Burke? Take a look at
damned thing, will ya?

DENNINGS:
Ch, how marvelous! You do have a
script, I see! -
{he surgically shaves
& narrowr strip from edge
of page of her script)
. (MORE)
: (CONTINUED)
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COonID
DEMMINGS: {Contd)

Yes, how nice! I believe I'll just
have a little fiddle.

As they continue, Burke will nervously fiddle with the
paper. In the meantime:

CERIS:
Burke -~

DENMINGS: .
Yes, I'm terribly glad that the
star has a script. Wow then, tell
me my baby: VWhat is it? that's wrong?

_ CHRIS:
{indicating script)
It just doesn’'t make sense.

DEMNINMGS:
{lying)
thy, it's perfectly plain. You're
a teacher at the college and you
don't want the buvilding torn down

and -~

CHRIS:
Oh, well, Jesus, Burke; thanks; I
can read,

DENNINGS:
Then what's wrong?

: CHRIS:
¥hy the hell should thev tear dowr
the building?

DENNINGS:
Are you sending me up?

CHRIS:
No, I'm asking 'what for?!

. DEMMINGS:
Because it's therel

CHRIS:
In the script?

DEIINITCS:
{suppressinc drunken
giggle)
On the grounds!

{COUTIITVED)
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39.

contd (1)

CHRIS:
Well, it doesn't make sense.
They wouldn't do that.

DENNIWGS:
They would!

CHERIS:
No, they wouldn't!

DENNING: .
Shall we surmon the writer? I believe
he's in Paris!

CHRIS:
Hiding?

DENNINGS:
Fucking! Now then, shall we get on
with 1t?

Chris stares momentarily, then sags onto Burke spurting
laughter. Then she looks worriedly toward a PRIEST
(KARRAS} 0.S. arong the spectators, afraid he's heard
obscenity. And now we CUT TO Karras zand see that he is
smiling slightly but warmly. The ANGLE then RETURNS to
Chris, Burke and the A.D,

DENNINGS:
I said, "Shall we get on with it?"

CHRIS; :
Huh? Yeah, okay, Burke. Let's go.

DENMNINGS:
(at A.D.)
All right, lights, love.

ASST . DIRECTOR
Let's warm ‘'enm!

PENHINGS:
{to A.D.}
Now the extras shculd be ...

And we HEAR the AD LIE continuation 0.S. a bit as CAUERA
now FOLLOYS Chris as she walks, head down, concentrating
while crew sets up. Then she looks over toward Karras.
He's gone, BShe szes him walking slowly avay toward the
carpus gates like a lone black cloud in search of the
rain. Dennings ccomes to Chris.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTD (2)

CHRIS:
Are you ready, ducks?
CHRIS:
Do it.
DENMINGS:

Roll the film,

ASST. DIRECTOR:
Okay, roll ‘em,

TECHNICIAN:
Speed,

DENNINGS:
Action!

While extras cheer and boc at her approach, Chris races
up Healy Steps and seizes bullhorn from REBEL STURLUT
LEADER. There is pushing and shoving. POLICE are on the

scene,

CHRISG:

{through bullhorn)
Okay, now, hold it! Eold it a
second!

{as the commotion

continues}
Hey, give me a chance, will ‘'ya,
huh? Just a minute?

We see now that various of the student factions are
holding up sisrs and banners. Some read: “KEED CLARS3ES
OPEN", "“FREE LOGICt®, vsnum DOIMNIY, YCLOSE THE SCRCCLH
and "BURN IT!? Still other placards are blank. Hany
of the students in one secter are affecting shreouds and
death masks. As the comnmotion diminishes:

. CHRIS:
Look, we're all concerned with huran.
rights, but the kids who pay tuition
have also got a right, the right to
learn, and shutting those kids out
of class solves nothing., It's
answering one kind of tyranny with
another, one kind of cruelty with
another,

Commotion. At sone point durjng the above speech, we
will hear Chris 0,S. while the CALERA COES +o Dennincs

(CONTINUZD)

SR A ——————— . .
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as the director turns a significant and imperious caze
to the A.D., who dutifully pads over to him and proffers
his open script like an aging altar boy the migsal to
his priest at solemn ilass. Burke begins to slice off

a strip of page.

EXT. "O" STREET CHRIS AT CAIPUS MAIN GATE DAY

It has clouded over, threatening rain., Chris, wearing
raincoat, sends limo driver honme.

‘CHRIS: _
i feel like walking, Tommy. Thanks.

He nods. She starts to walk home, thoughtful and weary.
As she walks by Holy Trinity Auditorium, a YOUIIG PRIEST
in pylon windbreaker passes her. Tense. He takes a
right into an easement leading into a courtyvard back of
c¢hurch. Chris pauses by easement, watching him; curious.
He heads for white frame cottage from which an OLDER
PRIEST emerces looking glum and nervous. He nods curtly
toward the Younger Priest, and with lowered eves headsg
for door to back of church. Again, cottage door opens
from within and Karras appears. He silently creets the
Younger Priest, putting his arm around his sheulder as

he leads him inside, 2 gesture that ig gentle and somehow
parental. Door closes arnd they are gecne. Chris is
pensive, puzzled by the scene. A RUIELE OF THFIDER. She
looks up at the sky, tugging up rainceat collar,

EXT., MACNEIL HOUSE CHRIS ENTERS DUSK
INT. MACNEIL HOUSE KITCHEYW DUSK

We open on SHARON SPEICER, a rretty vourg blonde anrd
Chris' secxetary (and nurse to Regan} sitting at break=-
fast table, typing. Stack of mail and messages., e
HEAR front door close; FOOTSTEPS approaching. Chris
enters, weary. :

SHARON :
(continuing to type)
Hi, Chris. How'd it go?

CHRIS:
Oh, well, it was kind of like the
Yalt Disney version of the Ho Chi
Minh story, but other than that it
vas really terrific.,

Chris has zorme to table, stands leafing throuch mail and
nessages. Sharon continues to type throucgh:

{CoNTINUED)
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CHRIS:
Anything exciting?

SHARQOM:
Do you want to have dinner next
week at the (Thite House?

CHRIS:
Are you kidding?
SHAROM .
No, of course not; it's Thursday.
CHRIS:
Big party?
SHEAPON:

No, I gather it's just five or six
people.

CHRIS:
{back to table,
sifting mail and
messages)
No kidding? Where's Rags?

SHAROM

Oh, she's down in the playroom.
CHRIS:

What doin’?
SHARQN:

She's sculpting., She's making you
a birad,

CERIS:
How'd the lesson go?

SHARQH:
(frovning)
Bad time with math again.

CERIS:
Oh? Gee, that's funny.

SHARON
I know. 1It's her favorite subiject.

CHRIS .
Oh, well, this "new math'* Christ,
;fcouldn't make change for the bus
l o

{(CONTINUED)
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She is interrupted by the bounding entrance of REGAN,
her ll-year-old daugnhter. Freckles. ?Q;ytalls. Araces
on testh, Arms outstretched, she is racing for her

mother.

REGAN:
Hi, Mom! .

She is in SCENWE now as Chris catches her in a bear hug.

"Sharon resumes her typing.

: CHRIS:
Hiva, bearface!

Chris covers her with smacking kisses. Then, rccking
her back and forth:

CHRIS:
What 'djya do tcday? Anything
exciting?
REGAN:
Ch, stuff.
CHRIS:
S0, what kind of stuff?
RECGAW
Ch, well, I studied, and I painted.
CHRIS:
ttha'diya paint?
. REGAN:
Ch, well, flowers. Ya' know,
daisies? An' -~ Ch! Mother!

This horse!

{excited; eyes

widening)
This man had a horse, va know, down
by the river? Ye were talking, see,
Mom, and then-along came this horse!
He was beautiful! O©h, Mon, va
should‘ve seen him, and the man let
me sit on RiIWi Really! I mean,
practically a minute! It was a gray
horse! Mother, can't we get a horse?
I mean could we?

CHRIS:
We'll see, baby.

(CONTINUED)

et
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REGAN:

Gee, Mom, I'm starving.

CHRIS:
Run upstairs and get dressed and we'll

go out for some plzzZa.

She races upstairs.

REGAN:
Can I wear my new dress?

CHRIS:

Honey , sure,
{at Sharon}
Got a date?

SHARON:
Yes, I do.

CHRIS;
You go on, then,
{indicating wmail}
We can catch ail this stuff in the
morning.

Sharon rises, but Chris abruptly recollects something,

CHRIS:
Oh, hrey, wait, There's a letter
got to go out tonight,

SHAROM:
(reaching for
dictation pad)
Ch, ckay.

Chris starts to dictate:

CHRIS:
Dear Mr. Gable ...

Sharon reacts, amused; then Chris dictates in earnest:
a letter to her agent. As she gets into it:

REGAM:
{0.8,)
Moth~theeeecerrrr! I can't find
the dress!

{COMTITUED)

[POR—
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CHPRIS:
{starting out)
Shar, wait'll I come down.

SHAROHN ;
{eyeing watch)
Gee, it's time for me to meditate,
Chris.

CHRIS:
{after a beat;
muted exasperation)
You really think that kind of stuff
if going to do you any good?

SHARON:
Well, it gives me peace of mind.
CHRIR:

(after a long beat)
Right,

‘She turns away and starts to exit.

CHRIS-
Correct. Terrifie.

INT. SECOND FLOOR HALLVAY MACMEIL HoUs:k DUSK
Chris heads for Regan's bedroom and enters.
INT. REGAN'S BEDRCOM DUSK

The scene is odd: Regan is standing in the middle orf
the room, silently staring up at the ceiling, frowning.

CHRIS:
Vhat's doint?

REGAM;
“Funny noises.

CHRIS:
(moving to clothes
¢closet. and searching
for dress)
I know. We've got friends,

REGA:
Huh?

{CONTINULD)
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CHRIS: .
Squirrels, honey. Squirrels in
the attic.

Regan locks uncenvinced. She looks up at ceiling again;
then meves over to watch her mother's search for the
dress which now ends in apparent failure.

REGAM:
See, Mom? It's not there,

CHRIS:
Yeah, I see, Maybe Willie picked
it up with the cleaning.

REGAN:
It's gone:

CHRIS:
{taking a dress off rack)
Yeah, well put on the navy. It's
pretty.

45. EXT. "C & O" CarAL DUSK

Karras ard the Georgetouwn University President (TOu)
are walking.

KARRAMS:
It's my mother. She's alone, Tom.
I never shculd've left her. AL
least in Mew York I'd be close.
I could see her,

TOLM:
I could see about a transfer.

KARRAS:
I peed reassignment., Get me out of
this job, Tom: it's wrong. It's no good.

TOM:
Are you kidding? You're the best that
we've got,

They stop,

KARRAS:
Am I really? It's more than psychiatry,
Tom, and you kncuw that. Some of their
problers come doun to vocatiocn, to the
(}ORE)

(CORTINUED)
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KARELS: (Contd}
meaning of their lives, and I just
can't cut it, Tom. It's too much.
I need out. I'm unfit,

After a pause.
KARRAS:
I think I've lost my faith.
OMITTED _
T, BASEMEUT PLAYRCO! OF MACYTIL HOUSE EARLY EVENING

Chris is coming down, calling to Regan.

'CHRIS:
Vhatchya doin' down there?

REGAM:
Come on down, Mom; I've got a surprise.

CERIS:
Oh, great.

Regan is standing by a games table in basement made
over as-playroom{ and hancs her a sculpted clay "worry
bird" with a comically long painted nose. Chris oohs

and ahhs.

REGAN:
Do you like it?

. CHRIS:
Oh, honey, I do, I really do. Got
a name for ie?

REGAIT:
Uh-uh,. '
CHRIS:
What's a good one?
HEGAN:
{shrugging)
I dunno.
CHRIS:
(pondering)

pet me see, let me see, I don't
xnow. Uthaddya think? ®ha a
{LiORE)

{CONTINUED)
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CHRIS: (Contd)
think about ‘Durbbird?' Huh?
Just 'Dumbbird.’

Regan is snickering, nodding; hand to mouth to hide the
braces.

CHRIS:
"Durbbird' by a larndslide! Super!
{setting bird
on table) _
Here, I'll leave it here to dry

fora L ) :

She has noticed an Ouija Board and planchette on table.

' CHRIS:
Hey, where'd you get the OQuiija
Board?

REGAN:
(indicating)
I found it.

CHRIS:
Found it where?

REGANs
{indicating)
In that closet,

CHRIS:
You been playin' with it?

REGAN:
Yep.

CHRIS:
{(surprised)
You know how?

REGAN:
(moving to sit by
board)
Ch, well, sure. Here, I'11
show you,

. CHPIS:
Yell, I think you need two veople,
heney. : i

" {COXTINUED)
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REGAIT:
No, ya cdon't, iom. I do it all
the timea.
CHRIS:
{pulling up chair
opposite)
Oh, you do? 'ell, let's both play,
okay?
REGALl:

Well ~- okay,

Regan has her fingertips positiocned on the planchette,
and as Chris reaches out to put hers there, planchette
makes sudden, forceful move t5 the YHOT position on
board.

CHRIS:
You don't want me to play?

REGAN
No, I do! cCaptain Howdy said “No,®

CHRIS:
Captain who?

REGAI:
Captain Howdy,

CHRIS:
Honey, who's Carptain Houdy?

_ REGAN:
Oh. ya krow. I make guestions and
he does the answers,

CHRIS:
That's so?

REGA,
Oh, he's nice.

CHRIS:
Oh, well, sure; he's terrific.

REGAN:
Here, I'11 show you,

Regan stares at board, eyes drawn tight in concentration.

(COZ-ETI NUED)
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REGAL:
Captain Howdy, do you think ny
mom is pretty?

20

Seconds tick by. Nothing happening., Chris turns head
at an cdd, o.s. CRTAXINVG SOUID from closet area. She
holds the look for a moment, then looks back at board.

Another few beats of silence. Then:

REGBM:
Captain Houwdy?
(no response)
Captain Howdy, that's reallv not

very polite.

" CHRIS:
Honey, maybe he's sleeping.

REGAN:
{muttering)
Let him sleep on his own time.

INT. REGRI'S BEDROOCII MIGHT

'Regan in bed. Chris finishing tucking her

bed.

CHRIS:
Honey, Sunday's vour birthday.
to do somethin'?

REGAN:
That?

CHERIS:

in. Sits on

Want

Oh, well, I don‘t know. Somethin',

You want t0 go see the sighis?

REGAN:
Oh, yaah, Mom!

CHRIS:

And tomorrow night a movie! How's

that?
: ﬁEGAﬁ:
{a hug)

Oh, I love you!

CHRIS:
Oh, Rags, honey, I love you,

REGAT:

You can bring ur. Dennings if you like.

(COITINUED)
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CHRIS:
Mr. Dennings? '

REGAN:
Well, I mean, it's okay.

CIIRIS:
(chuckling)
No, it isn't okay. Honey, why would
I want to bring Burke?

REGAN:
flell, you like him.

CHRIS:
Oh, well, sure I like him, honey.
Don't you?
{no response)
Baby, what'sg going on?

REGRN:
(a sullen statement)
You're going to marry him, Hommy,
aren‘'t you? :

CHRIS:
{amusad)
Ch, my baby, of course not! Uhat
on earth are you taiiinc about?
Burke Dennincs? “here's you get
that idea? '

REGA{:
But you like him,

CERIS:
I like pizzas but 1 vouldn't ever {
marry one! Honey, he's a friend, {
just a crazy old friendi

REGAN:
You don't like him like Daddy?

‘ CERYS:
Rags, I love vour daddy. I'11
alvavs love your dad@y. Itr. Dennings
comes by here a iot ‘cause he'sg
lonely, that's all; he's a friend.

RE G.?ﬁ'? M
Well, I heard .o

(CoOnNTIFUED)
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CHRIS:
You heard vhat? FHeard from who?

REGAN:
I don't know., I just thought.

CHRIS: .
Well, it's silly, so forget it.

REGAIT:
Okay.

49, INT. MACNEIL HOUSE STUDY AT CHRIS MIGHT

Stretched out on rug in front of fire, studying
Turns a page. Regan, half asieep, enters,

CHRIS:
Hi, honey. ¥hat's wrong?

REGAL!:
There's these real funny noises,
Hom. It's jike knocking, I can't
go to sleep.

CHRIS:
{struggling up)
Oh, vhere the heck are those traps!

REGAN:
Huh? :

Chris takes her hand, leading her out of study.

CHRIS:,

Oh, nething, hon., Core on. You

. ©an sleep in my bedroom and I'll
See what it ig, ’

50, INT, CHRIS'S BEDROO:: CIGET

She is tucking Regan into her (Chris's) bed.

: REGAN:
Can I wvateh TV for a8 while i1l
I sleep?

CHRIS:
There's your booi?

RECGAM .

I can't £ing it, Can T watch?

22
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‘ CHRIS:
(turning on bedside TV)

Sure, okay.
{tunes volune control)

Loud enoucgh?

REGAN:
Yes,

CHRIS:
{exiting; turning
out light)
Try to sleep.

51. EXT. MACVEIL BOUSE FULL SHOT NIGHT
In an upper floor gabled window we SZZ candlelight glow. :
52, INT. MACHEIL HOUSEZ  DOWII SHOT NIGHT

at Chris as she climbs narrow steps to attic with candle.

53, INT. ATTIC AT DOOR  WIGHT

Door is pushed slowly open. Chris ENTERS, tries the
light switen., 71t doesn't vork. She locks about the
attic sszarching for sonething while slowly advancing at
CAMERA when the candle flame suddenly and astoundingly
disengaces from the cardle and shoots up to the ceiling
and is extinguished. Behind Chris, having come upstairs,
looms Xarr,, Coring up silently behind Chris:

KARIL:
There is nothing.

On the_“Nothing,“ Chris leaps three feet out of her skin

and erits a YEL? cof startled fright, spinning around and

gractlcally into Xarl's arms., 2 hand to her fluttering
eart:

CHRIS:
gg,Qoood Jesus! oh, jesus h.
Christ, Rarl, don't do that!

KARYY
Very sorry. But you see? No rats,
CHRIS:
Yeah, no ratsg. TYhanks a lot, ZXarl. ;

Terrific.

{CONTINUED)
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DARL Y
(exiting)
Madam, mayke cat better.

CHRIS:
{That?

KARY,:
Haybe cat better -- to catch rats.

Ee EXITS., Chris stares a rouent, then releases a sigh
of weariness and relief,

EXT. IACKFEIL HOUSE - NIGHT
Bedroom light is turned off. All is peaceful.

EXT. HOPTAGE CHRIS AMND REGAN SIGHTSEZING TU D.C.
DAY HEHORIAL DRIVZ AUD LEER {ALTBTION

GIVING 1AY TO:
CHRIS AMD REGAY AT TOMB OF UiENOWI SOLDIZR

They stare mutely. Regan has turned sad, After a few
beats: '

REGA:
Mom, why do pecple have to die?

C@ris locks at her. sShe doesn’t know houw to answer.,
Finally:

CERIS:
(tendexrlv)
Honey, pecple get tired.

EEGAN:
Vhy does God let then?

CHRIS:
{(frowning: a few
beats)
Who's been telling you about God, baby?
REGAIT:
Sharon.
CHRIS:
Gh. )

LCOMTIIUED)
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REGAM:
Mom, why does God let us get tired?

CHRIS:
{after a beat)
Well, after awhile, God gets lonesome
for us, Rags. He wants us back.

57. INT. CHRIS MACMIIL'S BEDROOI! NIGET

Chris is pacing with phone receiver to eaxr, waiting, and
meantime is talking to Sharon, vho is seated on edge of
bed, scribbling shorthand in steno pad.

CHRIS:

And get hold of that real estate agent
and tell him wve're staying till June.
I want Rags to finish up the semester
at school. And then =

(halfs to talk

. into phone)

Yeah, yveah, I'm here. Yes, I'm {
wailting ,..

(mouthpiece down;

to Sharon)
Goed Christ, do you believe it?

b

58. INT, MACHEIL HOUSE SECOND FLOOR HALL MIGHT

Despondent, Regan stands head down, hand on doorknob ¢o
her bedroon, listening to: -

CHRIS:
{o.s.}
Doesn't send a card or call his
daughter on her birthday?

