
I 

TO: 

�ua .. H:CT: 

0Ai£: 

Screenplay 

By 

Williar:.: Peter Blatty 

Enclc�-ed ls a c.:-py o.!: "The 
made to d�t3. ��is is t�� 
trip ":o N�:w ·.;.'or:, •. 

encl. 
CFG: jc 

*TED AS'i--L::'£ 
JOHN C./.J.!..L-! 
ED r.-::o:---..,:y 
J"OH1."\/ 0 'ST:::;:; 
GEOFF' S.\"\'?CR!:: 
DICK SF.t:-::_s?..D 

BILL i�,i..L:,.�.CL 

co::rs TO· 

Exorci�,t" script i::-:.lu::Hr".:_; .-,_j_1 
s.:ript �;hfch I .1:.,k2 !. :for 0:1 •�:' 

T' 

. t J ' . '.' 
- .! . � 

£-]7 

cn;�::-,.J�S 

l;?.:.;c 

t 



( 

( 

A!'PL�{DIX 
----

ADDITIO:J.f'.L EXORCISt-1 !·:;��i�ZP.I1',L FOR USE BY ZVlER!lIN t":EERE 
NEED (PROB��BLY BZGI��t-:I!!G scr::-:E 227). 

I adjure you, an::::ient serpe:nt, by the judge of the 
living and the dead, by your creator, by t.he Creator. of 
the whole universe, by Him who has the !;Oi•;er to C<?nsign 
you to hell, to dept.rt fortb.,1i-:h in fear, along :·11.th 
your savage itinions, f::o!'n this serv.?.nt of God,. wno 
seeks re£uge in the fold cf the Church. I adJure you 
again, not by my weakness, but by the might of the Holy 
Spirit, to depart from this servant of God, Regan 
Teresa HacNeil, whom al!nig!" .. ty God has made in His i.I:-.age. 
Therefore, yield not to r..y own p::rson but to th� 
minister of Christ. Fer it i5 the co�•;er of Chrir.t that 
compels you, who brought you lm�· by - r:i.s cross. T::-£:csble 
before that rr.ig-:hty z.rI:. -thai: b:::-oke asunder tJ1c da::i: 
prison walls and led soul.s forth to  light. Hay the 
trembling that afflicts this hunan f::arne, the fear that 
afflicts this irn�ge of Gcd, descend on you. ?<ake �o 
resistance nor delay in departing fro� tr.is child. Do 
not think of despising my coTT".r:12.r.:.i b1;c3.u.se you kr.ow me to 
be a great sinnc!:'. It is God Ri:.1self r.-:ho cc.::-.r::a:-:Js you: 
the �jectic Christ v.·ho ccr:-.. -:ta:-.ds ycu. GcC: the F:l::::-icr 
corqnands you; Gcd the S on co:-:-:.:-:-,Z;.nds you; God !:.he !ioly 
Spirit coF.1.r.:a:1ds you. The faith of tJ1e holy apostle 
Peter and Paul and of all the r:a:!.r.ts cor::-•:-.nds you. The 
blood of the ma.1:tyr£'. co;/.!'.'.ar:.ds you. The co::1.tinc:1ce cf all 
holy :r.1en and wo:ncn cor..:r.and you. 'l'he saving mys;::.::ri�s of 
our Christian faith co::-.r:.2.r.d ycu. D8"9ar�, t:1er:., 
transgressor. Depa:::t, seducer, full of lies and cunning, 
foe of virtue, Fersec'.ltor of the ir:.noce:1t. Giv� place, 
abominable c:;:eat.:t..�re, give: ,,:ay ! 

I adjure you, profligate dragon, in the name of th.e 
spotless L-3.n�, Kho has trod�cn dm•.n thc=. asp and the 
basilisk, and cvercc�e the lion and the dragon, to 
depart frc:a this child, tc deca=t frorr. the Chu=ch of God. 
Tremble and flee, as we call On the name of the Lord, 
before whom the denizens of hell cm.zer. The t·7ord I':'.ade 
flesh COlr;!':1.ands you; the Virgin• s Son cor.1,.11ands you; Jesus 
of Naza:::-eth C0.:'...'7lands l:"·ou, who forced you to flee i:i 
sha1�.eful defeat from a man; ar.::i ·when He had cast you out 
you did not eve.n dare, except by His leave, to ent:er 
into a here of swine. 1-.nd no·,,, as I adjure you in His 
name, be:;one fro:n this child who is His creature. It is 
futi;e to resist His will. The lcr.ge.r. you del�y, the 
heavier your smnishment shall be; fc'!: it is not r::en vou 
are dcspisir.g, but rather hirr. t�·no rules the living a;cl 
the de?.d. 

( 
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2. 

2A. 

4. 
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GIVES i/AY 'IC>: 

FULL SHO'l' BROILING HOOH SUP 

EXT. EXCAVATION SITE NINEVAF. DAWN •• 

An OLD llA!:i in khakis works at section of rr.ou:rd with 
excavating pick. (In b.g. there rnay be Tt-'O :KURDISE 
A S SISTl-.rT S ca.re.fully packing the day's finds.} The old 
man now r:iakes a finc! .• - He ext:?.·acts it <;ingerly fron the 
mound, becins to dust it off then reacts ,-lit.h dis.na�• upo:i 
recognizir.g a green stone amulet in the figure of t.l-ie 
det.1on Pazuzu. 

CLOSE SHOT 

CLOSE SHOT 

PER SPIRATION POURillG DOUN OLD !--!AN I S BRO�! 

OLD t-!AH I S f!AND S 

TreMbling, they reach across rude woode:::. table ar.d cup 
themselves around a stez.rning glass of hot t ea, a s  if for 
warmth. 

5. CLOSE SHOT. OLD M;'.\N'S FACE 

6. 

7. 

The eyes staring off, haunted,. a s  if by sor..e chilling 
premonition -- and sor:i.e frightening remer.ibrance. 

EXT. LONG SEOT ROADSIDE CE.'1.YKP..Af:A DAY 

SUPERI!:?08E: FOF.'I'!--::='.RI·1 I?..;-'\..Q. The chay\:..'"lana ( te2.house) 
is set ar:10:i.q poppieCJ., green hills an<l athwart a ra<.;ged, 
rock-strewn bolt of road. In the background, the 
beau�iful mound-City of Erbil floats upward, scraping 
the cloud. T he KURDISH PRC?RIETOR i s  seen leaning in tha 
Chaykhana door-t.-1ay. He ·watches the only other character 
visible,. t.11e OLD l"ll'l ... "J, who sits at  an outdoor table, 
inexplicably cold beneath the fiery sun. Abstractedly, 
he sips at his tea. Nearby, pu.rked off the road, an 
ancient jeep. LOSE SUPER. The Proprietor shuffles ou t, 
stands beside the Old Han, sneaks to him in Kurdish 
indistinctly. The Old !-�an al)pears not to hear a t  first; 
then co:nes to, leaks up at  Kurcl., shakes heac1 nutelv, and 
reaches into shirt pocket, re..-:toving coins t o  pay f0r his 
tea. 

CLOSS SHOT 

FADE U1: 

ER.BIL A.REA 

COINS SL:::rPEO 0:•iTO TADU: 



8. 

9. 

10. 

11. 

2 

CLOSE SHOT IGt!IT ION :KEY IN JEEP 

The Old £.!an's hand reac�es into F�-:.1,1E, starts engine. 
The jeep takes off, disa;:,y,eari;1g down the road. The 
Kurd comes into FW1-1E, and \"le enc. CLOSE on hir:1 as he 
watches the jeep. Mirrored in his face are szi.dness; 
love; respect. 

INT. ROO!l IN r•iOSUL CURt..TOR OF A:1TIQUITIES OFFICE D AY 

The CA!·:CRA is in r.,.otion, SLOT•!LY PP.NNIFG the tagged finds 
of a recent archeologicul dig now spread out in neat rows 
on a long table. ':he C�.llEM STOPS f inally at an 
Assyrian pendant as the CUR.il.TOR 1 s p_'I\ND reaches INTO =-n,..,_ 
FRJ\.MF.:, lifting tag on pe!1dant so that-� the writing on it 
can be read by hira. The only SOt.Tl·:D is the soft, regular 
TICKING of an old-fashioned pendulur:i CLOCK. 

