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"PHE EXORCIST"

APPLNDIX

——— ———— o——

ADDITIONAL EMORCISM MATZRIAL TOR USE BY MERRIN VWHERE

NEED (PROEBABLY BEGIMNING SCEWE 227).
I adjure you, ancient serpcnt, bv the judge of the .
living and the dead, by your Creator, by the Creator ox
the whole universe, by Him who has the cower to consign
you to hell, to depart forthwi<h in fear, along ylth
your savage minions, frem this servant of God{ whe

seeks refuge in the fold of the Church. I adjure you
again, not by my weakness, but by the might of the Eoly
Spirit, to depart from this servant of God,.Reg;n )
Teresa MacMeil, whom almighty God has made in Hxs 1mage.
Therefore, yield not to my own psrson but to the :
minister of Christ. Feor it is the power of Christ that
compels you, who brought vou lcw by Eis cross. Tremble
before that mighty arw: thac broke asunder the darr
prison walls and led souls forta to light. May the
trembling that afflicts this human frame, the fear that
afflicts this image of Ged, descend on ycu. Make no
resistance nor delav in departing from this child. Do
not think of despising my command because you krow me to
be a great sinner. It is Cod Hi~self who ccmmands yous
the majectic Christ who ccmmands you. God the Father
cormmands you; CGecd the Son commands you; God the Loly
Spirit commands you. The faith of the holy apostle
Peter and Paul and of all the caints commands you. The
blood of the martyres commands you. The continence of all
holy men and wemen comwand you. The saving mysteries of
our Christian faith cormmand ycu. Dezari, thern,
transgressor. Depart, seducer, full of lies and cunning,
foe of virtue, persecutor cf the innocent. Give place,
abominable creature, give way!

I adjure you, profligate dragon, in the name of the
spotless Lamb, who has trodden dewn the asp and th
basilisk, and cverccme the lion and the dragon, to
depart from this child, tc derart from the Church of God.
Trermble and flee, as we call on the name of the Lord,
before whom the denizens of hell cower. The Word made
flesh coirmands you; the Virgin's Son commands you; Jesus
of lNazareth commands vou, who forced you to flee in
shameful defeat from a man; arnd when He had cast you out
you did not even dare, except by His leave, to enter
into a herd@ of swine. And now as I adjure you in His
name, begone from this child who is His creature. It is
futile to resist His will. The lornger you delay, the
heavier your ounishment shall be; for it is not men you
are despising, but rather Him who rules the living and
the dead. .
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“THEE ENORCISTE

FADE 1IN:

WARIIER LOGO FOLLOWED BY MINIMAL ORENING TITLES COME IM
BIACK TLETTERIIG ON 11178 LACAGRCLID, v THEI LCSm TED
FIUAL TITLE, Lhoral.idl.G e UHITE BACKGROULD WHICKH OUICKLY

GIVES JAY TQ:

FULL SHOT BROILINMNG MNOON SUM
EXT. EXCAVATION SITE NINEVAE DAWN %

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

CLOSE SECT PERSPIRATION POURILIG DOTN OLD MAN'S BROY
CLOSE SHOT OLD MAN'S HANDS

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

warmth,
CLOSE SHOT. OLD MAN'S FACE

The eyes staring off, haunted, as if byv some chilling
premonition -- and some frightening remerbrance.

EXT. LONG SEOT ROADSIDE CHAYKXHANA ERBIL ARZA DAY

SUPERI!IDPOSE: IORTHERI! IRAO. The chaylthana (teahouse)
1s set among poppied, green hills and athwart a racged,
rock~strewn bolt of road. In the background, the
beautiful mound-city of Erbil floats upward, scraping
the cloud. The XKURDISH PRCPRIETOR 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. Wearby, parked off the road, an
ancient jeep., LOSE SUPER. The Proprietor shuffles out,
§ta§ds beside the 0ld ian, speaks to him in Kurdish
indistinctly. The 0ld Man appears not to hear at first:
then comes to, locoks up at Kurd, shakes head nutely, and
ieaches into shirt pecket, removing coins to ray for his
ea.

CLOSE SHOT COINS SLIPPLED CNiTO TADLE
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CLOSE SHOT IGNITION XEY IW JEEP

The 01d iHan's hand reaches into FRRME, starts engine.
The jeep takes off, disappearing down the road. The
Kurd comes into FRAME, and we end CLOSZ on him as he
watches the jeep. Mirrored in his face are sadness;

love; respect.

INT. ROOI! IK MOSUL CURRTOR OF ANTIQUITICS OFFICE DAY

The CAMTRA is in motion, SLOWLY PAWNNIUG the tagged finds
of a recent archeological dig now spread out in neat rows
on a long table. The CAIERA STOPS firally at an
Assyrian pendant as the CURATOR'S HAND reaches INTO it
FRAME, lifting tag on pendant so that:ithe 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.

CLOSE SHOT ARAE CURATOR

ge is sgated at same table on which rest the finds and
is looking up curiously from ledger at scmeone 0.S.

CLOSE SEOT* OLD MAN

He %s stanqing over another section of the same table.
He is staring cown at something on it. 0.S.

CLOSE SHOT AMULET ON TAELE

Tagged, it is the Pazuzu amulet.

CLOSE SHOT CURATOR

His gaze is now on the amulet. Softly:

' CURATOR
Evil against evil,

INTERCUT OLD HMAI! AND CURATOR

The 01d Man does not react, continuing tc stare down at
anulet, expression haunted. After a beat:

CURATOR:
Father?

(CONTINUED)
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We are on the 0ld Man now as, after severa% bgats,'the
TICK DG of the CLOCK abruptly ceases; and it 1is this
sudden silence that, after a beat, unconsciously causes

the 014 ian to look up at the Curatoer, who 1is still‘
staring at the O0ld 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 stard by open door to street, the 01d Man leaving.
Curator has hold of 0l1d Man's hand in both of his. He
is troubled, as if the 0ld Man's premonition has invaded
him. The 01d ifan slowly looks up at Curator, searching
his face with great affection. Then, with a squeeze of
his hand:

OLD MAN:
Goodbye.

EXT. CURATOR'S OFTICE DAY

The 01d Man exits, leaving FRAME as he steps into the
gathering gloom of the streets of tosul. The Curator
watches him, great love in his expression as:

P.O.V. THE OLD IMAN STREET QUTSIDE CURATOR'S OFFICE
The 01d Man almost collides with a fast-moving droshky.
CLOSE MOVING SHOT DROSHKY'S SOLE PASSEIGER

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

AT CURATOR

His expression darkening at this.

EXT. LONG SHOT MOEUL OUTSKIRTS NINEVEH EXCAVATION
DUSK

The 0ld ian is slowly and warily walking amid the ruins
of a2 fcrmer temple area, '
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OLD MAN'S P.O.V.

An Arab watchman aprroaches, rifle at the ready; but
then stops and waves as he recognizes the 0ld ilan.

MOVING SHOT

as the 014 Man slowly resumes his walk with the ranner of
someone sifting vibrations. He is like one looking for
something, yet is afraid that he will find it. At last,

upon seeing something 0.S., he freezes.

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

AT OLD MAN
This is it. He lowers head, closing eyes against a
dread confirmation of his premoniticn. A SHADOIW of the

statue lencthens and creeps onto 0ld Man's face as in
the distance we HEAR the DII] YAPPINGS of SAVAGE DOG “in's

ANGLE AT SHADOUS QUICKEMNING ACROSS THE DESERT

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

AT OLD May

He slowly lifts his head, his gaze on the 0.S. statue
of.Pazuzu. _But‘in his e:pression now is accepntance and
grim determination. The zhadow on his face has growm
longer and the breeze is whipping gently at his shirt.
CLD MAN'S P.O.V. STATUE OF PAZUZU

HIGH DOWIN SHOT TEMPLE AREA STATUE OLD MAN

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

ANGLE AT SETTING SUN

It sinks into darkness. The dog packs.

EXT. SUNRISE SEOT TASHINGTON, D.C.

The SCUXD of savage dogs gives way to DISTANT SQUNDS of
£r1§naly neighborhocd dogs; children's voices; a city
waking up.

SERIES OF MOVIIG SHOTS CEORGETOIMN AREA DAtIN

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

(CONTINUED)
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fice; and then we are on Prospect Street
slowly approaching a house that sits beside a flight of
steep, stone steps plunging precipitately down to ok
Street below. An upstairs bedroom light is burning.

saying their OF

INT., CHRIS MACNEIL'S BEDRCOC:A DATIN

CHRIS is sitting up in bed. Her lips move silently as
she studies lines from a film script. We HEAR light O0.S.
RAPPING SOUNDS, irregular, yet 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
slams script down and bounces out of bed. She EXITS

into:
SECOND FLOOR HALL MACNEIL BOUSE DATIN

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

INT. REGAII'S BEDROOI1 AT DOOR CHRIS DAV
The RAPPINGS have abruptly ceased. Chris looks baffled.
P?.0.V, THE ROO!I CAMERA SHIFTIUG

to follow Chris' scrutiny. It is a typical child's
bedroom. 2 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‘cocnsiders;

then abruptly notices goose pimples on her arms. She
rubs at them, shivering as if at an icy coldness. She
touches the nearby radiator. Hct. 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. Now she hears S0UNDS
from above, like tiny claws scratching at the edge of

a gglaxy. She looks up at ceiling. The SCRAPINGS cease.
Chris keeps starxing 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 room.
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INT. MACNEIL HOUSE KITCHEN CLOSE AT BACON FRYING

DAY
CHRIS:

(o.s.)
Hi, ¥Willie. FHowya doin'?

FULL SioT KITCIEN CHRIS WILLIE

WILLIZ, a niddle-aged hcusekeeper, is at.stovg. Sleepy-
eyed Chris, in bathrobe and carrving scrint, is entering.
Willie hastily puts down fork, wiping hands on dish towel

as:

WILLIE:
(German accent)
Oh, Mrs. liacileil! Good morning!

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

CHRIS:
Never mind, Will, I'll get it.

She drops a pack of cigarettes and matches beside her
cup and sits. Crusty-eyed, she picks up copy of
Washington Post by 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, iMadam.

4 CERIS:
(lights cigarette)
Mornin'. Hey, Karl, 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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CHRIS: )
Karl, I heard them this mcrning!
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 stores are

all closecd.

KARL:
I will see,

CHRIS:
Rarl -- !

He is gone. Chris and 'illie exchance exasperated
glances, and then we HEAR FRONT DOOR OPE{l AND CLOSE, .
O.s. With a sigh, Willie turns back to bacon, shaking

her head.

-

WILLIE:
They are closed.

EXT. CAMPUS OF GEORGETOWN UNIVERSITY DAY

A film is being shet in front of steps of Healy Building.
The usual ecuirment, cast and crew are in evidernce, 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 BURXZ DENNINGS. 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 T
(he surcically shaves
a narrow strip from edge
of page of her script)
(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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DENNINGS: (Contd)
Yes, how nice! I believe I'll just
have a little fiddle.

As they continue, Burke will nervously fiddle with the
pap2r. In the meantime:

CERIS:
Burke --

DENNINGS:
Yes, I'm terribly glad that the
star has a scriptz. WNow then, tell
me my baby: What is it? ilhat's wrong?

, CHRIS:
(indicating script)
It just doesn't make sense.

DEMNINGS:
(1lying)
Why, it's perfectly plain. You're
a teacher at the college and you
don't want the building torn down
and --

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

DZNNINGS:
Then what's wrong?

' CHRIS:
¥hy the hell should thev tear down
the building?

DENMINGS:
Are you sending me up?

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

. DEIMMNINGS:
Because it's there!

CHRIS:
In the script?

DEITWITICS:
(suppressing drunken
giggle)

On the grounds!

(COUTIIIUZD)
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CHERIS:
Well, it doesn't make sense.
They wouldn't do that.

DENNINGS:
They would!

CERIS:
‘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. armong the spectators, afraid he's heard
obscenity. And now we CUT TO Karras and see that he is
smiling slichtly 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.
DENNINGS:
(at A.D.)

All right, lights, love.

ASST. DIRECTOR
Let's warm 'en!

DENNINGS:
(to A.D.)
Now the extras should be ...

And we HEAR the AD LIE continuation 0.S. a bit as CAIERA
now FOLLOUS Chris as she walks, head down, concentrating
while crew sets up. Then she lcoks over toward Karras.
He's gone., 5he szes hinm walking slowly awvay toward the
carpus gates like a lone black clouéd in search of the
rain. Dennings ccmes tc Chris.

(CONTINUED)
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CHRIS:
Are you ready, ducks?
CHRIS:
Do it.
DENNINGS:

Roll the film.

ASST. DIRECTCR:
Okay, roll ‘em.

TECHNICIAN:
Speed.

DENMINGS:
Action!

While extras cheer and boo at her approach, Chris races
up Healy Sters and seizes bullhorn from REBEL STUDENT

LEADER. There is pushing and shoving. POLICE are on the
scene.

CHRIS:

(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 sicns and barnners. Some read: "HEEP CLASSHS
OPEN", "FREE LOGIC!", ¥“SruT peimNt?, “CLOSE THE SChoCL &
and "BURN IT!? Still other placards are blank. itany

of the students in one secter are affecting shrcocuds and
death masks. As the comnotion 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. 1It's
answering one kisd of tyranny with
another, one kind of Cruelty with
another.

Cormotion. At sone point Zduring the above speech, we
will hear Chris 0,S. while the CAIERA GOZS +o Dennings

(CONTINUZD)
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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 missal to
his priest at solemn llass. 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 home.

CHRIS: 4
I feel like walking, Tommy. Thanks.

He nods. She starts to walk hone, thoughtful and weary.
As she walks by Holy Trinity Auditorium, a YOUIIG PRIEST
in nylon windhreaker passes her. Tense. He takes a
right into an easement leading into a courtyard back of
church. Chris pauses by easement, watching him; curious.
He heads for white frame cottage from which an OLDER
PRIEST emerges looking glum and nervous. He nods curtly
toward the Younger Priest, and with lowered eves heads
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 shculder as

he leads him inside, a gesture that is gentle and somehow
parental. Door closes and they are gcne. Chris is
pensive, puzzled by the scene. A RUMELE OF THUJDER. She
looks up at the sky, tugging up raincoat collar.

EXT. MACNEIL HOUSE CHRIS ENTERS DUSK
INT. MACNEIL HOUSE XITCHEN DUSK

We open on SHARON SPEICER, a Pretty young blonde and
Chris' secretary (and nurse to Regan) sitting at break-
fast table, typing. Stack of mail and messages. Ile
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
Walt Disney version of the Ho Chi
Minh story, but other than that it
vas really terrific.

Chris has core to table, stands leafing through m2il and
messages. Sharon continues to type through:

(CONTINUED)

ZE IR R T
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CHRIS:
Anything exciting?

SHARON:
Do you want to have dinner next
week at the ilhite House?

CHRIS:
Are you kidding?
SHARON: _
No, of course not; it's Thursday.
CHRIS:
Big party?
SHAPON:

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

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

SHAROM

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

What doin-"?
SHARO:

She's sculpting. She's making ycu
a bird.

CHERIS:
How'd the lesson go?

SHAROIT:
(frovning)
Bad time with math again.

CERIS:
Oh? Gee, that's furny.

SHARON:
I know, 1It's her favorite subject.

CHRIS .
Oh, well, this “new math." Christ,
;fcouldn't rake change for the bus
l -

(CONTINUED)
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She is interrupted by the bounding entrance of RIGAN,

her ll-y=ar-old daughter.

on teeth.
mother.

Arms outstretched, she is racing for her

REGAN:
Hi, Mom! :

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

"Sharon resumes her typing.

~ CHRIS:
Hiya, bearface!

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

CHRIS:
What 'djya do tcday? Anything
exciting?

REGAN:
Oh, stuff.

CHRIS:

So, what kind of stuff?

RECAN
Oh, well, I studied, and I painted.

CERIS:
Tha'djya paint?

. REGAN:

Oh, well, flowers. Ya' know,
daisies? An' -- Oh! HMother!
This horse!

(excited; eyes

widening)
This man had a horse, ya know, down
by the river? e were talking, see,
Mom, and then along came this horse!
He was beautiful! Oh, Mom, ya
shouldfve seen him, and the man let
me sit on him! 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)

Freckles. Ponytails. Braces
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REGAN:

Gee, Mom, I'm starving.

CHERIS:
Run upstairs and get dressed and we'll

go out for some pizza.

She races upstairs.

REGAN:
Can I wear my new dress?

CHRIS:

Honey , sure.
(at Sharon)
Got a date?

SHARON:
Yes, I do.

CHRTS:
You go on, then,
(indicating mail)
We can catch all this stuff in the
morning.

Sharon rises, but Chris abruptly recollects something.

CHRIS:
Oh, hey, wait. There's a letter
got to go out teonight.

SHAROM:
(reaching for
dictation pad)
Oh, cokay.