SHARDOL: :
{o.s.} _ f
Well, the circuits might be busy.

CIRIS:
{o.s5.)

My ass, he just doesn't give a
shit!l He's just --

Regan sadly enters her room as:
CHRIS:

{c.s.: phone) |
Yes, gedderit, I'n wvaiting!
_ :
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INT. CHRIS'S BEEDROO!M NIGHT

CHRIS:
(pacing; nuttering
to self)
The whole fucking world is still
waiting for the sunrise.

OMITTED,
INT, CHRIS 'S BEDROOM DAFR

We are on Chris in hed as phone rings. She answers.
Wake-up call from the A.D. Hangs up; gets out of bed;
discovers Regan is in bed with her, half awake.

. CHRIS:

Well, what in the —w 1
{amused)

hat are you doing here?

My bed wvas shaliing,

CHERIS:
Oh, you nut.
{kisses her ang
pulls up her covers)
Go back to slee . -

EXT., HOUSE STIGHT TO pay TRAISITION C
FOLLOY HEVSPAPER BOY O BIKE T0 EDQLY TRINITY

INT, HOLY TRIVITY CHURCH AT REAR SIDE DOOR DAY

e HEAR kev in door from other side. The PAGSTOR of
Holy Trinity sluggishly enters, scts deoor STop te hold
door open, turns on church iichts, blows nese intoe
handkerchiefs ag he absently shufflesg along; then
genuflects at altas railing., He blesses himself, says
& silent praver, and as he looks un and starts to bless
himself he reacts with startlement ang then shock as he
Sees before hir:

P.O.V. STATUE oF BLESSED VIRGIH AT SIDE ALTAR

It has been desecrated, painted over to suggest that the
Virgin S a harlot. a slatternly, dissolute appearance,
And glueg to the appropriate Spot is a sculpted clay
INT . NE YORK SUs'aAY STATION

Silence, eXcept for low RUIIPLE of distant train, Points

of light stretch down the darkness of the tunnel like
guides to hopelessness, :
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He shuts his eyes acainst this intrusion and clutches at
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ANGLE AT PLATFORM MANM

The station appears to be deserted., The AV stands
close to the edge of the near platform. Black coat,
hat and trousers. Pcwerfully built, He carries a
valise resembling a doctor's medical bag, and stands
with his back to us, head down, as 1if in dejection.
Hear him, a venrding machine on a pillar.

VIIDE ARGLE PLATIORM
DERZLICT:

+

Faddah,

An old DERELICT lies drunk, his back against station
wall.

DERELICXK:
Hey, FYaddah! Couldja help an old
altar boy, Faddah? I'm Cat'lic,

The Man looks up with dismay, disclosing the round Roman
collar at the neck, and the face of Damien Karras, now
filled with an even deeper rain than when we met hin. ;

his coat lapels, pulling them together as if to hide the
collar. The train SOUID is UD FULL MO, and in ATOTHERR
ANGLE the TRAIN rushes across FRANE, blocking our vievw
of Karras and the Derelict,

EXT. HIGH SHOT EAST 218T STREET IN N.Y.C. DAY

Between lst and 2nd Avenues. Xarras walls despondently
along the south side of thea street, which is studded
with decrepit tenemens buildines. He pauses before one
and with melancholy sees his nasi in the ragaedly
clothed, grime-covered, foui-nouthed urcinins pitching
pennies against the stoop. Rarras looks up at front
door. He starts up the steps, )

PR

INT . EALL KARRAS QUTSIDE MOTHZIR'S APARTMENT DOOR :

COTTING, we find the CARIERA stationed by an apartment
front door, trained on Xarras mounting steps at far end
of hall. He approaches and lightly raps. From within
?e EEAR f§lﬁt SOUXD of a RADIO tured to neus station,
Karras waits a morent, then dics out a key frem pants
pocket, opens dcor like an aching wound, and enters.

INT. TLYEIENT APARTMENT DAy
n .
EESCEE?IO now more audible, We are in a railrcad flat
) - | P
Unkemog' 21§Y- Cracking plaster and peeling wallpaper.
"Pt. ©Sparse and ancient furnishings. In the '

{CONTINUED)
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kitchen, a small tub for bathing, Faded old newsrapers
spread on the uncarpeted floor. As Xarras enters, he
breathes in an aching sigh as his caze brushes around
at the painful reminders of his past. Then he glances
to right, from which we EEAR SOUID of RADIO. Ke puts
dovn valise and starts into bedroon.

KARRAS:
Hama?

No response. CAMERA FOLLOVS hinm into squalid living
room. Karras novw sees his HOTHER, fully dressed,
sleeping on a torn and grease-stained old sofa. On her
right check, a provisent mole. GHe observes her for a
moment; sighs as he rencoves raincoat.

As he drapes it over a chair, his mother awakens with a
slight staxt; sees hin; veacts with surprise and joy.
Speaking with a thick ilediterranean accent:
HOTHER:
Dimmy!

She hastily gets to feet and throws arms around Karras.

_ HMOTHER:
Ch, Dimmy, I so glad to see you!

INT, RApRRAS! HOTHER'S KITCEEN PAY
7e HEAR radio still tuned to news. Karras and riother

s;t at tiny table in kitchen. Karras sips at coffee,
His mother drinlks in his bresence as:

HOTHER,
Dimry, you thin. vYou not eating,
_ {rising) '
I fix for you,
KARRAS:
No, ifom.
MOTHER:
I fix,

CUT T0o;
RARRAS D IOTHEER
at table. Harras eating.

{CONTINUED)
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KARRAS:
Really great, iHom! Just great!

HOTHER: .
You Uncle John come by to visit me.

KARRAS:
(plezsed)
Oh rezlly, !a? hen?

H

HMOTHER:
Last month,

larras looks saddened,
oMITTED
INT, MOPHER'S LIVIVNG ROOM NIGHT

Hother (wearing holy medal} sits on sofa, watching as
Karras repairs a broken lamp. The roon has been tidied

plastic refuse container and a dilapidated carpet
Sweeper. Silence, Then:

FIOTHER
Dimmy, you worry about something?
KARRAS:
No, Mama.
MOTEER:
You not hapoy. Yhat's the mattex,
Dimny?
KARRAS:

Nothing, Hama. Really. 1'n fine,
& pause., Then:
HOTHER:
{o.5.)
I wish you was marry lary HeArdle,
CLOSE SEOT HMOTEER

silently watching; thinking,
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ANOTHER ANGLE = {(TIME PASSAGL)

Karras is entering living room, pulling on raincoat. He
has valise. He comes to Mothor and observeg her sadly
for a moment. Regret., He leans over and kisses her .
cheek tenderly. He starts to leave, renembers something,

tunes radio to all-neuws station.
EXT. FPORDHEAM UNIIVERSITY {ESTABLISHING) PATTR
INT. SHALL CEADPLL JESUIT RESIDEVCE HALL PAMN

Karras wears trousers and T-shirt. ZXHe vests and prepares
for rmass, and then steps back facing altar, blesses
himself, and begins:

KAPRAS:
{with poignans+
longing)
'I will go to the Altar of God,
Unto God who gives joy to By youth,!

INT. HALL OF BELLEVUZ HOS2ITAL DAY

The CAMERA is fixed at one end of the hall, and Karras
and his UI'CLE are approacning from far down the orvosite
end; however, their dizlogue is clearly audible at 2ll
tires, and their voices metalically reverberent.

Rarras has his heac down, sorrowful and dismaved, as he
listens +o the Unele, who speaks with a thick, irrmicrant
accent. Karras is rueiully shaking his head, and the
UNCLE is gesturing helplessly, defensively, as:

UniCrLs;
But, Dirmv, da edema affected her
brain! vou understand? She don't
Tet any doctor cone near her! She
wvas all da time sCreamin', even
talkin' o da radio! Listen, regular
hospital not gonna put up wit' dat,
Dimrzyt Un'erstan? So we cive her
& shot an’® bring her here til da
doctors, day fix up her leg! Den
wve take her right out, Dimmy. Two
©r t'ree nonth, and she's out, good
2s new,

ANOTHER ANGLE

Karras ard his Uncle have halted outside loclhed decor
above which is postad the legend: VEURO-PEYCHIATRIC:
VARD 3, and Uncle Pusnes BUZZLER to sumacn Hfurse,

{CONTIHUED)
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UCLe ;
You go in, Dimmy. I wait out
here.
Rarras nods. WMNow the uncle has head down in ironic
thought.

UICLE:
Dat's funny. vYou know, if you
wasn't be priest, you be famous
psychiatrist now on Park Avenue,
Dimmy. Your mother, she be livin!
in a penthouse instead of da ==

INT., VIARD 3 AT PADDED ENTRY DOOR

as a corpulent NURSE waddles INTO PRA'DE and uses large
iron key to unlock docr. 0.5., we EEAD the denented
SCREAIIS, MNOANMS and FRAGUDINIED STATEIEI™S of [IEVNTAL
PATIENTS. The door comes open, disclosing Karras and
Uncle. Karras slowly lifts head at the 0.S. sguLms,

INT. YIARD 3 IITVALIDED PATIENTS® ROOL: :

Karras valks dowvn aisle of an enormous vard containing ]
eighty beds. The PATIENTS are rostly elcderly, and we

HEAR their CRIES of PAIV and DEJENTED CHATTER . Xarras ]
stops before a bedcded patient far doun the row: Karras!
HOTEER. Gaunt ang hollow-eved, lcoking confused and
helpless: disoriented:; she has snied her son and is
gripping at sicdebars of bed, tryving to raise herself
as .CAIZRA now moves fortvard again, trained on nother.
Py the time Karras nalts by her, his rmother, lcoking
frightened anc rathetic, eyes wide with vlgadirg, nas
raised hersel? up, pelling weakly, hands trembling,

HIOTHER .
Why you do dis, Dingny? {hy?

INT, BELLLVUE HALL KARRAS AND UNCLD VALKING
thin@ them, tAPD 3 entry door. KXarras is fumbling for
his cigarette pack. Kis €yes are vet with tears,

KARRAS:

Couldn't you have put her someplace

else? '
UNCLE:

Like what? Pprivate hospital? who
got the mcney foyp dat, Diismy? You?
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I¥T. GYH k*x

Karras in boxer shorts and shirt wvorks savagely at a
punching bac of the man-sized, stuffcd varie;y. Eves
vet with tears, he slams at the bag with a mi:xture of
sorrovw, rage and frustration.

INT. DR. KLEIN'S OFFICE BUILDI®G ROSSLYU DAY

Chris sits in reception room. A few . other MOTHERS and

~CEILDREN are present.

IT. DR. KLEIM'S EXAMINING ROOHM
BRIEF NOUITAGE OF SHOTS

Klein administering physical to Regan. Should include
ophthalroscope, tuning fork and simple ccordination
test. 2Alsoc blood sample in centrifocraph, and urine
sarple under nicroscovne. FIUAL SHOT has a NURSD
leaning with her back against examnining tabhle, her
expression partly puzzled, partlv disturbed as she
observes Regan, vho is in her slip and in constant
motion; stepping, twirling, tcuching, naking nervous

‘movenents while aimlessly humming. Xlein is not present,

INT. DR. RLEIN'S OrpICS DAY

Chris is seated on edge c¢f chair. Xlein is back of
desk, writing a prescription.

IONSLH
A disorder of the nerves. At
least we think it is, Ve don't
know yet exactly how it works, but
it's often scen in early adoleszence,
She shows all the s'mptoms: +h
hyperactivity; the temper; her
perforrance in math.

CLRIS:
Yeah, the math. 'hy the math?

RLEI:
It affects concentration.
(he rips the prescription
from the small blue pad
and hands it over)
Now this is for Ritalin. Ten
nilligrans a cay.

CHERIS:
{eyes prescription)
Yhat is it? A tranquilizer?

{CoumIrunn)
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KLEIN:
A stimulant.

CHRIS:
Stimulant? She's higher'n a
kite right now!

FLEIN:
Her condition isn't cuite what it
seems . ilobody knows the cause
of hyperkinetic behavior in a
¢hild. The Ritalin sceemns to work
to relieve the condition, but we
really don't know how or why,
frankly. Your dauchter's symptoms
could be an overreaction to
depression == but that'’s out of

my field.

CHRIS:
Depression?

KLEIM:
ttell, you menticoned her father
.+ the separation.

CHRIS:
Do you think I should take her to
see a psychliatrist?

KLEXI1:
Oh, no. I'd wait and see what
happens with the Ritalin, I think
that’s the ansver, Iz2it two or
three wveeks.

CHRIS:

And those lies she's been telling?
KLEIN:

Lies? )
CHRIS:

Ya know, those things to get
attention, like saying that hex
bed shakes and stuff.

. KLET::
Have you ever knovmn your daughter
to strear and use cohscenities?

33
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CHRIGS:
Never.

KLETH:
¥ell, you see, that's quite similar
to things like her lying ==
uncharacter --

CHRIS:
{interrupting:;
perplexed)
Wait a minute. Vhat are you talking
about?

KLETNM:
Well, she let lcose quite a string
while I was examining her, iirs. lNacileil.

CHRIS:
You're kiddingt! Like vhat?

XLETIM:
(looking evasive)
Well, I'd say her vocabularv's rather
extensive,

CHRIS:
Well, vhat, for evamnle? I mean,
give me a for instance!

Klein shrugs. Ulo reply.

CERIS:
Hey, come on; I'm grown-up.
hat’d she sav? I mean specificallv,
Doctor,

KLEIN:
ell, specifically, ilrs. Maciieil,
she advised me to keep ny fingers
avay from her “goddarm cunt.®

CHERIS:
(shocked)
She used those vords?

KLEINM:
She uged those wveords. TLook, I
doubdt that she even understood
vhat she vas saving.

(CONTITULD)
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CHRIS: _
"Yeah, I cuess. #aybe not. You
don‘t think a psychiatrist?

KLl
The best explanation is always the
sinplest one. Let's wait. Let's
wait and see.
(smiling encouragingly)
In the meantime, try not to worry.

CHRIS:
Houw?

85. INT. MACMEIL HOLE FULL SHOT LIVING ROCH PARTY IN
PROGR=SS MIGHT

A few Jesuits and some of the cast and crew of the motion
picture are vresent. Vikrant hum of conversation. Then
& CLOSER ANGLE featuring Burke Dennings. Burke, an e*pty
glass in hand, stands chatting with silver-maned STHATOR
and STITATOR’'S WITE. Zack of ther:, and to side, Chris is
visible, chatting with the Jesuit DEAIT of the college.
Karl is appreoaching the latter with drinks tray. Buwke
seems irritable and tautly drunk.

DEUNINGS:
No, no, her part is finished; all
the parts vith the principal actors,
you see; but I‘n staylng to finish
other scenes.

SEMATCOR:
I understand.

Rarl has approached Burke's group.

: DEMHINGS:
Oh, how splendid,

(reaching for a

fresh drink)
Let's another for the road.

CHRIS:
{(brief over-the-
shoulder at
Dennings)
The Lincoln Eighway?

DEITIINGS:
(at Chris)
Oh, now, don't be so siily.

(CONTIITUED)
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84. coxtp (3)

SEMATOR'S TIIFE:
{(at Chris)
Fun party. :

CERIS®
(at wife)
Thanks, Hartha.

And Chris returns to conversation vwith the Dean. Du;iFg
the above, the Senator has mutely refused another drink,
but Burke now takes one in his other hand as well as:
DEITMINGS:
{(at Karl)

oh, now tell me, was it Public

Relations you Gid for the Gestapo,

or Cormunity Relations?

KaRL:
(grimly uptight)
I an Swuiss.

DERVTHGS
Yes, of course. And you never vent
bowling with Goebbels, I suppose.

B6. FROMT TRACKING SIOT KARL
His face impassive; yet his eves are angry, as we IEAR:

DEIMIINGS:
{at Karl as latter
moves on)
So superior, aren't vou? MNazi!

87 CMERA FOLLCYS Xarl but holds ~- as he passes then --
on Sharon and LARY JO PLRRIIY, who are seated somevhere
in the room. A bubbly personality, tiary Jo is reading
Sharon's palm, .

PERRI:
7ell ves, vour work line is longer
than your heart lire. There, you
see? And you've recentlY broken up
wvith & boyfriend., Am I right?

SEAROL:
Po.

PERRTT
I'm really Zfazmous for pradictions,
not malns,

(I:0RT)

(COVTIUTD)
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nriiy {Centd)
(dromping Sharon's
palri}
tThere's the bathroom?

SEARQLT:
{rising)
Upstairs, I'll go with you.

As thev move, CAIERA FOLLOUS:

PERDIN:
oh, by the way, I brought that
witchcoraft book you asked for.

SHARQT:
Oh, thanks.

PERRIN:
And another one on Russian ESP,
They ‘re in the study.

They walk out of frame as CAIERA HOLDS on Dennings, the
Senator, and his wife. The Senator is turned away fronm
Dennings, corversing in low tones with wife. Dennings

is now composed and as he stares down into his gin glass:

DEMIINGS:
There seers to be an alien pubic.
hairy in ny gin.

SEVATQR:
{turning to Dennings,
as his wife splits)
I beg your pardon?

DEMILYGS:
{defensive)
Mever seen it before in my 1li

by
m .

SNATOR
{2 murmur}
Yes, I'm sure.

DEMTIVGS:
{now accusatory}
Have you?
88, AVIGLE AT CHRIS, JESUIT DZAN, MARY JO PERRII

Mary JO is seated on sofa with Jesuit Dean. Chris is
on flook in front of coffee table facing then, as all
eat dinner. ' -

(CONTIMUID)
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g PERRIN; ]
On, come on, every family's got
cne black sheep,.
DEANM: _
Yes, I know, but ve ware_pushlng
our gquota with the iHedicl Popes.
\ .
= CHRIS: _ ,
Say, Father, there's something I've
been neaning to ask yvou., Do you
know that sort of wing that's in
back of the church over there? The
red brick one, I mean. _
{pointing in direction)
PDEAN
St, like's.
h CHRIS:
Yeah, right., St. Mike's. Vhat
goes on in there, Father?
DEAN
- Oh, that's where we say Black Mass.
o
{ CHRIS:

He is indicating Father Dyer, who is standing at buffet,

(as Perrin chuckles)
VThat's that?

PERRIN:
Oh, he's kidding.

CHRTE:;
I wasn't, I°d still like to know
vhat it is.

DDA

Oh, well basically, I quess, it's
a travesty of the Catholic #“ass,
It's connected to witchcraft. Devil
worshipg culis,

{(looking arournd for

someone)
Gee, vhere's Joe? He knows all about
this stuff,

heaping second helping onto his nlate,

/"'"""

PEAY
Hey, Jee!

{CONTIIIUED)
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gg., . conrp (1)

q' DYZR:
' {(turning)
vou called, Creat Dean?

Dean beckons him over.

DEAN:

- (to Chris)

- They had a couple of cases of
‘desecration in Holy Trinity last
week, and Joe said something about
one of them reminding hin of some
things they used to do at Black liass,
so I expect he knows something about
the subject.

PELRIM:
tThat happened at the church?

DEAN:
Oh, it's really too disqusting.

DYER:
Listen, give me just a minute.
- I think I've ¢ot scmething going
{. over there with the Astronaut,

PEAN:
{ihat?

DYED:
(raising eyebrows)
First missionary on the mnoon?

They burst into laughter as he moves off to Jjoin
ASTRONAUT .

CHRIS:

He's fun,

{at Dean)
You haven’t told me what goes on
vet in back of St. iike's. Big
secret? Vho's that priest I keep
seeing there? You know, sort of
dark? Do you know the one I mean?

DEAM:
{lovered tone; trace
of recret)
( Pather ¥arrzs.

{CONTINUED)
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TWQ SHOT

CHRIS:
What's he do?

DEAM:
He's our counselor, Chris. A
psychiatrist. The back of St,
Mike'’s is our couch.

CHRIG:
Onh, I see.

DEAM:
Had a pretty rough krock last
night, poor guy. His mother
passed awvay.

CHRIS:
{sensation of grief)
Oh, I'm sorry.

DEAN:
He seems to be taking it pretty
hard., She was living by herself,
and I guess she was dead for a
couple of days before they
found her.