CLOSE SHOT LEDGER 

containing e�tries of the finds. It is clearly headed 
(in the Curator's handwriting) r:i:Jineveh E;;cavation: 

Merrin. 11 On a fresh line of the entries, Cura tor's hand 
now writes: ';Pendant, Assyrian; Palace of Assurbani -- u 
Here, the hand breaks off. 

CLOSE SHOT ARAB CUR.ATOR 

He is seated at sane table on ·which rest the finds and 
is looking up curiously from leGger at so:neone o.s. 

12. CLOSE Sf,OT' OLD MAN 

13. 

14. 

He is standing over anot�er section of the same table. 
Ee is staring C.own at. sonething on it. O.S. 

CLOSE SHo:i' 

Tagged, it is the Pazuzu amulet. 

CLOSE SHOT CURATOR 

His gaze is now on the amtllet. Softly: 

CURATOR 
Evil against evil. 

15 • I1''TERCUT OLD HAE AI-rrl CURATOR 

The Old Nan does not react, 
a�ulet, expression hau�ted. 

conti::mina to stare down at 
After a bE:at: 

CURATOR: 
Father? 

(COlcTI�'UC:D) 

( 



( 

A 

( 

( 

15. 

16. 

17 . 

18 . 

19 . 

3 

COHTD 

we are on the Old M<l.n :1ow as, after scvera� b7ats, . t.he 
TICKDJG of the CLOC!( abruptly ceases ; and :-t is this 
sudden silence that, after a beat, unconsciously causes 
the Old l!an to look up a t  the Cura tor, \•!ho is still . staring a t  the Old Man. Still no response. S01';'\eth.1.ng 
is worrying the curator, but he doesn 1 t l�now what. 

CUR ATOR : 
My heart has a wish : 
not go, old friend. 

(AR.l\BIC )  
That you would 

OLD BAN: (AR ABIC )  
I have an errand. 

AT CURATOR OLD MA."l 

They stand by open door to street, the Old Man leaving. 
Curator has hold of Old t-1-:in 's  hand in both of his. He 
is troubled, as if the Old Nan ' s  prerr:.onition has inwided 
him. The Old i'\an slowly looks up a t  Curator, searching 
his face uith great affection. Then, with a sque eze o f  
his hand: 

OLD HAN: 
GocdbY.e. 

E XT. CURATOR ' S  OF?ICE D AY 

The Old Man exits, leaving F::? .. AJ-ill as he ster,s into the 
gathering gloom of the streets of .t-losul. The Cura tor 
watches him, grez.t love in his expression as! 

P .o .v. STR::ZT OUTSID E cu��TOR 1S OFF:CE 

The O ld Han a lmost collie.es with a fast-moving arosb?-:.y. 

CLOSE HOVING SHO'? D ROSHKY 'S  SOLE PASSEi·lGER 

A corpulent, OLD ARAB  ���Oi-1.'1.N in black, her face a shadow 
behind the lace veil draped loosely over her like a 
shroud. 

2 0 .  AT CUR ATOR 

21. 

His expression darkening at this . 

EXT. LO;'G SHOT 
DUSK 

NOSUL OUTSKIRTS NINEVEH EXCA v?\TION 

The Old M:n is slowly and warily ,-mlking amid the ruins 
of a former tE..r':1pl8 area . 

--
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22 . OLD MAN 'S  P. O .V. 

An Arab watchrr.an a?;:roaches, rifle a t  the ready; but 
then stops a:1d t·:a·,.,es as he recognizes the Old :-Ian. 

23 . HOVING SHOT 

24 . 

as the O ld Man slowly resumes his walk with the r..an:ier of 
someone sifting vibrations� He is like one looking for 
something, yet is afraid that he will find it.  At last, 
upc:in seeing sor:i.ething O . S. , he freezes. 

P.o.v. FULL SHOT ST ATUE OP D EHOll PAZUZU IN SIT U 

25. AT OLD MAH 

T his is it. He lowers head, closing eyes against a 
dread confirmation of his prer..oniticn . A SfiA.DO!-J of the 
statue len�thens a r.d creeps onto Old :-lan 's face as in 
the distance \-;e HEAR the on1 YAPPIC:G S of SAVAGE DOG · ,• . .  � 
2ACKS. 

2 6. ANGLE AT SHA!JOi'!S QUICK!::-JING ACROSS T HE DESERT 

Still the D OG S ,  yelping and howling distantly. A breeze 
rises up, blowing dust and sand ACROSS  T HE FRA!-rE . 

2 7 .  AT OLD MAiT 

28. 

29. 

He slowly lifts his head, his gaze on the o . s .  statue 
of Pazuzu . But in his e:-:pression now is acceptance and 
grim deterrni::-;ation. T he t:1adot·l on his face has grown 
longer and the breeze is whipping gently at his shirt .  

C.i..D NAH'S P .o .v. 

HIGH D0!11'! SHOT 

STAT UE OF PAZUZU 

TE!•l.PLE AREA STAT UE 

T hey stand ��tionless like two ancient enemies squared 
off in a massive arena . 

30 . AITGLE AT SETTirlG Sl,1,f 

31. 

3 2 .  

I t  sinks into darkness. The dog packs . 

EXT . SUc1RI SE SHOT llASHINGT ON, D.C. 

The som-m of savage dogs gives way to DISTAPT SOUND S  of 
fri7ndly neighborhocd dogs; children's voices; a ci ty 
waking up . 

SERIES OF !-IOVH1G SHOT S GEORGE'.cotm AREA Dl\!·JN 

Below us, the Poto!"'-ac River: tJ-:.c Got:lic spires and l:oodcd 
walks of Georgetown University; a PRIEST or two \·:alking, 

(CONTINUED ) 
I 

( 

- -. 



32. 

3 3 .  

34 . 

35. 

3 6 .  

( 

_,_,_, _____ _ 

5 

CONTD 

saying the ir Off.ice; a!id then Ne are on Prospect S treet 
slowly aoproaching a house that sits beside a flig-h t  of 
steep, stone stcr.,s olunging precipitate ly down to "I-1° 

Street below. A.i=l u,Pstairs bedroom light is burning. 

D-!T. CI-IRIS i:-1ACt-:E IL ' S  BEDROO:,i 

CHRI S  is sitting up in bed .  H er lips move silently as 
she studies lines from a filr:i scrip t . He HEl\R light O . S .  
RAPPING SOUEDS, irregular, yet rhyt.i-inically clustered. 
They sour.d like alien cede tapped out by a dead raan. 
Chris HEAR S them, listens for a monent, then tries to 
ignore them, but she c nnot concentrate. She irritably 
slams script down and bounces out of bed.  She EXITS 
into : 

S!:;COi':.D FLOOR H .;LL M.�CPEIL P.OliSE DAlrr, 

The R.1,1.PPIEG S are louder. 
sound; locates it; throws 

Chris listens for source of 
02en door to Regan's bedroom. 

INT. REGAl� 1 S BEDROOI-1 AT DOOR CliRIS DAHN 

The RJ\.PPING S have abruptly ceased. Chris looks baffled. 

P .o .v .. THE ROOt! CABERA, SHI FTIHG 

to follow Chris f SC?;Uti:iy . It is  a typical child's 
bedroom. 1-. large b.:!.y windm-1 with shutters overlooks 
the steps outside -the house . REGAN is asleep, her 
b lankets kicked off and askew. C!1ris mcves to b edside. 
Heavy breathing, regular and dee p .  Chris ' considers; 
then abruptly notices goose pirr-ples on her arns . She 
rubs at them , shiv,2ring 2.s if at an  icy coldness .. She 
touches the nenrby radiate� . Hot .  She looks at R�gan, 
frotmi.ng in per?lexity, for Regan's b=m·t i s  v;et \·•ith 
perspiration.  Chris squints her eyes in consternation; 
looks back a t  her goose pir.:ples . Now she hears som,ms 

from above, like tiny claws scratching at the edge of 
a galaxy. She looks up at ceiling . T he SCR.n,J'Ii:-!G S cease . 
Chris keeps staring a moment, then looks down. · She leans 
over, adjusts Regan's pillow, then examines her features 
with warrath. 