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:

REGAN:
(o.s.)
Moth-theeeecerrrr! I can't find
the dress!

(CONTIIUZD)
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CHRIS:
(starting out)
Shar, wait'll I come down.

SHAROM ;
(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 goed?

SHAROWN:
Well, it gives me peace of mind.
CHRIS:

(after a long beat)
Right.

‘She turns away and starts to exit.

CHRIS:
Correct. Terrific.

INT. SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY MACNEIL HOUSE DUSK

Chris heads for Regan's bedroom and enters.

INT. REGAN'S BEDRCOM DUSK

The scene is odd: Regan is Standing in the middla of
the room, silently staring up at the Ceiling, frowning.

CHRIS:
Vhat's doin'?

REGAM:;
Funny noises.

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

REGAI;

Hun?

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

Regan looks unconvinced. She looks up at ceiling again;
then mcves over to watch her mother's search for the

dress which now ends in apparent failure.

REGAN:
See, Mom? 1It's not there,

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

REGAN:
It's goney:

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

45. EXT. "C & 0" CAVAL DUSK

Karras and the Georcetown University President (TQO:I)
are walking.

KARRAS:
It's my mother. She's alone, Ton,
I never shculd've left her. At
least in Yew York I‘d be close.,
I could see her.

TOIL:
I could see about a transfer.

KARRAS:
I need 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? 1It's more than psychiatry,
Tem, and you kncwu that. Some of their
problems come doun to vocaticn, to the
(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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KARPLS: (Contd)
meaning of their lives, andéd 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
INT. BASEMENT PLAYRCO!! OF MACNEIL 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.

CHRIS:
Oh, great.

Regan is standing by a games table in basement made
over as playroom, and hands 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 it?

REGALT:
Uh-uh. ) : i
CHRIS: ;
What's a good one?
REGAN:
(shrugging)
I dunno.
CHRIS:
(pondering) i

Pet me see, let me see., I don't i
xnow. Thaddya think? Thacdyva
(1:0RE)

(CONTINUED)

o



~)

——

47,

CONTD (1)

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

braces.

She has noticed an Ouija Board and planchette on table.

CHRIS: (Contd)
think about 'Durbbird?' :zHuh?
Just 'Durbbird.’

CHRIS:
'Dumbbird' by a landslide! Super!
(setting bird
on table) _
Here, I'll leave it here to dry

fora ®o e :

‘ CHRIS:
Hey, where'd you get the Ouija
Board?
REGAN:
(indicating)
I found it.

CHRIS:

Found it where?

REGAN:
(indicating)

~In that closet.

CHRIS:
You been playin' with it?
REGAN:
Yep.
HRIS:
(surprised)

You know how?

REGAN:
(moving to sit by
boara)
Oh, well, sure. Here, I'l1
show you,

) CHPRIS:
Yell, I think You need two people,
heney. : i

" (CORTINUTZD)
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REGAT: .
No, ya cdon't, iiom. I do it all
the time.
CHRIS:
(pulling up chair
opposite)
Oh, you do? 1ell, let's both play,
okay?
REGAIl:

Well ~- okay.

Regan has her fingertips positioned on the planchette,
and as Chris reaches out to put hers there,‘p%anchette
makes sudden, forceful move to the “No* position cn

board.

CHRIS:
You don't want me to play?

REGAN:
No, I do! Captain Howdy said ®No.*®

CHRIS:
Captain who?

RECGALT:
Captain Howdy,

CHRIS:
Honey, who's Captain Howdy?

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

CHRIS:
That's s0?

REGAM:
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 cencentration.

(CONTINUED)
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REGAI!:
Captain Howdy, do you thirk my
mom is pretty?

Seconds tick by. DMNothing happening. Chris turns head
at an cdd, o.s. CREAXING SQUID from closet area. She
holds the look for a moment, then looks back at board.

- Another few beats of silence. Then:

REGA.M:
Captain Howdy?
(no response)
Captain Howdy, that's reallv not

very polite.

' CHRIS:
Honey, maybe he's sleeping.

REGAN:
(muttering)
Let him sleep on his owvn time.

INT. REGARIT'S BEDROOQIi NIGHT

'Regan in bed. Chris finishing tucking her in. Sits on
bed.

CHRIS:
Honey, Sunday's vyour birthday. Want
to do somethin:®?

REGAN:
What?

_ CHRIS:
Oh, well, I don't know. Somethin'.
You want to go see the sights?

REGAN:
Oh, yeah, lMom!

CHRIS:
And tomorrow night a movie! How's
that?

: ﬁEGAN:
(a2 hug)
Oh, I love you!

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

REGA::
You can bring lir. Dernings if you 1like.

(COIITINUED)
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CHRIS:
Mr. Dennings? '

REGAW;
Well, I mean, it's okay.

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

RECALl:
Mlell, you like hin.

CHRIS:
Oh, well, sure I lixe him, honey.
bon't you?
(no response)
Baby, what's going on?

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

CHRIS:
(arused)
Ch, my baby, of course not! (hat
On earth are you taikinc about?
Burke Dennings? Uheore's you get
that idea? )

REGA:
But you like him,

CERIS:
I like pizzas but T wvouldn't ever
marry one! Honey, he's a friend,
just a crazy old friend!

REGAN:
You don't like hKin like Daddy?

4 CERIXS:
Rags, I 1love your daddy. 1I'11
alwayswlove your daddy. [r, Cennings

comes by here a iot: ‘cause he's
lonely, that's all; he's a friend,

REGAIT:
Well, I hearg ce.

(CONTIHU=D)
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CHRIS;
You heard what? FHeard fron who?

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

CHRIS: ]
ell, it's silly, so forget it,

REGaiT:
Okay.

49, INT. MACNEIL HOUSE STUDY AT CHRIS MIGHT

Stretched out on ruc in front of fire, studying
Turns a page. Regen, half asleep, enters,

CHRIS:
Hi, hcney. %hat's wrong?

REGAILl:
There's these real funny noises,
Hom. 1It's like knocking., I can't
go to sleep.

CHRIS:

(struggling up)
Oh, where the heck are those traps!

REGAN:
Huh? .

Chris takes her hand, leading her out of study.
CHERIS:
Oh, ncthing, hon. Come on. You
. ¢an sleep in my bedroom and 1'11
see what it is. ’
50. INT., CHRIS'S BEDROO:] JIGET

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

: REGAN:
Can I watch TV for a whilie til1
I sleep?
CERIS:

There's your booi?

RZGAL!:
-I can't fing it., Can1I watch?

22
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. CHRIS:

{turning on bedside TV)
Sure, okay.

(tunes volune control)
Loud enouch?

REGAN:
Yes.

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

51. EXT . MACWEIL EOUSE FULL SHOT NIGHT
In an upper floor gabled window we SZ3 candlelight glow. :
52, INT. MACWEIL HOUSE Bownl sHOT NIGHT ;
at Chris as she climbs narrow steps to attic with candle.

53. INT. ATTIC AT DOOR  NIGHT

Door is pushed slewly open. Chris ENTERS, tries the
light switch. It doesn't vork. She locks about the
attic se2arching for something while slowly advancing at
CAMERA when the carndle flane suddenly and astoundinsly
disengages fromn the candle and shoots up to the ceiling
and is extinguished. Behind Chris, having come upstairs,
looms Karr,. Coming up silently behind Chris:

KARL:
There is nothing.

On the.“thhing,“ Chris leaps thre= feet out of her skir

and erits a YELP cf startled fricht, spinning around and

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

CHRIS:
Oh, cood Jesgus! Ch, jesus h.
Christ, narl, don't do that!

KARLY
Very sorry. But You see? No rats,

CHRIS: :
Yeah, no rats,. Thanks a lot, Xarl, i

Terrific.

(CONTIITUED)
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XARLY
(exiting)
Madam, maybte cat better.

CHRIS:
tThat?

KARIL:
Haybe cat better -- to catch rats.

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

EXT. INACNEIL HOUSE  NIGET
Eedroom light is turned off. All is peaceful.

EXT. MONTAGE CHRIS AMD REGAN SIGHTSEEING I b.C.
DAY HEHORIAL DRIVZ AD LEED {IALTSTION

GIVING 1AY TO:
CHRIS AND REGM AT TOMNEB OF UIINOWIi SOLDIZR

They stare rmutely. Regan has turned sad. After a few
beats: - '

REGAN:
Hom, why do people have to die?

Chris locoks at her. She doesn't know hcw to answer.
Finally:

CHERIS:
(tenderlv)
Honey, pecple get tired.

FECAN:
Vhy does God 1let then?
CERIS:
(frowning; a few
beats)
Who's been telling you about God, baby?
REGA):
Sharon.
CHRIS:
Oh. :

{CONTIITUED)
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REGAN:
Mom, why does God let us get tired?

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

57. INT. CHRIS !MACNZIL'S BEDROOIi NIGET

Chris is pacing with phone receiver to ear, waiting, and
meantime is talking to Sharon, who is seated on edge of

beqd, scr ibbling shorthand in steno pad.

CHRIS:

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

(halfs to talk

. into phone)

Yeah, yeah, I'm here. Yes, I'm
waiting ...

(mouthpiece down:

to Sharon)
Good Christ, do you believe it?

58, INT, MACI'EIL EOUSE SECOMD FLOOR EALL NIGHT

Despondent, Regan stands head down, hand on doorknob ¢

her bedroom, listening to: -

CHRIS:
- (o.s.)
Doesn’t send a card or call his
daughter on her birthday?

SEARO:T:
{(o.s.) _
Well, the circuits might be busy.

CiRIS:
(o.s.)

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

Regan sadly enters her room as:
CHRIS:

(0.s.; phone)
Yes, gecdanit, I'n vaiting!
——— R —————aa

> e,

[ Py




>

59.

60.
61.

62,

63.

65.

26

INT. CHRIS'S BLDROO!! NIGHT

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

OMITTED.
INT. CHRIS'S BZDROOM DA

We are on Chris in begd 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:

7ell, what in the —- !
(anused)

Yhat are you doing here?

REGAIT:
My bed was shaliing,

CERIS:
Oh, you nut.
(kxisses her ang
pulls up her covers)
Go back to sleep. -

EXT. EoUsE tITGHT TO DAy TRAVISITION .
FOLLO WEWSPAPER BOY Oi! BIXE TO EDQLY TRIUITY

INT'. EOLY TRINITY CEURCH AT REAR SIDE LOOR DA™

Ve HEAR Key in door from other side. The PASTOR of
Holy Trinityv sluggishly enters, scts door stop tc hold
door open, turns on church iights, blows nose into
handkerchier as he absently shuffles along; then
genuflects at altzsr railing. He blesses himself, says
a silent praver, and as he looks Up and starts to bless
himself he reacts with Startlement and then shock as he
Sees before hin:

P.O.V. STATUE OF BLESSED VIRGIN AT SIDE ALTAR

IF hgs peen desecrated; painted over to Suggest that the
Virgin is a harlot, ; slatternly, dissolute appearance,
And glueg to the appropriate spot is a sculpted clay
phallus ip €rection, -

T . NEW YORX SUuBIav STATION
Silence, exXcept for low RUiRLE of distant train, Points

of light stretch down the darkness of the tunnel like
guides to hopelessness,
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ANGLE AT PLATFORM MAN

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

WIDE ARGLE PLATIORM

DERELICT:
Faddah.

An old DZRELICT lies drunk, his back against station
wall,

DERELICX:
Hey, Fadden! 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 pain than when we met hin.

He shuts his eyes against this intrusion and clutches at

his coat lapels, pulling them together as if to hide the
collar. The train SOUVD is UP FULTL NO'!, and in AUOTHERR
ANGLE the TRAIN rushes across FRAIE, blocking our view
of Karras and the Derelict.

EXT. HIGH SHOT EAST 21ST STREET IW N.Y.C. DAY

Between 1st and 2nd Avenues. larras walks despondently
a}ong the south side of the street, which is studded
with decrepit tenement buildincs. He pauses before one
and with melancholy sees his pgst in the raggedly
clot@ed, gr%me-ccve:ed, foui-routhed urchinéroitéhing
pennies against the stoop. Karras looks up at front
door. He starts up the steps. )

INT. EALL KARRAS OUTSIDE MOTHER'S APARTMENT DOOR

CUTTEHG, we fin@ the CA!ERA stationed Ey an arartment
front door, trained on Xarras meounting stens ;t far end
of hall, He approaches and lightly raps. ‘From within
ge EEAR fglnt SOU:D of a RADIO tured to news séation.
\arras waits a morent, then dics out a key frem pants
pPocket, opens dcor like an aching wound, and enters.

INT. TENELENT APARTHENT DAY
N T . " .
g?§c§22~0 ggw nore au§1ble. Ve are in a railrcad flat
il e n = - ym -
Unkemnt ql:Y- Cracaln? plaster and peeling wallgaper.
#PL. ©cparse 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. Fe puts
down valise and starts into bedrocom.

KARRAS:
HMama? .

Mo response. CAMERA FOLLOYS him into squalid living
room. Karras nov sees his IOTHER, fully dressed,
sleeping on a torn and grease-stained old sofa. On her
right cheek, a prorinent mole. He observes her for a
moment; sighs as he reroves raincoat.

As he drapes it over a chair, his mother avakens vwith a
slicht start; sees him; reacts with surprise and joy.
Speaking with a thick ilediterranean accent:
MOTHER:
Dimmy !
She hastily gets to feet ang throws arms around Karras.

. IMOTEER:
Ch, Dimny, I so glad to see you!

INT, KARRAS'! IIOTHER'S KITCEEYN DAY
7e HEAR radio still tuned to news. Karras and rother

s@t at tiny table in kitchen. Karras sips at coffee.
His mother drinks in his presence as:

. MOTEER:
Dimmy, you thin. You not eating.
(rising) ‘

I fix for you,.

KARRAS:
No, ifom,

MOTHER:
I fix.

CUT ToO:
RARRAS AMD [10TH™
at table. Karras eating,.

(CORTINUED)
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KARRZS:
Really great, ilom! Just great!

LIOTHER: L
You Uncle John come by to visit me.

KARRAS:
(pleased) ;
Oh rezlly, !Ma? T1lhen?

MOTHER:
Last month.

Rarras looks saddened.
OMITTED
INT. MOTHER'S LIVIMG ROOi NIGHT

Mother (wearing holy medal) sits on sofa, watching as
Karras renairs a broken lamp. The roon has been tidied

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

HOTEER:
Dimmy, you worry about something?
KARRAS:
No, Mama.
MOTEER:
You not hapoy. t{Thatfs the matter,
Dimnmy?
KARRAS:

Nothing, Mamaﬂ Really. I'm fine.
A pause. Then:
MOTHER:
(o.s.)
I wish you was marry liary HcArdle,
CLOSE SFOT HMOTHER

silently watching; thinking,
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ANOTHER ANGLE = (TIME PASSAGE)

Karras is entering living room, pulling on raincoat. He
has valise. He comes to Mothor and observes her sadly
for a moment. Regret. Ee leans over and kisses her .
Ccheek tenderly. He starts to leave, remembers soiething,

tunes radio to all-news station.
EXT . FORDEAM UL1IVERSITY (ESTABLISHING) DATTY
INT. SMHALL CEAPZL JESUIT RESIDEVCE YALL DAYIN

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

KAPFRAS:
(with poignant
longing)
'T will go to the Altar of God,
Unto God who gives joy to my youth.!

INT. EALL OF BELLEVUE HOS2ITAL DAY

The CAMERA is fixed at one end of the hall, and Karras
and his UI'CLE are aprreacihing from far down +*he orrosite
end; however, their dialocue is clearly audible at 2ll
times, and their voices metalically reverberent.

Rarras has his heac &own, sorrowful and dismaved, as he
listens to the Uncle, who speaks with a thick. irmicrant
accent. Xarras is ruefully shaking his head, and the
UNCLE is gesturing helplescsly, defensively, as:

UCLE
But, Dirmyv, da cdema affected her
brain! vou understand? She don't
let any doctor cone near her!. She
was all da time sCreanin', even
talkin' to da radio! Listen, regular
hospital not gonna put up wit' dat,
Dimmy! Un'erstan? so ve cive her
a8 shot an’ bring her here ‘til da
doctors, day fix up her leg! Den
We take her richt out, Dimmy. Two
or t'ree rmonth, and she's out, good
as new,

ANOTHER ANGLE

Karras a;d his Uncle have halted outside locked dcor
above which is postad the legend: LLURO-PSYCHIATRIC:
VARD 3, and Uncle pushes EUZZER to surmon tlurse,

(CONTIIIUED)
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UNCLE ;
You go in, Dirmy. I wait out
here.
Karras nods. WNow the uncle has head down in ironic
thought.