PERRIN:
{murmur)
Ch, how awful.

DERM
The superintendent of her apartment
buildin¢ found her at four in the
morning. They wouldn't have found
her even then except ... Well, the
next door neichhors complained about
her radio going all the tine.

DYER AND ASTRONAUT

The Astronaut is breaking up as:

OMITTED.

DYER:
No, I'm really not a priest. I'm
actually a terribly avant-carde rabbi.
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TiT. MACUEIL FOUSE RITCEEY

nnings continues to rave at

Chris is burstine in as De :
cbile, arms

a stolid. expressionless Xarl vwho stands irm
akimbo, watching Dennings.

DEMNINGS:
Cunting Hun! You bloody damned
butchering vazi pic!

CHRIS:
{over Dennings)
Karli will you get out of herel
Get out!

Sharon enters now and Chris has started pushing Karl out.
The latter, defiant, permits it only reluctantly.

DEMIINGS:
¥hat the hell makes vou think
you'lre so fucking superior?
Goddamned cunting Heinrich Himmler!
Get the hell back to ~- !

Karl is out and now Dennings, in a remarkable

- performance, is instantly comrosed and as Chris turns

o him after shoving Yarl out door, Dennings turns Lo
her genially and rubs his hands together with:

DEMNITIIGS:
Now, then, what's dessert?

: CHRIS:
Dessert!
DEIMTIVGS:
{(vhining)

Well, I'm hungry.

Chris ;eacts, incredulous and exasperated, then turns
and exits., Passing Sharon:

CHEIS:
Feed him?

OifITTED

IFT,. REGAM'S BEDROOH  NIGT

Regan is in bed. Chris is tucking her bedcovers in.

The voom lights are cut and Regan is turned on side.

She has eyes closed. Chris, finished, looks dovn at her.

{CORTINUED)



-

96 .

9?.

42

COUTD

CHRIS:
You okay, hon?

No response. Chris waits. Regan appears to be asleep.
Chris leans over, kisses herccheek,

CHRIS:
{vhisper)
Sleep tight.

WT. MACIEIL EHOUSE ANGLE AT MAIN STAIRCASE WIGHT

Dyer and Dean are SINGING and DLﬂYINu, *oh, Lindberg
{Yhat a FPlyin' Fool Vas He). GO TO Chris holding front
door open for Sharon and the Assistant Director with a
barely conscious Dennings being carried between them,
heading for open front docor.

CERIS:
Nite, Burke. Take it easy.

DEWMILGS:
{eyes s+ill closed;
a mutier)
Fuck it!

Chris shakes head, Then CINERA FOLLOUS her to the piano
group, which now includes the Astronaut, Dyer is just
finishing the song. Group applauds., Dyer spots Chris.

DYER:
Hi, Chris. Great party.

CHRIS:
Thanks, Father. Keep goin'

DYER:
{playlrg chords)
I don't need the encouraceﬁent. My
notion of heaven is a colid white
nightclub with re center stage for
. all the rest of eternity.
(after anused reaction
from grougp)
Does anyone else know the words to
fI'll Bet You're Sorry MNow, Tokyo
Rose.”
Chris starts singing as Dver Gelichtedly joins her, Then
abruptly @m stops, staring ex:ress;orlesslv at something
0.5. Chris, too, stops as Dver nods head -.-toward spot 0.5.

{CONTINUED)
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COoLTrD

DYER:
I bhelicve we have a visitor,
Mrs. HMactleil.

AT CHERIS AND ASTRONAUT

Chris looks where Dyer has indicated, anq as sudden
silence falls on the group, Chris gasps 1n §pock and ‘
dismay, hand £lying to her cheek, a small wninper caning
up in her throat. The CAMERA MCVES TO TIGHT OH
ASTRONAUT 'S FRCE as he, too, loocks down and we HEAR:

REGRN:
{(o.s.)
You're going to die up there.

As Astronaut’s face turns gray with dismay and chilling
apprehension, we HIZAR: '

CHRIS:
{o.g.; anguished)

AT REGAN ASTROIAUT 'S P.OV.

Regan in nightgown, is staring up at Astronaut (CRERA),
and is urinating gushingly onto the rug.

CHRIS:
{o.s.; continuing)
«~ my God, Oh my baby!

THE ANGLE VIIDENS QUT

to discleose Chris rushing up to Regan and leading her
away toward stairs.

CHRIS:

{continuing)
Oh, come on, Ragsg, come with me,
come upstairs!

{over shoulder

to Astronaui)
Oh, I'm so zerry! She's beesn sick,
she must be vualking in her sleep!
She didn’'t know what she was saying!

CLOSE AT ASTROMAUT STARILVG SHAKEN
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INT. REGAN'S BATHROOQH FIIGHT

Regan sits in tub like someone in trance while Chris
rapidly bathes her.

CHRIS:
Honey, why did you say that? Why?

INT. FIGAN'S BEDROOH MIGHT

Hoonlight strears in through open window, Regan ?urned
toward wall, is in bed, dully staring at a point in space.

.Chris sits cn edge of bed. Through window, from streat

below, we EEAR 0.S. SOUSDS and VOICES of departing guests.

CHRIS:
Howya feelin'®, honey? Better?

No response.

CHRIS:
Would you like me to read to you?

Regan shakes head slightly, still staring at wall.

CERIS:
Okay, then. Try to sleep.

She leans over, kisses Regan, rises.

CHRIGS:
‘Might, my baby.

Chris leaves and is almost out the door when she is
arrested by Regan calling to her in a low, despairing,
haunted tone:

REGAN:
Hother, what's wrong with me?

CERIS:

Thy, honey, it's nerves. That's
all. I mean, it's just like the
doctor said. You keep taking those
pills and you'll be fine. Just fine.

(2 long vait Ffor

rezction; but Recan

neither moves ncr

speaks)
Okay, Rags?

Chris waits. Still nothing. Troubled and despondent,
Chris starts out of room.
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. fthe CMERDM is FINIDD at one end of hall,
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T, SECOID FLOOR HALL OF MACKEILIL EHOUSE NIGHT

and we see

Chris exit at the other from Regan's bedrcon. Head down,
thovghtful, she staris toward us: then remembers sone-
thing and moves back to lean over balustrade railing and
observe scnething below for a rmonent or two. we.HEAR
0.S. SCRAPING SCUW, like a brush against carpeting;
tillie brushing cut the urine stains.

CHRIS:
{softly)
Conin'® out, Willie?

VUILLIE:
Yes, madam. I think so.

- CHRIS:
{slight nod)
Good .

She contintes to stare for a moment niore, then cormes
toward CAMER? again until she reaches door to her
bedroom and enters. She closzs door. A beat, Then
from 0.8., within Recan’s bedroon, we EZAR HMETALLIC
SouUMDS, like bedsprings violently guivering. They are
tentative at first, then insistent. Then:

REGAN:
{(0.s.; calling with
burgeoning zpprehension
and surmise)
Mothex?

Two beats. The bedspring SOUIDS. Then, much louder, and
filled with terrcr:

RECAN:
{o.5.}
Mother, come here! Come here!

Chris' door has already shot cpen, and she’s burst cut
into the hall, racing for Regan's bedroomn.

CHRIS:
Yes, I'm coming! All right, hon!
I'm coming!

. RECAW:
{o.s.)
Mothhheerrrrrrri

CHPIS:
Oh, my haby, what's -

[ERTP—
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INT. REGAN'S BEDROOM AT DOCR NIGET

Chris bursts in, continuing as she reaches for light
switch and we HZEAR [ASSIVE MDTALLIC 3QUIIDS nows

CHRIS:
-- Yrong, hon? that is it?

What's == ?

The lights are on, and as Chris stares at Regan's bed
0.5., she breaks off, electrified,

CHRIS:
Jesus! Ch, Jesus!

P.O.V. AT REGAM

She lies taut on her back, face stained with tears and
contorted with terror and confusion as she grips at
sides of narrow bed. It is savagely gquivering back and
fortht

REGALY:
Mother, why s it shakine? Make
it step! Oh, I'm scavea! Hake
it stop! Oh, I'm scared, ilother,
plezse make it stoooooocoocss --

And on her elongated, fearful cry, we break it off
before the "p” sound as we:

CUT T0O:
INT, JZSUIT RESIDEICE EALL LYER EMTERS NIGH
INT. CORZUIDOR I PESIDEMCE HALL NIGHT
Follow Dyer to Karras' room.
INT. KARRAS' ROOI NIGHT

Dim desk lamp ~ighting. Dyer sits back of Karras® desk .

- wearing a “Snoopy® T-shirt. Karras is sitting on edge

of cot, his eyes fixed lowv in naunted stare. They are

red and raw from weeminc. In his hand is a cun containing
a small anmount of scotch, and ig eyes anc veoice are
fogged by heavy drinking and chronic sleevleszness. Dyer
is pouring fron a bottle of Chivas Regal into Xarras® cup.

. RARRAS:
Vhere’d vou geot the money for
Chevas Regal, Joe? The poorbox?

(CONT IRUTD)
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. DY¥ZR:
pon't be an asshole, that would be
breaking my vow of poverty.

KARRAS:
Where did you gat it then?

DYER:
I stole it.
KARRAS:
I believe you.
DYER:
College nresidents shouldn't drink.
It tends to set a bad example. I

figure T relieved him of a terrible
tenptation.

Karras is nodding slightly, smiling, vhen suddenly he
bursts into sobs.

KARRAS:
Ah, Joe.

DYER:
{(with comforting
gestures)
I know. I hknow.

Karras cries it through, the sobbing gradually subsiding.

KAPRAS:
{2 whisper)
ah, God.

Karras at last exhales azn enormous sigh, closing his
eyes, outstretched on cot,

: DYER:
Do you think you can sleep ncy,
Danien?

Karras nods head along with a throat sound of affirmation.
Dyer mcves to foot of bed, undoes laces and removes
Karras's shoes.

KARR2S:
Gonna steal ny shoes now?

{CONTIRULD)
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DYLR: .
Mo, I tell fortunes by reading the
creases. Foew shut ur and go to sleep.

KARRBAS:
You'lre a Jesuit cat burglar,

DYER:

Listen, sormeone's got to worry about
the bills arourd this place.

(roving softly to

desk} ‘
All you other guys do is just ra?tla
your beads and pray for the hippies
down on "“it" Street.

Dver flicks off desk light.

KARRAS:
Stealing is a sin.

A beat. Then, tenderly, Dyer touches a hard to Karras'
shoulder in goodnight, but as he starts to move toward
door, Karras' hand reaches out and ¢rips Dyer's wrist,
squeezing, and giving a little shake in a gesture of
gratitude and deep friendship. At this moment, the
CAMERA is TIGHT on the EAMNDS, but then goes to Dyer, as
he nods in acknowledgerent. Then Dyer stares down and
CAMERA FOLLOYS his gaze to TIGHT at the HANDS again, as
healing sleep at last comes to Xarras and his ¢rip
slackens and his hand slowly falls,

DYER:
(o.s.; whisper)
Goodnight, Damien.

les. INT. ECLY TRIVITY CEURCH VERY BARLY [HOZNING

Only two or three vorshippers in the church. Karras, in
his black vestments, is at main mltar saying dass. Vhile
washing at small table to side of altar:

KARRAS:
“0 Lord, I have loved the beauty of
Thy house and the place uvhere Thy
glory dwelleth. Take not avay ny
soul, 0 CGod, with the wicked, nor my
life with men of blood ...

109. AMOTEER ANGLE (TIME LAPSE)
How Karras' eyes are moistening with tears as:

{CONTINUED)
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KARRAS:
fRremomber also, O Loxd, Thy
servant, Hary Xarras ... who has
gone before us with the sign of
faith, and sleeps the sleep of
peace. %o her, 0 Lord, and to

e 31l -~
{he's fighting tears)

-- yho rest in Christ, grant her
-= we pray Thee, a place of ==
refreshment -~ of ligiht ~=- and ...
(striking his _
breast)
To us also, Thy sinful servants ... ©

110. ANOTHEER ANGLE TIME LAPSE)

KARRAS:
"Peace I leave you; my peace I
give you. Look rot upon my sins
but upon the faith of your
church ..., 7

C111. ANOTHER AVMGLE {TIMZ LAPSE)
KARRAS:
(hands extended)
"0 Lord, I am not worthy. Speak

but the word and my soul shall
be healed."

112.  INT. DR. KLEIN'S EYAMIVING ROOM DAY
Vhile Klein atternts to administer an injection, Chris
and Nurse forcibly restrain a strucgling, kicking Rcgan
who is shrieking as:

CHERIS:
Please, honey! It's tc helwv youl

REGAM,
I dont't vant it! I don't «- 1

Klein leans over, injects needle.

. REQGAI:
Son of a bitch bastardtl

She spits in Xlein's face.
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T#7T. HALL OF KLEZIN'S SUITE OF OFFICES DAY

HeMON NRE :

Well, it's sometimes a symptom of
a type of ¢isturbznce in the
chemico~electrical activity of
the brain. In the case of your
daughter, in the temporal lobes.

{z hand to side of

his skull)
Up here, in the ijateral part of
the brain. ©Now it's rare, but it
does cause bizarre hallucinations
and usually happens just before a
convulsion., It ==~

CHERIS:
{frovning over
the “it¥)
Convulsion.

KLEIM;:
{faintly evasive)
Well, the shaking of the bed. That
was doubtless due to muscular spasms.

CHRIS:
To muscular snasms? Hey, I was on
the bed and it even shook with me
on it. -

XLEIN:
L.ook, Mrs. Macileil -- your daughter's
problen isn't bads; the preblem is
her; it's in her brain.

' CHRIS:
Yeah, ckay. 50 what causes
this ... 7?7

(she can’t £ind
the term)

. KLEIi:
Les%on of the temporal lobe, Iit’s
a kind of ... wgll, seizure discrder,

- CHRIS:
Yean, ILook, 1711 tell you the
truth, doc; I don't understand
how her whole personzlity could
change,

{CONTINUED)



.

jane

113,

114,

115,

51

KLEIM:
In texvporal lobe, that's very
comnon, and can last in sone
cases for sevaral days. It isn't
rare to find deztructive, even
ceriminal behavior.

Chris closes her eyes and lowers her forehead onto a
fist.

CHRIS:
{murmuring)
Listen, tell me something good.

KLEIN:
ttell, now, don't be alarned. If
it's a lesion, in a way, she's
fortunate. Then 2ll we have to do
is remove the =car.

INT . RADIOLOGICAL LAB
SERIES OF SUHOTS REGAIT HAVING BRAII ¥X-RAYIED (ARTERIOGRAN)

CHRIS AND RADIOLOGIST PRESENT
THEN GO TO:

INT, SMALL IMEDICAL LAB AMD X-RAY ROOM PAY

We begin CLOSE at X-RAY OF REGAI'S SKULL, then disclose
Klein and a consulting neurclogist (DR. TAUEY)
thoughtfully stucying several of thenm,

Tanney, shaking his head, removes his eveglasses and
tucks them inte breast pocket of jacket with:

TAMMEY:
There's just nothing there. ‘Mo
vascular digtortion 2t all,

KLEIN:
{frowning, still
studying X-rays)
Doesn't figure.

TANNEY:
Want to run ancother series?

KLET®:
{turning avay from -
X-rays) ‘
I don't think so,
Ve HEAR TELEPHONZ BUZZER simultancous with:

{COITIMUED)
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CONTD

KLETI:
{picking up wall
phone) '
I'd like you to seze her again.
{into phone)
Yes.

RECEDTIONIST 'S VOICE:
(FLITER: urgent gphone)
Chris MacNeil's on the line! Says
it's urgentt

INT. SECOMD FLOOR HALL  #ACNEIL HOUSE DAY

The CAMERA is by door to Regan's bedroon, freom which
emanates Regan'sMOANS of pain and SCREANS of terror:
Rushing up frowm steps on landing is Shazron, followed by
Klein and Tanney. &t door, Sharon cracks it ocpen and
calls in:

EHAROH .
Doctors, Chrisi

Chris immediately comes to door, opening it. She is
extremely distraughnt and bevildered,

INT. REGAN'S BEDROD!; AT DCOR DAY

Rarl stands becide doox, staring numbly at 0.5. sOUuDS,
and as the docters enter, we HIAR 0.S. SOUND OF sone-
thing SLAMMTEG OuTo BEDSPRIIIGS REDEATEDLY {in addition
tec Regan'’s cries),

REGAM ;
- {0.s.; hvsterical
wail}
Mooooootheeeeerrrrrz

P.OWV,., AT rEGAHN

Flailing her arms, her bedy seems to be flinging itself
up horizontally akout a foot into the air above her bed,
and then is slammed doim savagely onto mattress, as if
by an unseen person, and causing wrenching of Regan's
breath. 1t happens Tepeatedly and rapidly as:

REGAN:
Oh, Mother make him stop! Please
Stop him!  Stopn Rint fe's tryving to
Kill me! KEaTg —w 1 Oh; pleage
jefe] himmxxxmmmmm,

»»»»»»»»

Mctherrrrrrrrrrrri

Frepea
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AT CHRIS AND DOCTORS

CHRIS: .
Doc, what is it? ™hat®s happening?

He shakes head; gaze fixed on Regan.
P.O.V, AT REGAM
The up and down mcverents briefly; then they abruptly

cease, and Regan twists feverishly from side to side, her
eyes rolling upwards, into their sockets so that only the

' whites are exposed, while her legs keep crossing and

uncrossing rapidly.

REGALT:
{moaning)
Oh, he's burning me! I'm burning!
I'm ~- ! Ukh!

With this sudden SOWID ¢f pain, Regan has abruptly jerked
her head back, disclosing a bulging, svollen throat,
and she begins to mutter incomprehensively in a strangely

deepened, guttural tone.

©ANOTHER ANGLE

as the doctors approach. Reaching the bedside, Klein
reaches down to take Regan's pulse.

RLEIN:
{soothingly)

All right, now, let’s ses what the

treuble is, deax. I'm just going to --
And abruptly Klein is reeling, stunnad and staggering,
across the rocn from the force of o vicious kackwar
swing of Regan's arm a&s she suddenly sits up, her face
contorted with hideous rage. Now, in a cozrse and
powverful, deep male voice: :

REGAN:
The sow is minei Mine! Keep
avay from her!

AT XLLEIX

He stares O0.5., stunned, as Karl and Tanney kneel to his
assistance. -

KLEI:
I'm all right,

They look toward Regan as we HEAR from 0.S. a yelping
laugh gushing up in her throat.
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AT REGAN

Her head is tilted back. The lauch contirnues, demonic.,
Then she falls to her pack as if somecne has pushed her
down. She pulls back her nightgown with:

REGRM:
Fuck me, fuck =«

AT REGAN

. 8ittirg up, she bzgins to caress her own arms sensually

as she croons in that guttural, coarse, male voice:

REGAN:
Ah, my flower ... ny pearl ...

2bruptly she falls onto back again as if Irom a shove,
and cries out with a wrench of breath. Then abruptly
she is sitting up again, as if pulled by the hands,
and: :

RE G.?zN b4
{normal voice)
Qh, mother! Mother =-- |

Another sudden cry, and then she is bending at the
walst, whirling ixer torso around in rapid, strenuous
circles. :

REGAN:

{weeping)
Ch, ston him
It hurts! Hak
him stept I c

plecse stop himt
e him stor! lake
an't brerzazaaatht

r
*
2

AT CHPIS

CHRIS
Oh, ny God, oh, my == |

AT REGAN

Before she finishes her cry, she again acppears to be
shoved savagely onto her back, and as Tannsy cones
beside bed and observes, her eves roll upward into
their sockets and again she begins muttering
incomprehensively in that thickened voica. Tanney
leans head closer to try to make it out, frowning,

AT XLEIN

He is by the large window overlooking steps, preparing
a hypodermic injection.

(CONT INUED)
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KLEIN:
Sam!

He beckons Tanney over to him with move of hezd and
continues rrevaring hypo. ‘e HEAR the 0.8., fevered
gibberish from Regan. Tanney comes INTO FRAME.

KLRIN:

I'm giving her Librium., You're
going to have to hold her.