CHRIS :  
(whisper) 

I sure do love you . 

Car lights re flect on ceiling of darkened room. 



37
. 

3
8

.
 

( ( 

6
 

I
NT

.
 l

!A
C

NE
I

L 
HO

U
SE

 
D

AY
 

KI
T

C
P..

EN
 

C
LO

S
E

 A
T

 
BA

C
0:

'1 
FR

YI
N

G 

F
U

LL
 S

1:0
T 

CH
R

I
S

: 
(o

.s
.

) 
H

' 
l·1

•l
l

•e
 

u.0
1-r

y
a 

d
o

'n
'?

 
... 
, 

.... 
.... 

. 
,. 

... 

K
I

TC
IIE

1-l
 

C
HR

I
S 

WI
LL

I
E

 

W
I

LL
I

E
, 

a 
rai

d
d

le
-

ag
ed

 h
ou

s
ek

ee
p

er
, 

is
 

at
 s

to
v

e.
 

S
l

ee
p

y
­

ey
ed

 C
hr

is
, 

in
 b

at
hr

ob
e 

an
d

 c
ar

r
y

in
g 

s
c

r
i,

t,
 

is
 

en
te

r
in

g.
 

l'!
il

l
ie

 h
as

t
il

y 
pu

ts
 a

o�
·m

 f
or

k
, 

w
ip

in
g 

h
an

d
s

 
on

 d
is

h 
t

ow
el

 
a

s
: 

W
IL

LI
E

: 
(G

e
r

m
a

n
 

a
c

c
e

n
t

) 
O

h
, 

M
rs

. 
M

ac
N

ei
l

! 
Go

od
 m

or
n

in
g

! 

A
s

 �
· ?i

ll
ie

 
rr.o

ve
s

 
fo

r
 c

of
f

ee
 p

ot
,

 C
h

r
is

 
is

 
ah

ea
d

 o
f 

h
er

. 

C
HR

I
S

: 
N

ev
er

 m
in

d
, 

ti
il

l,
 

I
 '

11
 g

et
 

it
. 

Sh
e 

d
r

op
s

 
a 

p
ac

k
 

of
 c

ig
ar

et
t

es
 a

n
d

 r
ra

tc
h

cs
 b

es
id

e 
h

e
r

 
cu

p 
a

n
d

 s
it

s.
 

C
ru

st
y

-e
y

ed
, 

s
h

e 
pi

c
k

s 
up

 c
o

py
 

o
f

 
t·J

as
hi

ns
t

on
 P

os
t 

by
 

pl
at

e
 a

nd
 s

ta
r

es
 a

t
 i

t 
fu

d
d

le
d

 u
n

ti
l

 
s

h
e 

r
e

a
li

z
es

 
it

 
is

 u
ps

ici
e

 d
ow

n.
 

S
he

 t
ur

ns
 

it
 

ri
g

h
t-

s
id

e 
up

. 
A

 
m

an
 e

nt
e

r
s

: 
Kt

'"'.!
�L

. 
L'

il
 l

ie
 I s

 h
u

s
ba

nd
. 

V
er

y
 

T
e

u
t

o
n

ic
. 

He
 

is
 c

ar
r

y
in

g
 a

 
S

pa
r

k
le

t
t

's
 b

o
t

t
le

 t
o

 m
ou

nt
 

on
 

c
oo

l
er

 i
n 

ex
c

ha
ng

e 
fo

r
 t

h
e 

er
,1p

t
y

. 

KA
RL

: 
Go

od
 m

or
n

in
g,

 
i1

a
d

a
m

. 

. 
C

H
R

I
S

: 
(l

ig
h

ts
 c

ig
ar

et
t

e
) 

M
er

ni
n

'.
 

He
y

, 
K

a
r

l,
 

w
e'

v
e 

cc
t 

r
at

s
 

in
 

t
h

e 
at

t
ic

. 
B

e
t

t
e

r
 g

et
 

us
 s

O�
e 

t
ra

ps
. 

KA
RL

: 
T

h
er

e 
a

r
e 

r
at

s
? 

C
E

R
I

S
: 

I 
ju

s
t 

s
ai

d
 

th
a

t.
 

KA
RL

: 
Bu

t 
th

e 
a

tt
i

c
 i

s 
c

l
ea

n
. 

C
HR

I
S:

 
W

el
l

, 
ok

ay
, 

we
•v

e
 g

ot
 

c
l

e
a

n
 r

a
ts

. 

KA
RL

: 
N

o
 r

at
s

. 

(C
ON

T
IN

UE
D

) 

t'·-



3 8 .  

( 
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3 9 .  

CONTD 

CHRIS, 
h '  ' ' Karl, I heard th�m t� is Pcrn1ng. 

KJ\RL: 
Maybe plumbing . Haybe boards . 

CHRIS: 
Maybe rats !  Now will you buy the &mn 
traps and quit arguing? 

KARL: 
(leaving quickly) 

Yes. I 90 now. 

CHRIS: 
No, not now, Karl ! The stores are 
all clos<><1.-

KARL: 
I will see. 

CHRIS: 
Karl -- ! 

7 

He is gone . 
glances: and 
o . s .  !iith a 
her head . 

Chris and Pillie exchange exasperated 
then we HEAR FRON? DOOR OPEi:-1 A�'-JD CLOSE I 

sigh, Hillie turns back to bacon, shakiflg 

HILLIE: 
They are closed . 

EXT. CA:iPUS OF GEOP.GETO'.?H Ui-!IVERSITY DAY 

A film is being shot ir. front cf steps o f  Ecaly Building. 
The usual equipncn� , cast end crew are in evider.ce ,  as  
well as spectz.tors rr-.ade up of faculty ar.cl students . 
Chris,  in jeans and sweatshirt, and indicating page in 
her script (titled "CRA.SH COURSE " ) , calls her director, 
elfin British BUR.:CE: DE:TNINGS . He has been drinkinq . 
Swigging from a paper cup, h e  looks over a s ,  
argumentatively: 

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

DENNIHGS :  
Oh, how IT'.arvelous ! You Co have a 
script, I see!  

• 

{he surgically shaves 
a narro;,r s t:-ip iron edge 
of page of her script) 

(!�O RE )  
(CONTINUED) 

.... 
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CONTD (l )  

CHRI S :  
Well, it doesn 't  rnake sense. 
They ,vouldn '  t do that. 

DENNIHGS :  
They would ! 

CP.RIS: 
·No, they wouldn •t ! 

DENNIHG: 
Shall we surr.mon the writer? I believe 
h e ' s  in Pari s !  

Hiding? 

Fucking! 
with it? 

CHRIS :  

DENNING$: 
Now then, shall we g et on 

9 

Chris stares monentari ly, then sags onto Burke spurting 
laughter. T hen sh e loo;,;s \·1orri edly toward a PRIEST 
(KARRAS ) o . s .  anong the spectators, a fraid h e ' s  heard 

obscenity . And not-1 we CUT TO Karr;'3.s �nd see that h e  is 
smil ing sliqhtly but vrarmly. T he ANGLE then RET UR.�S to 
Chris, Burke and the A.D . 

DENNIN GS:  

I shid, "Shall we g et on with it?" 

CHRIS: 
Huh? Yeah, okay, Burke. L et 's 90. 

DEHNili'GS: 
(at A .D. ) 

All right, lights, love. 

ASST . DIRECTOR 
Let's warm 'em! 

DEmUl1GS :  
(to A . D . ) 

Now the extras shculd be • • •  

A nd we HEAR the AD LIB continuation o.s. a bit as C.AllEAA 
now FOLLm-!S Chris as she walks, h ead dm:•n, concentrating 
while creu sets u9. T hen shG looks over toi:,,a.rd l(a:::ras. 
H e 's gone.. She s:::es hi;•. \· 1z.l kir:g s10':1ly avay toward the 
ca:r..pus gates likC= a lone black cloud in search of the 
rain. Dennings comes to Chris. 

(CONTINUED) 
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CONTD (2) 

CHRIS: 
A re you ready, ducks? 

CHRIS: 
Do it. 