UMCLE:
Dat's funny. You know, if you
wasn't be priest, you be famous
psychiatrist now on Park Avenue,
Dimmy. Your riother, she be livin'
in a penthouse instead of da --

INT. VIARD 3 AT PADDED ENTRY DOOR

as a corpulent NURSE waddles IITO FRA'E and uses large
iron key to unlock docr. 0.5., we HEAD the demented
SCREAIIS, 0ANS and FRAGULIINED STATEIEITS of 1iEUTAL

PATIENTS. The door cones open, disclosing Xarras and
Uncle. Karras slowly lifts head at the 0.S. souuds.

INT. YIARD 3 II'VALIDED PATIENTS' ROOI!

Karras wvalks down aisle of an enormous ward containing
eighty beds. The PATIENTS are mostliy elcderly, and we
HEAR their CRIES of DPATY and DEMENTED CHATTER. Xarras
stops before a bedced patient far down the row: Harras'
HOTEER. Gaunt arnd hellow-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 forward again, trained on nother.
By the time KXarras halts by her, iiis riotiher, lcoking
frightened anc rathetic, eyes wide with rleading, nas
raised hersel? Up, pulling weakly, hands trembling.

HMOTHER
Why you do dis, Dinwy? thy?

INT. BELLEVUE HALL KARRAS AND unCLE VALKING
thin@ then, 'APD 3 entry door. Xarras is fumbling for
his cigarette Fack. His eyes are et with tears.

KARP\‘AS :
Couldn't you have pPut her someplace
else?

UNCLE:

Like what? Private hospital? vho
got the mcney for dat, Diiwny? You?

¢

»

,
"



—_— ?’

[

a"82¢

g8aa.

83.

84.

32

INT. GYM **x

Karras in boxer shorts and shirt works savagely at a
punching bac of the man-sized, stuifed variety. Eyes
vet with tears, he slams at the bag with a mi:iture of
sorrow, rage and frustration.

INT. DR. KLEIII'S OFFICE BUILDIVG ROSSLYW DAY

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

~CEILDREN are present.

IFT. DR. KLEIM'S EXAININING ROOH
BRIEF lNMOUTAGE OF SHOTS

Klein administering physical to Regan. Should include
ophthalroscope, tuning fork and simple ccordination
test. Rlso blood sample in centrifocrcoph, and urine
sample uncer microscove. FII'AL SHOT has a NURSES
leaning with her back against exanining table, her
expression partly puzzled, partly disturbed as she
observes Regan, who is in her slic and in constant
motion; stepping, twirling, tcuching, makirng nervous

‘movenments while aimlessly humming. Xlein is not present.

INT. DR. XLEIN'S OFFICZ baY

Chris is seated on edge cf chair. Klein is back of
desk, writing a prescription.

XLETl:
A disorder of the nerves. At
least we think it is. 1le con't
know yet exactly how it works, but
it's often seen in early adolescence,
She shows all the sSymDToms: the
hyperactivity; tne temper; her
perforrance in math.

CHLRIS:
Yeah, the math. Why the math?

RKLETIi:
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; .
geyes prescription)
tthat is it? A tranquilizer?

(CoUITINUED)
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KLEIN:
A stimulant.

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

KLEIN:
Her condition isn't quite what it
seems. ilobody knows the cause
of hyperkinetic behavior in a
child. The Ritalin sceems to work
to relieve the condition, but we
really don't know hov ox vhy,
frankly. Your dauchter's symptoms
could be an overreaction to
depression -- but that®s out of
my field.

CERIS:
Depression?

KLEIM:
7ell, you mentioned her father
ees the separation.

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

KLEI:l:
Oh, no. I'd wait and see what
happens with the Ritalin., I think
that's the ansver. 'i2ait two or
three weeks. '

CHRIS:

And those lies she's been telling?
KLET:

Lies? '
CHRIS:

Ya knov, those things to get
attention, like saying that her
bed shakes and stuff,

. KLEI::
Have you ever known your daughter
to swear and use ckscenities?

(COUITIIIUED)
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CHRIS:
Never.

KLETIL:
Well, you see, that's quite similar
to things like her lying ==
uncharacter --

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

KLETI:
¥ell, she let lcose quite a string .
vhile I was examining her, lirs. MNaciieil.

CHRIS:
You're kidding! Like what?

XLEIN:
(looking evasive)
Jell, I'd say her vocabularv's rather
extensive.

CHRIS:
Yell, vhat, for examrnle? I mean,
give me a for instance!

Klein shrugs. 17o reply.

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

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

CERIS;
{shocked)
She used those vords?

KLEIMN:
She used those werds. Look, I
doubt that she even understood
vhat she was saving.

(COWTIIUED)
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{ﬂ CHRIS:
Yeah, I cuess. iHaybe not. You
don't think a psychiatrist?

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

CHRIS:
How?

85. INT. MACNEIL HOLE FULL SEHOT LIVING ROOI! PARTY IU
PROGR=SS MIGHT

A few Jesuits and some of the cast and crew of the motion
picture are present. Vikrant hum of conversation. Then

' a CLOSER ANGLE featuring Burke Dennings. Burke, an empty
glass in hand, stands chatting with silver-maned SZHATOR
and SZIATOR'S WITE. Eack of thern:. and to side, Chris is
visible, chatting with the Jesuit DEALl of the college.
Rarl is approaching the latter with drinks tray. Burke
seems irritable and tautly drunk.

( .
DEMIIITIGS::
No, no, her part is finished; all
the parts with the principal actors,
you see; but I'm staying to finish
other scenes. '

SENATOR:
I understand.

Rarl has approached Burke's group.

- DELTNINGS:
Oh, how splendid.

(reaching for a

fresh drink)
Let's another for the road.

CERIS:
(brief over-the-
shoulder at
Dennings)
The Lincoln Highway?

[ DEITIIIGS:
(at Chris)
Oh, now, don't be so silly.

—

(CONTIIUED)



——

36

SENATOR'S WIFE:
(at Chris)
Fun party. -

CHRIS"”
(a2t wife)
Thanks, lMartha.
And Chris returns to conversation with the Dean. Du;i?g
the zbove, the Senator has nmutely refused another drink,
well as:

but Eurke now takes one in his other hand as

DEITMINGS:
(at Karl)
Oh, now tell me, was it Public
Relations you did £for the Gestapo,
or Corrmunity Relations?

KARL:
(grimly uptight)
I am Swiss,

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

86. FROMT TRACKING S{OT KARL
His face imnpassive; yet his eves are angry, as we IEAR:

DEITIIIIGS:
(at Karl as latter
moves on)
So superior, aren't you? Nazil!

87 CAIERA FOLLO™S Xarl but holds -~ as he passes them --
on Sharon ané MARY JO PZRRII!, who are seated somewvhere
in the room. A bubbly personality, llary Jo is reading
Sharon's paln. )

PERRI:
7ell yes, your work line is longer
than your heart lire. There, you
see? And you've recentlY broken up
with a boyfriend. Am I right? i

SEAROLT:
YMo.

FERRIL!
I'm really fazmious for predictions,
not malmns,.

(1ioRE)

(COr'TIHUED)
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PERITH: (Centd)
(dronping Sharon's
palri)
tThere's the bathroom?

SHAROILT:
(rising)
Upstairs. I'll go with you.

As thev move, CAILRA FOLLOT'S:

PERPIN:
Oh, by the wav, I brought that
witchcraft book you asked for.

SHAROQI:
Oh, thanks.

PERRIN:
And another one on Russian ESP.
They're in the studly.

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

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

DENiTINGS:
There seems to be an alien pubic.
hair in my gin.

SEI'ATOR:
(turning to Dennings,
as his wife srlits)
I beg your parcon?

DEMLILYIGS:
(defensive)
Never seen it before in my 1li

[
o -

SENATOR
(a murmur)
Yes, I'm sur=.

DEILIINGS:
{(now accusatory)
Have you?
ANGLE AT CERIS, JESUIT DE2N, MARY JO PERRIN
Mary J9 is seated on sofa vith Jesuit Dean. Chris is

on floor in front of coffee table facing them, as all
eat dinner. ' :

(CONTIMUZD)
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PERRII:
On, come on, every family'’s cot
one black sheep.

DEAN: .
Yes, I know, but we were pushing
our guota with the rledici Popes.

CHRIS:
Say, Father, there's something I've
been neaning to ask you. 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)

DEAN:
St. liike's.

CHRIS:
Yeah, right. St. llike‘s. What
goes on in there, Father?

DEAN
Oh, that's where we say Black Hass.

CHRIS:
(as Perrin chuckles)

TThat's that?

DERRIN:
Oh, he's kidding.

CERIS:
I wasn't. I°d still like to know
vhat it is.

DZAN

Oh, well basically, I quess, it's
a travesty of the Catholic Hass.
It's connected to witchcraft. Devil
worshiyz cultis.

(looking around for

someone)
Gee, where's Joe? Ee knows all about
this stuff.

DEA:
Hey, Jce!l

He i§ indicating Father Dyer, who is standing at buffet,
heaping second helping onto his nlate.

(CONTIIUED)
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q’ DY=R:
‘ (turning)
You called, G;eat Dean?

Dean beckons him over.

DEAN:

- (to Chris)

* They had a couple of cases of
desecration in Holy Trinity last
waek, ani Joe said something about
one of them reminding hin of some
things thev used to do at Black liass,
so I expect he knows socmething about
the subject.

PEDRII:
¥hat happened at the church?

D=AN:
Oh, it's really too disgusting.

DYER:
Listen, give me just a minute.
- I think I've got scmething going

(_ over there with the Astronaut.
DEAWN:
That?
DYED:

(raising eyebrows)
First missionery on the moor?

They burst into lavghter as he moves off to join
ASTRONAUT .,

CHRIS:

He's furn,

(at Dean)
You haven‘t told me what goes on
yet 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?

DEAN:
(lowered tone; trace
of recret)
( Father Xarras.

{CONTINUED)
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CHRIS:
What's he do?

DEAN:
He's our counselor, Chris. A ‘
psychiatrist. The kack of St.
Mike's is our couch.

CHRIS:
Oh, I see.

DEAN:
Had a pretty rouch knock last
night, poor guy. His mother
passed awvay.

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

DEAN:
He seens 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)
Oh, how awful.

DERITs
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 neichhcrs complained about
her radio going all the tine.

8s. TWO EHOT DYER AMD ASTRONAUT
The Astronaut is breaking up as:
DYER:
No, I'm really not a priest. I'm

actually a terribly avant-carde rabbi.

90. OMITTECD.
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TIi'T. MACUEIL FOUSE RITCEEH

nings continues to rave at

Chris is burstinc¢ in as Den
arms

a stolid. exvressionless Xarl who stands immobile,
akirmbo, watching Dennings.

DEVNINGS:
Cunting Hun! You bloody damned

——

butchering :tazi pic¢!

CHRIS:
{over Dennings)
Karl! Will you get out of here!
Get out!

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

DEMIINGS:
What the hell makes vou think
you're so fucking superior?
Goddarmned 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

to him after shoving Xarl out door, Dennings turns to
her genially and rubs his hands together with:

DEMMNIIIGS:
Now, then, vhat's dessert?

: CHRIS:
Dessert!
DEITINGS:
(vhining)

¥Well, I'm hungry.

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

CHRIS:
Feed hin!

OI1ITTED

INT. REGAI'S BEDROOH NIalT

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

The room lights are cut andé Regan is turned on side.

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

(COJITILUED)
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CHRIS:
You okav, hon?

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

CHRIS:
(vhisper)
Sleep tight.

97. INT. MACINEIL HOUSE ANGLE AT MAIN STAIRCASE MIGET

Dyer and Dean are SIUGILG and PLAYING, “Oh, Lindberg
(What a Flyin' Fool ¥as He).” €O T0 Chris holding front
door open for Sharon and the Assistant Director with a
barely conscious Dennings being carried between then,
heading for open front door.

CERIS:
Nite, Burke. Take it easy.

DEWITINGS:
(eyes still closcd;
a mutter)
Fuck it!

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

DYER:
Hi, Chris. GCreat party.

CHRIS:
Thanks, Father. Keep goin'.

DYER:
~ (playing chords) )
I don't need the encouragzment. ly
notion of heaven is a =solid wvhite
nigktclub with me center stage for
. all the rest of eternity.
(after anused reaction
from group)
Does anyone else know the words to
"I'll Bet You're Sorry Now, Tokyo
Rose.”
Chris starts singing as Dyver delichtedly Jjoins her. Then
abruptly @e Stops, staring exrressionlessly at something
0.5. Chris, too, stops as Dver nods heaé -toward spot 0.S.

(CONTIIUED)
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DYER: o
I belicve we have a visitor,
Mrs., Mactleil,

AT CHRIS AND ASTRONAUT

Chris lcoks where Dyer has indicated, an@ as sudden
silence falls on the group, Chris gasps 1in §bock and )
dismay, hand £lying to her cheek, a small wnimper coming
up in her throat. The CAIMERA MCVES TO TIGHT ON
ASTRONAUT 'S FACE as he, too, looks down and we HEAR:

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

As Astronaut’s face turns gray with dismay and chilling
apprehensicn, we HIAR: '

CHRIS:
(o.s.; anguished)
Oh, my God! ©Oh, =-=-

AT REGAN ASTROIIAUT 'S P.O.V.

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

CHRIS:
(o.s.; continuing)
== my God, Oh ny baby!

TEE ANCLE WIDENS OUT

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

CHRIS:

(continuing)
Oh, come on, Rags, come with me,
come upstairs!

{over shoulder

to Astronauz)
Oh, I'nm so zcrxrry! <She'’s bean sick,
she must be vialking in her sleep!
She didn't know what she was saying!

CLOSE AT ASTROLIAUT STARING SHAIIEN
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INT. REGAN'S BATEROO NIGHT

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

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

INT., FZGAN'S EEDROO# MIGRHT

3 - . 1
Moonlight streans in through open Vlndow. Regan turned
toward wall, is in bed, dully staring at a point 1in space.

.Chris sits cn edge of bed. Throuch window, from street

below, we EEAR 0.S. SOUFDS 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.

CHERIS:
'‘Night, my baby.

Chris leaves and is almest ocut the door when she is
arrested by Regan calling to her irn a low, despairing,
haunted tcne:

REGAN:
Hother, what’s wrong with me?

CHRIS:

Yhy, 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 wait for

reaction; but Regan

neither moves ncr

speaks)
Okay, Rags?

Chris waits. Still rothing. Troubled and despondent,
Chris starts out of roon.
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INT. SEZCOLD FLOOR HALL OF MACKRZIL HOUSE NIGHT

- The CAIERA is FIXID at one end of hall, and we ses

Chris exit at the other from Regan's hedrcon. Head down,
thoughtful, she startis toward us; then rememberg sone-
thing and moves back to lean over balustrade railing and
observe scmething below for a moment or two. We.HEAR
0.S. SCRAPING SCUID, like a brush against carpeting;
t7illie brushing cut the urine stains.

CHRIS:
(softly)
Comin' out, Willie?

7ILLIE:
Yes, madam. I think so.

CERIS:
(slight nod)
Good.

She continues to stare for a moment more, then comes
towvard CAMERA again until she reaches door to her
bedroom and enters. She closas door. A beat. Then
from 0.S., within Regan’s bedroom, we EZAR METALLIC
SOuUrDS, like bedsprings violently quivering. They are
tentative at first, then insistent. Then:

REGAN:
(o0.s.; calling with
burgeonira apprehension
and surmise)
Mother?

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

RECGAN .
(o.s.)
liother, come here! Come here!

Chris' dcor has alreadv shot cpen; and she's burst cut
into the hall, racing for Regan's bedroom.

CHRIS:
Yes, I'm coming! Aall right, hen!
I'm corming!

. RECAN:
(o.s.)
Mothhheerrrrrrr!

CHPRIS:
Oh, my baby, what's -
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104. INT. REGAN'S BEDROOI AT DCOCR NICGHT

Chris bursts in, continuing as she reaches for light
switch and we HZEAR IIASSIVE DTALLIC SQUIIDS now:

CHRIS: .
-- wrong, hon? that is it?

What's =« ?

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

CHRIS:
Jesus! Oh, Jesus!

105. P.0.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 szvagely gquivering back and
forth!

REGALT:
Mother, why is it shakinc? Make
it step! Oh, I'm scared! lake
it stop! Oh, I‘'m scared, ilother,
plezse make it stoooooocoocoo --

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

CUT TO:
105A. INT. JESUIT RESIDEI'CE EALL DYER EMTERS NIGH
106. INT. CORRIDOR Il' PESIDENCE EALL NIGHT 4

Follow Dyer to Xarras' rocm.
107. INT. KARRAS' ROOi NIGHT

Dim desk lamp lighting. Dyer sits back of XKarras' desk,
wearing a "Snoopy¥ T-shirt. Karras is sitting on edge

of cot, his eyves fixed lowv in haunted stare. They are

red and raw fron weening. In his hand is a cup containinc
a small arnount of gcotch, and :is eyes and voice are ]
gogged by heavy drinking and chrecnic sleepleszness. Dyer
1s pouring from a bottle of Chivas Regal into Xarras' cup.