They look quickly toward:

REGAN:
{(o.s.; terrified)
Oh, no!
REGEN:

No! <Captain Houwdy, don't w- 1
Regan slamning up and down off the bed again,

RIGAN:
Mother! Mothexr! Motherrrrrrrrr!

QUICK CUT TO:

AT CHRIS

over Reggn's prolonged scream of pa2in and terror,
Chris, with fists 0 her temples, turns to sariek at
doctors:

. CERIS:
God almighty, will you do scmething!
Help her! Relp -~ 1 —

AT DOCTORS
Rlein is ready. And over:
CHRIS:

{o.s.; cortinuing)
-~ herrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr ees 1§

and Regan's continuing SCrEAM from 0.5., Xlein grimly
nods to Tanney. And as they start toward bed with both
Chris and Regan's cries rersisting we .

QUICKLY CUT TO:

PR
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INT., MACNE

Blessed si

waitinrg by balustrale. R4 .
ouroach then, Chris dabs at nose witn moist,

room and a

56

IL KQUSE SZCOND FLOCR HALL DAY

lence, Chris and Sharon have heads lowered,
Klein and Tarney exit Pegan's

e et e
- .

balled~up handkerchief, her eyes red from crying.

KLETIN:
She's heavily sedated. She'll
undoubtedly sleeo right through
until tororrow.

CHRIS:
Doc, how could she jump off the
bed like that?

DR. TATNEY:
There's a perfectly rational
explaration. Technically speaking,
pathological states can induce
abnormal strength and accelerated
motor performanrcs., Hore commonly,
a ninety-pound weman sees her child
pinned under the wheel of a truck,
runs out and lifts the wheels half
a foot up off the greound. You've
heard the story. Same thing here.

CHRIS:
Yeah, okavy.

DR. TALNEY:
Same principle, I mean.

CHRIS:
So what's wrong with her? that
do you think?

KLEIN:
Well, we still think it's temporal
lobe, and w~-

CHRIS:

{erupting)
What the hell are you talking
about? She's been acting like
some kind of a psycho, like a
split personality! That do YOou e
Guess I'm 21l uptight., XI'm 50Try.
You were saving?

(CONTINUED)
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DR. TANNEY:
There haven't besn more than a
hundred autherticated cases of
so~called dual or split
personality, Mrs. liacNeil. Now
I know the temctation is to leap
to psychiatry. but any reasonable
psychizatrist would exhaust the
somatic possibilities first.

CHRIS:
Okay, so what's next?

DR, TAMMEY:
A pneumoencevhelocram, I would
think, to pin down that lesion sou
Qutline the cavities cf her brain.
It will involve ancther spinal,

CHRIS:
{dismayéd)
Oh, Christ,

DR, TANNEY:
It's vital. Vhat ve nissed in the
EEG and the arteriograms could
conceivably turn up there. At the
least, it would exhaust certain
other possibilities,

INT., MEDICAL LABORATQRY

LAB TECHNICIAN completes check of spinal fluid protein

conten;.
INT, KLEIG'S CFPFrICE
Klein is looking at lab réports and looks baffled.
KILEIN;
Dr. Tgnney $ays the X-rays are
negative, 1In cther words, normal,
Chris sighs, bowing head.
CHRIS:
;‘Iell' —-——
(bleak murmur)
here we are again, folks.

Kiein stares down, shaling head arg frowning in
bPerp.exity. fThen he loolks up at Chrisy

{CONTINUED)
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KLEIM:
Do you keep anyv drugs in your
house?
CHRIS:
Huh?
RLEI:

Amphetamines? LSD?

CHRIS:
Gee, no., Look, I'd tell you. No,
there's nothing like that,

He nods and stares at his shoes; then looks up again,

XKLEIN:
Are you planning to be heme soon?
L.A., T nean.

CHRIS: :
~No. No, I'm building a new house and
the old one's been sold. Ye iere
going to Europe for a while after
Rags finished up with her school
here. vhy'd you ask?

KLEIN:
I think it's time we started
looking for a psychiatrist,
EXT. CHRIS' QAR NIGHT

as she drives back-across Key Bridge,

AINT, QHRIS! can AUGLE FROM DRIVER'S SEAT

"M" STREET AND 36TH

Through the windshield, dead zhead, a CRO'D has
gathered by pase of the Steep steps beside the house,
and an AMBULANCE ig pulling out into traffic. Vhite~
ceoated MEDICS are running around in a ranic, Police
ca;»lights are flashing. As Chris rounds off the
@rmage onto Prospect, +he AIBULENCE pulls out and gets
Just ahead of her, SIREN VAILING. vie FOLLOW ANBULANCE
for two beats, then: .

CUT TO:

EX?. MACNEIL nousg - REGAN'S WINDOW - CURTAIVS BLCOWIY
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iNT. MACNEIL HOUSE AT FRONT DCOR NIGET

Chris enters despondently. Closing deoor behind her, shg
leans back againset it, looiking down in thought, her hapg
still clutciaing doorknob. A beat. The LrciTs IN HOUSE
BLINK OUT for a beat, Chris looks Up. They BLINK OUT
AGAIN, this time longer, -

CHRIS:
Sharon? :
The lights come back on.

CHRIS:
Shar?

Still no response. Chris starts Up the stdircase,
frowning apprehensively.

INT., SECOND FLCOR HALL IACNEIL HOUSE NIGHT

The CAMERA is FIXED by door to Regan's bedroom. As
Chris reaches landing, the LIGHTS BLINK oUT Acary,
BRIEFLY, TEry OH., Chris has halted, her eyes warily
scanning around. then she continues down the Lall toward
Us, and opens door to Regan’sg bedroon,

INT. REGAN'S BEDROOH FULL SHOT NIGHT

Silence as Chris stands by dcor a foment; then she goes
to Regan'sg bedside, ang runs at her arms, as if fron
extreme cold, She exanines Regan, who ig still soung
asleep,

CLOSER ANGLE
at Chris hugging arps akimbo, shivering,
CHRIS:
Shit!(perplexed; Whisper)

Then ghe looks toward window; frowns in Consternation,
THE RoOM PULL SHoT

The window js open. Chris moves to it ang Stares for a
moment, She closes ang locks i+, But she stjll feels
€cld. She HEARS FrONT DOOR orzying from 0.s,, below,
through open door to Regants bedroom, ang turns towarg
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INT . SECCID FLOOR HALL MACHEIL HQUSE NIGHT

As Chris exits and coftly clcses Regan's door. She

-

starts toward sialirs.

CHRIS:
{calling softly)
Sharon?

INT. FOYER LIVING ROOI AREA MACNEIL HOUSE NIGHT

Sharon enters house with white paper pharmacy bag in

" hand.

CHRIS:
Hey, what the hell's wrong with
you, Sharcen? You go ocut and leave
Rags by herself? Where've you been?

SEARQON:
Ch, didn't he tell you?

CHRIS:
Ch, didn't who tell me?

BHARON:
Burke. Isn't he here? Where is he?

. CHRIS:
He was here?

SHARCHN:
You mean he wasn't when you got home?

CHRIS:
Listen, start all over.

SHARON:
Ch, that nut. T couldn't get
the druggist to deliver. Xarl and
Willie are off, so when Burke cane
around, I thougnt, fine, he can
stay here with Regan while T go
get the Thorazine. CQuess I
should have known.

CHRIS:
Yeah, you should'vae.

SHARON:
What happened with the testg?

CHRIS:
Not a thing. 1'm going to have to

get Regan a shrink,.

i
1




p—

143,

61

INT. FOYER APEA MACNEIL HOUSE NMIGHT

Chris is answering the door. It is the Assistant
Director, asnen-faced.

CHRIS:
Oh, Chuck. How ya doin'? Come on in.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR:
{stepping inside
gravely)
¥ou haven't heard?

CHRIS:
Heard vhat?

Sharon enters scene, listening.

AESSISTANT DIRECTOR:
Well, it's bad.

CHRIS:
What's bad?

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR:
Burke's dead,

CHRIS:
Oh, not

SHARON:
What happened?

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR:
I guess he was drunk. He fell down
from the top of the steps richt
outside. By the time he hit "M©
Street, he'd broken his neclk,.

Chris puts a hand to her mouth stifling a sob.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR
Yeah, I know.
{exiting)
See you later.

He closes door behird him, Chris leans against door
crying while Sharon moves despondently to foot of

- staircase,

CERIS:
Oh, Burkel! Pcor Durket

SHARON:
I can't beliave it.

(CONTINUED)
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Chris lowers brow into hand, leaning against door. She

shakes her head, exhales,

CHRIS:
I quess everything -=-

She breaks off, staring with horror at something
fescending the stairs behind Sharon. It is Regan on
all fours. She is gliding, spiderlike, noiselessly

and swiftly, down the staircase, her tongue flicking
rapidly in and out of her mcuth like a snake. She halts
directly beside Sharon. :

CHRIS:
{numbly)
Sharon?

Sharon stops, as does Regan. Sharon turns and sees
nothing; and then screams as she feels Regan’s tongue

snaking out at her anitle.

CHRIS:
Call that doctor and get nim the
hell over here, Sharcon! Get him
now!

INT. CHRIS' BEDROOM DAY

Shutters are closed and room is dark. Klein stands

by bureau, watching. Chris sits on edge of bed, as

does a PSYCHIATRIST., He is swinging a bauble on a chain
back and forth, hypnotically, in front of Regan. He
shines a penlight on the bauble so that it glcws in the
dark. He halts, inclining the penlight beam up, and we
SEE Regan's eyes are closed and appears to be in trance.
He turns off penlight.

PSYCHIATRIST:
Are you comfortable, Ragan?

RECAN;
{voice soft
and whispery)
Yes,

PSYCHIATRIST:
How old are you? :

RECAN:
Tvelve,

{CONTINUZD)
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BSYCHIATRIST:
Is there someone inside you?

REGAN:
Sometines.

PSYCHIATRIST:
Vho is it?

REGAN:

I don't know.

PSYCHIATRIST:
Captain Howdy?

REGAN:
I don't know.

PSYCHIATRIST:
If I ask him to tell me, will you
let hin answer?

REGAN:
Not
. PSYCHIATRIST:
Why not?
RECAN:

I'm afraidil

PSYCHIATRIST:
If he talks to nme, I think he will
leave you. Do you want him to
leave you?

"REGAN:
Yes,

. PSYCHIATRIST:
Let him speak, then. Will you let
him speak? '

REGAN:
(a2 pause; then:)
Yes.

PEYCHIATRIST
(firmly; new tone)
I am speaking to the person inside
of Regan, ncw. If you are there
you too are hypnotized and must
{MORE)

{(COnTINUED)
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PSYCHIATRIST: {Contd)
answer all my cquestions. Come forward
and answver me now: Are you there?

No response, and after three beats, we HEAR Regan's‘
BREATH coming loud and raspily, like a rotted, putrid
bellows. The Psychiatrist sniffs, as if at a ho;x;d
smell, and then flicks on laser lamp and shines it up

into Regan's fzce, Chris gasps. Y%e do not see Regan's

face, but play off reactions of Chris and the

- Psychiatrist. Chris lowers her head into a hand, the

sight too unbearable for her, and she gr@ps thg
Psychiatrist’s arm with the other in a tight vise,
This causes him to extinguish the laser lamp.,

PSYCHIATRIST
Are you the person inside of Regan?

RECAN.
{in that coarse
and guttural voice)

Say.
PSYCHIATRIST:
Did you answer?
' REGAN:
Say.
PSYCHIATRIST:

If that's yes, nod your head.
Regan nods.

PSYCHIATRIST:
Who are you?

REGAN:

Nowonmai,
i PSYCHIATRIST:

That's your name?

REGAM:
Say.

PSYCHIATRIST
Are you speaking in a foreign
language?

REGAN:
Say.

{ConTINUZD)
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PSYCHIATRIST:

Are you someone whom Regan has

known?
REGAN:
One.
PSYCHIATRIST:
That she knows of?
REGAN:
One,
PSYCHIATRIST:
Part of Regan?
REGAN:
One.
POYCHIATRIST:
Do you like her?
REGAN:
One.
PSYCHIATRIST:
Do you hate her?
REGAN:
Say.
PSYCHIATRIST:
Are you punishing her?
REGAT:
Say.
| PSYCHIATRIST:
You wish to harm her?
RECAN
Say.
PSYCHIATRIST:
7o kill her?
REGAN:
Say.
PESYCHIATRIST

But if Regan died, wouldn't you

die, too?

€5

{CONTINUED)
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RECAN:

¥

Cne.

PSYCHIATRIST:
Is there something she can de to
mzke you leave her?

REGAN:
say.

PSYCEIATRIST:
Do you blame her for her parents'
divorce?

His question elides into a prolonged gasp of startled
pain and horrified incredulity as we go gquickly to FULL
AT REGAN, mad, evil glee in the eves as now the light
drops from the Psychiatrist's hand.

145, OMITTED.
146, CLOSE AT PSYCHIATRIST

In the darkness, we SEE his mouth agape in horrible pain,
b his eyes wide-staring. What has happened is that Regan
has gripped his scrotum in a hand that is squeezing like
an iron taleon.

PSYCHIATRIST:
Marce! Mare, help me!

147, QUICKLY AT CHRIS

leaping up and away from Psychiatrist struggling to
wrench Regan's hard away, a hand with incredible
strength,

CHRIS:
Jesus!

Klein races forward tcward bed; Chris is running,
panicked, for the lightswitch: Fsychiatrist, in agony,
struggling: Regan "Creature® with head tilted back, is
Cackling cdemoniacally and then howls like a wolf as
Chris slaps at the lightswitch. The lights come on and
we see: '

148, AT BED

5 Regan, cackling demoniacally is rolling arcund on bed

. 1N savage struggle with Klein and Psychiatrist, who are
st;ll atteapling to dislcdge her hand from its erip,
Grimaces., Gasps. Ciirses. Tne bedstesd ie quivering
violently sgide to gide,. )

[ e it P s sl o a g et
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ANOTHER ANGLE

Regan jerks upright. Her eyes roll upwar@ into their
sockets and she wrenches up & keening shriek of terror
torn raw and blcoody from the base of her spine as her
face becomes her own. Then she falls backwards in a

faint.

VIEW OF BED

Stillness. Regan unconscious. Two beats. One of the
doctors makes a smalil move at extricating himself from
the tangle. Chris crumples in a dead faint,.

EXT. OUTDOOR TRACK IN HOLLOW OF GIORGETOWN U. CAMPUS
baY

In shorts and T-shirt, Karras is doing laps. A portly
middle-aged man (KINDZRMAN) is seated on bench at edge
of track watching him. SOUIDS of baseball practice
0.5, KARRAS passes Kinderman and shortly thereafter
stops running, hands to hiips as ne walks, head down and
panting. Kinderman rises and moves toward hin.

KINDERMAN
{calling)
Father Karras?

Karras turns head, squinting into sun, his breath
coming in great gulps, chest neaving. He waits for
Kinderman to reach him, then beckons him to follow as
Karras resumes his walk.

XARRAS
Po you mind? I'll cramp.

KINDERMAN
Yes, of course.

KARRAS
Have we met?

KINDERMAN
No, we haven't, but they said I
could tell: that vou looked like
a boxer., I'm Villiam F. Kinderman,
Father. :
(flashing I.D.)
Homicide.

GATE OF RUNNING TRACK
Rarras and Kinderman walk toward the path,

{(CONTINUED)
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KARRAS:
What's this about?

KINDERMAN:
I+'s true, you do look iike a
boxer. Fxcuse me, that scar, you
know, there by your eye? Like
Brando, it looks like, in waterfront.
Just exactly Harlon Brando. People
tell you that, Father?

KARRAS:
Do people ever tell you that you
look like Paul Newman?

RINDERMAN:
Always.

PATH ABOVE FCOTBALL FIELD

Karras and Kinderman continue walking.

KINDERIMAN:
ook, Father, could we keep this
between us? Confidential? Like
a matter of confession, so to speak?

KARRAS:
Yes, of c¢ourse.

KINDERMAN:
You know that director who vas
doing the f£ilm here, Father?
Burke Dennings?

KARRAS;
Yiell, I've seen hinm,

KINDERMAM:
You've seen him. You're also
familiar with how last week he
died?

KARRAS:
{shrugging}
Well, the papers ...

KINDERMAN:
That's part of it.

-

3
6

{CoN D)
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KARRAS:
Ch?

RINDERIAN:
Only part. Listen, what do you
know on the subject of witchcraft,
Father? From the witching end,
please, not the hunting.

TENNIS COURT PATH

Karras and Kinderman continue walking

KARRAS
(smiling)
Oh, I once did a paper on it.

KINDERMAN:
Really?

KARRAS:
From the psychiatric end.

KINDERMAN:
From whatever, Look, these
desecrations going on in the
church -- they remind you of
anything to do with witchcraft?

KARRAS:
Maybe. Some rituzls used in Black
Mass.

KINDERMAN:
And now Dennings -~ you read how
he died?

KARRAS:
In a fall,

KINDLERMAN:
Well, I'1ll tell you; and please!
Confidentiall

Rarras nods, They stop, and continue talking.

KINDERMAN:
Burke Dennings, good Father, was
found at the bottom of those steps
down to "IM" Street with his head
turned complectely around and facing
backwards.

(CONTINUED)
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KARRAS:
(after a beat)
Tt didn't happen in the fall°

KINDERMAN )
Sure, it's possible. Possible,
However ...

KARRAS:
Unlikely.

KINDERMAN:
Exactly.

They start walking again.

153, PATH SOUTH OF DAHLGREN CHEAPEL.

KIMDERMAN"
8o on the one hand a witchcraft
kind of murder, on the other, Black
Mass type desecrations in the church.

KARRAS:
The killer and the desecrator, you
think, then, are the szane?

' KINDERMAN;
Maybe somebody crazy, father Karras:
maybe somecone with a spite against

- the Church, some unconscious

rebellion pernapst And who alsc
has access to the Church in the
middle of the night.

KARRAS:
A sick priest., Is that it?

AND KILNDERMAN

As they walk,

KINDERMAN:
Listen, Father, this is hard for
you -~ pleasef{ -- I understand.
But for priests on the campus here,
you're the psychiatrist: you'd krow
who was sick at the time, who was not,
I mean, this kind of sickness. You'd
know that,

KARRAS
I really know of no one who fits
the description,

TCONTINUED}
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They stop and sit on the railing.

KINDERMAN:
Ah, yes; doctor's ethics. 1If you
knew, you wouldn't tell.

KARRAS:
No, I probably wouldn't.

KINDERMAN:
Incidentally -- I mention it only
in passing -~ but this ethic is
recently considered illegal. ©Not
to bother you with trivia, but lately
a psychiatrist in sunny California,
no less, was put in jail for not
telling the police what he knew about
a patient.

KARRAS:
{slight, warm smile)
That a threat?

KIVDERMAN:
Don't talk parancid; I mention it
in passing.

KARRAS:
I could always tell the iudge it was
a matter of confession.

KINDERMAN:
{glancing at him,
faintly gloomy}

Want to go into business, Father?
{he looks away diswmally)
'Father' -- vhat ‘*‘rather'? You're
a Jew, I could tell whea I met you.

Karras chuckles.

- KINDERMAN:
Yes, laugh; go ahead; laugh.

But then Kinderman smiles, looking impishly pleased
with himself, and turns to Karras with beaming eyes.

KIMNDERI{AN:
That reminds me. The entrance
exam for policemcn, Father? Uhen
I took it, one cuestion went
something like: “What ave rabies
(MORE)

{CONTINUZD)
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KINDERMAN: (Contd)
and what would vou do for them?"
Know wnat some dumbhead put down
for an answver? Emis? "Rapics,
he said, "are Jew priests and I
would do anything that I could for

them,"
QUADRAMGLE, NEAR FOUNTAIN AND

Rarras and Kinderman walking,

KINDERMAN
Listen, Father. Listen, doctor =
«s+ Am I crazy, or could there
wraybe be a witch coven here in the
District? Right now, I mean., Today.

KARRAS:
Ch, come on.

RINDERMAN:
So then what am I lcoking for, Father?

KARRAS:
A madman. Maybe someone on drugs.