D ENHING S: 
Roll the film. 

A SST. DIRECTOR : 
Okay, roll ' en .  

TECHNICIAN : 
Speed. 

OE�i1!INGS; 
Action!  

Hhile e xtras cheer and boo at her approach, Chris races 
up  Healy Steps and seizes bullhorn frorn R EEEL S'IUDE:·!T 
LEADER. There is pushing and shoving. POLICZ are on the 
scene. 

CHRIS: 
( through bullhorn) 

Okay, now, hold it!  Hold it a 
second ! 

Hey, 
huh? 

(as the cor..;.1otion 
continues} 

give me a chance, 
Just a minute? 

will 'ya, 

We see nm•: t!1at vz:.rious of the student factio:-:.s are 
holding up si,;r.s and bar.;;er�. Some read: "i<EE? C..'.:.]\SS:3S 
OPEN'! I 11FREE LOGIC ! II 

I ,; sr�t:T DC!P.si ! ;l I 
11CLOSE TEE sc:-.S-CL ;i 

and "BUR.a IT ! ?  Still other placards are blank. Hany 
of the students in one sectcr are affecting shrouds and 
death masks . As the corn:r.lotion d iminishes: 

Cl!RIS: 
Look, we 're all concerned with hUF..an 
rights, but the I:ids who pay tuition 
have also got a right, tha right to 
learn, anG shutting those kids out 
of class solves nothing. It 's 
anst·.1ering one kicd of tyranny with 
another , one. kind of cruelty ·with 
another. 

C<?r.1F.1otion. At sone point '.:'.l.!:'i!1g the aOOve speec� t we 
will hea:?:" Chris 0, S. while the CJ'L:.ERA GOES 'to D cnnings 

(CONTINt:r:D ) t 
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COHTD 

as the director turns n significant and i�perious snze 
to the A .o., who dutifully pads over to him and proffers 
his ope n script lH::e an _-aging altar boy the missal to 
his priest at soler.m l!ass. Burke begins to slice off 
a strip of page. 

EXT • "O" STREE'r CHRIS AT CN!P_US M,'IIN G ATE D AY 

It has clouded over, threatening rai n .  Chris, wearing 
r aincoat, se nds limo driver home. 

·CHRIS: 
I fee l  like walking, T ommy. Thanks. 

He nods. She starts to walk hone, thoughtful and weary. 
A s  she ·walks by Holy Trinity Auditoriu.:1, a YOUi·TG PRIEST 
in nylon windbreaker passes her. T e nse. He  takes a 
right into an  easer:ient leading- into a courtyard back of 
church. Chris pauses by easement, ,·,atching him ; curio'.Js. 
He heads for white frame cottage from which an  OLD ER 
PRIEST emer0es looking glun a nd nervous. He nods curtly 
toward the Younger Pries'!:, and with lowered eye:s heads 
for door to back of church. Again, cottage door opens 
frCY.n within and Karras appears. He  silently sreets the 
Younger Priest, putting his arw around his shoulder as 
he leads him i�side, a g esture t..�at is gentle and so�ehow 
parental . D oor closes and they are gene. Chris is  
pensive, puzzled by the scene. A RUi:.BLE OF THU:mER. She 
looks up at the sky, tugging up raincoat collar. 

EXT . !•l�CNE IL HOUSE CH!lI S ENTERS DUSK 

INT. i'-iACf'!EIL H OUSE KITCHr:z,1 D USK 

Ne open on SHARON SPEt-:CER, a pretty your.g blonde ar.d 
Chris' secretary (.:i.P.d nurse to r..egan) sitting at break­
fast table, typing. Stack of mail and messages. !:e 
REAR front door close; FOOT STEPS approaching. Chris 
enters, weary. 

Hi, 

SHARON : 
(continuing to type) 

Chris. Itou 1 d it go? 

CHRIS: 
Oh, well, it was kind of like the 
t·lalt D isney version of the Ho Chi 
Minh story, but other than that it 
w�s really terrific. 

Chris has �cr.:e to table, stands leafing throuch ni..ail  a nd 
messages. Sharon continues to type throush: -

(CONTI!·:UED ) I 

... 
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CHRIS:  
Anything exciting? 

SHAROn: 
D o  you want to have dinner ne.�t 
week at the i!hite Hol.4s e? 

CHRI S :  
Are you kidding? 

SHARON: 
N o, o f  course not; it 1 s Thursday. 

CHRIS:  
Big party? 

SHARON: 
N o, I gather it's just five or six 
people. 

CHRIS:  
(back to table, 
sifting mail and 
messages) 

No k.idc!.i!'lg? !!here 's  Rags? 

SF_i\RO�! 
Oh, she's dot•:n in the playroom. 

CHRI S :  
What doin · ?  

SHARON: 
She 's sculpting. She's making you 
a bird. 

CHRI S :  
How' d  the lesson go? 

SHAROH: 
(fro1mino) 

Bad time with -
-
rr.ath again. 

CERIS :  
Oh? Gee, that I s funny .. 

SHA:Rm,: : 

I kno,;-,. I t ' s  her favorite subject . 

CHRIS 
Oh, well, this ,:new -math� "  Christ, 
I couldn't �ake change for the bus 
i f  --

12 

(CONTINUJ;;D) 
I 
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CONTD (1) 

She is interrupted by the bounding entrance of P..:X,.\N, 
her ll-year-old daugh t:::r . Freckles . Ponytails . Braces 
on teeth . Arms outstretched, she is  raclng fer her 
mother. 

REGAN: 
Bi, Mom ! 

She is  in SCENE now as Chris catches her in a bear hug .  
' Sharon resumes her typing . 

CHRIS: 

Hiya, bearface l 

Chris covers her with srraCking kisses . Then, recking 
her back and forth: 

CHRIS :  
t-n1at 'djya do tcday? Anything 
exciting? 

REG.'sN: 
Oh, s tuff . 

CHRIS:  
so, what kind of stuff? 

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

CHRI S :  
t·1ha 'djya paint? 

REGAi:.J : 
Oh,  well, flowers . Ya • kno�-1, 
daisies? An ' -- Oh !  Mother ! 
This hors e !  

(excited; eyes 
widening) 

This man had a horse, ya know, down 
by the river? �,re were talking , see, 
Mom, and then · along came thi's horse ! 
He was beautiful ! Oh,  Mor.i., ya 
should 1 ve seen him, and the man let 
me s it on him! Really! I mean, 
practically a minute!  It was a gray 
horse !  Mother, can I t we  get a horse? 
I mean could we? 

CHRIS, 
He ' 11 see, baby . 

(CONTINUED) 

.. 
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REGhN: 
Gee, I"lom, I 'r.:. starving. 

CHRIS: 
Run upstairs and get dressed and we 'll 
go out for sor,1e pizza. 

She races upstairs. 

REG.AN: 
Can I wear my new dress? 

CHRIS: 
Honey , sure. 

(at Sharon) 
Got a date? 

SHARON: 
Yes, I do. 

CHR.T.S: 
You go on, then. 

(indicating ��il) 
Ne can catch all this stuff in the 
m orning. 

1 4  

Sharon rises, but Chris abruptly recollects some thing. 

CHRIS :  
Oh, J;-.e y, wait. T here 's a letter 
got to go out tonight. 

SHARON: 
(:reaching fo!'." 
dictation pad) 

Oh, okay . 

Chris starts to dictate: 

CHRIS: 
Dear Hr. Gable • • •  

Sharon reacts, amused; 
a letter to her agent. 

then Chris dictates in earnest: 
As she gets into it: 

R EGAN: 
(o. s , )  

Moth-theeeeeerrrr ! I can • t  fi!'ld 
the dress! 

(COHTI!:m:D) 
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CONTD ( 3 )  

CHPI S :  
(starting out) 

Shar, wait 'll I come down . 

SHMON ; 
( eyeing 't'U:. tch) 

Gee, i t ' s  time for me to m editate, 
Chris. 

CHRIS: 
(after a beat; 
muted exasperation) 

You really think that· kind of stuff 
if  going to do you any good? 

SHAROi:J : 
Well, it gives me peace of mind .. 

CHRIS: 
(after a long beat) 

Right. 