KARRAS:

Vhere*d vou get the money for
Chevas Regal, Joe? %he poorbeox?

(CONT INUTD)
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~ DYZR:
Don't be an asshole, that vrould be
breaking my vow of poverty.

KARRAS:
Wthere did you get it then?

DYER:
I stole it.

KARRAS:
I believe you.

DYER:
College nresicdents shouldn't drink.
It tends to set a bad example. 1
figure I relieved him of a terrible
tenptation.

Karras is nodding slightly, smiling, when sudéenly he
bursts into sobs.

KARRAS:
Ah, Joe.

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

Karras cries it through, the sobbing gradually subsiding.

KAPRAS:
(2 whisper)
ah, God.

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

_ DYER:
Do you think you can sleep nci,
Danien?

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

KARRAS:
Gonna steal ny shoes now?

(CONTINUZED)
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DYER: )
Mo, I tell fortunes by reading the
creases. Ncw shut ur and go to sleep.

KARPRAS:
You're a Jesuit cat burglar.

DYER:

Listen, someone's got to worry about
the bills around this place.

(moving softly to

desk) ’
All you other guys do is just ra;tle
your beads and pray for the hipries
down on %" Street.

Dver flicks off desk light.

KARRAS:
Stealing is a sin.

A beat. Then, tenderly, Dyer touches a hand to Karras'
shoulder in goodnight, but as he starts to move toward
door, Karras' hané reaches out and ¢grips Dyer's wrist,
squeezing, and giving a little shake in a gesture of
gratitude and cdeep friendship. At this moment, the
CAMERA is TIGHT on the EANDS, but then goes to Dver, as
he nods in acknowledgement. Then Dyer stares down and
CAMERA rCLLOU5 his gaze to TIGHT at the HANDS acain, as
healing sleep at last ccmes to Xarras and his grip
slackens and his hand slowly falls.,

DYER:
(o.s.; whisper)
Goodnicht, Damien.
INT. ECLY TRINITY CEURCH VERY ZARLY OING

Only two or three worshippers in the church. Karras, in

his black vestments, is at main altar saying HMass. Vhile

washing at small table to side of altar:

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

ZLNOTEER ANGLE (TI¥E LZPSE)
How Karras' eyes are rnoistening with tears as:

(CONTINUED)
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KARRAS:
"Remember alsoc. O Lord, Thy
servant, Mary Xarras ... who has
gone before us with the sign of
faith, anéd sleeps the sleep of
peace. To her, 0 Lord, and to

-- all --
(he's fichting tears)
-- vho rest in Christ, grant her
-~ we pray Thee, a place of =--
refreshment -- of ligit -- and ...
(striking his .
breast)
To us also, Thy sinful servants ... "

ANOTHER 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 ... *

ANOTHER AUGLE (TIMT LAPSL)
' KARRAS :
(hands extended)
"0 Loxrd, I am not worthy. Speak

but the word and my soul shall
be healed.”

INT. DR. KLEIN'S EMAMIMNING ROOH DAY
Vhile Klein attempts to administer an injection, Chri
who is shrieking as: .

CERIS:
Please, honey! 1It's tc heln youl!

REGANM;
I don't want it! I don't -~ 1

Klein leans over, injects needle.

. REGAIT:
Son of a bitch bastard!

She spits in Xlein's face.

s
an
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INT. HALL OF KLETIN'S SUITE OF OFFICES DAY

LEID:

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

(a2 hand to side of

his skull)
Up here, in the iateral part of
the brain. Now it's rare, but it
does cause bizarre hallucinations
and usually happens just belore a
convulsion. It --

CERIS:
(frowning over
the “it")
Convulsion.

KLEIN:
(faintly evasive)
Well, the shaking of the bed. That
was doubtless due to muscular spasms.

CHRIS:
To muscular snasms? HKey, I was on
the bed and it even shook with me
on it. —_

XLEIN:
Look,; Mrs. Macileil -- your daughter's
problem isn't bads; the prcblem is
her; it's in her brain.

' CHRIS:
Yeah, ckay. So what causes
this ... ?
(she can’t f£ind
tiie term)

' KLpIii:
Les%on of the temporal lcbe. It's
a kind of ... well, seizure discrder.

~ CHRIS:
Yean. Look, I'll tell you the
truth, doc; I don’'t understand
how her whole personality could
change.

(CONTINUZD)
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KLEIM:
In terporal lobe, that's very
comrion, andé can last in sone
cases for several days. It isn't
rare to f£inéd deztructive, even
criminal behzavior.

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

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

KLEIN:
Vlell, now, cdon't be alarmed. If
it's a lesion, in a way, she's
fortunate. Then 2ll we have to do
is remove the scar.

INT. RADIQCLOGICAL LAB
SERIES OF SHOTS REGAIT HAVING BRAIIl X~-RAYED (ARTERIOGRAM)
CHRIS AND RADIOLOGIST PRESENT

THEN GO TO:

INT, SHMALL MEDICAL LARB AND X-RAY ROOM DAY

We begin CLOSE at X-RAY OF REGAI''S SKXULL, then disclose
Klein and a consulting neurologist (DR. TAUIEY)
thoughtfully stucying several of then.

Tanney, shaking his head, reroves his eveglasses and
tucks them intc hreast pocket of jacket with:

;.

e

TAMIEY:
There's just nothing there. o
vascular distorticn a2t all,

FLEIN:
(frowning, still
studying X-rays)
Doesn't figure.

TANNEY:
Want to run another series?

KLETI:
(turning awvay from
X-rays)
I don't think so.

HEAR TELEPHO)

i

BUZZER simultaneous with:

(COI'TINUED)
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KLEIW:
(picking up wall
phone)
I'd like you to see her again.
(into phone)
Yes.

RECEPTIOIIIST 'S VOICE:

(FLITER: urgent ghone)
Chris MacNeil's on the line! Says

it's urgent!

1l6.. INT. SECOI'D FLOOR HALL tIACNEIL HOUSET DAY

The CAIERA is by door to
emanates Regan'!sOANS of
Rushing up from steps on

Regan's bedroon, from which
rain and SCREAIIS of terror.
larding is Sharon, followed by

Klein and Tanney.

At door, Sharon cracks it cpen and

calls in:

SHARON:
Doctors, Chris!

Chris irmediately comes to door, opening it. She is
extremely distraugnht arnd bewildered,

117, INT. REGAN'S BEDROO:: AT DOOR DAY

Rarl stands becide dooxr, staring nurbly at 0.S. SouuDs,
and as the doctcrs enter, we HZAR 0.S. SOUND QOF some-
thing srLa:isrig tTO BEDSPRIIIGS REPEATEDLY (in addition
to Regan's cries).

REGAN;
- {o.s.; hvsterical
wail)
Mooooootheeeeerrrrr!

1181 P.O tV. AT REGAZT

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 down savagely onto mattress, as if
by an unseen person, ard causing wrenching of Regan's
breath. 1t happens repeatedly and rapidly as:

REGAN:
Oh, Mother make him stop! Please
stop him! Stop him! Zeig trving to
kill me! E3Ts =- ! Oh, plezse
stocppunn:opop hi:mnm:mmmﬁm,

.......

Motherrrrrrrrrrrr!

PN S ————-
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AT CHRIS ANMD DOCTORS

CHRIS:
Doc, what is it? *That's happening?

He shakes head, gaze fixed on Regan.

P.O.V. AT REGANM

The up and down mcvements briefly; then they abruptly
cease, and Regan twists feverishly from side to side, her
eyes rolling upwards, into their sockets so that orly the

" whites are exposed, while her legs keep crossing and

uncrossing rapidly.

REGAMT:
(moaning)
Oh, he's burning me! I'm burning!
I'm~- 1 Ukh!

With this sudden SOWD cf pain, Regan has abruptly jerked
her head back, disclosing a bulging, swollen throat,

and she begins to mutter incomprehensively in a strangely
deepened, guttural tone.

ANOTHER AlICLE

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

KLEIN:
(soothingly)

All right, now, let’s see what the

trcuble is, dear. I'm just going to --
And abruptly Klein is reeling, stunned and staggering,
across the rocm from the force of 2 vicious kackward
swing of Regan’s arm as she suddenly sits upn, her face
contorted with hicdeous rage. Now, in a coarse and
povwerful, deep male voice: ‘

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

AT KLEIX

He §tares 0.5., stunned, as Karl and Tanney kneel to his
assistance. :

KLEIM:
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 contirues, denonic.
Then she falls to her back as if somecne has pushed her

down. She pulls back her nightgown with:

REGAEN:
Fuck me, fuck --

AT REGAN

.S8itting up, she begins to caress her own arms sensually

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

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

Abruptly she falls onto back again as if from 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 Gc"x-l.\l b4
(normal voice)
Oh, mother! Mother -- 1

Another sudden cry, and then she is bending at the
waist, whirling her torso around in rapid, strenuous
circles.

REGAN:
{weeping)
Oh, stop him, please stop him!
It hurts! IMaXke hiw stoc! lMake

him stop! I can't breczazaaath!
AT CHRIS

CHRIS
Ch, my God, oh, my == 1!

AT REGAN

Before she finishes her cry, she again arpears to be
shoved savagely onto her back, and as Tanney 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 head and’
continues rreparing hypo. e EEAR the 0.5., fevered
gibberish from Regan., Tanney comes INTO FRAME,

KL®EIN:

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

They look quickly toward:

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

No! Captain Howdy, don't -- |
Regan slamming up and down off the bed again.

REGAN:
Mother! iothex! Motherrrrrrrrr!

QUICK CUT TO:
129, AT CHRIS

over Regan's prolonged scream of pain and terror,
Chris, with fists to her temples, turns to shriek at
doctors:

CERIS:
God almighty, will you do scmething!
Help her! Help -- 1 T

13Q. AT DOCTORS
Klein is ready. And over:
CHRIS:

(o.s.; cortinuing)
- herrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr ees !

and Regan's continuing SCrR=aAM from 0.S., Xlein grimly
nods to Tanney. And as they start toward bed with both
Chris and Regan's Cries persisting we :

QUICKXLY CUT TO:

dtamr by

+ tem,
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INT. MACNZIL HOUSE SECOND FLOOR HALL DAY

Chris and Sharon have heads lowered,

Blessed silence. ' '
waiting by balustrale. Klein and Tarney exit Regan's

room and apvrcach them. Chris dabs at nose witn moist,
balled-up handkerchief, her eyes red from crying.

KLEIN:
She's heavily sedated. She'll
undoubtedly sleep right through
until tomorrow.

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

DR. TAIMTEY:
There's a perfectly rational
explanation. Technicalliy speaking,
patholcgical states can induce
abnorrnal strengtil and accelerated
motor performance. GHore commonly,
a ninety-pound weoman sees her child
pinned under the wheel of a truck,
runs out and lifts the wheels half
a foot up off the grcund. You've
heard the story. Same thing here.

CHRIS:
Yeah, ckay. ;

DR. TAINLY:
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 -~

s —

CHRIS:

(erupting)
What the hell are vyou talking
about? She's been acting like
some kind of a psycho, like a
split personality! tVhat do you --
Guess I'm a2ll uptight. I'm sorry.
You were saving? !

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

CHRIS:
Okay, so what's next?

DR. TAMEY:
A pneumoencephelogram, I would
think, to pin down that lesion ...
outline the cavities cf her brain,
It will involve arcther spinal.

CHRIS:
(dismayed)
Oh, Christ,

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

132, INT. MEDICAL LABORATORY

LAB TECHNICI2AN completes check of spinal fluid protein
content.

133, INT. KLEIN'S GFFicE

Klein is looking at 1lab reports and looks baffled. :

KLEIN: )
Dr. Tgnney Says the X-ravs are
negative. 1In other words, normal.

Chris sighs, bowing head.

CHRIS:
Well, --
(bleak murmur)
here we are again, folks,

Klein stares down, shaking head ang frowning in
Perplexity. Then he lools up at Chris;

(CONTINUED)
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CANTD
KLET:
Do you keep any drugs in your
house?
CHRIS:
Huh?
RLEIiY:

Amphetamines? LSD?

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

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

KLEIN:
Are you planning to be heme soon?
L.A., I nmean.

CHRIS: :
No. No, I'm building a new house and
the o0ld one's bzen sold. We vere
going to Europe for a while after
Rags finished up with her school
here. Why'd you ask?

KLEIN:
I think it's time we started
looking for a Psychiatrist,
EXT. CERIS' CaR NIGHT

as she drives back-across Key Bridge,

INT. CHRIS' car ANUGLE FRPOM DRIVER'S SEAT

“M" STREET AND 26TH

Through the windshield, dead a2head, a CRO'D has
gathered by base of the Steep steps beside the house,
and an AMBULANCE is pulling out into traffic. White-
Coated MEDICS are running around in a panic. Police
car lights are flashing. As Chris rourds off the
bridge onto Prospect, +%he AIBULENCE pulls out and gets
just ahead of her, SIREH VAILING. Ve FOLLOW AlMNBULANCE
for two beats, then: .

CUT TO:

EXT. MACNEIL nousy - REGAN'S WIxDOtTr - CURTAINS ELCUING




£

136,

137,

!

n 138.

139.

140,

59

INT. MACNEIL HOUSE AT FROMT DCOR NIGET

Closing door behind ker, she
in thought, her hard
The LIGHTS 1IN tIOUSE
They ELINK OUT

Chris enters despondently.
leans back against it, looking down
still clutciing doorknon. A beat,

BLINK OUT for a beat. Chrisg looks up,

AGAIN, this time longer, '

CHRIS:
Sharon? :

The lights come back on.

CHRIS:
Shar?

Still no Iesponse. Chrig starts up the staircase,
frowning apprehensively.

INT. SECOND FLCCOR HATLL I{ACNEIL HOUSE NIGHT

The CAMERA is FIXED by door to Regan's bedroom, Aag
Chris reaches landing, the LICGHTS BLIMK OUT AGATN,
BRIEFLY, TEE; Od. Chris has halted, her eyes warily
Scanning around; then she continues down the kall toward

us, and opens door to Regan's bedroon.

INT. REGAN'S BEDROO! FULL SHoT NIGHT

Silence as Chris stands by door a ioment; then she goes
to Regan's bedside, and rubs at her arms, as if fron
extreme colqd. She exanines Regan, who ig Still sound

asleep,
CLOSER ANGLE
at Chris hugging arrg akizbo, shivering,
CHRIS:
(perplexed; Whisper)
Shit!

Then she looks toward window; frowns in Consternation,

THE RoOM FULL stsoT

The window is open. Chris moves to it ang stares for a
moment. she closes ang locks it But she stji] feels
€old. she HEARS FroNnT DOOR OFENING from 0.s., below,
through open door to Regan's bedroon, and turns toward
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INT . SECOUD FLOOR HALL MACHNEIL HOUSE NIGET
As Chris exits and coftly clcses Regan's door. She
starts touvard stairs.

CHRIS:
(calling softly)
Sharon?

INT. FOYER LIVING ROOI{ AREA MACNEIL HOUSE NIGIT

Sharon enters house with white paper pharmacy bag in

" hand.

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

SEAPRON:
Oh, didn't he tell you?

CHRIS:
Oh, didn't who %ell me?

N e

SHARON:
BurXe. Isn't he here? Where is he?

CHERIS:

He was here?

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

CHRIS:
Listen, start all over.

SHAROQI:
Oh, that nut. I couldn't get
the druggist tc deliver. <Xarl and
Willie are off, so when Burke canme
around, I thought, fine, nhe can
stay here with Regan while I go
get the Thorazine. CGuess I
should have knowvn.

CHRIS:
Yeah, you should've.

SHARON: f
What happened with the tests?

CHRIS: ;

Not a thing. 1i'm ¢oing to have to
get Regan a shrink. -



—

—

143.

61

INT. FOYER AREA MACNEIL HOUSE NIGHT

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)
You haven't heard?

CHRIS:
Heard vhat?

Sharon enters scene, listening.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR:
Well, it's bagd.

CHRIS:
What's bad?

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR:
Burke's dead,

CHRIS:
Oh, no!

SHAROU:
What happened?

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR:
I gqguess 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 behind him., Chris leans against coor
crying while Sharon moves despondently to foot of

. staircase,

CHRIS:
Oh, Burke! Pcor Durke!

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 guess everything --

She breaks off, staring with horror at something
cescending 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 nmcuth 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 anikle.

CHRIS:
Call that doctor and get nim the
hell over here, Sharon! 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 PSYCEIATRIST. Ee is swinging a bauble on a chain
back and forth, hypnotically, in front of Regan. He
shines a penlight on the kaukrle so that it glcws in the
dark. He halts, inclining the penlight beam up, and we
SEE Regan's eyes are closed and arpears to be in trance.
He turns off penlight.