GEORGETOWN UNIVERSITY, GUADRANGLE-WASHINGTOM STEPS
TRACRING SHOT KARRAS AND KINDERMAN ‘Q‘A.LKI\!G

KINDERMAN:
You like movies, Father Karras?
. KARRAS:
Very much.,
RKINDERMAN:

I get passes for the very'best
shows, Mrs. K., she gets tired,
though; never likes to go.

- KARRAS:
That's tco bad,

. RINDERMAN:
It's too bad; yes, I hate to go
alone. You know, I love to +talk
film: to discuss; to criticue,
Would }oh likc to see a film with
me? I've got passzes for the Crest.
It's Othello

P
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KARRAS:
Who's starring?

KINDERMAN:
‘-Debbie Reynolds, Desdemona, and
Othello, Crecucho Marx. You're

happy?

Rarras smiles. They have halted at entry to Jesuit
residence hall.

KINDERMAN:
Listen, Father, one more time w-
you can think of some priest vho
fits the bill?

KARRALS:
Oh, come on, nowv.

KINDERMAN:
Just answer the guestion, please,
Father Parancia,

KARRAS:
(leaning closer:;
o looking grave)
Look, Lieutenant, can ¥ tell vou
who I really think did it?

KINDERMAN:
No, who?

KARRAS:
Dominicans.

RINDEIAM:
I could have you deported, you
know that?

¥ARRBAS:
Yhat for?

KINDERMAM:

A psychiatrist shouldn't piss
people off, '

{as Karras chuckles)
Plus also the goyin, plainly
speaking, would love it. Who
needs it? A priest who wears
sneakers and T~shirts!

{CONTINUED}
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Karras turns and walks away toward entry to residence
hall., Calling out after him:

KINDERMAN:
I liedt You look like Sal Mineol

EXT. ESTABLISHING BARRINGER CLINIC DAY
INT. ROOM IN BARRINGER CLINIC DAY

(1) Regan in another f£it, in bed and restrained by
straps. Clinic Director is in the room with other

doctors observing. They are baffled.

(2) Hospital corridor., Nurse walking to door to
Regan's rcom. Pauses outside as hears curious ranping
sound from within. She enters rcom. Dim nightlight
illumination. The rappings have ceased. Regan is
sleeping. WNurse checks her pulse, then frowns in
wonderment as she spots something on Regan's chest.
She parts Regan's pajama top to see better, and as
she leans closer, she looks mystified. ¥e now see
that on Regan's chest, faintly, the letter "L,
followed by a separation, then the letter "M", having
risen up in blood~red, light bas-relief lettering on

her skin. :
INT. CLINIC DIRECTOR'S OFIICE  .DAY

The room is glass encloszed on two sides, so that we
have a view in b.g. of a traffic of DOCTORS AND NURSES.
Clinic Director and two of the Doctors from earlier
¢linic scenes are present. Chris sits in chair, taut
and drawn. In the reom, A CLCSED CIRCUIT TV LONITOR
SEOWING REGAN Il THE HOSPITAL RQOH, IN A FIT, as:

CLINIC DIRECTOR: |
People with very, very sensitive .
skin can just trace with a finger,
and then a little while later it
shows up. DNot abnormal. Why an
®"L" and an""M", of course, we don't
understand. In the meantime....

ANOTHER ANGLE (TIME LAPSE}

CLINIC DIRECTOR:
It looks like a tvpe of disorder
that you rarely ever cees any more,
except among prinitive cultures.
wg call it somnamtuliform posses=-
sion. Quite frankly, we don't
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CLINIC DIRECTOR: {Ccntd)
know much about it except that it
starts with some conflict or guilt
that eventually leads to the patinet's
delusion that his body's been @nyaded
by an alien intelligence; a spirit,
if you will. In tinmes gone by, the
entity possessing the victim is
supposed to be a so-called demon,
or devil.

FULL AT TV LHONITOR {TIHE LAPSE)

CHRIS:
Look, I'm telling you again and
you'd better believe it, I'm not
about to put her in a goddann
asylum!

CLINIC DIRECTOR:
It's ~=-

CHRIS:
I don't care what you call it! I'm
not going to put her away!

: CLINIC DIRECTOR:
Well, I'm sorry.

CHRIS:
Yeah, sorry. Christ, eighty-eight
doctors and all you can tell me with
all of your bullshit....

ANOTHER ANGLYE {TILE LAPSE)

CLINIC DIRECTOR:
There is one ocutside chance of a
cure. "I think of it as shock treatw
ment. As I say, it's a very outside
chance. But then since you're so
opposed to your daughter being
hospitalized ~=

CHRIS:
Will you name it, for God's sake?
What is it?

CLIVIC DIRECTOR:
Have you any religious belicfs?

CHRIS:
No, I don's,
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CLINIC DIRICTOR:
And your daughter?

CHRIS:
Why?

CLIKNIC DIRECTOR:
Have you ever heard of exorcism,
Mrs. Macilail?

CHRIS:
Come again.

CLINIC DIRECTCR:
It's a stylised ritual in which
rabbis and priests try to drive
out a so=-called invading spirit,
It's pretty much discarded these
days, except by the Catholics who
keep it in the closet as a sort of
embarrassment. It has worked, in
fact, although not for the reason
they think, of course., It was
purely the force of suggestion.
The victim's belief in possession
helped cause IT; and in just the
8ame way this belief in the power
of exorcism can make it disappear.

CHRIS:
Jesus! Are you telliing me to take
her to a witeh doctor?

EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF KACNEIL HOUSE FULL SHOT DAY

A limo has pulled up and Rarl is eviting driver's seat
apd opening rear door while Sharon exits on right rear
side. Karl reaches in ang picks up a small figure
{Regan) wrapped in a blanket from Chris in back seat.
While Karl carries Regan toward door of HactNeil house
where Willie is standing, anxiously watcaing, Chris
exXits car in deep depression. .

INT, REGAN'S BEDROGHM DAY
Regan is faced to side. Sharon is adjusting Sustagen

flask used for a naso-gasiric feeding., Karl is affix-
ing a set of restraining straps to bed. Chris enters,

_standing by door and observing., Xarl lats straps hang

loosg, neds to Sharcn. Sharon starts out of room,
pPausing for a moment by door to look at Chris,
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Chris moves slowly forward to bedside and looks down at
Regan., WZ SEE now that Regan's face is torn and
bloated with numerous scratch marks and scabs. Pro-
jecting hideously from har riostrils is the naso~gastric
tubing. Karl has finished adjusting straps. He, too,
now looks down at Regan., Two beats. HEe looks up at

Chris,

KARL:
She is going to ke well?

CHRIS:
{(after a beat)
I dontt know.r

ANOTHER ANGLE

A beat. Then Chris leans and tenderly adjusts Pegan's

pillow. 1In the process, she discovers a crucifix under
it made of white bone. She 1ifts it out, examining it,
frcwning. Then, at Karl:

CHRIS:
Who put this crucifix under her
pillow? o

EXT. HOUSE ~ BEHIND KINDERMAN LOOKING UP TO REGAN'S
WINDOW

INT. KITCHEN MACNEIL HOUSE DAY

Sharon, her coat still on, listless sorts through a
mound of mail and messagses. wWwillie is slicing carrots
for a stew. Chris enters with crucifix.

CERIS:
{tc Sharon)
Was it you put this under her pillow?

SHARON:
(fuddled)
Whaddya mean?

"CHRIS:
You didnt+?

. SHARON:
Chrlg, I don't even know what you'‘re
talking about. Listen, I told you ...

_ CHRIS:
(interjecting)
Yeah.
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CHARON:

All I've ever said to Rags is
maybe “God made tie world,"® and

maybe things about ~-

CHRIS:
Fine, Sharon. Fine, I believe
you, but --

ILLIE:

Me, I don't put it.

CHRIS:
This fucking cross didn't just walk
up there, damnit! low ==

She is interrupted by the entrance of Karl.

KARL:
Please, madam, there is man here
to see you.

'CHRIS:
¥What man?

165, INT. ENTRY HALL MACHNEIL HOCUSE DAY

Rinderman stands waiting with hat in hand as Chris
approaches. He shows I.D.

EKINDERMAN
I'd know that face in any lineup,
Mrs. MacMeil.

_ CHRIS:
Am I in one?

166, INT. KITCHEN  MACNEIL HOUSE DAY

Chris and Kinderman. On the breakfast table sits
Regan's sculpt of the bird., It is set among the salt
and pepper shakers and is now a decorative piece,

KINDERNMAN:
{at Chris)
Hight your daughter remember if
perhaps Mr. Dennings was in her
reom that nighe?

CHRIS:
(vague arprehensiveness)
Why do you ask?
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KIUIDERMAN:
Might your daughter remember?

CHRIS:
Oh, no she was heavily sedated.

KINDERIIAN:
It's serious?

CHRIS:
Yes, I'm afraid it is.

KINDERMAN:
May I ask ... ?

CHRIS:
We s5till don't know.

KINDERMAN:
Watch out for drafts. A draft
in the fall when & house 1s hot,
is a magic carpet for bacteria.

CHRIS:
Why are you asking all this?

KINDERIIAN:
Strange ... strange ... so baffling.
The deceased cones to visit, stays
only twenty minutes without even
seeing vou, and leaves all alone
here a very sick girl. And sgeak-
ing plainly, Mrs. MacNeil, as you
say, it's not likely he would £fall
from a window. Besides that, a
fall wouldn't do to his neck what
we found except maybe a chance in
a thousand. Iily hunch? iy opinion?
I believe he was killed by a power-
ful man: point one, And the frac-
turing of his skull -~ point two
-~ plus the various things I have
mentioned, would make it very
probable ~- probable, not certain
-- the deceased was killed and
then aftervards pushed from your
daughter’s window. But no one
was here except your daughter.
So how could this be? It could
be one way: Lif someone cane
calling between the time iliss
Spencer left and the time you
returned,

{CONTINUED)
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CHRIS:
(hoarsely; stunnad)
Judas priest, just a second,

KINDERMAN:
The servants? They have visitors?

CHRIS:
Never. Not at all.

KINDEPMAN:
You expected a package that day?
Some delivery?

CHRIS:
Not that I know of.

KINDERIAT:
Dry cleaning, mavbe? Groceries?
Ligquox? A package?

CHRIS:
I really wouldn't know. Karl
handles all of that.

KINDERIIAN:
Ch, I see.

CHRIS:

v Want to ask him?

KINDERAN:
Never mind, itfs remote. You've
got & Jaughter very sick, and --
well, nevar mind.

Chris rises.
CHRIS:
Would you like another cup of
coffea?

Kinderman acknowledges in the affirmative. They

s move to Kitchen.

INT, MACKEIL KITCHEW

Kinderman follcws Chric toward Sharon's working area.
He notices Regzn's artwork.

{CONTINUED)
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KINDLRIIAD
Cute ... It's 80 cute. Your
daughter? She's the artiszt?

chris nods. Then:

KINDERIAN:
Tneidentally, just a chance in a
million, I know; hut your daughter
- you could possibly ask her if
she saw Mr. Dennings in her rooR
that night?

CHRIS:
ook, he wouldn't have a reason to
be up there in the first place.

KINDERMAN:
I know that; I realize; that’s
true; very true. But if certain
British doctors never asked “Wnat's
this fungus?*, we wouldn't today
have penicillin. Correct?

CHRIS:
Wnen she's well enough, T'11 ask.

KINDERMAN:
couldn't hurt., In the meantime ...
(thevy have ccome to
the front door and
Kindernan faliers,
embarrassed)
Look, I recally hate to ask youw;
HOWEVar ..

CHRIS:
(tensing)
What?

KINDERMAN:
for my daughter ... you could
maybe give an autograph?
He has reddened, and Chris almost laughs with relief.

CHRIS:
Qh, of course. Where's a pencil?

KINDERFPN:
Right here!

(CONTINUED)



j—

—— e T ——— TS Wy T e

167.

82

CoNTD (2)

He has whipped out the stub of a chewed-up pencil from
the pocket of his coat while he dipped his other hand
in a pocket of his jacket and slipped out a calling

card,
KIMNDERMAN:
She would love it,
CHEIS:
What's her name?

Chris presses the card against the door and poises

pencil stub to write., There follows a weighty hesita=-
tion,

RINDERMAN:

{eyes desperate

and defiant)
I lied. It's for nme.

{(fixes gaze on card

and blushes)
Write *To William F. Xinderman'! --
it's spelled on the back.

Chris eyes him with a wan and unexpected affection,

checks the spealling of his nane and writes on card as:

RKINDERMAM:
You know that f£film you made called
"Angel?" I saw that film six times.

CHRIS:
If you were looking for the murderer,
arrest the director.

KINDERMAN:
You're a very nice lady.

CHRIS:
You're a very nice man,

Kinderman exits., <Chris leans against the door,
thoughtful, for a wmoment. Then she moves on. Walking
by door to baseiant we HCAR washing machine 0.S..
Chris halts, then opens coor and calls down:

CHRIS:
Willie.

No response., She starts down the stairs.
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168. INT . BASEUENT PLAYROOH DAY

Chris comes down the stairs. Willie is working in the
service area.

CERIS:
Willie.

WILLIE:
Ch, yes, Madam,

CHRIS: )
Look, never mind dinner tonight,
I'm not hungry, and if anyone ==

Her eye has fallen to a book that is lying open, face
down, on top of the dryer., IN AN INSERT WE SEE THE
TITLE: *A HISTORY OF WITCHCRAFT." Picking it up?

CHRIS:
You reading this?

WILLIE:
I try, but very Aifficult, Madam,

CHRIS:
Some illustrations.

WILLIZ:
I find in Hliss Regan bedroomn,

Chris looks up at her. Dryer stops spinning and
Willie turns away to take out the c¢lothes, Chris
resumes thumbing through the book. Abruptly sihe
FREEZES, turring ashen. She holds gaze on book for
a beat; then, numbly:

CHRIS:
Willie -- you found this in Regan's
bedroom?

-~ in the nmannar of Burxe Depnings =-- has been
surgically shaved from along its length.

169, ANOTHER ANGLE

Willie and Chris lcok up at S2UMD from above, in
Regan's bedroomn, of a blow, of someons staggering
across the rcom, of someone crashing to wail and fall-
ing heavily to ground, This is followed, as Chris

{CONTINUED)
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races upstairs, by an at-first indistinct altercation

between a tearful and terror-stricken Fegan, and .
someone else ~=- a nan -« with & powerful and lncredlply
deep bass voice. Regan is pleading; the man commanding

in obscene terms.
17¢C. ANGLE AT CHRIST FRONM TOP OF STEPS {(SECOND FLOOR} |

Rushing up, frenzied, while willie and Sharon stare up
from bottom of steps. We HEAR:

REGAN:
(o0.8.) :
N¥ol Oh, no, don‘t! Dontt ==~ |

DEEP BASS VOICE:
{(c.s5.}
Do it, damned piglet! You'll == I
REGAN:
{0.5.)
Nol! ©Oh, no don't! Please, don't --

And in this manner, the VOICES continue -~ and never
overlapming -- while CAMERA TRACKS with Chris to door
tc Regan's bedroom. :

171. INT. REGAN'S BEDROGM DAY

Chries bursts in, then stands rooted in shock, as ve
HEAR SOUND OF BED SHAKING vIQLTurLyY, and the continua-
tion of dialogue between Regan and the thundering
deep MALE VOICE.

RECAN:
(c0.8.)
Please! Oh, please don't m{-ake) -- H

MALE VOICE:
{o.5.)
You'lil do as I tell you, filth!
Youtil =- 1

Chris has turned head to stare at:
172, P.O.V. AT KARL

Blood trickling down from forehead, he lies uncon-
scious on floor near bureau. The CAMERA GOES TO BED
disclosing Regan sitting up in a £IDE ViZW 70 CAIERA,
her legs propped wide apart and the pone-white crucifix
clutched in rawknuckled hands that are upraised over

(COUTINUED)
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her head. She seems to be exerting a poverful efforg
to keep the crucifix UP, away from her vagina, which
we cannot {(ALD WILL lCT) see, her nightgown pulledwup
to precigely that point. ile see that her FACE ALTA?S
EXPRESSION to match each voica in the argument, BOTH
OF VHICH ARE CONMING PROM HER!I ‘When the deep @ale

voice speaks through her mouth, the features instan-
taneously contort into a demonic grimace of malevolence
and rage. Blood trickles down from Regan's nose. The
nasogastric tubing has been ripped out., During the

above:

REGAN: :
Oh, no don't make me! Don't!

REGAN~DEMONIC:
You'll do it}

REGAN:
Rol NO; hatu B

REGAN-DEIMONIC:
Do it, stinking bitch! You'll do
IE1 You'll do it or I'm going to
kill youl :

REGAN; .
Noooool

REGAN~DEMONIC:

QUICK CUT T0:

CIOSE DOWN ANGLE AT REGAN

showing nothing from the waist down as with eyes wide
and staring she seams to be flinching from the rush of
some hideous finality, her mouth agape and shrisking
in terror as she stares up at the upheld crucifix.
Then the shriek ends as the demonic face once again
takes over her features, and the piercing cry of
terror elides into a yelping, gutteral laugh of male-
volent spite and rage triumchant as the cerucifix is
pPlunged down and out of sight at Regan's vagina,

The demonic face Tooks 63wn, and we HEAR Regan-Deron
roaring in that coarse deafening voice as the crucifix

.18 repeatedly brought up and plunged down again, blood

now spotting it as:

{CONTINUED)
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DE{IONI:
Yes, now you're mine, you stink-
ing cow! You're nine, you're
mine, you're -- |

Chris has raced in, screaming, grappling to take hold
of the crucifix. Ve see blood on Regan's thigas,
but NEVER THE VAGINA. The Demon first turns on Caris

with a look of mindbending fury. Then:

DEMON:
Anhhh, little pig motheri

The Demon pulls Chris' head down, rubbing her face
sensually against pelvic area, then lifts head and
smashes Chris a blow across the chest that sends her
reeling across room and crashing tc & wall with
stunning force while Demon laughs with bellowing
spite. Chris crumples against wall near Harl.
Willie arrives, staring in confusion and horror.
Chris begins to pick herself up. She stares toward
bed, her head bloodied, and begins to crawl pain-
fully toward it. .

DEMON:
Ah, there's my pearl, my sweet
honey piglet!

MOVING SHOT AT BED CHRIS' P.,O.V.

as she crawls closer. Regan nov has back to CANERA,
looking down, and we know the crucifix is being used
for masterbation.

PEMON:
Ahh{ VYes, mine, you are mine,
Yyou are == |

It breaks off and the Regan-Demon thing abruptly
looks over shoulder at CAMERA (and Chris), which
halts at the sight. Tha features of Regan's face
Seen to be those of Burke Dennings. Then it speaks
in the British-accented giggly VOICE of the dead
director,

REGAN-DENIINGS ¢
Do you know what she did, your
cunting daughter?
CLOSE AT CHRIS SCREAMING IN HORROR

QUICK CUT TO:
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176. EXT., 35TH STREET BRIDGE & CANAL AREA DAY

Chris., She wears oversized dark glasses and is
leaning over bridge railing.

177, ANOTHLER ANGLE

as Chris sees a large, powerfully built man wearing

khakis, swveater and sturdy, scuffed white tennis shoes
approaching har. She quickly looks away. Though she
doesn't recognize him, we see it is Karras., Coming up

beside her:

KARRAS:
Are you Chris Maciieil?

CHRIS:
Keep movin', creep.

KARRAS::
I'm Father Xarras.

She reddens, jerks swiftly around.

CHRI1S:

She is tugging at her sunglasses, flustered, and
immediately pushing them back as the sad, dark
eyes probe hers.

KARRAS::
I suppose I should have told you
that I woulda't be in uniform.

CHRIS:
Yeah, it would've bheen ~arrific.
Cot a cigarette, Father?

KARRAS:
{reaching into
pocket of shirt)
Sure.

She lights up. After a deep exhalation of smokes

CHRIS:
How'd 2 shrink ever get to be a
priest?

KARRAS:

It's the othcr wav around. The
Society sent me through medical
school and psychiatric training.

{CONTINUED)
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CHRIS:
Where?

KARRAS: .
oh, well, Harvard; John Hopkins,
Bellevue, taen —-

CHRIS:
{over him)
You're a friend of Father Dyer's,
that right?