· She turns away and starts to exit. 

Ch°RIS:  
Correct . T erri fic. 

INT . SECOND FLOOR WILL\cAY NACEEIL HOUSE 

Chris heads for Regan ' s  b edroom and enters • 

INT . R E GAN'S  BEDRCOH D US!( 

D USK 

15  

The scene is odd: Regan is standing in the middle o f  
the room ., sile:;tly staring u p  at the ceiling, fro\rning. 

CHRIS: 
t':hat ' s  doin ' ?  

.REGAN; 
Funny no is es • 

CHRIS:  
(moving to clothes 
closet and searching 
for dress) 

I know. t·le 've got friends .  

REGAH: 
Huh? 

(CONTINUED) 

t 
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CHP.I S :  
Squirrels, hone y .  Squirrels in 
the attic. 

16  

Regan looks unconvinced. She looks up at ceiling again; 
then me""ves over to watch her mother's search for the 
dress which nol: ends i n  apparent failure. 

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

CHRIS : 
Yeah, I see. �..aybe t•!illie picked 
it up with the cleaning. 

REGAN: 
It 's gone. :  

CHRIS : 
(taki ng a dress off rac;/�) 

Yeah, well put on the navy. It 1 s 
pretty .  

EA"T . 11c & o"  CAi·1AL DUSK 

Karras and the George tQl.•;n University President (Tml) 
are walking. 

It's n:y :r...other. 
I never shc�ld've 
least in �-!ew York 
I could see her. 

She 's a lone, Ton, 
left her. At 
I td be close. . 

TOI-!: 
I could see about a transfer . 

KA.RR�S : 
l need reassigmT".ent. G et rne out of 
this job, l'or,, it's wrong . It ' s  no good. 

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

They stop . 

KAR!1AS: 
Am I really? It's r.-.ore than psychiatry, 
Tom, and you k:ici:-, that. So�e of their 
problerr.s cor; .. e dc.-�.-m to VO(;a ticn, to t!le 

(1-iORE) 

(CONTINUED) 
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45. CONTD 

l<ARP.l-.S: (Contd) 
meaning of their lives, and I just 
can ' t  cut it, Ton. It ' s  too much .. 
I need out .. I 'm unfit .. 

After a pause . 

KARR AS: 
I think I 've lost ray faith, 

17 

46 , OMITTED 

47, !HT. BASE,•!ElJT PLAYROOH OF UAC!:EIL HOUSE 

Chris is corning down, calling to Regan .. 

CHRIS: 
\·!ha tchya doi n '  dot•m there? 

REG AH: 

EARLY EVENING 

Come on down, 1-!on; ! 've got a surpris e .  

CriRIS: 
Oh, great. 

Regan is  standing by a ga�es table in basement made 
over a s  playroom, and hanC.s her. a sculpted clay "worry 
bird II wi th a comically long painted nose . Chris oohs 
and ahhs .. 

REG.'<N: 
Do you like it? 

CHRIS: 
Oh , honey, ! do, I r.eally do .. Got 
a narn.e for it? 

I'..EG!>,.i'T: 
Uh-uh . 

CHRIS :  
Wha t ' s  a good one? 

REGAN :  
( shrugging) 

I dunno , 

CHR! S :  
(pondering) 

L�t Me see,  let ne see. I don 't 
k..'1ow· . �-:1--addya th .• 1· -. � , • .,_ "h · , -u .... � :., ace.ya 

(!-;()!(E) 

(CONTil•!UEO) 
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CHRI S :  (Contd) 
think about 'Durbbird?' Euh? 
Just 'Dur.bbird. ' 

18 

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

CHRIS : 
•ournbbird ' by a landslide ! Super ! 

(setting bird 
on table) 

Here, I ' ll leave i t  here to dry 
for a • • •  

She has noticed an Oui ja Board and p lanchette on table . 

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

REGAN:  
(i ndicating) 

I found it. 

CHRI S :  
Found it where? 

REGAN: 
(indicating ) 

In that closet. 

Cf!!US : 
You been p layi n '  vi th it? 

Yep. 

CHRIS :  
(surprised) 

You knol1 how? 

REGAN : 
(moving to sit by 
board) 

Oh, well, sure. Here, I '  11 
show you. 

CP.PJ: S :  
t·!ell, I th ·nk d i . you nee � peop le, 
hC'ney. 

· (COZ-:TINUED ) 
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RE GA:J : 
No, ya don't, l-lor.1. I do it all 
the time. 

CHRI S :  
(pulling u p  chair 
opposite ) 

Oh, you do? r·!ell, let's both play, 
okay ?  

REGAH: 

Well -- okay. 

19  

Regan has her finger tips positioned on  the planchctte , 
and as Chris reaches out to put hers there, planchette 
makes sudden, forceful !!".OVe to the •::-ror, position er. 
board. 

CHRI S :  
You don I t want me to play? 

RE G.1\.P� 

No, I do ! Captain HoFdv said 111�0. '1 

CHRIS: 
Captain who? 

RE GA;,,: 
Captain Howdy. 

CHRIS:  
Honey, who ' s  Captain Hot·1dy? 

R E G.!'\F; 
Oh : ya kr.ou. I I".".zd-::e ques ti.ens and 
he does the ansr.-;ers. 

CHRIS: 
'1.'hat • s  so? 

REGAH: 
Oh, he's nice � 

CHRIS: 
Oh, uell ,  sure; h e ' s  terrific . 

RE GA.l'!: 
Here, I ' 11 sher:• you . 

Regan stares a t  board, eyes draHn tight in ccr.centration.  

(COHII HUED ) 
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47 , CONTD (3) 

48 . 

R E GAiJ: 
Captain H owdy, do you think rny 
mom is  pretty? 

Seconds tick by. l'':othing hc'.ppening .  Chris turns head 
at an odd, o .s. CREA.i.a!!G SO!Ji?D from closet area . She 
holds the look for a r.:or�ent, then looks back at board .  
A nother few beats of silence. Then: 

R E GF4N: 
Captain Hot•1dy? 

(no response) 
Captain Howdy, that 's reallv not 
very polite. 

CHRIS: 
Honey , waybe he's sleeping. 

REG..'t\.N : 
(muttering} 

Let him sleep on his o�.,m time. 

INT. REG.Ai'! ' s DEDnoon NIGHT 

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

CHRI S :  
Honey, Sunday's your birthday. !·?ant 
to do sornethin 1 ? 

R E GAN: 

CHP.IS: 
Oh, Hell , I don 1 t knm·r. Sonethin'. 
You t-:?.nt tO go see the sigh ts? 

R E GAN: 
Oh, yeah, l!om l 

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

Oh, 

REGAi•! : 
( a  hug) 

I lovf? you ! 

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

You can 
R E GJ'.l.;.J: 

bring r-Ir. Derminc;s you like. 

(co::Tli,UED ) 
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CHRIS:  
Mr. Dennings? 

RF.GA,i,,J : 

Nell, I mean, i t ' s  okc1.y. 

CilRIS�  
(chuck li:ig) 

No, i t  isn I t okay. Honey, ·why i,1ould 
::r want to bring Bur};e? 

.REGA!•!: 
Hell, you like hi.,;, . • 

CHRIS: 
Oh, well, sure I like hin, honey. 
non ' t vou? 

{?lo response} 
Baby, what 's going on? 

REG.'\N: 
( a  sullen sta te,:ie.'1t )  

You' re going to marry him, Nora.";ly., 
aren ' t  you? 

CHRI S :  
(ar.mse,c) 

Oh, my b?.by, o f  course not! '('hat 
on earth are you 7::'a'IITn£_ about? 
Burke Denninss? nh�re I s you g�t 
that ide?. ? 

REQn..?: 
But yot: like hi:u . 

Cl:RI S :  
I like pizzas but I wouldn't ever 
marr..1 one ! I·loney, he's a friend, 
junt a crazy old friend ! 

R EGAN: 
You don ' t  lL�e him like Daddy? 

c1;r.rs, 
R aS!s, I love your daddy. I' 11  
al, ·rays _ .love yonr daC.dy . Hr. Dennings 
c on1.es by here a lot :cause he ' s  
lonely, that 1 s e. l l ;  he 1 s a friend. 