PSYCHIATRIST:
Are you comfortable, Regan?

RECGAN:
(voice soft
and whispery)
Yes.

PSYCHIATRIST:
How old are you?

RECAN:
Twelve,.

(CONTINUZD)
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PSYCHIATRIST:
Is there someone inside you?

REGAN:
Sometines.

PSYCHIATRIST:
Vtho 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 hinm answer?

REGAN:
No!

PSYCEIATRIST:
Why not?

REGAN:
I'm afraid!

PSYCHIATRIST:

If he talks to me, I think he will
leave you. Do you want him to
leave ycu?

" REGAN:
Yes.

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

REGAN:
(a pause; then:)
Yes,.

PSYCHIATRIST
(firmly; new tone)
I an speaking to the person inside
of Regan, now. 1If you are there
you too are hypnotized and must
{MORE)

(CONRTINUED)
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PSYCHIATRIST: (Ccntd)
answer all my guestions. Come forward
and ansver me now: Are you there?

No response, and after three beats, we HEAR Regan's.
BREATH coming loud and raspily, like a rotted,'putgld
bellows. The Psychiatrist sniffs, as if at a horrid
smell, and then flicks on laser lamp and shines it up
into Regan's face. Chris gasps. %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 th¢
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?

RECGAN:
{(in that coarse
and guttural voice)

Say.
PSYCHIATRIST: i
Did you answer? !
' REGANM:
Say.
PSYCHIATRIST:

If that's yes, nod your head.

Regan nods.

PSYCHIATRIST:
ho are you?

REGAN:
Nowonmai.
: PSYCHIATRIST:
That's your name?
REGAM:
Say.
PSYCHIATRIST
Are you speaking in a foreign
language?
i
REGAN:
Say.

(CONTINUED)
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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?
RE GAI‘A .
One.
PSYCHIATRIST:
Do you like her?
REGAN:
One.
PSYCHIATRIST:
Do you hate her?
REGAN
Say.
PSYCHIATRIST:
Are you punishing her?
REGAN:
Say.
. PSYCHIATRIST:
You wish to harm her?
REGAN
Say.
PSYCHIATRIST:
To kill her?
REGAN:
Say.
DSYCHIATRIST

But if Regan died, wouldn't you

die, too?

€5

{CONTINUED)
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RECGAN:

—Q

One.

PSYCHIATRIST:
Is there something she can do to
mz2ke 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 qulck}y tg FULL
AT REGAN, mad, evil glee in the eves as ncw the light
drops from the Psychiatrist's hand.

145, OMITTED.
146, CLOSE AT PSYCHIATRIST

In the darkness, we SEE his mouth acape in hcrrible paine
e his eyes wide-staring. What has happened is that Regan '
has gripred his scrotum in a hand that is squeezing like
an iron talon.

PSYCHIATRIST:
Marc! Marc, help me!

147. QUICKLY AT CHRIS

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

CHRIS:
Jesus!

Klein races forward tcward bed; Chris is running,
panicked, for the lightswitch: Psychiatrist, in agony,
struggling; Regan "Creature” with head tilted back, is
cackling demoniacally 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

R 1n savage strucggle with Klein and Psychiatrist, who are
st%ll attempting to dislcdge her hand from its crip.
Grimaces. Gasps. Cidrses. The bedstead is quivering
violently side to side. )

AT
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ANOTHER ANGLE L

Regan jerks upright. Her eygs roll upward into their
sockets and she wrenches up a keening shriek of terror
torn raw and bloody 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 begts. One of the
doctors makes a small move at extricating himself from

the tangle. Chris crumples in a dead faint.

EXT. OUTDOOR TRACK IN HOLLOW OF GZORGETOIN U. CAMPUS
DAY

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

KINDERMAN
(calling)
Father Karras?

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

KARRAS
Do you mind? 1I'll cramp.

KINDEZERMAN
Yes, of course.

KARRAS
Have we met?

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

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

(CONTINUED)
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XARRAS:
what's this about?

XINDERMAN:
It's true, you do look like a
boxer. Excuse me, that scar, you
know, there by your eye? Like
Brando, it looks like, in Waterfront.
Just exactly ilarlon Brando. People
tell you that, Father?

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

KINDERMAN:
Always.

PATH ABOVE FCOTBALL FIELD

Karras and Kinderman continue walking.

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

KARRAS:
Yes, of course.

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

KARRAS:
Well, I've seen him.

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

KARRAS:
(shrugging)
Well, the papers ...

KINDERMAL:
That's part of it.

+3
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KARRAS:
oh?

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

152B. TENNIS COURT PATH
Karras and Kinderman continue walking

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

KINDERMAN:
Really?

KARRZAS:
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.

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

KARRAS:
In a fall.

KINDERMAN::

Well, I'll tell you; and pleasel!
Confidentiall

Karras nods. They stop, and continue talking.

KINDERAN:
Burke Dennings, good Father, was
found at the bottom of those steos
down to "!" Street with his head
turned completely around and facing
backwards.

(CONTINUED)
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KARRAS:
(after a beat)
It didn't happen in the fall’

KINDERIMAN .
Sure, it's possible. Possible.
However ...

RARRAS:
Unlikely.

KINDERMAN:
Exactly.

They start walking again.

153. PATH SOUTH OF DAHLGREN CHAPEL.

KINDERMAN®
So 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 sane?

‘ KINDERMAN:
Maybe somebody crazy, rFather Karras;
maybe someone with a spite against

- the Church, some unconscious

rebellion perhaps! And who also
has access to the Church in the
middle of the night.

KARRAS:
A sick priest. Is that it?

AND KINDERMAN

As they walk,

KINDERM2AN:
Listen, Father, this is hard for
you -- please! ~- I understand.

But for priests on the campus here,
you're the psychiatrist; you'd know
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)

TRACKING BEHIND KARRAS

> e b

JRRLETUR = —

e



€9

—Y

153.

CONTD

71

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. WNot
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?

KIIVDERMAN:
Don't talk paranoid; I mention it
in passing,.

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

KINDERMAN:
(glancing at him,
faintly gloomy)

Want to go into business, Father?
(he looks away dismally)
‘Father' -- vhat 'Father'? You're
a Jew, I could tell when I met you.

Karras chuckles.

: KINDERMAN ¢
Yes, laucgh; go ahead; laugh.

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

KINDERIMAN:
That reminds me. The entrance
exan for policemon, Father? Uhen
I took it, one cuestion went
something like: “What are rabies
(MORE)

(CONTINUZED)
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KINDERMAN: (Contd)
and what would vou do for them?"
Know what some dumbhead put down
for an answer? Emis? “Rabies,"
he said, "are Jew priests and I
would do anything that I could for
then."

154, GEORGETOWN UNIVERSITY. QUADRANGLE, NEAR FOUNTAIN AND
GAZEBO

Karras and Kinderman walking.

KINDERMAN
Listen, Father. Listen, doctor -
eees Am I crazy, or could there
maybe 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.

155, GEORGETOWN UNIVERSITY, QUADRANGLE-VWASHINGTOM STEPS
TRACKING SHOT KARRAS AND KINDERMAN WALXING

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

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

. : KARRAS:
That's tco bad,

' . KINDERMAN:
It's too bad; yes, I hate to go
alone. You know, I love to talk
film:; to discuss; to criticue.
Would you likc %o see a film with
me? I've got passes for the Crest.
It's Othello,
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KARRAS:
Who's starring?

KINDERIMAN:
‘Debbie Reynolds, Desdemona, and
Othello, CGrecucho Marx. You're

happy?

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

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

KARRAS:
Oh, come on, nowvw.

KINDERMAN:
Just answer the guestion, please,
Father Paranoia.

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

KINDERMAN:
No, who?

KARRAS:
Dominicans.

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

KARRAS:
What for?

KINDCRMAN:
A psychiatrist shoulén'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 lied! You look like Sal Mineo!

EXT. ESTABLISHING BARRINGER CLINIC DAY

INT. ROOM IN BARRINGER CLINIC DAY

(1) Regan in another fit, 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 rapping
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. We 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 OFFICE .DAY

The room is glass enclosad 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
clinic scenes are present. Chris sits in chair, taut
and drawn. In the rcom, A CLCSED CIRCUIT TV ONITCR
SEOWING REGAN Il THE HOSPITAL RCO!l, 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. ot abnormal. Why an
"L" and an""M", of course, we don't
understand. In the meantime....

ANOTHER ANGLE (TIME LAPSE)

CLINIC DIR=CTOR:
It looks like a type of disorder
that you rarely ever see any more,
except among prinitive cultures.
We call it somnambuliform posses~
sion. Quite frankly, we dona'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 invaded
by an alien intelligence; a spirit,
if you will. 1In times gone by, the
entity possessing the victim is
supposed to be a so-called demon,
or devil.

159. FULL AT TV lNONITOR (TIME LAPSE)

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

160, ANOTHER ANGLE (TILiEE LAPSE)

CLINIC DIRECTOR:
There is one outside chance of a
cure. I think of it as shock treat-
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?

CLIIIIC DIRECTOR:
Have you any religious beliefs?

CHRIS:
No, I don't,
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CLINIC DIRZCTOR:
And your daughter?

CHRIS:
Why?

CLINIC DIRECTOR:.
Have you ever heard of exorcism,
Mrs. Maclieil?

CHRIS:
Come again.

CLINIC DIRECTOR:
It's a stylised ritual in which
rabbis and priests trv to drive
out a so-called invading spirit,
It's pretty mucih 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 Fossession
helped cause IT; and in just the
same way this belief in the power
of exorcism can make it disappear.

CHRIS:
Jesus! Are you telling me to take
her to a witch doctor?

EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF MACNEIL HOUSE FULL SIOT DAY

A limo has pulled up and Xarl is eviting driver's seat
apd opening recr door while Sharon exits on right rear
side. Karl reaches in and picks up a small figure
(Regan) wrapved in a blanket from Chris in back seat,
While Karl carries Regan toward docr of hacleil hcuse
where Willie is standing, anxiously watching, Chris
exits car in deep depression. .

INT. REGAN'S BEDROG! DAY
Regan is faced to side. Sharon is adjusting Sustagen

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

Standing by door and observing. Xarl lets straps hang

loosg, nods to Sharen. Sharen starts ouvt 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. WE SEE now that Recan's face is torn and
bloated with numerous scratch marks and scabs. Pro- .
jecting hideously from her rnostrils is the naso-gastric
tubing. Karl has finished adjusting straps. He, too,
now looks down at Regan. Two beats. Ee looks up at

Chris.

KARL:
She is going to ke well?

CHRIS:
(after a beat)
I don't know.h

ANOTHER ANGLE

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

Pillow. 1In the prccess, she discovers a crucifix under
it made of white bone. She lifts it out, examining it,
frcwning. Then, at Karl:

CHRIE:
Who put this crucifix under her
pillow? .

EXT. HOUSE - BEHIND KINDERMAN LOOKXING UP TO REGAN'S
WINDOW

INT. KITCHEN MACNEIL HOUSE DAY

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

' CERIS:
(to sSharon)
Was it you put this under her Pillow?

SHARON:
(fuddleqd)
Whaddya mean?

CHRIS:
You didn'+?

SHARON:
Chr1§, I don't even know what you're
talking about. Listen, I told you ...

‘ CHRIS:
(interjecting)
Yeah.
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SHARON: )
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 --

WTILLIE:

Me, I don't put it.

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

She is interrupted by the entrance of Karl.

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

'CHRIS:
What man?

INT. ENTRY HALL MACNEIL HOUSE DAY

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

KINDER!NAN:
I'd know that face in any lineup,
Mrs. MaclNeil.

: CHRIS:
Am I in one?

INT. KITCHEN MACNEIL HOUSE DAY

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

KINDERIAN:
(at Chris)
Might your daughter remember if
perhaps Mr. Dennings was in her
room that nignt?

CHRIS:
(vague apprehensiveness)
Why do you ask?
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KIWDERIMAN:
Might your daughter remember?

CHRIS:
Oh, no she was heavily sedated.

KINDERIIAN:
It's serious?

CHRIS:
Yes, I'm afraid it is.

KINDERIIAN:
May I ask ... ?

CHRIS:
We still don't know.

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

CHRIS:
Why are you asking all this?

KINDERIIAN:
Strange ... strange ... so baffling.
The deceased comes to visit, stays
only twenty minutes without even
seeing ycu, and leavas all alcne
here a very sick girl. A&nd sgeak-
ing plainly, MHrs. 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. ily 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
probaihle ~- prohable, not certain
-- the deceased was killed and
then afterwvards pushed from your
daughter's window. But no one
was here except your daughter.
So how could this be? It could
be one way: 3if someone came
calling betwesn the time lliss
Spencer left and the tine you
returned.,

(CONTINUED)
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CHRIS:
(hoarselyv; stunnad)
Judas priest, just a second.

KINDER!MAN:

The servants? They have visitors?

CHRIS:
Never. Not at all.

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

CHRIS:
Not that I know of.

KINDER:AN:
Dry cleaning, maybe? Groceries?
Liquox? A package?

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

KINDERIIAN:
Oh, I see.

CERIS:
Want to ask him?

KINDERIAN:
Never mind, it's remote. You've
got a daugiiter very sick, and --
well, nevar mind.

Chris rises.

CHRIS:
Would you like another cup of
coffee?

Kinderman acknowledges in the affirmative.
- move to Kitchen.

INT. MACNEIL KITCHEU

They

80

Kinderman follcws Chric toward Sharon's working area.

He notices Regzn's artwork.

(CONTINTED)
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KINDLRIADI:
Cute ... It's so cute. Your
daughter? She's the artizt?

Chris nods. Then:

KIUDERIAN:
Incidentally, just a chance in a
million, I know; but your daughter
-- you could possibly ask her if
she saw Mr. Dennings in her room
that night?

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

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

CHRIS:
When she's well enough, I'll ask.

KINDERMAN:
Couldn't hurt. In the meantime ...
(they have come to
the front cdoor and
Kindernman falters,
erbarrassed)
Iook, I rcally hate to ask you;
howevar «..

HRIS:
(tensing)
What?

KINDERMAN:
For my daughter ... you could
maybe give an autograph?

He has reddened, and Chris almost laughs with relief.

CHRIS:
Oh, of course. Vhere's a pencil?

KINDERMAN:
Right here!

(CONTINUED)
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He has whipped out the stub of a chewed-up pencil from
the pocket of his coat wihile he dipped his otiher hand
in a pocket of his jacket and slipped out a calling

card.
KINDERMAN:
She would love it.
CHRIS:
What's her name?

Chris presses the card against the door and poises

pencil stub to write. There follows a weighty hesita-

tion.

KINDERIMAN:

(eyes desperate

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

(fixes gaze on carad

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

Chris eyes him with a wan and unexpected affection,

checks the speiling of his name and writes on card as:

KINDLERMAIT:
You know that film you made called
"Angel?® I saw that f£ilm 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 moment. Then she moves on. Walking
by door to baseiisnt we HIAR washiing machine 0.S..
Chris halts, then opens door 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.

CHRIS:
willie.

WILLIE:
Oh, 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. 1IN AN INSERT WE SEE THE
TITLE: “A HISTORY OF WITCHECRAFT." Picking it up?

CHRIS:
You reading this?

WILLIE:
I try, but very cifficult, Madan.

CHRIS:
Some illustrations.

WILLIZE:
I find in liiss Regan bedroomn.

Chris looks up at her. Dryer stops spinning and
Willie turns away to take out the clothes. Chris
resumes thurmhing throuoih the book. Abruptly sae
FREEZES, turring ashen. She holds gaze on book for
a beat; then, numbly:

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

WILLIT:

Yes, Madanm. Uncder ped.

Stiil numb, Chris runs a finger along edge of right-
hand page, and in an IHSEZT, we see that a narrow strip
-- in the mannsr of Burke Dennings =-- has been
surgically shaved from along its length.

169, ANOTHER ANGLE

Willie and Chris lcok up at S2UMD from above, in
Regan's bedroonr, of a blow, of someonra staggering
across the rcom, of someone crasning 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-striclken Eegan, and ‘
someone else =-- a man == with a pcwerful and incredibly

deep bass voice. Recan-is pleading; the man commanding
in obscene terms.

ANGLE AT CIRIST FROM TOP OF STEPS (SECOND FLOOR).

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

REGAN:
(o.s.) :
Nol! Oh, no, don't! Don't -- |

DEEP BASS VOICE:
(o.s.)
Do it, damned piglet! You'll -- !

REGAN:
(o.s5.)
No! ©Oh, no don't! Please, don't --

And in this manner, the VOICES continue -- and never
overlaoning -- vhile CAIERA TRACXS with Chris to door
to Regan's bedroom. :

INT. REGAN'S BEDROGM DAY

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

REGAN:
(o.s.)
Please! Oh, please don'‘t m(-ake) -- 1

MALE VOICE:
(o.s.)
You'li do as I tell you, filth!
You'll -~ !