KARRAS:
Yes, I am.

CHRIS:
Pretty close?
KARRAS:
Pretty close.
CHRIS:
pid he talk about the party?
KARRAS:
Yes.
CHRIS:

About my daughter?

KARDZAS::
No, I didn't know you had one,

CHRIS:
Yeah, she's twelve. He didn't
mention her?

KARRAS:
No.

CHRIS: :
He didn’'t tell you what she did?

KARRAS:
Ee never mentioned her.

CHRIS:

Priests keep a pretty'tight mouth,
then; that right? f

{CONTINUED)
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KARRAS:
That depends,
CHRIS:
On what?
KARRAS:

On the priest.

CHRIS:
1 mean, what if a person, let's
say, was a criminal, like maybe
a murderer or something, you know?
If he came to you for help, would
you have to turn him in?

KARRAS: o
If he came to me for spiritual
help, I'd say, no.

CHRIS:
You wouldn't,

KARRAS:
No, I wouldn't. But I'd try to
persuade him to turn himself in.

CHRIS:
And hew do you go about getting an
exorcism?

KARRAS:
Beg pardon?

CHRIS:

If a oerson's possessed by some kind
of a demon, how do you go about
getting an exorcism?

KARRAS:
Well, first you'd have to put him
in a tim2 machine and get him back
to the sixteenth century,

CHRIS ;

(puzzled)

Didn't get you,
Well, it just doesn‘'t happen anymore,
Miss MacNeil.

CiHiRIS :
$ince when?

(CONTINUED)
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KADRAS:
Since we learned about mental
illness; about parancoia; dual
personality; 2all of those things
that they taught me at Harvard.

CHRXS:
You kidding?

KARRAS:
Many educated Catholics, Miss
Maclleil, don’t believe in the
devil anymore; and as far as
possession is concerned, since the
day I joined the Jesuits I've never
met a priest who's ever in his life
performed an exorcism. Not one.

CHRIS:

Ch, really?

{a shaking hand to

her sunglassesg)
Well, it happens, Father Xarras,
that someone very close to me is
probably possessed., She needs an
exorcism. Will you do it?

She has slipped off the glasses and Karras feels
momentary, wircing shock at the redness, at the
desperate pleading in the haggard eyes.

CHRIS:
Father Xarras, it's my daughter!?
KARRAS:
{gently)

Then all the rore reascn to forget
about exorcism and --

CHRIS:
{outburst in a
cracking voice) :
Why? God, I don't understand!

He takes her wrist in a comforting hand.

KARRAS:
To begin with it could make things
vorse,

CHRIS;
But how?

{CONTINUED)
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KARRAS:
The ritual of exorcism is dangerously
suggestive., And secondly, liss
MacNeil, before the church approves
an exorcism, it conducts an
investigation to see if it's
warranted, That takes time. In
the meantime, your ==

CHRIS:
Couldn't you do the exorcism yourself?

KARRAS:
Look, every priest has the power to
exorcise, but he has to have church
approval, and frankly, it's rarely
ever givan, so =

CHRIS:
Canft you even look at her?

KARRAS:
Well, as a psychiatrist, yes, I
could, but =

CHERIS:
She needs a priest! I've taken her
to every goddamn fucking doctor
psychiatrist in the world and they
sent me to you! Now you send me
to thent! :

KARRAS:
But your -
CHRIS:
{shrieXing)

Jesus Christ, won't somebody help mel

She crumples against Karras' chest, moaning, with
convulsive sobs,

The final
178, OMITTED

. CHRIS:
Help her! Help herp Oh, somebody ...

"help" elides into deep, throaty sobbing.

(CONTINUED)
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INT, MACNEIL HOUSE STAIRCASE DAY

Chris and Karras are ascending staircase, Karras
frowning in consterpation at 0.5. SOULD, from Reggn's
bedroom, of the deronic Voice threatening and_raglng.
Yhen they reach door to Regan's bedroom, ve pick up
Karl leaning against opposite wall, arms folded, head

howed.

KARL:
It wants no straps, still,

Rarras stares at him; looks at door; exchanges looks
with Chris. Then he grasps doorknob and starts to open
door. He reacts, as to a noxious odor; then steels

self,
INT ., REGAN'S BEDROOH PAY

Reining back his revulsion, Karras enters slowly,
scanning rcom; then freezes in horror. Arms held down
by double set of restraining straps, it seems no longer
Regan but the demonic entity that now lies on the bed,
turning head to stare at Karras. The eves bulge wide
in wasted sockets, shining with mad cunning and burning
intelligence, seething in a face shaped into a hiddous
mask of evil. The hair is tangled and thickly matted,
and Regan's legs and arms are spider~thin, a distended
stomach jutting up grotesgusly. Xarras reacts, then
closes door and strives for an affable, cenversational

tone,

KARRAS:
Hello, Regan.
{(fetching a chair
to bedsids)
I'ma friernd of your mother's.. I'd
like to help you.

Regan tugs up wristsg revealing double set of restraining
straps. Her voice is a deep, male bass, thick with
menace and rower,

) REGAN~DEMON
You might-loosen these straps, then.

" KARRAS:
Are they uncomfcrtable for you?
REGAN -DEMON
Extremely,
KARRAS:
I'm afraid you might hurt yourself,
Regan,

(CONTIITUED}
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REGAN=-DEHCH:
I am not Regan.

KARRAS:
Oh, I see. Well, then, maybe we
should introduce curselves. I'm
Damien Karras. Who are you?

REGAN-DENMON:
I'm the devil., Now kindly undo
these straps.

KARRAS:
If you're the devil, why not just
make the straps disappear?

REGAN~-DEMNON .
That's much too vulgar a display
of power, Karras. :

KARRAS:
Where's Regan?

REGAN-DEMON
She is in here with us, my friend;
we are Legion.

KARRAS:
Show me Regan and --

181, CLOSE AT REGAN

The features are her own, now, and the eves are filled
with terror, her mouth gaping open in a sourdless,
electrifying shriek for help. But then quickly the
Regan identity is replaced by a rezolding of Pegan's
features into those of Denning's and we HEAR:

DENNINGS!' VOICE
Won't you take off these straps,
please? They're hurting me!
Reallyl -

And now Regan's face instantaneously is remolded back
to the deronic,

REGAN~DEMON
{in the VOICE of
the derclizt In
subwav scena)
Couldjvarelp an old altar boy,
Faddah? I'm Cat'lic.
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AT KARRAS -- REACTING
as we HEAR the 0.§. MOCKING LAUGHTER of the demon.

ANOTHER ANGLE

REGAN-DEMON
Incidentally, your mother is here
with us, Xarras. Do you wish to
leave a message? I will see that

she gets it.

And Karras is suddenly dedging a projectile stream of
vomit, leaping out of his chair so that only his hand
and portion of his sweater are hit. The demonic
entity laughs mockingly.

_ KARRAS:
If that is true, then you must know
my mother's maiden name? T'hat is it?

Regan hisses at him, mad 2ves gleaming, and her head
gently undulating like a cobra’s,

KARRAS:
What is it?

Regan, in an angry bellow that shivers through the
walls of the room, begins to low like a steer., Her
eyes then roll upwards into their sockets, exposing
whites only. For a time, Karras watches, ashen, as
the bellowing continues.

INT, CHRIS' BATHROOM AND HALL OFF BEDROOM LATE DAY

Karras' sweater is draped over shower pole as he washes
hands at sink. Chris sits on edge of tub, anvicusly
fidgeting with towel in lap as she watches Karras.

From down the hall, 0.S., we HEAR varied ANIMAL SOUNDS.

KARRAS:
But your daughter doesn't say she's
a demon, Mrs, Maclieil; she says
she's the devil himself and if
you've seen as many psychotics as
I have, you'd know that's like
saying you're Wapoleon Boraparte,

CHRIS:
Look, I'11l tell vou something, Father;
you show me Regan's identical ftwin:
Same face, same voice, same smell,
(MORE }

(CONTINUED)
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CHRIS: (Contd)

same everything down to the way
she dots her i's, and still I'd
know in a second that it wasn't
really her! I'd know it! 1'd
know it in my gut and I'm telling
you I know that thing in there is
not my daughtert

(she leans back

drained)
Now you tell me what to do. Go
ahead: You tell me that you know
for a fact there's nothing wrong
with my daughter except in her head;
that you know for a fact that she
doesn't need an exorcism; that you
know it wouldn't do her any good.
Go ahead! You tell me! You tell
me what to dol

For long troubled seconds, the priest is still. Then
he answers softly:

KARRAS:
Well, there's little in this world
that I kncw for a fact.

Chris stares at him a brief beat, then rises and moves
guickly out of bathroom. Karrés frowns, hearing RICAN
howling like a wolf. Chris returns with & framed
photo of Regan and shows it to him.

CHRIS:
That's her. That's Regan. That
was taken four months ago.

Karras is deeply afiected.

KARRAS:
Look, I'm onlv against the chance
of doing your daughter more harm
than good.

| CHRIS:
But you're talking now strictly
as a psychiatrist, right?

KARRAS:
No, I'we talking now alsa as
& priest. If I ¢o to the
Chancery office to get
permission to perform
(MORE)
{CONTINUED)
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KARRAS: {Contd)
an exorcism, the first thing I'd
have to have is a pretty substantial
indication that your daughter's
condition isn't a purely psychiatric
problem, After that, I'd need
evidence the Caurch would accept
as signs of possession,

CHRIS:
Like what?
KARRPAS:
(continuing)

Well, like her speaking in a
language that she's never known
or studied,

CHRIS:
And what else?

KARRAS:
I don't know. I'm going to have
to look it up.

CHRIS:
I thought you were supposed to be
an axpert.

KARRAS:
You probably know more about demonic
possession right now than most
priests.

EXT. MACNEIL HOUSE NIGHT

36

Chris opens door for Karras. He steps out onto stoop

- carrying the witcheraft book and a slender box

containing a tape recording.

. KAPRAS:
Did your daughter know a priest
was coning over?

CHRIS:
No, No, nobodyv knew but me.

) KARRAS:
Did you know that my mother had
died just recently?

(CONTINUED)
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CHRIS:
Yes, I'm very sorry.
FARRAS:
XIs Regan aware of it?
CHRIS:
Why? :
KARRAS:
Is she aware of it?
CHRIS:
Noe, not at all.
He nods.
CHRIS:
Why'd you ask?
KARRAS:
{shrugging)

Not important. I fjust wondered.

He studies her for a mcment without expression; then

quickly moves away. Chris watches from the doorway,
Karras crosses the street. At the corrner, he drons the
book and stoops cuickly to retrieve it, then rounds the
corner and varishes from sicht., Chris closes the coor,
And now the CAMEIRA DISCLOSES Kinderrman observing house
from an unmarked car parked a little down the sireet,
toward campus librarxy,

EXT. PROSPECT STRERT NIGHT

Kinde;man frowns in ruzzlemnent as he sees scmething: in
the wirdow of Regan's badreon (the shutters are rartially
open}, a suggestion of a slender figure (Regan?) quickly
duckzgg avay from sight. We go back to Kinderman,
thoughtful., He does not see the shutter slowly pulled
shut.,

EXT. G. U. LANGUAGE IAB NIGHT

Karras enters,

INT. LANGUAGE LAB NIGHT

Karras sits before a tave recorder, wearing earphones,
We HEAR TAPE KISS at first., Then:

{CONTINUED)
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REGAN'S VOICE:
{normal)
HellQ - % B :

whining feedback.

CHRIS!' VOICE:
{hushed in b.g.)

Not so close to the micropheone, honey.

Held it back.
REGAN'S VOICE:

Like this?

CHRIS: VQICE:
No, more, '

REGAN'S VOICE:
Like this?

CHRIS' VOICE:
Yeah, okay. Go ahead, now. Just
talk. '

REGAN'S VOICE:
{muffled gigeoling:
then:)

Helle, Daddy? This is me.
{giggling: then a
whispered aside)

I can't tell what to savy.,

CHRIS?' VOICE:
Ch, just tell him how you are,
Rags, and what vou've been doin'.

298

Karras' look grows more and more haunted as he listens.

REGAN'S VOICE:
Umm, Daddy ~- well, va see; I mean
1 hope you can hear me okay and --

T ————rre

let's see. Umm, well, first we're

- No, wait, now ... See, first we're

in Washington, Daddy, va know? It's

-~ No, wait, now; I better start over.

See, Daddy, there's ...
EXT. DAHLGREN CHAPEL ON G. U, CAMPUS DAWN

Karras entoers,
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181. INT . DAHLGREN CHAPEL DAWN

Karras vests in vastment rcom. UWe follow him into

church.

181A. ANOTHER ANGLE {TIME LAPSE} KARRAS AT ALTAR
KARRAS:

"Thou shalt turn again, 0 God,

and quicken us, And Thy people

shall rejoice in Thee. Show us

Thy mercy, O Loxrd, and grant us

Thy szlvation. O Lord, hear ny

prayer. And let my c¢ry come unto

Thee."

192, ANOTHER ANGLE (TIME LAPSE}

Rarras lifts the Communion Host in consecration. It
trembles in his fingers with a hope he dares not hope.

KARRAS:
"The day before he suffered he took
bread in his sacred hands ard looking
up to heaven, to you, his almighty
Father, he gave you thanks and praise.
He broke the bread, gave it to his
disciples, and said: Take this, all
of you, and eat it: For this is my
body."

Then @

"When supper ended, again he gave you
thanks and praise, cave the cup to

his disciples and said: Take this all
of you ard drink frem it., fThis is the
cup of my blocd, the blood of the new
and everlasting covenant, the mystery
of faith. It will be shed for you and
for all men so that sins ray be
forgiven, Do this in menory of me,

193, INT. REGAN'S BEDROOHM DAY

C@OSE at tape recorder. A full reel is just beginning to
wind onto empty reel. A nmicrophone is propred in position.
Karras sits at foot of bed., He is in his clerical robes,

REGAN-DEMON:
Hello, Rarras. Vhat an excellent
day for an exorcisn. Do begin it
soon. :

(CONTINUED)
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RARRAS: )
{puzzled)
You would like that?

RECAN~DEMON:
Intensely.

KARRAS:
But wouldn't that drive you out o©f

Regan?

REGAN-DEMON:
It would bring us together.

KARRAS:

-You and Regan?

REGAN-DEMON:
You and us.

Rarras stares and then reacts as he feels something
cold and unseen at his neck., Then he jerks his head

around at

a loud, sudden banging sound. O0.S. & bureau

drawer has popped open, sliding out its entire length.
The demon bursts into hysterical, gleeful laughter.

*1

The demon

KARRAS:
You did that?

REGAN-DIMO
Assuredly,

KARRAS
Do it again.

REGAN~DEMNON
In time, in tinme. But mirabile
dictu, don't you agree?

KARRAS:
(startled)
You speak Latin?

REGAN-DEMON
Ego te absolvo.

chuckles,

¥ARRAS:
(excitedly)
Quod nomen mihi est?
REGAM-DEMON :
Bon djour,
KAPRAS »
{persistent)
Quod nomen mihi est?
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REGAM-DENOW
Bon nuit, La plume de ma tante.

The demon laughs full and mockingly. Karras he}ds up a
small vial of water that he has had cupped in his hand.

The demon abruptly breaks off the laughter.

RECGAN-DEHON:
{(warily)
What is that?

KARRAS:
Holy water.

Rarras has uncapped the vial and now sprinkles its
contents over Regan. Instantly, Regan {(Demcn) writhes
to avoid the spray, howling in pain and terror.

REGAN-~DEMON:
Ahhhhhhhhhhbh! It burns me! It
burnst It burns! Ah, <cease,
priest, bastard! Cezsze! Ahhhhhhhh!

Karras looks disappointed. The howling ceases ard
Regan's head falls back onto pillow. Reganf's eyes roll
upward into their scockets, exposing the whites. Reganw-
Demon is now rolling head fevericshly from side teo side
muttering an indistinct gibberish:

REGEN~DILFON:
I'drehtellteeson. Dobetni tee
giti, Leafy. Tseerpet reef.
Emitsuvig,

Karras is intrigued and moves to side of bed. He turns
up volume on reccorder, then lowers his ear to Regan's
mouth to pick it up. He listens. The gibberish ceases
and is replaced by deep and raspy breathing. ZXarras
straightens up.

KARRAS:
Who are you?

REGAN~DEON
Nowonmai ..., Nowcnmai ...

KARRAS:
Is that your name?

The lips move., Fevered svilables, slow and
unintelligible. Then it ceaszes.

{(CONTINUED)



~y

"ii

183.

194,

102

CONTD ({(2)

KARRAS: .
Are you able to understand me?

Silence. Only the eerie sound of breathing. Karras
waits & little; then he shakes head, disappointed. He
grips Pegan's wrist to check her pulse; then he draws
back Regan's nighigown top and looks with pained
expression at the sight of her skeletal ribs. He shakes
his head.

- INT . MACNEIL HOUSE STUDY

Chris is at bar. Karras enters.

KARRAS:
I'm not hopeful I could ever get
permission from the Bishop.

CHRISG:
Why not?

He holds up the empty vial.

KARRAS:
I just told her this was holy
water; when I sprinkled it on her,
she reacted very violently.

CHRIS:
And so?

KARRAS:
It's just ordinary tap water.

CHRIS:
Christ, who gives a shit! She's
dying! UWhat's the difference between
holy water and tap water, anyway?

KARRAS:
Holy water is blessed.
. CHRIS:
Oh, Christ!
KRRRAS:

Where's her father?

CHRIS:
In Europe.

{CONT INUED)
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KARRAS:

Have you told him what's happening?
CHRIS:

Nol
KARRARS:

Well, I think it would help if he
ware here., It's --

CHRIS:
{over him}
I've asked you to drive a demon out,
goddammit, not ask another one int
What the hell good is Howard right
now? What's the good?

KARRAS:
There's a strong possibility that
Regan's disorder is caused by her
guilt over ==

CHRIS:
{mysterical)
Guilt over what?

KARRAS:
It could ~-

CHRIS:
Over the divorce? All that
psychiatric bullshit?

KARRAS:
It's w-

CHRIS:
She's guilty 'cause she killed
Burke Dennings! She killed him!
She killed him and they*'ll put her
away!

i85, INT. LANGUAGE LAB. MNIGHT
Karras and Language Lab Director FRANK, are listening

to tail~end of recording of Karras' last session with
Regan. Xarras is tense,

KARRES
Well, all right, is it a language
. Or not?

{CONTINUED)
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FRANX
oh, I'd say it was a language all
right., 1It’s English.

KARFPAS:
It's what?

Frank is threading another tape onto the recorder.

FRANK:

T thought you were putting me on.
It's just English in reverse. 1've
pulled your gquestions, flipped the
responses, and respliced them in
sequence,

{pushing playback

button)
Here, you just play it backwards.

INT., KARRAS' ROUM NIGHY

Karras sits in front of tape recorder listening to an
eerie, unearthly series of various WHISDPIRED VOICES,

TAPE RECORDER:
{First Voice)
Let her dia!

{Second Voice}
No, no, sweet! It is sweet in
the body! I feell

(Third Veice)
Fear the priest.

{Second Voiczce)
Give us time,

{Third Voice)
He is ill.

(Fourth Voice)
No, not this one. The other.
The cne who will -

Second Voice interrupting:

{Second Voice}
Ah, the blocd! reel the blood!
How it sings!

{CONTINUED)
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TAPE RECORDER: {Cond)
(Karras ' Voics)
Who are you? .

(First Voice}
¥ am ne one,

(Rarras'! Voice)
Is that your name?

(Secon& Voice}
I have no name.

{First Voice)
¥ am no one,

{(Third Voice)
Many.

{Fourth Voice)
Let us be. Let us warm in the
body .

(Second Voice}
Leave us.

(Third voice)
Let us be, Xarras.

{(First Voice)
Merrin ... Merrin.

PHONE RINGS. Xarras leaps for it.
KARRAS:
{urgently) :
Hello, yes? ... Be right over,
187, EXT. PROSPECT STRELT NEAR THE HOUSE NIGHT

Very late., No traffic noise. Karras is hastily
crossing, throwing on a sweater.