REG!i'!:!; 
Hell,  I heard • • •  

21 

(CO"TI,·,t.BD) 
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CHRIS: 
You h eard what? Heard fron t-1110? 

REG.'\N: 
I don •t  knov. I just thought. 

CHRIS: 
f·lell, it 's silly, so forget it. 

EEG,IH : 

Okay. 

49 . UlT . !· iACmlIL HOUSE STUDY AT CHRIS r!IGHT 

22  

Stretched out 
Turns a page. 

on rug in front of fire, studying script. 

50 . 

R egan, half asleep, enters. 

CHR IS:  
Hi, honey. Vfna t 's t,1ron,;? 

REGAU: 
There 's these real funny �oises, 
Mom. It's like knocking. I can ' t  
g o  to sleep.  

CHRIS : 
(Struggling up) 

Oh,  t·1here the heck ar.e those traps ! 

Huh? 

Chris taJ.:es her hand, leading her out of study . 

CHRI S :  
Oh, no�1ing, hon. Cope on . You 
can sleep in f'.'l.y bedroom and I' 11  
see what it is . 

IHT. CHRIS I S BEDR00£.Z 

She is tucking R egan into her (Chris 's ) b ed. 

REG.�i'i : 
Can I uatoh .TV for a while till 
I sleep? 

CHRIS :  
Vhere ' s  your book? 

R3GAN: 
-I can 't  find it. Can I i·.'a.tch? 

i'!GST 
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CONTD 

CHRIS :  
(turning on bedside TV) 

Sure, okay. 
(tunes volune control) 

Loud enou,;h? 

Yes . 
REG.l\.11: 

CHRIS :  
(exiting; turning 
out light) 

Tcy to sleep. 

EXT • /.!ACPEIL HOUSE FULL SHOT NIGHT 

23 

I n  an upper floor gabled window we s::r:: candlelight glow. 

INT. MACPEIL HOUSE OOHH SJ.iOT NIGHT 

at Chris as she clir::i.bs narrow steps to attic with cz,.ndle .  

IHT . ATTIC AT DOOR 1"IGHT 

Door is  pushed slowly open. Chris EMTERS, tries the 
light swi'lc!1 . I t  does n ' t  uork . She locks about the 
attic searching for so!':lething t•:hile slo·.-,ly aJ.v,2:1ncing at 
CP.J,JERA 't·Ihen the candle flar.te suddenlv and as toundin:;l_y 
disengages fro!:1 the ca:r.dle and s:lootS uo to the ceiling 
and is extingeished . Behind Chris ,  having come upstairs, 
looms 1{AR!.. . Coning up si lently behind Chris : 

KARL: 
There is  nothing . 

On the «Nothing, " Chris leaps three. feet out of her skin 
ar.d e�its a YELP c f  startled fright, spinning arour� ar� 
practically into :i:<arl ' s  arrr.s . A hand to her flutterir.g 
heart: 

CHRIS :  
Oh, oood JesusJ  Oh, jesus h .  
Christ, l�arl , c'!on ' t  � that! 

:{ARV' 
Very sorry .. But you see? No rats . 

CHRIS , 
Yeah, no rats . Tha��s a lot, Karl .. 
Terrific . 

(CO,•'TIPUED) 
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(exiting.) 
Madar.i, r.i.aybe cat better. 

C!L"IS :  
i·lhat7 

KARL� 
llaybe cat better -- to catch rats .. 

E'e EXITS. Chris stares a moiaent, then releases a sigh 
of wearinezs and relief. 

EXT. l!ACEEIL HOUSE NIGHT 

Bedroom light is turned off. All is peaceful. 

55. EXT. l-inf!'TZ',.GE CH�IS 1\l':D R.:8G:1H SIG!":'!'SEEn!G Il•! D .C. 
D AY UE1·10n:.ti\L DRIV:: Ai.W LEE �J'\i:SIOi'I 

GIVIt,G FAY TO : 

They stare :r..utely. P.eg? .n has turned sad. After a fe.1 
beats: 

REGAN: 

Hom, ,;-1hy do people have to die? 

Chris loohs at her. She doesn 1 t kno\·J how to answer. 
Finally: 

Cr::tIS,: 
(tenderlv) 

Honey, people- get tired. 

p,gGAN: 
Why does God let then? 

C!;!RI S :  
(frm·minCT�  a fet·r 
beats) -· · 

Who ' s  been telling you about God, IJ:aby? 

RE G..'1::·l, 
Sharon. 

CHRI S :  
Oh . 

.(CO<!Tll!UED) 

I 

I 
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REGl\�! : 
Mom, why does G od let us get tired? 

CHRIS :  
(after a bea t) 

Well, after awhile , G cd gets lonesome 
for us, Rags . He wants us back . 

IWT. CHRIS r-w.c1,1::rL ' S  BEDR00i-I NIGHT 

25 

Chris is pacing with phone receiver to ear, ,;-1.::i.iting, and 
meanti:r.ie is talkir.g to Sharon, who is sea ted on edge of 
bed, scr ibbling sho�thand in steno pad . 

CHRIS: 
And get hold of that real estate agent 
and tell hir.1 we 're staying till June. 
I w.:lnt R ags to finish u� t.11.e se.--:1es ter 
a t  school . And then 

(halfs to talk 
into phone) 

Yeah, yeah, I'm here . Yes, I 'r,1 
waiting • • •  

(mouthp iece down; 
to Sharon) 

Good Christ, do you believe it? 

INT . MACi7E!L F.OUSE SECOc1D FLOOR !L'\LL 

Despondent, Regan stz..nds head down, hand on doorknoO to 
her bedroom, listening to; 

CHRIS :  
Co . s . )  

Doesn 1 t send a card or call his 
daughter on her b irthda y ?  

SHAROl.J: 
( o .  s .  l 

Hell, the circuits might be busy.  

CHR IS :  
(o .s.) 

Uy ass ,  he just doesn 't  2ive a 
shit ! He 's  just --

. Regan sadly enters her room as: 

CHRIS: 
(o , s . :  phone} 

�, gcdda�it, I rr.t t-raiting! 

i 

� 
� 

NIGn'!' 



59 . INT . CHRIS'S EEDilOOtl NIGHT 

CHRIS: 
(pacing; �uttering 
to s elf) 

The whole fucking world is 
waiting for the sunrise.  

26 

still 

60 . OMITTED . 

61 . I,JT • CHRIS 'S  EZDR00:,1 

We are on Chris in bed as phone rings . She answers . 
Hake-up call fror;i the A . D .  Hangs ur,; gets out of bed; 
discovers Regan is in bed uith her, half au-ake. 

CERIS: 
Hell, what in the -- ! 

(anused) 
�•Jhat  are you doing here? 

REGJl.H: 

My bed Has sha1:ing. 

CHRIS : 
Oh , you nut . 

(kisses her and 
pulls up her covers ) 

Go back to sleep . 

62 • EXT . HOUSE ,HGRT TO DAY T!'c:,;•JSITIOil 

63 . 

FOLLO�"T HEl'.!S?AP ER. BOY Oi:! BIKE TO E•JLY TfliiUTY 

I N'l' .  BOLY TRIHITY csuacn AT REAR SIDE DOOR 

He HE;"i.R kev in door from otl'ler s ide. The PASTOR cf 
Holy Trinity slugs_ri:shly enters , sets door s to;::- tc hold 
door open, turns on church lis;hts , blm·:s nose into 
handkerc�ief a s  he absently shuffles along; then 
genuflects at a ltar railing. He blesses hiwself, says 
a silent pra11er , an<l as he looks up and s tarts to bless 
hi.tr.self he reacts t-dtb. s tartlement and then shock as he 
sees before hir.1: 

64 . P.o.v. STATUE O F  BLSSSED VI?-GI!i AT SIDE ALTP.R 

It has been deseC:.:-ated ; painted over to suggest that the 
Virgin is a harlot. rl. slatternl_y, dissolute a ppearance .  
And glued to the appropriate spot is  a sculpted clay 
phallus in erection. 