Chris has turned head to stare at:
P.0.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 SIDE ViEw T0 CABRA,
her legs propped wide apart and tne bone-white crucifix
clutched in rawknuckled hands that are upraised over

(CONTINUED)



172.

173.

CONTD

her head.
to keep the crucifix UP,
we cannot (ALD WILL lOT)
to precigely that point.
EXPRESSION to match each
OF WHICH ARE COMING FROM
voice speaks through her
taneously contort into a
and rage.

nasogastric tubing has been ripped out.

above:

Oh, no don't make me!

You'll do it!

No! No, == 1

She secems to be exerting a powerful effort

away frcm her vagina, whichn
see, her nighatgown pulled up
ile see that her FACE ALTERS
voicz in the argument, BOTH
HER! When the deep male
mouth, the features instan-
demonic grimace of malevolence

Blood trickles down from Regan's nose. The

During the
REGAN: :
Don't!
REGAN-DEMONIC:
REGAN:
REGAN-DEIONIC:
You'll do

Do it, stinking bitch!

it! You'll do
kill youl

it or I'm going to

REGAN: .

Nooooo!

REGAN-DEMONIC:

Yes, do it, do it, do- !
QUICK CUT TO:
CLOSE DOWi ANGLE AT REGAN

showing nothing from the
and staring she seams to

waist down as with eyes wide
be flinching from the rush of

some hideous finality, her mouth agare and shrizking
in terror as she stares up at the upheld crucifix.
Then the shriek ends as the demonic face once again

takes over her features,

terror elides into a yelp

and the piercing cry of
ing, gutteral laugh of male-

volent spite and rage triumrhant as the crucifix is
Plunged down and out of sight at Regan's vagina.

The demonic face Iooks down, and we HEAR Regan-Demon
roaring in that coarse deafening voice as the crucifix

.15 repeatedly brought up

now spotting it as:

and plunged down again, blood

(CONTINUED)
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DE(Oll:
Yes, now you'rz 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. We see blocod on Regan's taigas,
but NEVER THE VAGINA. TThe Demon first turns on Caris

with a lock of mindbending fury. Then:

' DEMON:
Ahhh, little pig mother!

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 to 2 wall with
stunning force while Demon laughs with bellowing
spite. Chris crumples against wall near Xarl.
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.0O.V.

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

DE!MON:
Ahh! Yes, mine, you are mine,
you are -- |

It breaks off and the Regan-Dermon thing abruptly
looks over shoulder at CA4ERA (and Chris), which
halts at the sight. Th= features of Regan's face
seem to be those of Burke Dennings. Then it speaks
in the British-accented giggly VOICE of the dead
director.

REGAN-DENNINGS :
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 & CRNAL AREA DAY

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

177. ANOTHER ANGLE

fully built man wearing

scuffed white tennis shoes

Though she
Coming up

as Chris sees a large, power
khakis, sveater and sturdy.
approaching ner. Sha quickly looks away.
doesn't recognize him, we see it is Karras.
beside her:

KARRAS:
Are you Chris Macileil?

CHRIS:
Keep movin', creep.

KARRAS:
I'm Father Rarras.

She reddens, jerks swiftly around.

CHRIS:
Oh, my God! Oh, I'm —-- ! Jesus!

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 been +errific.
Got a cigarette, Father?

KARRAS:
(reaching into
pocket of shirt)
Sure.

She lights up. After a deep exhalation of smoke:

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

KARRAS:

It's the othcr way around. The
Socicty sent re through madical
school and psychiatric training.

(CONTINUED)
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CHRIS:
Where?

KARRAS: )
Oh, well, Harvard; John Hopkins,
Bellevue, then --

CHRIS:
(over him)
You're a friend of Father Dyer's,

that right?

KARRAS:
Yes, I am.

CHRIS:
Pretty close?

KARRAS:
Pretty close.

CHRIS:
Did he talk about the party?

KARRAS:
Yes.

CHRIS:

About my daughter?

RARDAS:
No, I didn't know you had one.

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

KARRAS:
No.

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

KARRAS:;
He never mentioned her.

CHRIS:

Priests keep a pretty.tight mouth,
then; that right? ‘

(CONTINUED)
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KARRAS:
That depends.

CHRIS:
On what?

KARRAS:

On the priest.

CHRIS:
T 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:
If he came to me for spiritual
help, I'd say, no.

CHRIS:
You wouldn't.

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

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

KARRAS:
Beg pardon?

CHRIS:

If a person's possessed by some kind

of a demon, how do vou go about
getting an exorcism?

KARRAS:
Well, first you'd have to put him
in a time machine and cget him back
to tae sixteenth century.

CHRIS:

(puzzled).

pidn't get you.

KARRAS : ..

Well, it just doesn't happen anymore,

Miss MacNeil.
. CFiRIS ¢
Since when?

(CONTINUED)

eS



177,

CONTD (3)

KARPAS:
Since we learned about mental
illness; about paranocia; dual
personality; all of those things
that they taught me at Harvard.

CHRIS:
You kidding?

KARRAS:
Many educated Catholics, Miss
Macileil, don'’t believe in the
devil anynore; 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:

Oh, really?

(2 shaking hand to

her sunglasses)
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, wincing shock at the redness, at the
desperate pleading in the haggard eyes.

CHRIS:
Father Karras, it's my dauchter!
KZ&RRAS: -
(gently)

Then all the more reason 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 darngerously
suggestive. And secondly, liiss
MacNeil, before the church approves
an exorcism, it concducts 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 given, so -

CHRIS:
Can't you even look at her?

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

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

KARRAS:
But your -
CHRIS:
(shrieking)

Jesus Christ, won't somebody help me!

She cru@ples against Karras' chest, moaning, with
convulsive sobs.

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

The final "help" elides into deep, throaty sobbing.

(CONTINUED)
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INT. MACNEIL EOUSE STAIRCASE DAY

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

bowed.

KARL:
It wants no straps, still.

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

self.
INT. REGAN'S BEDROOM DAY

Reining back his revulsion, Karras enters slowly,
scanning rcom; then freezes in horror. Arms held down
by double set of restraining stracs, it seems no lorger
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 ané burning
intelligence, seething in a face shaped into a hidc¢ous
mask of evil. The hair is tangled and thickly matted,
and Regan's legs and arms are spider-thin, a distended
stomach jutting up grotesquelv. Xarras reacts, then
closes door and strives for an affable, ccnversational

tone.

KARRAS:
Hello, Regan.
(fetching a chair
to bedside)
I'm a friend of your mother's. I'd
like to help you.

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

] REGAN-DEMON
You might-loosen these straps, then.

' KARRAS:
Are they uncomfortable for you?

REGAN-DEMON

Extremely.

) KARRAS:
I'm afraid you micht hurt yourself;
Regan.,

(CONTII'UED)
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REGAN-DENMCN:
I am not Regan.

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

REGAM-DELON:
I'm the devil., Ncw kindly undo
these strargs.

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

REGAN-DEMON
That's much too vulgar a display
of power, Karras. 4

KARRAS:
Where's Regan?

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

KARRAS:
Show me Regan and --

CLOSE AT REGAN

The features are her own, now, and the eves are filled
with terror, her mouth caring open in a sounrdless,
electrifying shriek for help. But then guickly the
Regan identity is replaced by a rewolding cf 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!
Really! .

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

REGAN-DEMON
(in the VOICE of
the derclizt In
subwav scene)
Couldjva nelp an old altar boy,
Faddah? I'm Cat'lic.




3

94

182, AT KARRAS -- REACTING
as we HEAR the 0.S. MOCKING LAUGHTLCR of the demon.

183. 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 decdging a projectile stream of
vomit, leaping out of his chair so that only h}s 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? "hat is it?

Regan hisses at him, mad =2yes gleaming, and her head
gently undulating like a cobra's.

KARRAS:
What is it?

Regan, in an angry bellow that shivers throuch 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 belliowing continues.

184, INT. CHRIS' BATEROOM AND HALL OFF BEDROOM LATE DAY

Karras' sweater is draped over shower pole as he washes
hands at sink. hris 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 Napoleon Bornaparte,

CHRIS:
Look, I'1ll tell vou something, Father;
you show me Regan's identical twin:
Same face, same voice, sare smell,
(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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CERIS: (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! 1I'd know it! 1'd
know it in my gut and I'm telling
you I know that thing in there is
not my daughter!

(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 know for a fact.

Chris stares at him a2 brief beat, then rises and moves
quickly out of bathroom. Karras frowns, hearing RECGAN
howling like a wolZ. Chris returns with a framed
photo of Regan and shows it to him.

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

Karras is deerly afiected.

KARRAS:
Look, I'm only 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'm talking now also as
a priest., If I go to the
Chancery office to get
permission to perform
(MORE)
{CONTINUED)
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KADRAS: {(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 Church would accept

as signs of possession.

CHRIS:
Like what?

KARPAS:
(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 expert.

KARRAS:

You probably knrow more about demonic
possession right now than most

priests.
OMITTED

EXT. MACNEIL HOUSE NIGHT

96

Chris opens door for Karras. He steps out onto stoop

containing a tape recording.

KARRAS:

~carrying the witchcraft book and a slender box

Did your daughter know a priest

was coming over?

CHRIS:

No, ©No, nobody knew but me.

KARRAS:

Did ycu know that my mother had

died just recently?

(CONTINUED)
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CHRIS:
Yes, I'm very sorry.
KARRAS:
Is Regan aware of it?
CHRIS:
Why? :
KARRAS:
Is she aware of it?
CHRIS:
No, not at all.
He nods.
CHERIS:
Why'd you ask?
KARRAS:
(shrugging)

Not important. I just wondered.

He studies her for a mcment without expression; then

quickly moves away. Chris watches from the doorway.
Karras crosses the street. At the corner, he drops the
book and stoorps Guickly to retrieve it, then rounds the
corner and vanishes from sicht. Chris closes the coor.
And now the CAMZIRA DISCLOSES Kinderman observing house
from an unmarked car parked a little down the street,
toward campus library.

EXT. PROSPECT STREET NIGHT
Kinderman frowns in ruzzlenent as he sees scmething: in

the wirdow of Ragan's bedrconm {(the shutters are Fartially
open), a suggestion of a slender figure (Regan?) quickly

ducking away from sight. We go back to Kinderman,
thoughtful. He does not see the shutter slowly pulled
shut.

EXT. G. U. LANGUAGE LAB NIGHT

Karras enters.

INT. LANGUAGE LAB NIGHT

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

(CONTINUED)
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REGAN'S VOICE:
(normal)
Hello ...

Whining feedback.

CHRIS' VOICE:
(hushed in b.g.)
Not so close to the microphone, honey.
Hold it back.

REGAN'S VOICE:
Like this? ’

CHRIS: VOICE:
No, more. ‘

REGAN'S VOICE:
Like this?

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

REGAN'S VOICE:
(muffled giggling;
then:)

Hello, Daddy? This is me.
(giggling; then a
whispered aside)

I can't tell what to say.

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

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

REGAN'S VOICE:
Umm, Daddy =-- well, va see; I mean
I hope you can hear me okay and --
let's see. Umm, well, first we're
- No, wait, now ... See, first we're
in Washington, Daddy, ya know? 1It's
-- No, wait, now; I better start over.
See, Daddy, there's ...

1%0. EXT. DAHLGREN CHAPEL ON G. U. CAMPUS . DAWN

Karras enters.
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INT. DAHLGREN CHAPEL DAVWN

Karras vests in vesiment rcom. We follow him into

church.
ANOTHER ANGLE (TIME LAPSE) KARRAS AT ALTAR

RARRAS:
"Thou shalt turn again, O God,
and quicken us. And Thy people
shall rejoice in Thee. Show us
Thy mercy, O Lord, and grant us
Thy salvation. O Lorxd, hear my
prayer. And let my cry come unto

Thee."”

ANOTHER ANGLE (TIME LA®SE)

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 and 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 frcm it. This is the
cup of my blocd, the blood of the new
ard everlasting covenant, the mystery
of faith. It will be shed for you and
for all men so that sins rmay be
forgiven, Do this in memory of me.

INT. REGAN'S BEDROOHM DAY

CLOSE at tape recorder. A full reel is just beginning to
wind onto empty reel. A microphone is propped in position.
Karras sits at foot of bed. He is in his clerical robes.

REGAN-DEMON:
Hello, Karras. What an excellent
day for an exorcism. Do begin it
soon. :

(CONTINUED)
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KARRAS: YL
(puzzled)
You would like that?

RECGAN-DEMON:
Intensely.

KARRAS:
But wouldn't that drive you out of

Regan?

REGAN-DEMON:
It would bring us together.

KARRAS:
-You and Regan?

REGAN-DENMON:
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. a bureau
drawer has popped open, sliding out its entire length.
The demon bursts into hysterical, gleeful laughter.

KARRAS:
You did that?
2 REGAN-DZMOJ
Assuredly.
KARRAS

Do it again.

REGAN-DEMNCN
In time, in time. But mirabile
dictu, don't you agree?

KARRAS:
(startled)
You speak Latin?

REGAN-DEMON
Ego te absolvo.

The demon chuckles.

KARRAS:
(excitedly)
Quod nomen mihi est?
REGAH-DEMON ¢
Bon jour.
KAPRAS ;
(persistent)
Quod nomen mihi est?
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REGAN-DELON
Bon nuit, La plume de ma tante.

Karras holds up a

The demon laughs full and mockingly. 3

small vial of water that he has had cupped in his han
The demon abruptly breaks off the laughter.

REGAN-DELON:
(warily)
What is that?

KARRAS:
Holy water.

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

REGAN~DENMON:
Ahhhhhhhhhhhh! It burns me! It
burns! It burns! Ah, cease,
priest, bastard! Cease! Ahhhhhhhh!

Karras looks disaprointed. The howling ceases ard
Regan's head falls back onto pillow. Regan's eyes roll
upward into their sockets, exposing the whites. Regan-
Demon is now rolling head feverichly from side tc side
muttering an indistinct gibberish:

REGAN-DEMOWN:
I'drehtellteeson. Dobetni tee
siti. Leafy. Tseerpet reef.
Emitsuvig.

Karras is intrigued and moves to side of bed. He turns
up volume on recorder, 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. Karras
straightens up.

ol

KARRAS:
Who are you?

REGAN-DI:ON
Nowonmai ... Nowcnmai ...

KARRAS:
Is that your name?

The lips move. Fevered svllables, slow ard
unintelligikle. Then it ceases.

(CONTINUED)
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KARRAS: :
Are you able to understand me?

Silence. Only the eerie sound of breathing. Karras
waits a little; then he shakes head, disappointed. He
grips Pegan's wrist to check her pulse; then.he draws
back Regan's nightgown 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.

CHRIS:
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! What's the difference between
holy water and tap water, anyway?

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

Where's her father?

CHRIS:
In Europe.

(CONTINUED)
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KARRAS:

Have you told him what's haopenlng’
CHRIS:

No!
KARRAS:

Well, I think it would help if he
were here. It's ==

CHRIS:

{(over him)
I've asked you to drive a demon out,
goddammit, not ask another one in!
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 --

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

INT. LANGUAGE LAB. MIGHT

Karras and Language Lab Director FRANK, are listening
to tail-end of recording of Karras' last session with

Regan.

Karras is tense.

KARRAS
Well, all right, is it a language

. Or not?

(CONT INUED)
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& A FRANX
( Oh, I'd say it was a language all
right. 1It's English.

KARPAS:
It's what?

- Frank is threading another tape onto the recorder.

FRANK:

I thought you were putting me on.
It's just English in reverse. I've
pulled your questions, flipped the
responses, and respliced them in
sequeice.

(pushing playback

button)
Here, you just play it backwards.

197. INT. KARRAS' ROONM NIGH?

Karras sits in front of tape recorder listening to an
eerie, unearthly series of various WHISPERED 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.

(Seconéd Voice)
Give us time.

(Third Voice)
He is ill. :

(Fourth Vsice)
No, not this one. The other.
The cne who will =

Second Voice interrupting:

) (Second Voice)
Ah, the blocd! Feel the blood!
How it sings!

(CONTINUED)
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(“ ' TAPE RZCORDER: (Contd)
& (Karras' Vcics)
h A Who are you? .

(rirst Voice)
I am no one.

{Karras' Voice)
Is that your name?

(Second Voice)
I have no name.

(First Voice)
I am no one.

{(Third vVoice)
Many.

(Fourth Voice)
Let us be., Let us warm in the

body.

{Second Voice)
Leave us.

(Third voice)
Let us be, Xarras.

(First vVoice)
Merrin ... Merrin.

PHONE RIWGS. Xarras leaps for it.
KARRAS:
(urgently) _
Hello, yes? ... Be right over.

1397. EXT. PRCSPECT STREET NEAR THE HOUSE NIGHT

Very late. No traffic noise. Karras is hastily
crossing, throwing on a sweater.