198, INT. ENTRY OF MACNEIL HOUSE ¥IGET

Sharon, wearing sweater and holding a flashlight, has
the door open, waiting as Karras comes up step. At
door, she puts a finger to her lips for cuiet. She
beckons him in and closes door silently and carefully.

(CONTINUDD)
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SHAPOY
{whispering)
T don't want to wzke Chris., I
don't think she ought to see this.

$he beckons him to follow.
THT ., SECOND FLOOR HALL BY REGAN'S DOCR NIGHT

The house is darkened. Xarras and Sharon are silently
approaching. Sharon carefully opsns door, enters, and
beckons Karras into room.

INT. REGAN'S BEDROOM 2T DOOR NIGHT

As he enters and Sharon closes dcor, Karras reacts as
if to extreme cold. His breath, like Sharon's is
frostily condensing in the chill air of the xoom. He
Jooks at Sha-on with wender.,

ANCTHEER ANGLE

as Karras ard Sharon approach the bedside. The room is
dark except for a night light glow. Sharon has flash-
light on now, tralned lew. They ston by bed Regan
seems to be in coma, the whites of her eyes giowing
eerily in the dim light. Heavy breathing. Frarras takes
her wrist to checl her pulse. The naso- gaatrlc tube is
in place, Sustacgen seeping into Regan's motionless hody.
Beads of perspiration on Regan s forehead. Sharon is
bendlng, gently pulliny Regan's pajama tops wide apart,
exposing her cnest. Karras wipes a little perspiration
of f Regan's forghead, then stares at it on his fingers,
yubbing them together with deeper consterraticn. Then
he looks up at Sharcn, fealing her gate upon hin.

SHAROM:
{whispering)
I don't know if it's stopped. But
watch. Just keep looking at her
chest.

Rarras follows her instruction. One beat. Two. Then,
flipping flashlight beam onto Regan's chest:

SHAROMN:
{whispering)
There! There, it's coming!

Kirras leans face closer to observe, then halts, shccked
ats:
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202. P.O.V. mﬁt\ﬂ's CHEST
Rising up slowly on her skin in blood-red, bas~relief
seript are two weords:
help me

203. CLOSE AT SHARON AMND KARRAS REACTING

204. OMITTED
205A. INT. HEALY BUILDING HALLWAY, GROUND FLOOR DAY

Karras walks down Hallway toward stairs.
2058, INT . HEALY BUILDING MAILY STAIRUVAY DAy

Karras clinbs stairs and enters Cardinal's outer office,
205, INT, CARDIDVAL'S QFFICE DAY

in the room, Karras and the Cardinal,

CARDINAL:S
You're convinced that it's genuine.

Karras looks down thinking for a moment.

KARRAS:!
I don't know, Mo, not reallv. But
I've made a prudent judgment that
it meets the conditions set forth
in the Ritual.

CARDIMATL::
You would want to do the Exorcism
yourself?
Karras nods.
CARDTIMNAL:?
How's your health?
KARRAS:
All right,
CARDINAL:®

Well, we'll see, It micht be

best to have a man with experience.
Maybe someone who's spent time in
the foreign missicns., Let's see
who's around. In the meantime I°11
call you as soon as I know.

206, INT, GEORGETO!™N UMIVLRSITY PROSIDENT'S OFFICE DAY

_ PRESIDENT:
Well, he does know the backaround.
I doubt there's any danger in just
{MORE) :
{CouTINUED)
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PRESIDENT: {(Ccontd)
having him assist. There should
be a psychiatrist present, anyway.

CARDINAL::
And what about the exorcist? Any
ideas? I'm blank.

PRESIDENT:
Well, now, Lankester Merrin's around.

CARDIMAL:
Merrin? I had a notion he was over
in Irag. I think I read he was
working on a dig around Nineveh.

PRESIDENT:
That's right. But he finished and
came back around three or fcour
ronths ago, Mike, He's at Woodstoeck.

CARDIMAL:
What's he doing there? Teaching?

PRESIDENT:
No, he's working on another book.

CARDINAL:
Don't you think he's too old, though,
Tom? How's his health?

PRESIDENT:
Well, it must be 21l right or he
wouldn’t be running around digging
up tombs, don‘t you think?

CARDINAL:
Yes, I guess so.

PRESIDENT:

And besides, he's had experience, Mike.

CANDINAL:
I didn't know that.

PRESIDENT:
Maybe ten or twelve years ago, I
think, in Africa. Supposedly the
exorcism lasted for months., I heard
it damn near killed him.

108
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EXT. PROSPECT STREET IN FRONT OF EOQUSE NIGHT

A cab pulls up to house in LONG SHOT. Out from the cab
steps a tall, old priest (MERRIN), carrying a hattered
valice. A hat obscures his face. As the cab pulls away,
Merrin stands rooted, staring up at second floor cf
Macileil house like a melancholy traveler frozen in tine,

INT. REGAN'S BEDROOM

Regan is apparently unconscious, her features rgcomposeﬁ
into her cwn in the normal state, {(as happens wienever
she's unconscious}. Sharon is winding sphygranometer
wrappings around Regan’s arm while Xarras pinches
Regan's Achilles tendon, checking her sensitivity to
pain, During this:

SHAROILI:
Four hundred nilligrams in less
than two hecurs! That's enough to
put an army out!

Karras nods; silently takes Regan's blcod pressure.

KARRAS:
90 over 60,

INT . ENTRY TO MACNEIL HCUSE NIGHT

Chris opens docr, disclosing Merrin, face still shaded
by hat, and Rcman collar by cocat buttoned at top.

CHRIS:
Yes?

MERRIN:
{(reaching for hat)
Mrs, HaaoNeil? I'm Father Merrin.

And now we SEE it is the OLD MAN in Khaki from opening
seguence,
e rritrisien s s mrereverrara—r—

CHRIS:
{(flustered)
Oh, my cosh, please come in! Oh
come in!

Suddenly, Chris flinches at a SOUND from above: the
voice of the Demon, booming, yet muffled, like amplified
premature burial.

REGAN-DENMON:
{o.s5.)
Merriiitinannnnnnnt

{CONTINUED)



209.

210,

110

CCHNTD

CHRIS:
God alrighty!

REGAN~DENON:
{o.s.)
Merriiinnnnnnnd

Karl steps incredulous from the study and Karras comes
out from the kitchen. Merrin turns and puts hand out to

KRarras.

MERRIN:
{warnly; serene)
Father Karras.

K.A,RRAS H
fHiello, Father, Such an honor to
meet you.

Merrin takes Karras® hand in bcth of his, searching
Karras' face with a look of gravity and concern while
upstairs the demonic laughter segues into vicious
obscenities directed at Merrin.

MERRIN:
Are you tired?

KARRAS:
No, Father.

MERRIN:
I should like you to go quickly across
+o the residence and gather uvp a
cassock for myself, two surpliices,
a purple stele, some holy water, and
your copy of “The Roman Ritual.”
The large one. I believe we should
begin.

KARRAS:

Don't you want to hear the background
of the case, first? '

MERRIN:
Why?

EXT. RESIDENCE HALL AREA NIGHT

Karrag, in his‘cassock, is crossing swiftly toward house
carrying a cardboard laundry box.
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21CA. EXT. MACNEIL HQUSE NIGHT

Rarras enters.
211l. INT . STUDY OF MACNEIL HQUSE MIGHT

Rarras ard Merrin are dressing in vestments taken out
of laundry box.

MERRIN:

Expecially impcrtant is the warning
to avoid conversations with the demon.
We may ask what is relevant, but
anything beyond that is dangerous.
Extremely. Especially, <o not listen
to anything he says. The denon is a
liar, He will lie to confuse us; but
he will also mix lies with the truth
to attack us. The attack is psvchological,
Darpien., And powerful., Do not listen.
Remenmber that., Lo not listen.

{(as Karras hands

him surplice)
Is there anything at all you would
like to ask now?

KARRAS:
No. But I think that it micht be
helpful if T gave you some background
on the different personalities that
Regan has manifested, 8o far, I'd
say there seem t0 be three. ‘

MERRIN:
(haunted expression)
There is only one.

212~ CMITTED
213,

214, INT. SECOND FLOOR LANDING AT STAIRS NIGHT

Merrin and Karras, fully vested, Roman Rituals in their
hands, slowly come to stairs and ascend in single file,
Karras back of Merrin. '

215, ANGLE DOWN HALL FROM QUTSIDE ROOM

as the priests approach. Chris and Sharon, bundled in
sweaters, watch them. The priests halt by them; look
at them a noment, then:

_ MERRIN;
What is your daughter's middle name?

{CONTINUED)
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CHRIS:
Teresa.

MERRIN:
tthat a lovely name.

He nods; then looks to door. The others follow suit.

MERRIN:
{continuing; nods
to Karras}

All right.

Rarras opens door, disclosing Karl sitting in corner
wearing a heavy hunting jacket, a look of bewilderment
and fear on his face as he looks toward us. Merrin
hangs motionless for a mcement.

INT. REGAN'S BEDROOM
Merrin, just outside the door, staring in at:
RECAN~DENMON

lifting head from pillow, staring at Merrin with burning
eyes.,

ANOTHER ANGLE

as Merrin steps into the room, followed by Karras, Chris
and Sharon. karras sees docor is oren, closes it.
Merrin goes to side of ted while Karras moves to its

foot., They halt. (NOTE: “The room is freezing.
Breath is condensing throushsut, A& pwezt. Regan

Ticks a wolfisn, biackened tongue acrcss dried lips

with a SOUND like parchment being smoothad over. Then:

: REGAN ~DENOM:
Proud scum! This time you are going
to lose!

Regan tilts back head and lauchs gleefully. Merrin
traces the sign of the cress above her, then repeats
the gesture at Karras and Karl, and as he plucks the
cap from holy water vial in his hand, the demonic
laughter breaks off. Merrin begins sprinkling the holy
water on Regan, and she jerks head up, mouth and neck
muscles trembling as she bellows inchoately with hatred
and fury. Then:

MERRIN:
Be silent!
{(CONTINUED)
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The words rave flung forth like bolts. Karras has _
flincned and jerred his head arcund in wvonder at Merrlin,
who stares commandincly at Regan. The demon is silent,
returning his stare with eyes now hesitant, blinking
and wary. Herrin caps the holy water vial routinely

and returns it to Karras, who slips it in his pocket and
watches as Merrin kneels down beside the bed and clcses

his eyes in murmured prayer:

MERRIN:
‘OQur Father, who art in ... '
Regan spits and hits Merrin in the face with a vellowish
glob of mucus that oozes slowly down the exorcist's
chesk. His head stili bowed, Herrin plucks a handker=-
chief out of his pocket and serenely, unhurriedly wipes
away the spittle as: :

MERRIN:

' ... heaven, hallowed by Thy nare,
Thy kingdom ccme, Thy will be done,

on earth, as it is in heaven. Give
us this day, our daily bread, and
forgive us our trespasses, as we
forgive those who trespass against
us. And lead us ncot into temptation.,’

KARRAS:
‘And deliver us from the evil one.'l

Karras briefly locks up. Regan's eyes are rolling
upwards into their sockets until only the whites are
expesed. Karras locks uneasy, then returns to his text
to follow as Herrin now stands, praying reverently:

MERRIL: _
'God and Fathior of Lur Loré Jesus
Christ, I appeal to your holy name,
humbly begging your kindness, that
you may graciocusly grant me help
against this unclean spirit now
tormenting this creature of yours;
through Christ our Lord.'

+

_ KARRAS:

'Amen, ' _

As Merrin continues reading, Karras again glances up as
he hears Regzan hissing, sitting erect with the whites
of her eyes exposed wiaile her tongue flicks in and out

{CONTINUED)



:

pu—

115

223, CONTD
Karras doesn't hear it; o bheat.

MEPRIN:
Damien.,

Karras turns te Merrin. We SEE him eyeing Karras
serenely as he motions with his head at copy of the

RITUAL in Karras' hands.

MERRIN:
The response, please, Damien.

Karras, still dumbfounded, glances again to ;he‘bed.
Then he collects himself and looks down at his text.

KARRAS ;
(excited)
‘And the son of iniguity be powerless
to harm her.'

MERPLN:
'Lord, hear my praver.!'

RARRAS:
‘And let my cry come unto Thee,®

Here Merrin reaches up his hard in a workaday manner and
traces the sign of the cross unhurriedly three times onm
Regan's brow while:

MERRINM:
{continuing to read
ALOUD}
' «¢. Almighty FPather, everlasting
God, who sent your onlv begottsn Son
into the worlid *o crush that roaring
lion ... !

The hissing ceases and from the taut-stretched "0" of
Regag's mouth ccrmes the herve-shredding lowing of a steer,
growing shatteringly louder and louder as:

MERRIN:
(continuing)
«+« Snatch from ruination and from
the clutches of the noonday devil
this human being made in your image.'

Merrin reaches his hand up again (still reading aloud)
and presses a portion of his purple stecle to Recan's neck.
Abruptly, the bellowing ceases ang in the ringing silence

{CONTINUED)
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a thick and putrid greenish vomit begins to punp from
Regan's mouth in slow and regular, sickening spurts

that ooze like lava cver her lip and flow in wavaes

onto Herrin‘®s hand, which he does not move as we nhow
HEAR:

MERRIN:

{continuing)
‘God and Lord of all creation, by
whose might Satan was made to fall
from heaven like lightning, strike
terror into the beast now laying
waste your vineyard. Let your
Mighty hand cast out +his cruel demon
from this creature. Drive out this
persecutor of the innocent ...

The bed begins to rock lazily, and then to pitch, and
then suddenly is viclently dipping and yvawing. During
this, *he vomit still pumping from Regan's nouth, Merrin
routinely makes adjustments, keeping the stole firmly to
Regan's neck.

. During the latter rart of the prayer, the bed has

ceased its nmovements and floated with a cushioned thud
A

to the rug, and Karras now stares mesmerized at Marrin's
hand buried under the thick and mounded vomit.

MERRIM:
Damien?

Karras turns to him blankly.

MERRIN:
*Lord, hear ny prayer.’'

KARRAS:
_ {turning to hed)
*And let my cry come unto Thee.'

Now Merrin takes a step back and jolts the rcom with the
lash of his voice as he commands:

MERRIN:
*I cast you cut, unclean spirit,
along with evexy satanic power of
the enemy! every spectre from helll
every savage companion! It is
Christ who coumands vou, He vwhoe flung
you headlong from the neights of
Heaven! Ycu robber of 1ifel! You

{(MORE)

(CONTIWUED]}
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MERRIN: {(Contd)
corrurter of jusgtice! You
investor of every obscenityl

Regan has ceased vomiting,
Karras moves slowly
around to bedside and
reaches down, checking
Regan's pulse. She is
silent and unmoving. Into
jcy air, thin mists of
vapor waft upward from
the vomit like a reeking
offering., And now Karras
1ifts his eyes, staring,
as with nightmare slow-

Y ‘ness, a fraction atiatime,gressed.

Regan's head turns toward
him, swiveling like a
mannequin's and creaking
with the sound of arusted
mechanism until the dread
and glaring whites of the

MERRIN:

- (O.S;)
""hy do you stanrd and resist,
knowing as you nust that
Christ the Lord brings your
plans to nothing. He has
already stripped you of your
powers and laid waste your
kingdom., He has cast you
forth into the outer darkness.
7o what purpose €o you
brazenly refuse? For you are
guilty before almighty God,
hnse lawvs you have trans-
you are gullty
pefore his Son, our Lord Jesus
Christ, whom you dared to nail
to the cross. You are guilty
before the whole human race,’

eyes are fixed directly on

Karras. And now Karras

glances up warily &s the
lights in the room begin
flickering, dimming, then
fade to an eerie, pulsing
amber, Regan turns back
toward MHerrin, end now a

muf £fled POUKRDING jolts the

room; then another; and

another, and then steadily,

the splintering sound cf
throbbing at a pornderous

rate like the beating of a

heart that is massive and
diseased.

MERRIN:

{oblivious)

‘bepart, you monster!

is in solitude!

a nest of vipers!
¢rawl with thenl

Your place
Your abode is in
Get down and
It is God Himself

vho commands you ... !

(CONTINUED}
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Merrin continues and now the poundings bggin to cone
steadily louder, Zaster, until Sharon cries out,
pressing fists against fler ears as the pounulngs grow
deafening and now suddenly accelerate to a terrifying
tempo. Aand then abruptly the poundings cease and

Merrin's prayer comes through in the silence.

MERRIM:
'0h, God of Heaven and earth,
God of the angels and arch-~
angels <..°"°

OVER the continued recitation, we HZAR the return of
the demon as tne flickering haze grows gradually
brighter. _

REGAN-DEMON: MERRIN:
{raging at Merrin) {o.s.)
Hypocrites! "God who has power to bestow

life after death and rest
after toil.’
' {o.8.; ccntinuing)
Liar! Proud bastard! Go 'T humbly entreat vou to

back to the mountain top deliver this servant of )
and speak to your only yours, Regan Theresa MacNeil,
egual! from the unclean spirit.,’
AT MERRIN

MERRIN:

'I adjure ycu, ancient serpent, by |
the judge of the living and the
dead, by your ... '

ANCLE AT REGAN

As Merrin continues, ¢.8. {(remainder of material in
appendix), Regan bezinrs to emit various animal ncises,
and Karras, a2 hypedfermic syringe in on2 hand, moves to
bedside, nodding for Chris and Sharcn Lo approach. As
he does, the Dennings personality takes over in Regan,
turning to plead with Xarras:

REGAN~DENMNINGS:
¥hat the hebl are ycu doing, Xarras?
Can't you see the little bitch should
be in a hospital? She belongs in a
madhouse! It's -~

{CONTTNUED)
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The entity breaks off, jerhking head toward Chris, as
Chris and Sharon come to Ledsice.

REGMAN-DENOM:
AL, the mother of pigleti Yas,
come see your handiwork, sow!

While Sharon and Chris pin Regan's arms, Karras
administers the injection.

- REGAN ~DEHMON:
{continuing; at Chris)
See the puke! See the murderous
bitchl! re you pleased! It 1Is you
who has done it! Yes, you with
your career before her, before
husband, before -- |

KARRAS: REGAN-DEMON
{at Chris) ~=.anything! The divorce is
All right, swab it! Swab +the cause of her illness! GO
the arm{ Over herel ~ to priests, will youl
{as Chris moves) Priests will not help! She
And don't listenl! i3 mad! You have driven her
Dont't - 1! to madness and to murder!

You have @riven her into her
grave! She =-- | '

And now the Demon has jerked its head around to Karras,
eyes bulging with fury. '

RECAN-DEMON:
And you, bastard! You!

‘Chris has swabbed Regan's arm and as Karras flicks

the needle into wasted flesh:
KARRAS ;
{at Chris)
Now get out!

As Chris flees the roomt we are:

AT DEMON
RECAN-DEMON:
Yes, we know of your kindness to
mothers!

AT FARRAS

ﬁis head is lowered as hs extracts the negdle, and we
BEEAR 0.8. mocking LAUGHTIR of the Demen. Xarras blanches
and for a wmoment does not move,
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ANCTHER ANGLE

MERRIN:
{continuing adjuration)
sThe mystery of the Cress corraands
yout The £aith of the sainte and

the martyrs commands you! The
blood of Chris: commands youl! The

prayers of == "

Merrin breaks off and looks up at hearing the demon
cry in sudden pain, as well as anger. Ha2 repeats the

line that produced this effects

MERRIN:
#rhe blood of Christ commands youl”

Same reaction; greater.

MERRIN:
"the bloed of Christ commands you."

Midway through the word "command"”, however, a prolonged
howl of pain and rage from:

REGAN~DEMON:
Daaaamrmm vouuuuu, derrrrilinnnn!

But the cry of "Merrin" gives way to a prelongad
exhalation of breath, almost as in death. And row from
Regan comes the slow, liiting singinrg =~ in a sweet
clear voice like 2 choirboy's -- of a hymn sung at
Catholic benediction: “Tantum Ergo."

AT REGAN DEMOMN
The whites of the eyes are exposed. The singing.
A FULL ANGLE REGAN, KARRLS

as Merrin appears with a towel., e wipes the venit
from Regan's face with tender, weary movenents. Sharon
enters room and ccmes to bed. She takes the towel from
Merrin's hands, .