6 5 .  !IlT . NEU YORK SU.Ot:AY STATI0�-1 

Silence, except for low RU!n?L.E of dista nt train . 
of light stretch dot·:n the c1arkr..es s  of the tunnel 
guides to hopelessness .  

Points 
like 
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Al-:GLE A T  PLATFO'(M HAN 

The station appears to be c1esertec1. •  The OJ!.F stands 
close to the edge of the near pl�tform: Blac� coat, 
hat and trousers . ?ewer.fully built. He carries a . valise reser:1bling a doctor •s r:-.edica� b'7'g, .. at;d s�nas 
with his back to us, head cim·m, as if in oeJ cction . 
Near hi.tn, a vending machine on a pillar " 

t·JIDE ANGLE PLAT.FORM 

DERELICT : 
Faddah. 

An old DSRELIC7- lies drunk, his back against station 
wall. 

DERELICI{: 
Hey, Fadd�h ! Couldja help an old 
altar boy, Fac1dah? I'r11 Cat 1lic. 

The Man looks up with disr.1ay, disclosing t...t-ie round Roman 
collar at the neck, and the face of Oarr.ien Karras, �.ow 
filled with an even deeper riain than t·.'hen we 1,1et hin �  
He shuts his eyes a �ainst this intrusion and clutches at 
his coat lapels, pulling then together as if to hicl.e the 
collar . T he train SOUl-!D is UP FULL ?-!0'.!, and in l\l�O'l'l-:I:R 
A NGLE the 'i'R.;.IH rushes c:!.Cross PRP:..l·::E, blocking our vi e,1 
of Karras ar.d the Derelict. 

EXT. HIGH SHOT EAST 21ST STRBET I,,: N .  Y .C. DAY 

Between 1st anC. 2nd Avenues .. Karras t·1alks desoondently 
along the south side of the street , which is studded 
with decrepit tene,:1ent builcii:.s-s . He r�uses be fore one 
and with me l -:incholv sees his Dast in the racc;cdlv 
clothed, grir.:e -cov"e::ed, foul-f.x,u.t::.ed urc.i1in; · pitChing 
pennies against the stoop. I{arras looJ�s up at front 
door. He starts up the steps. 

Il:T. F.ALL KARRAS OUT SIDE !-10I'H3Il ' S  J:,...PART.i:1EHT DOOR 

CUTTING, we find the CAi"iERA stationed by an aoarment 
front door, trained on r<arras mounting steps ;t far end 
of hall. He approaches � .r.d lightly raps . From ·t-1i thin 
we EEAR faint sou;.,:n o �  a RADIO tur.e d to nevs station. 
Itarras t·raits a mor..ent, then dis-s out a key frcn. pants 
pocket, opens dee;: like an aching t·:ound, arld enters. 

The Ri\DIO 
kitche,n. 
Unker1pt . 

DAY 

nm-1 n�re audi!Jle . lle are in a railroad flat 
Tiny. Cracking plaster anC: peeling wv.11;;.:ipe:::_. 
Sparse a nd  ancient furnishings. In the 

(CONTINUED) 

! 
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kitchen, a srnc.11 tub for bathing . Faded old n et·1spapers 
spread on the uncarpeted floor. A s  Rarras enters, he 
breathes in an aching sigh as his c.;aze brushes around 
at the painful rc:;,::.ind.ers of his past. Then he g lancGs 
to right, from which we 1-'.:E.Z'',.R somm of RP..DIO . F.e puts 
dot·m valise and starts into bedroo:-1. 

KARRl'.S: 

No response . CAl•!E:RA FOLLOl,S hin i nto squalid living 
room . I<arr::!.s no�•·' sees his no·ra�R, fully dressed, 
sleeping on a torn an<l grease-stained old sofa . On her 
right cheGk, a pror:i ��ent r..ole . H e  observes her for a 
moment; sighs aSn'e re�oves raincoat .  

A s  he drc1.pes i t  over a c�air, his mother at·:akens Hi th a 
slight sta�t; sees hin; reacts with surprise and j oy. 
Speaking with a thick i•iediterrane.an accent: 

Dirnmy! 

She hastily g ets to feet and throws ams around !<arras .  

l-10THER: 
Oh, Dirr.I.ly, I so glad to see you ! 

INT • !(AJ1RAS ' !JO?iiER 'S KITCP.E:; DAY 

ne HE �� radio still tuned to news . !<arras and r..other 
sit at tiny table in kitchen. i\arras sips at coffe e .  
l:iis nether cl.rinLs in his presence as: 

MOTSBR� 
D .irnr.�y., you thin . You not ea ting . 

(rising) 
I fix for you .. 

KARRAS : 
No, I-1om. 

MOTHER: 
I fix , 

Cu'T TO: 

71 .  KARRAS A:i"'.D i10TH::::R 

at table . 1\arras eating .  

(CONTIEUED) 

Ma.ma? 

U'.)Tf!ER: 



71. COI'lTD 

Kl\ !\R.!'.S : 
Really great, Uoz:-.! Just 9·rea t !  

liOT!lER: 
You Uncle John cone by to visit me .. 

KARRAS : 
(pleased) 

Oh really, t-ia? t·7hen? 

1-iOTHER: 
Last month. 

Itarras looks saddened. 

29 

7 2 .  O!IITTED 

73 

74 . 

INT. I-10THER 'S  LIVItTG ROOi:1 NIG ff!' 

Mother (wearing holy medal) sits on sofa, watching as 
Karras repairs a broken !.ar.r:.:,. The ro<Y..t has been tidied 

. up a Ii ttle . In the scene He SEE a broon, a s.:1all 
plastic refuse container and a dilapidated carpet 
sweeper .. Sile nce . Then: 

!!OTHER:  
D i�.my, you worry about soMeth ing? 

KARRl>.S :  
No, 11arr-.a • 

MOTE.ER: 
You not hap9y. Chat ' s  the matter , 
D '  ? l.li".ny .  

lv"\RRAS: 
N othing,  I·-lana. R ea lly. I ' r .1 f ine .. 

A paus e.  Then: 

!!OTHER: 
( o . s . )  

I wish you was marry nary l-!cF.rdle. 

CLOSE SP£>T HO:t'i-!ZR 

silently W?.tching, thinking . 

I 
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ANOTHER .MlGLE' (TIME PASSAGE) 

Karras is entering living roon, pulling on raincoat. He 
has valise. He cones tO NOth-:!r and o!Jser,,es her sadly 
for a r..oraent. Regret. f!e leans over and kisses her 
cheek tenderly. He starts to leave, re.":lernbers sor;;ething, 
tunes r2dio to all-niews station. 

EXT. FO'.'.D!'.l\!1 UJ:lIVERSITY (ESTAELISHI;,G) 

INT. SHALL C!iAPEL JESUIT RESIDEt-":CE BALL OlV:lN 

Karras ,-,ears trousers and T-shirt. He vests and prepares 
for r.,ass., and then steps back facing altar, blesses 
hil!'. self, and begins: 

KAP.PJ',S: 
(with poign2.nt 
longing) 

'I will go to the Altar of God, 
Unto God Nho gives joy to ny youth.' 

IHT. Ell.LL O? BELLEVu'Z HOS?ITAL DAY 

The CN
1
:ER1\. is fixed at one end of the hall, and Karras 

and his m:cLE are apr:roaci·iir.g fro'n far <lo,-m the or:-posi te 
end; however, t:1eir cliaJ.ov'.:.e is clearly audible at all 
times, anc1. their voices m�tal ically reVerberc-nt. 
r-.arras has his heac� c�own, sorrm·rful and disr,12.ved, as he 
listens to the Uncle, who speaks with a thick·,. ir:.::-.isrant 
accent. Rarras is ruef1..1lly shakins his head, and the 
UNCLE is gesturing helplessly, defensively, as: 

U:-!CLE; 
But, DiF.�v, da ode�� affected her 
brain! YOu und��stand? She don't 
let any doctor co:--. 1.e nlZ!ar her! She 
vas all da time screa;.nn', even 
talkin' to da radio! Listen, regular 
hospital not gor.na put !:!.£ t-.rit' dat, 
Dimr:,y! Un'erstan? So t,,·e s-ive her 
a shot an' bring her here ttil da 
doctors, day fi;c up her leg! Don 
ue take her right out, Dir,-,_1:1y. Tt-10 

or t 'ree r::onth, a:nd she's out, good 
as neu. 