198. INT. ENTRY OF MACNEIL HOUSE MIGET
Sharon, wearing sweater and holding a flashlight, has
the door open, waiting as Karrzs comes up step. 2t
door, she puts a finger to her lips for cuiet. She
beckons him in and closes cdoor silently ard carefully.

(CONTINUED)
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SHAPROI:
(whispering)
I don't want to wzke Chris. I
don't think she ought to see this.

She beckons him to follow.
INT. SECOND FLOOR HALL BY REGAN'S DOOR NIGHT

The house is darkened. Karras and Sharon are silently
approaching. Sharon carefully opens door, enters, and
beckons Karras into room.

INT. REGAN'S BEDROOM AT DOOR NIGHT

As he enters and Sharon closes door, Karras reacts as
if to extreme cold. His breath, like Sharon's 1is
frostily condensing in the chill air of the room. Ke
Jooks at Shazon with wender.

ANOTIEER ANGLE

as Karras and Sharon approach the bedside. The room is
dark except for a nicght light glow. Sharon has flash-
light on now, trained low. They stoo by bed Regan
seems to be in coma, the whites of her eyes glowing
eerily in the dim light. Heavy breathing. FXarras takes
her wrist to check her pulse. The naso-gastric tube is
in place, Sustacen seeping into Regan's motionless body.
Beads of perspiration on Regan s forehead. Sharon is
bendlng, gently pulliny Regan's pajama tops wide apart,
exposing her chest. Karras wipes a little perspiration
of f Regan's forchead, then stares at it on his fingers,

rubbing them together with deeper consterrnation. Then

he looks up at Sharcn, feeling her gaze upon him,

SHARON:
(whispering)
I don't know if it's stopped. But
watch. Just keep looking at her
chest.

Kagrag follows her instruction. ‘One'beat. Two. Then,
flipping flashlight beam onto Regan's chest:

SHAROL:
(wvhispering)
There! There, it's coming!

Kirras leans face closer to observe, then halts, shccked
at:
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202, P.0O.V. REGAN'S CECST
Rising up slowly on her skin in blood-red, bas-relief
script are two wecrds:
help me

203. CLOSE AT SHRRON AND KARRAS REACTING
204. OMITTED
2035A. INT. HEEALY BUILDING HALLWAY, GROUND FLOCR DAY

Karras walks down EHallway toward stairs.
205B. INT. KEALY BUILDING MAIM STAIRVAY DAY

Karras cliwrbs stairs and enters Cardinal's outer office.
205, INT. CARDINAL'S OFEICE DAY

In the room, Karras and the Cardinal,

CARDINAL:
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.

CARDINATL:
You would want to do the Excrcisn
yourself?
Karras nods.
CARDIMNAL:?®
How's your health?
KARRAS:
All right.
CARDINAL:®

PWell, we'll sce., It might be

best to have a man with experience.
Maybe someone who’s epent 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!™ UMNIVCRSITY PRCSIDENT'S OFFICE DAY

_ PRESIDENT:
Vlell, he does know the backgrournd.
I doubt there's any danger in just
(MORE)
(CONTINUED)
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PRESIDENT: (Ccntd)
having him assist. There should
be a psychiatrist present, anyway.

CARDINEL:
And what about the exorcist? Any
ideas? I'm blank.

PRESIDENT:
Well, now, Lankester Merrin's around.

CARDINAL:
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 fcur
months ago, Mike. He's at Woodstcck.

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 all right or he
wouldn’t be running around digging
up torbs, don't you think?

CARDINAL:
Yes, I guess so.

PRESIDENT:
And besides, he's had experience, Mike.

CANDINAL:
I didn't Xknow that.

PRESIDENT:
Maybe ten or twelve years ago, I
think, in Africa. Supoosedly the
exorcism lasted for months. I heard
it damn near killed him.

108
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EXT. PROSPECT STREET IN FRONT OF EOUSE NIGHT

A cab pulls up to house in LONG SHOT. Out frem the cab
steps a tall, old criest (XERRIN), carrying a battered
valise. A hat obscures his face. As the cab pulls away,
Merrin stands rooted, staring up at second floor cf
Maclieil house like a melancholy traveler frozen in time.

INT. REGAN'S BEDROCH

Regan is apparently unconscious, her features recomposed
intoc her cwn in the normal state, (as happens whenever
she's unconscious). Sharon is winding sphycmanometer
wrappings around Regan'’s arm while Xarras pinches
Regan's Achilles tendon, checking her sensitivity to
pain. During this:

SHAROII:
Four hundred milligrams in less
than two hcurs! That's enough to
put an army out!

Karras nods; silently takes Regan's blcod pressure.

KARRAS:
90 over 60.

INT . ENTRY TO MACKNEIL HCUSE NIGHT

Chris opens docr, disclosing Merrin, face still shaded
by hat, and Rcman collar by coat buttoned at top.

CHRIS:
Yes?

MERRIN:
(reaching for hat)
Mrs. MacNeil? I'm Father lerrin.

And row we SEE it is the OLD MAN in Khaki from opening
sequence,

CERIS:
(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
prermature burial,

REGAN-DEMON:
(o.s.)
Merriiiinnnnnnnnn!

(CONTINUED)
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CEBRIS:
God almighty!
REGAN-DEXON:
{o.s5.)
Merriiinnnnnnn!

from the study and Karras comes

Karl steps incredulous
Merrin turns and puts hand out to

out from the kitchen.
Karras.

MERRIN:
(warmly; serene)
Father Karras.

KARRAS :
Hello, Father. Such an honor to

meet you.

Merrin takes Karras® hand in beth of his, searching
Karras' face with a lookx 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
to the resicdence and gather uvp a
cassock for myself, two surplices,
a purple stcle, 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

Karra;, in his_cassock, is croscsing swiftly toward house
carrying a carcboard laundry box.
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21¢CA. EXT. MACNZIL HOUSE NIGHT

Karras enters.
211. INT. STUDY OF MACNEIL HOUSE NIGHT

Karras and Merrin are dressing in vestments taken out
of laundry box.

MERRIN:

Expecially important is the warning
to avoid conversations with the demon.
We may ask what is relevant, but
anything beyond that is dangerous.
Extremely. Especially, do not listen
to anything he says. The demon 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,
Darmien. And powerful. Do not listen.
Remember that. Do 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 might be
helpful if I gave you some background
on the different personalities that
Regan has manifested. So far, I'd
say there seem to be three.

MERRIN:
(haunted expression)
There is only one.

212~ OMITTED
213,

214. INT. SECOND FLOOR LANDING AT STRIRS NIGHT

Merrin and Karras, fully vested, Roman Rituals in their
hands, slowly come to stairs and ascerd in single file,
Karras back of Merrin. '

215, ANGLE DOWN HALL FROM OUTSIDE ROOM

as the priests approach. Chris and Sharon, bundled in
sweaters, watch them. The priests halt by them; look
at them a moment, then:

) MERRIN:
Vhat is your daughter's middle nanme?

(CONTINUED)
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CHRIS:
Teresa.

MERRIN:
vhat a lovely name.

He nods; then looks to door. The others follow suit.

MERRIN:
(continuing; nods
to Karras)
All right.

Karras 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. Merzin
hangs moticnless for a mcment.

INT. REGAN'S BEDROOM

Merrin, just outside the door, staring in at:
REGAN-DEMON

lifting head from pillow, staring at Merrin with burning
eyes.,

ANOTHER ANGLE

as Merrin steps into the room, followed by Karras, Chris
and Sharon. Xarras sees door is oren, closes it.

Merrin goes to side of ked while Karras moves to its
foot. They halt. (NOTE: "The room is freezing.

Breath is condensing threouzhott.) & Leat. Regan

Iicks a wolfisn, blackened tongue acrcoss cdried lips

with a SOUID like parchment being smoothed over. Then:

_ REGAN~DEMNOMN:
Proud scum! This time you are going
to lose!

Regan tilts back head and lauchs gleefully. Merrin
traces the sign of the crcss 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 nave flung forth like bolts. Karras has
flinched arnd jerked his head around in wonder at ilerrin,
who stares commandincly at Regan. The demon is silent,
returning his stare with eyes now hesitant, blipking

and wary. Merrin caps the holy water vial routinaly

and returns it to Karras, who slips it in his pockxet and
vatches as Merrin kneels down beside the bed and closes

his eyes in murmured prayer:

MERRIN:
'‘Our Father, who art in ... '
Regan spits and hits Merrin in the face with a yellowish
glob of mucus that ocozes slowly down the exorcist's
cheek. His head still bowed, Merrin plucks a handker-
chief out of his pocket and serenely, unnurriedly wipes
away the spittle as: :

MERRIIN:

... heaven, hallowed by Thy name.
Thy kingdom ccme, Thy will be done,
on earth, as it is in heaven. ive
us this day, our daily bread, and
forgive us our trespasses, as ve
forgive those who trespass against
us. Anéd lead us nct into temptaticn.'’

KARRAS:
'And deliver us from the evil one.'

Karras briefly locks up. Regan's eyes are rclling
upvards into their sockets until only the whites are
exposed., Karras looks uneasy, then returns to his text
to follow as lerrin now stands, praving reverently:

MERRI _
'God and Father of Lur Lord Jesus
Christ, I appeal to your holy nane,
humbly begging your kindness, that
you may gracicusly grant me help
against this unclean spirit now
tormenting this creature of yours;
through Christ our Lord.'

‘ KARRAS:
‘Amen., '

As Merrin continges_reading, Karras again glances up as
he hears Reczan hlsglng, sitting erect with the whites
of her eyes exposed while her tongue fliicks in and out

(CONTINUED)
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Karras doesn't hear it; o bheat.

MEPRIN:
Damien.

Karras turns tc Merrin. We SEE him eyeing Karras
serenely as he motions with his head at copy of the

RITUAL in Karras' hands.

MERRIN:
The resronse, please, Damien.

Karras, still dumkfounded, ylances again to ?he'bed.
Then he collects himself and looks dcwn at his text.

KARRAS:
(excited)
'And the son of inigquity be powerless
to harm her,'

MERP1N:
'Lord, hear my praver.'

KARRAS:
'And let my cry come unto Thee.'

Here Merrin reaches up his harnd in a workaday manner and
traces the sign of the cross unhurriedly three times onm

Regan's brow while:

MERRIN:
(continuing to read
ALOUD)
' .. Almighty Father, everlasting
God, who sent your onlv begotten Son
into the world *o crush that rocaring
lion ... !

The hissing ceases and from the taut-stretched "O" of
Regap's mouth ccres the nerve-snredding lowing of a steer,
growing shatteringly lcuder 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 cortion of his rurple stcle to Recan's rneck.
Abruptly, the bellowing ceases arad in the ringing silence

(CONTINUED)
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a thick and putrid greenish vonit begins to pump from
Regan's mouth irn slow and regular, sickening spurts
that ooze like lava cver her lip and flow in waves
onto Merrin's hand, which he does not move as we now

HEAR:

MERRIN:

(continuing)
1God and Lord cf all creation, by
whose might Satan was made to fall
from heaven like lightning, strike
terror into the beast now laying
vaste your vineyard. Let your
Mighty hand cast out +his cruel demon
from this creature. Drive out this
persecutor of the irnocent ... !

The bed begins to rock lazily, and then toc pitch, and
then suddenly is viclently dipping ard yawing. During
this, the 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 mcvements and floated with a cushioned thud
to the rug, and Karras now stares mesmerized at Marrin's
hand buried under the thick and mcunded vomit.

MERRIM:
Damien?

Karras turns to him blankly.

MERRIN:
'Lord, hear my prayer.'

KARRAS:
. (turning to hed)
" 'And let my cry come unto Thee.'

Now Merrig takes a step back and jolts the rcom with the
lash of his voice as he commands:

MERRIN:
'T cast you out, unclean spirit,
along with evexy satanic power of
the eneny! every spectre from hell!
every savage companion! It is
Christ who ccumands vou, He wvhc flung
you headlong freox the heights of
Heaven! You rokbker of life! You

(MORE)

(CCNTIUED!
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MERRIN: {(Cont4d)
corructer of juctice! You
investor of every obscenity!

MERRIN:

- (O.S -') .
Regan has ceased vomiting, 'Why do you stand and resist,
Karras moves slowly knowing as you nust that
around to bedside and Christ the Lord brings your
reaches down, checking plans to nothing. EHe has
Regan's pulse. She is already stripped you of your
silent and unmoving. Into powers and laid waste your
icy air, thin mists of kingdom. He has cast you
vapor waft upward from forth into the outer darkness.

the vomit like a reeking To what purpose do you
offering. And now Karras brazenly refuse? For you are
1ifts his eyes, staring, guilty before almighty God,
as with nightmare slow- /hose laws you have trans-
fiess, a fraction at:atime,gressed. You are guilty
Regan 's head turns toward before his Son, our Lord Jesus
him, swiveling like a Christ, whom you dared to nail
mannequin's and creaking to the cross. You are guilty
with the sourd cf arusted before the whole human race.'
mechanism until the dread

and glaring whites of the

eyes are fixed directly on

Karras. And now Karras

glances up warily as the

lights in the room begin

flickering, dimming, then

fade to an eerie, pulsing

amber. Regan turns back

toward Merrin, end now a

muffled PCUKDING jolts the

room; then another; and

another, and then steadily,

the splintsring sound cof

throbbing at a ponderous

rate like the keating of a

heart that is massive and

diseased. '

MERPIN:
(oblivious)
'Depart, you monster! Your place
is in solitude! Your abode is in
a nest of vipers! Get down and
crawl with them! It is God Himself
who commands you ... '

(CONTINUED)
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Merrin continues and now the poundirgs begin to come
steadily louder, Zfaster, until Sharon cries out,
pressing fists against ner ears as the poundlngs grow
deafening and now sud<enly accelerate to a terrifying
tempo. And then abruptly the poundings cease and
Merrin's prayer comes througn in the silence.

MERRII:
'0h, God of Heaven arnd earth,
God of the angels and arch-
angels ...

OVER the continued recitation, we HEAR the return of
the demon as the flickering haze grows gradually
brighter. A

REGAN-DEMON: MERRIN:
(raging at Merrin) (o.s.)
Hypocrites! 'God wno has power to bestow

life after death and rest

after toil.'
(o.s.; 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, ¢.S. {remainder of material in
appendix), Regan begins to emit various animal ncises,
and Karras, & hypcdermic syringe in one hand, moves to
bedside, nodding for Chris and Sharcn to approach. As
he does, the Dennings personality takes over in Regan,
turning to plead with Xarras:

REGAN~DENNINGS:
What the hebl are ycu cdoing, 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, jerking head toward Chris, as

Chris and Sharon come toO tedsicde.

REGAN-~DE!ON:
Ah, the mother of pigletl Yes,
come see your handiwork, sow!

While Sharon and Chris pin Regan's arms, Karras

e

administers the injection.

- REGAN -DEI{ON:
(continuing; at Chris)
See the puke! See the murderous
bitch! Are you pleased! It is you
who has done it! Yes, you with
your career before her, before
hushand, 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 you!
(as Chris moves) " pPriests will not help! She
And don't listen! .is mad! You have driven her
Don't -- ! to madness and to murcder!

You hzve driven her into her
grave! She -- | :

And now the Demon has jerked its head around to Karras,
eyes bulging with fury. '

REGAN-DEMON:
And you, bastard! Yocu!

'Chris has swabbed Regan's arm and as Karras flicks

227.
f
( 02280
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the needle into wasted ilesh:
KARRAS ¢
(at Chris)
Now get out!
As Chris flees the room we are:
AT DEMON
REGAN-DCEMON:

Yes, we know of your kindness to
mothers!

AT RKRRRAS

His head is lowered as hz extracts the n=cedle, and we
EEAR 0.S5. mocking LAUGCHTZIR of the Cemcn. KXarras blanches
and fcr a moment does not move.
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ANOTHER ANGLE

MERRIN:
(continuing adjuration)
"The mystery of the Crcss cecrrands
you! The faith of the saints and
the martyrs cormands you! The
blood of Christ commands youl The

prayers of -- "

Merrin breaks off and looks up at hearing the demon
cry in sudden pain, as well as anger. He repeats the

line that produced this effect:

MERRIN:
wthe blcod of Christ commands you!”

Same reaction; greater.

MERRIN:
"The blocd of Christ commands you."

Midway through‘the word "ccmmand", however, a prolonged
howl of pain and rage from:

REGAN-DEMON:
Daaaammmm youuuuu, derrrriiinnnn!

But the cry of "Merrin" gives way to a prolonged
exhalation of breath, almost as in death. And now from
Regan comes the slcw, liiting singing == in a sweet
clear voice like a choirboy's =-- of a hymn surg at
Catholic berediction: “Tantum Ergo."