SHARDU:
¥*'11 f£inish that, Father.

Karras checks Regan's pulse,

KARRAS:

{at Sharcon) _
Clear her up, please, and give
her half of a 25 milligren
Compazine suppecsitory.
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INT, HALL OUTSIDE REGAN'S BEDROOM

In the dimness, Merrin and Karras lean against wall,
their faces numb with shock &s they stare at door to
Regan's room., 0©.S. SINGING continues.

KARRAS:
FPather, what's going on in there?
What 1is it? If that's the Devil,
why this girl? It makes no sense.

MERRIN:
I think the point is to make us
despair, Damian -~ to see ourselves
as animal and ugly -~ to reject our
own humanity -- to reject the
possibility that God could ever
love us.

It has an impact, Xarras thinks. fThen:

MERRIN:
ExXcuse nme,.

MERRIN

hurries down hall cut of sight of Karras, then takes out
a pill box, extracts a nitro-glycerin tabhlet and pvlaces
it under his tongue. Harras turns to door as Sharon
emerges with bundle of fouled bed<ing and ¢lothing.
Karras takes a deep breath and enters.

OMITTED

INT. REGAN'S BEDROCM NIGUT

Regan sleeps but Karras! frosty breath tells us the aiw

in the room is still icy, EKEe shivers. Then he vialks

to the bedside, reaches down and grips Regan's wrist

to take her pulse. As he stares at sweepsecond hand of

wristwatch, we are CLOSE AT KARRAES and we HEAR TEE VQICE
OF KARRAS' MOTHZR.

REGAN-OTHER:
{o.5.) "
You leave me to be priest, Dimmy,
Send me institution, Why? Why
you do dis?

Karras is almost trembling with the effort to keep from
loqking at Regan's face. And now the VOICE Grows
frightered and tearfully imploring.

(CONTINUED)
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REGAN-FHOTHER:
You always good boy, Dimmy. Please!
I am ‘fraid! Please don't chase me
outside, Dimmy! Please!

KARRAS:
{vehement whisper)
You're not my mother!

" REGAN-MOTHER:
Dimmy, pleasel

RARRAS:
You're not my -- !

236. INTERCUT REGAN KARRAS
as the Demonic entity now returns, raging:

REGAN~DEMON::

Won't you face the truth! You

believe what Merrin tz2lls you?

You believe him to be holy? Well,

he is not! And I will prove it!

I will prove it by kiiling the

- piglet!

{grinning)

Feel her pulse, Karras! Feel it!
Rarras locks down at the wrist still gripped in his
hand.

REGAN-DZLCH
Somewhat rapid, Xarras? Yes. But
what else? As, yves, feeble,

As Karras leans quickly to his medical bag and extracts

stethoscope:
RECAN-DEMON:
{a laugh; then as
Karras puts instrument
to chest)
Listen, Karras! Listen! Listen,
well!

Karras looks very worried. Demon laughs. Then, as
Merrin enters:

{CONTINUED])
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REGAH -DEHON:
T will not let her sleepl

The Demon puts its head back in prolonged, hideous
laughter, Karras staring numbly. Herrin cones to
hedside and looks at Regan, +hen at Karras' stunned

expression.

MERRIN:
What is it?

KARRAS:
Her heart's begun to work
inefficiently, Father, If she
doesn't get rest scon, she'll
die from cardiac exhaustion.

MERRIN:
{alarned)
Can't you give her drugs?

KARRAS:
No, she micht go into coma. If
her blood prassure (drops any more ...

EXT. SUNRISE SHOT AT HOUSE ACROSS POTOMAC
OMITTLD
INT, REGAN'S BELDROOH

Merrin is fighting sleep. Regan is grunting like a
pig. whites of eyves excosed. Karras is checking
Regan's heartbeat, and then her pulse, and then wWraps
black sphycmomanometer cloth around Regan's arm to
take a blood pressure reading. Both priests have
blankets draped over their shoulders. Their breath 1s
condencing in the frosty air of the room.

‘REGAN~MOTHER
I not good to you, Dimmy? Why you
leave me to die all alone? :

Maxgin is at his side, clutching at his arm and trying
to draw him away, Karras resisting, his gaze fixed
trancelike on the 0.5. face.

MERRIN:
Damien!

(CONTINGED)
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RECAN ~MOTHER:
vhy, Dimmy?
MERRIN:
Go and rest for avhile!
AT REGAN

mhe features and eyes are subtly reminiscent of Karras'
mother, but vividly evident is the large, c;rcular mole
that the mother had on her right cheek.

REGAN-MOTHER
Dimmy, pleasel

MERRIN:
Go and restl

Reluctantly, Karras leaves. Merrin, after a beat, turns
to Regan, the dermonic entity reappears.

REGAN~DEMON:
{seething whisper)}
You will lose!

INT. MACNEIL HOUSE KITCHEN ~E DAY

Chris is sitting at breakfast rook looking at an album
of photographs. she's on the verge of tears. Karras
enters kitchen, pauses as he sees Chris.

CHRIS:
{z sniffle)
There's coffee there, Father.

Chris moves guickly past Karras with her face averted.

CHRIS:
Excuse me,

She exits kitchen. Karras' gaze shifts to album. We
see that these are candid photos of Regan. In one
photograph, she is blowing out cardles on a birthday
cake. In another, she is sitting on a lake-front dock
in shorts and T-shirt with “"Camp Brown Ledge" sterncilled
on the front. Karras is deeply affected, Close to a
breakdown, he puts a trembling hand to brow, with a
fervently whispered, desperate:

KARPAS:
God ... God help ...

(CONTINUED)
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CAMERA TOLLOWS him as he leaves kitchen. Passing the

e -
living room, he HEARS sobling from within., Looxing 1n,
he sees Chris on sofa convulsively weepling. Sharony

beside her, is comforting her.
INT. MACNEIL HOUSE FOYER

Chris hears the front door CHIMES. She reacts; waits.
They RING again., She goes to answer, She opens door,
disclosing Xinderman.

RINDERIAN:
I*'m so sorry to dis -~

He halts, eveing her bruise. She knows what he's
staring at., She puts a hand to the bruise. He stares
for a beat. Then:

KINDERMAN.
Look, I'm sorry to disturb you at
this hour of the nright, but I'm
afraid that I'm geing to have to
talk to your daughter, Mrs. Nacieil
and I'd like to take a look at her
room, if you don'‘t mind.

CHRIS:
Regan's bedroom?

RINDu AN
Yes, immediately, please, I have
a warrant,

CHRIS:
Ch, please, not now! She's gotten
worse, Lieutenant. Pleacse!
Please, not now!

INT. SECORF FLCOR HALL HACNEIL HOUSE NIGHT

Karras enters Regan's bedroom and walks wearily to the
¢hair where ne had been sitting beside Merrin, During
the above moves: ’

REGAN-DEMON.
{o.5.)}
«as Would have lost! Would have
lost and you krew it, Merrin! Bastard!
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RECAN ON BED MERRIN

Limp and disjointed, “errin lies sprawled face-dowr on'’
floor on far side of bgd and beside it. Regan~Demon
cranes nhead over side of bed at him, crecaking
inchoately with rage and frustration,

ANOTHEER ANGLE

as Karras rushes to Merrin, kneeling beside him, and
turninrg him over, disclosing bluish coloration of

Merrin's face.

REGAN-DEMON:
{o.s.) '
Die, will you? Die? Karras, heal
him! Heal him! Bring him back that
we may finishhhhhh ittttitt

And now irchoate croakings and moans of rage and
frustration from o.s., asz Karras feels for HMerrin's
pulse and in a wrenching, stabhing instnat of anguish
realizes that Merrin is dead. Groaning in whisper:

KARRAS+
Ah, God nol

Karras sags back on his heels, an aching moan of grief
rising up in his throat as he shuts his eyes fiercely
and shakes his hezd in despair. Then:

KARRAS:
Notl

Karras' eyes fix on something orn the flcor around Merrin:
the pill box and a scattering of nitroglycerin pills,
Karras basgins to gently and tenderly plazce Herrin's

hands on his chest in the form of a creoss., An enoImous,
mucoid glob of yellowish spittle hits the dead man's eye,

AT REGAN-DEMON
REGAN-DEMON:
{mocking}
The last rites!

Then it puts back its head and laughs lo 4 wi
throughs: o 9 ng, and wildly

KARRAS:
You son~of-a-bitch! You murdering
bastard!

{CONTINUED)
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2 projectile streamn of VOMIT from 0.S. strikes his face,
but he is oblivious.

' KARRAS:
Yes, you're very good with childrent
Wwell, come on! Let's see you try
something bigger!

Karras has his hands out like great fleshy hooks,
beckoning, challenging.

KARRAS:
Come oni Try mel Take me! Come

into nme!
AT REGAN-DEMON

In the demonic features TiOW, & trembling, wila-eyes
rage; a fearscnme struggle over scme irresistibly
tempting decision that the Demon is fighting against.

KARRAS

as he breaks off, his body jerking as if seized
suddenly by scme inner force alier. to him. Yet his
features ¢o not ¢hang? as hie hands go to his throat
and he struggies te his Ieek. His actions are those of
a man who either has been possessed by or +hinks he
has been pcssessed by the Damon, but who ailso 1s £
fighting for control of his cwm srganism, And now
here, suddeily, on a move roward the bed and Regan
(who, if she is in 5d0T, is Grconscious, her race in
shadow), XKarras'! features brieflv gontort into those
of the dewon Pazuzu; bub then return to normal agaln on
a backward jer: Ly Rarras &si

KARRAS:
Not¢

The Demon ~- in Karras' body -- had moved to kill
Regan; but Xarras has won control now long enough to

reach the window, rip the shutters off their hinges and
leap out. .

EXT, KARRAS HURTLING OUT WINDCW  NIGHT
ANCLE FROM NEAR REGAN'S BEDROOM DOOR

as Chris, Sharon and Kinderman rush tovard us.
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250, INT, REGAN'S BEDRQQI AT DOOR WNIGHT

Chris, Sharon and Kinderman burst in, halt. Sharon
rushes forvard toward window.

251. AT MERRIN

as Chris rushes to him, kneeis down by him, then reacts

with shock.

CHRIS: '
gharon! Cone here! Quick,
come w-— 1

252, AT SHARON AND KINDERMAN

staring down from window. Hands to sides of face,
Sharon is screaning.

252A. P.0O.V. AT KARRAS IN STREET BELOV.
253, LNGLE TO INCLUDE CERIS AND RINDERHAN
as Sharon runs toward doOT .

CHRIS:
Shar, what is it}

SHARON:
{(running out)
Father Karras!

Chris rises and runs tremkling toward the window.
254, AT CHRIS 2ND KINDERIAN FROM EXTERIOR WINDOUW

Looking down, Chris freezes at what she sees. Then
from behind her, in a sm2ll, wen voice calling
tearfully:

REGAN:
{0.5.)
Motherxr?
{Chris half turns
het - head)
Mother, what's happening?

255, AT CHRIS AND KINDERMAD FROM INTERIOR ROCHM
as they turn toward Regan.
REGAN

{0.5.)
Oh, please! Please, cone herel
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AT REGAN

The real Regan, weeping in helpless confusion and fear.

REGAN: 3
Mother, please! I'm afraidl
ANOTHER ANGLE
as Chris rushes forwvard to Regan, arms ocutstretched,
and weeping:

CHRIS:
Rags! O©h, my baby, my baby!l

She is on the bed and embracing her daughter.

EXT. “HITCHCOCK" STEPS AREA ON "M¥ STREET NIGET
AT GATHERING OF PASSERSBY

at an accident scene. Policeman shepherds thaem back.
DYER, followed by Sharon, is frantically pushing through
as:

FIRST PASSERBY:
¥hat happened?

) SECONWD PASSZRIEY:
Some guy fell down the st2Ds.

POLICEMAN,
Come on, now, move it back, folks.
Give him air. Let him breathe.

Dyer has pushed through almost to Policeman.
: DYER:
Let me throuch, please! Coming
through! Coming == |
P.O.V. AT KARRAMS

Be lies crumpled and twisted in a pool of blood. Dyer
kneels to him. '

AT DYER KARRAS LOW ANGLE

DYER:
Damien ... Can you talk?

Karras slowly and painfully rezches out his hand to
Dyer‘s‘wrlst and grips it, briefly scueezing. Fighting
back the tears, Dyer leans his nouth clese to Karras'
ear. .
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DYELP: .
Do you want to make your confessicn

now, Damien?

Karras squeezes Dyer's wrist.

DYER:
Are you sorry for all of the sins
of your life and for having
of fended almighty God?

A squeeze. And now Dyer leans back and glowly traces
the sign of the cross over Karras, reciting the woras

of absclution:
DYER:
Ego te absolvo in romine Pairis,
et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti.
Amen.

AT DYER

as he again leans over with his mouth close to Karras'®
ear.

PYER:
Are you -=-- 7

He halts, slightly turning his head toward his wrist.
CIOSE AT DYER'S WRIST

gripped by Xarras. The grip slackens, the hand slowly
opening, then £alling limp.

ANGLE AT DYER FARRAS
Slowly and tenderly, Dyer slips the eyvelids down as we

HEAR the VAILING SIREN of approaching ambulance. Dyer
weeps ...

SLOWLY FADE OUT:
FADE IN
EXT. FULL SHOT PROSPECT STREET FEATURING THE HOUSE DAY

Sharon exits house carrying a suitcase which she places
in trunk of limo parked in front of house.
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265. INT. MACNEIL HOUEE CHRIS"' BEDROOM DAY

Chris is folding a final item into a suitcase open on
her bed as Karl stands by. She closces lid.

CHRIS: )
Okay, Karl, that's all of 1it.

sharon enters, something clasped in ong hand.

SHARON:
Chris, what about those stered
earphones?

CHRIS:
storage.

Rarl, who has closed up suitcase, exits.

SHARON:
Okay, we're all set then. pulles
Airport's pretty far, Chris. You'd
best allow an hour.

CHRIS:

Gonna miss you.
SHARCN:

Same here, Chris.
CHRIS:

You won't change your mind?
SHARON:

(slight shake of

head)
People change.
{she unclasps hand,
disclosing Karras'
medal and chain
which she holds up
to Chris)
Here, I found this in her rcom.
It belonged to Father Karras.

Chris, after a pauée, takes it from her,

SHARON:
{again glancing at
watch)
You'd better hurry.
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INT. SECOND FLOOR HALL MACNEIL ESUSE DAY
Chris is coming toward Regan's bedroon.

CHRIS:
{calling) o
Hey, Rags, how ya comin’?

INT. REGAN'S BEDROOM

Looking a little wan and caunt, dark sacs hensath her

eyes, Regan stands by her bed, holding two s?uffeq _
animals in her grip as she stares down with indecision

and & child's discontent at an over-packed, open
suitcase.

CHRIS:
How ya comin', hon? We're late.
RECGAN:
There's just not enough room in
this thing!
CHRIS:

Wall, va can't fake it all, now,
sweetheart. Just leave it and
Willie'll bring it later on., Lome
on, babe, we've got to hurxy or
we're coing to miss the plane.

DOORCHIME SOULD

RECGANM:
(mildly pouting)
Oh, ockay.
' CHRIS:
Atta’® girl.

Chris exits SCENE, heading for stairs. 2Regan sighs
with resignation, looking down at the animals.

INT./EXT. FRONT DOOR AREA MACNEIL HOUSE DAY
Chris is opening door, disclosing Dyer in cassock and

Roman collar saying goodbve to Sharcn, latter going to
limo at curb and getting in as Chris steps outside and:

CHRIS:
Ch, hi, ¥Father.
DYER:
Hi, Chris., Just came by to say

*so long.!

(CONTINUED)
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CHRIS:
I was just about to call, We're

just leaving.

DYER:
Going to miss you.

CHRIS:
Me to0.

DYER:

How's the girl?

CHRIS:
Oh, she's great, really great.

Karl passes between them with two suitcases heading for
Chris' car which is parked in front of house. Dyer ncds

a little glumly.

DYER:
I'm glad.

CHRIS:
She still can't remember,

DYER:
Well, that's good.

CHRIS:
Funny. He never even knew her.

Dyer looks up, and then so does Chris, thelr gazes
meeting. '

DYER: :
What do you thinlk happéened. Do
you think she was really possessed?

CHRIS:
Oh, yeah, you bet I do. I mean,
if you're asking if I believe in
the Devil, the answer 1is yes ==
yeah, that I kelieve.

DYER:
But if all of the evil in the world
makes you think that there might be
a Devil -~ then how 4o you account
for all of the good?

Chris' reaction reveals that this is a telling point.
Then into SCENE comes Recun, dressed to go.

{CONTINUELD)
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REGAN:
okay, I finished.
CHRIS:
Honey, this is Father Dyer.
REGAN:
Hi, Father.
DYER:

Hi.
{tousles her hair)
All set to go.

Regan has begun to stare oddly up at Dyer's Roman
collar, some tugging remanbrance in her eyes. tillie
passes them with Regan's luggage, which she takes to
car to load in trunX.

KARL:
Ready, Mizzes?

CHRIS:
Okay, Karl.
" {taking Dver's hand}
Bye, Father. I'll call you
from L.A.

DYER:
Goodbve, Chris.

Suddenly, impulsively, in a guick and unevpegcted move,
Regan reaches up to Dyer, pulls his hezd dewn and Kisses
his cheek; a guick smack. Then, lookisng puzzled herself

at what she has dsn;:

REGAN:
- Goodbye.

DYER:
Goedbye, dear.

ghris remembers the medal still in her hand. She offers
it to him.

CHRIS:
Oh, T forgot, Here,

Dyer, who instantly recognizes the medal, stares at it
a2 monent. Thens

{CONTIRWUED)
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DYER:
Why don’'t you keep it?
A beat. Dyer sees that Chris' eyes are clouding with
tears.

DYER: .
Tt's all right, Chris. For him,
it's the beginning.

Chris holds his gaze, then nods.

CERIS:
C'men, Rags. Gotta hurry.

Ag Chris and Regan leave FRAME, CAMERA STAYS ON DYER,
turning to watch them. Thent

CHRIS:
(c.5., calling)
Bye, Father!
P.0.V. AT CAR PULLING AVAY
and meoving guickly down Prospect Street.
AT DYER WATCHING

Willie goes back inside house. 0.S. SOUND OF SQUEAL
OF CAR BRAKES.

p.0.V. AT SQUAD CAR
Kinderman is emerging, hurrying toward Dyer.

KINDERMAN:
I came to say goodbye.

DYER:
You just missed them,

Kinderman stops. A beat. Then:

KINDERMAN:
How's the girl?

DYER:
She seemed fine.

KINDERIAN:
Ah, that's gocd. Very geocd. Well,
that*s all that's important. Back
to busimss, Back to work. Bye
now, Father. '
(CONTINUED)
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o He turns and takes a step toward the sguad car, then
( stops and turns back to stare speculatively at Dyer.
KIMDERIMAN: -
You go to films, Father Dyer?
. DYER:
- Sure. :
KINDERMAIL:

I ¢get passes,
{hesitates for
a momnent)
In fact, I've got a pass for the
"Crest! tomorrow night. You'd like

to go?

DYER:
What's playing?

KINDERMAN:
*Wuthering Heights.'

DYER:
Who's in it?

KINDERMAN:
Heathcliffe, Jackisz Gleason, and
in the role Catherine Ernshaw,
Lucille Ball.

DYER:
(expressionless)
Itve seen it.

Kinderman stares limply for a moment, then looks away.

KINDERMAN:
{(murmuring)
Another one.

Then Kinderman steps up to the sidewalk, hooks an arm
through Dyer's and slowly starts walking him down the
street., CAMERA TRACKING FRONT.

. KINDERMAN:

{fondly)
I'm renminded of a line in the
film Casablanca, At the end
Humphrey Bo¢axrt says to Claude
Rains, ‘Louie =~ I think this is
the beginning of a beautiful
friendship.'




272, FIXED REAR SHOT

As Kinderman and Dyer walk away from us.

DYER:
You know, you 1look a little bit
like Bogart.

RINDERMAN:
You noticecd.

T0_BLACK
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