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EXT. CHURCH - DAY

Establishing shots. Inter-cut with RUNNING DEMONIC NO SES
rise.

GUJY runs up to the doors.

| NT. CHURCH - DAY

GUJY runs in, closes doors behind him (SILENCE), breathing
hard, holding his stonmach. Runs to the ALTAR

(€8)
| need your hel p! Hey, cone on,
cone on, get rid of it! | need
your hel p! You' re here, | know

you’' re here! Father!
He calns, sits on a pew.

€0)
Dad. | |ooked you up. | thought I
could talk... but I don't believe
in this.

" mnot Mum She traced the
famly tree -- your famly, back
ten generations or nore. That’s
where it started: New bl ood. Sone
| ouche French sol dier net a Devon
housemai d, and. .

Stands, |ooks at the flags: French and Anerican. Two
countries united.

QuUY
...An accident. And they caught
him They caught all of them and
put themto worKk.

He touches the stone wall s.

(€8)1
| never knew. Look at this place!
Built by dead nen -- they were

al ready dead; waiting to die. But
t hey nmade this.

He wal ks.

QUY
If you're in fear of death, well,
you' d build a church. A prison to
| ock yourself away fromthe
i nfection. There' s sonethi ng out
t here. Somet hi ng wat chi ng,

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 2.

GQUY (cont’d)
swimm ng in our blood. Sonething
with a plan for us. Sonething
dark. And if you believe, or you
don't believe, it doesn't matter
-- because there’ s sonething that
bel i eves in you.

NO SES outside rise up. He runs to the ALTAR

QY
Do sonething! | need a mracle!
|’mtrapped; I'’ma prisoner! Free

ne!
He sits on the steps.

QY
| feel wong. There’'s this --
this thing, this knot in the
bl ood... their blood. The
soldiers, the nen of God... ny

father... I"'mnot. Their nanes
are set in stone, but ne? I'll be
forgotten. | need a mracle.

He pauses, standing, |ooking around.

QUY
| nmean, this place is the
mracle, isn't it, huh? It’s
people. They did it, stone by
stone, and the invasion never
happened. It wasn't a mracle.
There’s no flash of light. The
knot in your stomach doesn’t
di sappear; you have to undo it,
and wal k it back.

The miracle is the tine you have
left. We keep going. They
faltered, but they didn't fall.
They found escapes, even if they
were made of stone -- because
they' re solid as anyt hing.

He goes to the ALTAR, | ooks up.

(€9)1
Thank you.

Wal ks to the door, prepares, opens it: Sunlight streans
in, birds singing. He wal ks out, at peace.