AT REGAN DDMONM
The whites of the eyes are exposed. The singing.
A FULL ANGLE REGAM, KARRAS

as Merrin aprears with a towel. ke wipes the vonmit
from Rzgan'’s face with tender, weary movenents. Sharon
enters room and comes to bed. She takes the towel from
Merrin's hands. :

SHAROWN:
I'l11 finish that, Father.

Rarras checks Regan's pulse.

KARRAS:
(at Sharon)
Clean her up, please, and give
her half of a 25 milligran
Compazine suppesitorv.
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INT. HALL OUTSIDE RZGAN'S BEDROCM

In the dimness, Merrin and Karracs lean against wall,
their faces numb with shock as they stare at door to
Regan's room. O0.S. SINGING ccntinues.

KARRAS:
Father, what's going on in there?
What is it? If that's the Devil,
vhy this girl? It makes no sense.

MERRIN:
I think the roint is to make us
despair, Damian -~ to see ourselves
as animal and ugly -- to reject our
own huranity -- to reject the
possibility that God could ever

love us.
It has an impact. Karras thinks. Then:

MERRIN:
Excuse me.

MERRIN

hurries down hall cut of sight of Karras, then takes out
a pill box, extracts a nitro-glycerin tablet and places
it under his toncue. RHarras turns to door as Sharon
emerges with bundle of fouled bedding and clothing.
Karras takes a deep breath and enters.

OMITTED

INT. REGAN'S BEDROOM NIGHT

Regan sleeps but Xarras! frosty breath tells us the air
in the room is still icy. Ee shivers. Then he walks

to the bedside, reaches down and grips Regan's wrist

to take her pulse. As he stares at sweezsecond hand of
wristwatch, we are CLOSE A% KARRAS and we HEAR TEE VCQICE
OF KARRAS' MOTHZ=R.

RECAN-!'OTHER:
(o.s.) -
You leave me to be priest, Dimmy.
Send me institution, Why? Why
you do dis?

Karrés is almost trembling with the effort to keep from
logklng at Regan's face. Anrd now the VOICE grows
frightened and tearfully imploring.

(CONTINUED)
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REGRN~MOTHER:
You always gocd boy, Dimnmy. Please!
I am 'fraid! Please don't chase me
outside, Dimmy! Please!

KARRAS:
(vehement whisper)
You're not my mother!

" REGAN-MOTHER:
Dimmy, pleasel

KARRAS:
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 tzlls you?
You believe him to be holy? Vell,
he is not! And I will prove it!
I will prove it by kiiling the
-piglet!

(grinning)
Feel her pulse, Karras! Feel it!

Karras looks down at the wrist still gripped in his
hand.

REGAN-DZMON
Somewhat rapid, Karras? Yes. But
what else? As, yes, feeble.

As Karras leans quickly to his medical bag and extracts

stethoscope:
RECAN-DZMON:
(2 laugh; thken as
Karras puts instrument
to chest)
Listen, Karras! Listen! Listen,
welll

Karras looks very worried. Demon laughs. Then, as
Merrin enters:

(CONTINUED)
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REGAN-DZIION:
I will not let her sleepl

The Demon puts its head back in prolonged, hideous
laughter, Karras staring nuwbly. Herrin comes to
bedside and looks at Regan, then at Karras' stunned

expression.

MERRIN:
What is it?

KARRAS:
Her heart's begurn to work
inefficiently, Father. If she
doesn't get rest scon, she'll
die from cardiac exhaustion.

MERRIN:
(alarmed)
Can't you give her drugs?

KARRAS:
No, she might go into coma. If
her blood prassure (lrops any more ...

EXT. SUNRISE SEOT AT HOUSE ACROSS POTOIHMAC
OMITTED
INT. REGAN'S BEDROOM

Merrin is fighting sleep. Regan is grunting like a
pig., whites of eyes evxrosed. Karras is checking
Regan's heartbeat, and then her pulse, 2nd then wrags
black sphycmomanometer clothr arcund Regan's arm toO
take a blcod pressure reaiing. Eoth priests have
blankets draped over their shoulcers. Tr.eir breath is
condensing in the frosty air of the room.

‘REGAN-MOTHEER
I not good to you, Dimmy? VWhy you
leave me to die all alone? :

Mergin is.at_his side, clutching at his arm and trying
to draw him awav, Karras resisting, his gaze fixed
trancelike on the 0.S. face.

MERRIN:
Damien!

(CONTINUGED;
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REGZN-MOTHER:
vhy, Dimmy?
MERRIN:
Go and rest for awhile!
AT REGAN

The 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, clease!

MERRIN:
Go and restl!

Reluctantly, Karras leaves. Merrin, after a beat, turns
to Regan, the deronic entity reappears.

REGAN-DEMON:
(seething whisper)
You will lose!

INT. MACNEIL HOUSE KITCHEN LATE DAY

Chris is sitting at breakfast nook looking at an album
of photographs. She's on the verge of tears. Karras
enters kitchen, pauses as he sees Chris.

CHRIS:
(a2 sniffle)
There's coffee there, Father.

Chris moves quickly 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
photograpn, she is blowing out carndles on a birthday
cake. In another, she is sitting on a lake-front dock
in shorts and T-shirt with “Camp Brown Ledge" stercilled
on the front. Karras is deeply affected. Close to a
breakdown, he puits a trembling hand to brow, with a
fervently whispered, desperate:

KARPAS:
God ... God help ...

(CONTINUED)
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CAMERA TOLLOYWS him as he leaves kitcher. Passing the
living room, he HEARS sobkling from within, Looking in,
he sees Chris on sofa convulsively weeping. Sharon,
beside her, is comforting her.

INT. MACNEIL HOUSE FOYER

Chris hears the front door CHIMES. She reacts; waits.
They RING agazin. She goes to answer, She opens door,

disclosing Xinderman.

KINDERIMAN:
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 night, but I'm
afraid that I'm gecing to have to
talk to your daughter, Mrs. Naciieil
and I'd like to take a look at her
room, if you don't mind.

CHRIS:
Regan's bedroom?

KINDERMAN:
Yes, immediately, rlease. I have
a warrant.

CHRIS:
Oh, please, not now! She's gotten
worse, Lieutenant. Pleacse!
Please, not now!

INT. SECONF FLCOR HALL FACNEIL EOUSE NIGHT

Karras enters Regan's bedrcom and walks wearily to the
chair vhere ne had been sitting beside Merrin. During
the above moves:

REGAN-DEMON:
(o.s.)
«s. Would have lost! Would have
lost and you knew it, Merrin! Bastard!
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RECAN ON BED MERRIN

Limp and disjointed, “errin lies sprawled face-down on’
floor on far side of bed and beside it. KRegan-Demon
cranes head over side of bed at him, croaking
inchoately with rage and frustration.

ANOTHER ANGLE

as Karras rushes to Merrin, kneeling beside him, and
turnirg him over, disclosing bluish ccloration of

Merrin's face.

REGAN-DEMON
(o.s.) ‘
Die, will you? Die? Karras, heal
him! Heal him! Bring him back that
we may finishhhhhh itttttt!

And now inchoate croakings and moans of rage and
frustration from o.s., as Karras feels for Merrin's
pulse and in a wrenching, stakbing instnat of anguish
realizes that Merrin is dead. Groaning in whisper:

KARRAS:
Ah, God not

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:
No!

Karras' eyes fix on something on the floor around Merrin:
the pill box and a scattering of nitroglycerin pills.
Karras begins to gently and tenderly place Merrin's

hands on his chest in the form of a cress. An enormous,
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 long, and wildly
through: ' .

KARRAS:
You son-of-a-bitch! You murdering
bastard!

(CONTINUED)
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2 projectile strean of VOMIT from O0.S. strikes his face,
but he is oblivious.

' KARRAS:
Yes, you're very good with children!
Well, come on! Let's see you try
something bigger!

Karras has his hands out like great fleshy hooks,
beckoning, challenging.

KARRAS:
Come on! Try me! Take me! Come

into me!
AT REGAN-DEION

In the demonic features now, & trembling, wild-eyes
rage; fearsome struggle over some irresistibly
tempting decision that +he 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 do not change as his hands go to his throzt
and he struggles to his feet. His actions are those of
a man who either has been possessed by or thinks he
has been pcssessed by the Demon, but who aiso 1s £
fighting for control of his cwn organism., And ncw
here, suddenly, on a nove toward tine bed and Regan
{who, if she is in Si0T, is unconscious, her race in
shadow), Karras' features brieilv contcrt into thcse
of the demon Pazuiy; tut then return to normal agaln on
a backward jerx Ly narras &as:

KARRAS:
Nol

The Demon —-- in Karras' body -- had moved to kill
Regan; but Karras 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

ANGLE FROM NEAR REGAN'S BEDROOM DOOR

as Chris, Sharon and Kinderman rush toward us.
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250. INT. REGAN'S BEDROQOI AT DOOR NIGHT

Chris, Sharon and Kinderman burst in, halt. Sharon

rushes forvard toward windowe.

251. AT MERRIN

as Chris rushes to him, kneels down by him, then reacts
with shock.

CHRIS:
Sharon! Come here! Quick,
come -- |

252, AT SHARON AND KINDER:1

staring down from window. Hands to sides of face,
Sharon is screamning.

252a. P.O.V. AT KARRAS IN STREET BELOV.
253, ANGLE TO INCLUDE CHRIS AND KINDERMAN
as Sharon runs toward door.

CHRIS:
Shar, what is itl

SHARON:
(running out)
Father Karras!
Chris rises and runs trenkling toward the window.

254, AT CHRIS AND KIXDERIMAN FROM EXTERIOR WIKDOW

Looking down, Chris freezes at wnat she sees. Then
from behind her, in a small, wan voice calling
tearfully:
REGAN:
(0.5.)
Mother?
(Chris half turnmns
her  head)

Mother, what's happening?
255. AT CHRIS AND KINDERMAIl FROM INTERIOR ROCHM
as they turn toward Regan.
REGAN

(o.s.)
Oh, please! Please, coue here!
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AT REGAN

The real Regan, weeping in helpless confusion and fear.

REGAN: \
Mother, please! I'm afraidl
ANOTHER ANGLE

as Chris rushes forwaré to Regan, arms outstretched,
and weeping:

CHRIS:
Rags! Oh, my baby, my baby!

She is on the bed and embracing her daughter.

EXT. "HITCHCOCK" STEPS AREA ON "M" STREET NIGET
AT GATHERIMNG OF PASSZRSBY

at an accident scene. Policeman shepherds them back.
DYER, followed by Sharcn, is frantically pushing through
as:

FIRST PASSERBY:
Yhat happened?

) SECOWD PASSER2Y:
Some guy fell down the steps.

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 KARRAS

He lies crumpled and twisted in a pool cof blood. Dyer
kneels to him. )

AT DYER KARRAS LOW ANGLE

DYER:
Damien ... Can you talk?

Karras slowlyv and rpainfullv rezches out his hand to

. : . : Lo TT ,
Dyer's wrist and grips it, briefly sguecezing. Fighting
back the tears, Dyer leans his mouth close to Karras'
ear. .
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DYEP:
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
offended almighty Godz?

A squeeze. And now Dyer leans back and §low1y traces
the sign of the cross over Karras, reciting the words

of absolution:
DYER:
Ego te absolvo in ncrmine Patris,
et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti.
Aren.

AT DYER

as he again leans over with his mouth close to Karras'
ear.

DYER:
Are you -- ?

He halts, slightly turning his head toward his wrist.
CIOSE AT DYER'S WRIST

gripped by Karras. The grip slackens, the hand slowly
opening, then falling limp.

ANGLE AT DYER KARRAS
Slowly and tenderly, Dyer slips the eyelids down as we

HEAR the WAILING SIREN of approaching ambulance. Dyer
veeps ...

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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INT. MACNEIL HOUSE CHERIS' BEDROOM DAY

Chris is folding a final item into a sui;case
her bed as Karl stands by. She closes lid.

CHRIS: .
Okay, Karl, that's all of 1it.

131

open on

Ssharon enters, something clasped in one hand.

SHARON:
Chris, what abcut those stereo
earphones?

CHRIS:
Storage.

Rarl, who has closed up suitcase, exits.

SEARON:
Okay, we're all set then. Dulles
Airport's pretty far, Chris. You'd
best allow an hour.

CHRIS:

Gonna miss you.
SHARON:

Same here, Chris.
CHRIS:

You won't change your mind?
SHARON:

(slight shake of

head)
People change.
(she unclasps harnd,
disclosing Xarras'
medal and chain
which she holds up
to Chris)
Bere, 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 MACHNEIL EHOUSE DAY
Chris is coming toward Fegan's bedroom.

CHRIS:
(calling) o
Hey, Rags, how ya comin®?

INT. REGAN'S BEDROOH

Looking a little wan and caunt, dark sacs beneath her

eyes, Regan stands by her bed, holding two s;uffeq ]
animals in her grip as she stares down with indecision

and a2 child's discontent at an over-packed, open
suitcase.

CHRIS:
How ya comin', hon? We're late.

REGAN:
There's just not enough IOOm in
this thing!

CHRIS:
Well, ya can't take i+ all, now,
sweetheart. Just leave it and
Willie'il bring it later on. Come
on, babe, we've got to hurry or
we're going to miss the plane.

DOORCHIIE SOUID

RECAN:
(mildly pouting)
Oh, okay.
CHRIS:

Atta' girl.

Chris exits SCENE, heading for stairs. 2Regan sighs
with resignation, looking down at the animals.

INT./EXT. FRONT COOR APEA MACNEIL HOUSE DAY
Chris is opening door, disclosing Dyer in cassock and

Roman collar saying gocdébve to Sharon, latter going to
limo at curb and getting in as Chris steps outside and:

CHRIS:
Oh, 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:
Geing to miss you.

CHRIS:
Me too.

'DYER:

How's the girl?

CHRIS:
Oh, she's great, really great.

Karl passes between them with two suitcases heading
Chris' car which is parked in front of house. Dyer

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, their gazes

meeting.

DYER: :
What do you thinl happened. 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 is yes =--

yeah, that I Lkelieve.

DYER:
But if all of the evil in the world
makes you think that there might be
a Devil -- then how do you account
for all of the good?

for
ncds

Chrisf reaction reveals that this is a telling point.
Then into SCENE comes Regan, dressed to go.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTD (1)

REGAN:

Okay, I finished.
CHRIS:

Honey, this is Father Dyer.
REGAN:

Hi, Father.
DYER:

Hi. )
(tousles ner hair)
All set to go.

Regan has begun to stare oddly up at Dyer's Roman
collar, some tugging rememcrance in her eyes. Willie
passes them with Regan's luggage, which she takes toO
car to load in trunk.

KARL:
Ready, Mizzes?

CHRIS:
Okay, Karl.
" (taking Dyer's hand)
Bye, Father. I'll call you
from L.A.

DYER:
Goodbve, Chris.

suddenly, impulsively, in a quick and unexpected move,
Regan reaches up to Dver, pulls his hezd down and kisses
his cheek; a gquick smack. Then, locking puzzled herself
at what she has done:

REGAN:
- Goodbye.

DYER:
Goodbyve, dear.

Chris remembers the medal still in her hand. She offers
it to him.

CHRIS:
Oh, I forgot. Here.

Dyer, who instantly reco nizes the medal, stares at it
a menent. Thens

(CONTIWUED)
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271.

CONTD (2)
DYER:
Why don't you keep it?

A beat. Dyer sees that Chris'
tears.

DYER: .
It's all right, Chris. For him,
jt's the beginning.
Chris holds his gaze, then nods.

CERIS:
C'mecn, Rags. Gotta hurry.

As Chris and Regan leave FRAME, CAMERA STAYS O
turning to watch then. Then:

CERIS:
(o.s., calling)
Bye, Father!
P.0.V. AT CAR PULLING AWAY

and meving quickly down Prospect Street,

AT DYER WATCHING

13

5

eyes are clouding with

Willie goes back inside house. 0.S. SCUND 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.

KINDERMAN
Ah, that's gocd. Very cocd. Well,
that’s all that's important. Back
to busimss. Back to work. Bye
now, Father. '

(CONTINUED)
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271. CONTD

Ee turns and takes a step toward the sguad car, then
stops and turns back to stare speculatively at Dyer.

KINDERIAN:

You go to films, Father Dyer?
DYER:

Sure. :
KINDERMAL:

I get passes.
(hesitates for
a moment)
In fact, I've got a pass for the
‘Crest' tomorrow night. You'd like

to go?

DYER:
What's playing?

RINDERMAN:
'Wuthering Heights.'

DYER:
Who's in it?

KINDERMAN:
Heathcliffe, Jackie Gleason, and
in the role Catherine Ernshaw,
Lucille Ball.

DYER:
(expressionless)
I've 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 reminded of a line in the
film Casablanca. At the erd
Humphrey Bogart says to Claude
Rains, 'Louile =~ 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 look a little bit

like Bogart.

KINDERMAN:
You noticed.

TO_BLACK
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