79. ANOTfJER ANGLE 

Karras a�d his Uncle l1ave h2.lted outside locl�ed dee,.. 
above t1!:.ic�1 is posted tho::: leger.�: i1:2t.iRO-PSYC5L"'\.TRIC: 
t--.�ARD 3, and Uncle pushes EUZZLil to surr .. r:ion i:':ursc. 

(CONTIEiJED) 

) 
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UI·1C!..E: 
You go in, D irr.r.,y. T \-,ait out 
here. 

Karras noc'.s. 1'!0,-1 the uncle has head dm·.1fl in ironic 
thought . 

UHCLE: 
Dat's funnv. 'You kno'\·T, if you 
was n ' t  b e  Priest, you be famous 
psychiatrist now on Park �.:..venue, 

b l . . ' Dir.Jr.i.y. Your nether, she e i v1.n 
in a pe�thouse instead of da --

31 

8 0 .  INT . l'lARD 3 AT PADDED EZ•JTRY DOOR 

. 81. 

82. 

as a corpulent l'7t.!RSE uaddles Ii'7TO FRA!IE and uses large 
iron key to unlock ciocr. O .S., He EEAI'. the C.e..-r:1ented 
SCR:::Ai:;s, 1!0A.i?S and FRAG:-E�-�i'ED STA'l'Ei-IE:::'"..CS o f  131·'.T i\L 
PATIEETS . The door cor:i.es ooen, di::;closincr !Ca!'ras and 
Uncle. Karras slot-tly lifts- head at the O :s. SOU�:T::lS. 

IHT. �-!A...tm 3 IZTV..'\LIDED PATIEHT S '  ROor-: 

Karras walks dot·Jn aisle cf an enorr.i.ous t·rard containing 
eighty b eds. The PATIEL·'.'l'S are P..Ostly elderly, a�cl we 
HEAR their CRIES of P}i.I:,r and DZ�-l'.E:iTSD CH:\'fT ER. :�a::r:as 
stops before a be(.Ced pa tia"l t far doun the rev: !C�rras 1 

1-lOT EER. Gaunt ar.d hollo1,:-eyed, lcoking confuse<: and 
heloless; disorientec:1.; she has Sl')ied her son and is 
grif)ping at siC:ebars of bed, trying to raise he.!:"self 
as .c&-SJ.A nou moves fori·rarc1. ac_;ain, trained on nether . 
By the tine !Carras halts by her 1 his r::.other, lco!dng 
f ' ht ' ' �h +- �· 

• • • th 1 
� . • rig enea ar.c. pa ,,,,. e ...,_c, eyes ,-;iae t-:i • ?- 21;.n.1.ng, r.2.s 

raised herself up1 pt1.llinq h'eakly, hands tre:-:'blir.g. 

!!OTHER 
Hhy you do dis , D ir,t.1.y? r1hy? 

INT • BELLEVUE I!ALL 

Be.l-iind then, ��-RD 3 
his cigarette pack. 

ent:::-y Coor. !<arras is fu::,bling for 
His eyes are uet with tears . 

KARP..AS: 
Could n ' t  you have put her someplace 
else? 

UHCLE:  
Like what? Privc1.te hospital ? 
got the r.-.cney fo:.: dat, D ii . .:.:i.y? 

l 
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Karras in boxer shorts and shirt uo�ks savagely at a 
punching bas- of the rnan-·sizeci. , stuf:i:cd v�riety . Eyes 
wet \-lith tears, he slar.is a t  the bag with a r..i;:ture of 
sorrot,, rage and frustration . 

n,1T. DR. KLEIN 'S OFFICE BUILDIPG ROSSLYil DAY 

Chris sits iri reception room. A few . other 1,10TH!::RS and 
CEILDREN are present. 

8 3 .. ll� • D R. KLEil1 1 S EXAHilTIHG ROO.L'1 

8 4 .  

Klein administering physical to Rega n .  Should include 
ophthal.r;;oscope, tuning fork and simple ccordination 
test.  klso blood saI7l.ple in ccntri:Zo;-rc.ph, and urine 
sar,i.ple unc'.er microsco:_::,e . Fil':J..L SSO':' has a 1-:UP.S� 
1£:aning Hith her be.ck against exan"'cinirn; table, her 
expression partly puzzled , pertly disturb€cl as she 
observes Regan , Hho is in her s li!? a nd in constar,.t 
motion; stepping, tt:-1ir ling, tcuci1in9, na kir.g ne�vous 

· :move.en ts Hhile aimlessly hu:c .. -aing. I-<lein is not p?.""esent .. 

INT. D.R. RLEIH 'S O PFIC:: DAY 

Chris is seated on edge cf chai r .  Klein is  back of 
desk, writinsr a prescription . 

KLEIH: 
A disorder of the nerves . At 
lee>.st r:1e think it  is. t·?e don't 
knou yet  exactlv hm, i t  work5 . but 
it 1 s o=ten seen- in early adol�s�enc� .  
She shows all the s·-�n to:'o'.s; the 
hyperactivity: the teffiper; he� 
perforn:ance in r.-iath . 

Cl,RIS: 
Yeah, the math.. �-Thy the math? 

RLEiii: 
It affects concentr� tion. 

(he rips the prescription 
from the srail blue·· pad 
and hands it over) 

Nm·1 this is for Ritalin. Ten 
nilligra::\1s a C:ay . 

C! -iR.IS: 

Uhat 
(eyes presc�iptiOn} 

i s  it? A tranquilizer? 

(C0l!TIF:U2D} 

i 
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KLEIN: 
A sti.:iulant . 

Stimulant? 
kite right 

CHRIS: 
She 's higher'n a 

no>·l ! 

!\LEI�'• 
Her condition isn 't quite \·1hat it 
seems. Hobody knows the cause 
of hyp erkinetic behavior in a 
child. The Ritalin seens to ,-.rork 
to reliev e the condition, but we 
really c1.on •t knou hot1 or why, 
fra;1kly. Your C.au<:_ihter I s syr.-,ptoms 
could be  an overreaction to 
d epression -- but that 1s out of 
my field , 

CHRIS , 
D epression? 

KLEii:,! : 
Hell, you mentioned her .father 
• • •  the separation. 

CHRIS: 
D o  you think I should take h er t o  
see a psychiatrist? 

KLEI2i: 
Oh,  no. I 1 d wait ancl see Hhat 
happe!1s �,tith the Ritalin. l think 
that's  t:.";.e ans·,1e:-. !:'.:?.it ti:•10 or 
three \·1eeks. 

CHRIS: 
And those lies she 's been tel ling? 

KLEIN : 
Lies? 

CHRIS: 
Ya know, those things to get 
attention, like saying that h er 
bed shakes and stuff. 

Have you 
t o  s,-rear 

KLEia� 
ever knm.-:i. your Gai:ghter 
a�d use cbsce�ities? 

3 3  

(CO,'TIUUED) 
I 
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CHRIS: 
Never. 

Ict,EIN: 
trell, you see, that 's  quite similar 
to things like her lying -­
uncharacter --

CHRIS: 
(interrupting; 
perplexed) 

lJait a minute. t:rha t a re y ou talking 
about? 

KLEIN: 
!·:ell, she let loose quite a string 
while I was examining her, Hrs. t7acneil . 

CHRIS : 
You ' re kidding ! Like 1· :hat? 

KLEIN: 
(looking evasive) 

Hell, I ' d say her vocabular�, 's  rather 
extensive. 

CHRIS: 
Nell, t·•ha t, for exan?le? I mean, 
give ne a for insta�ce ! 

Klein shrugs .  Ho reply. 

CERIS: 
Hey , co;.'.e oni I '::i. grot·rn-up. 
'.Tnat ' d she sav? I mean SP\Scificallv, � 
D octor. 

KLEIH: 
t·Jell, specifically , I-lrs. t-1ac!ieil, 
she advised IT'.e to keep r:,y fingers 
auay from her 11goddcI:'. cunt . 11 

CERI S :  
(shockec:'.} 

She used those uords? 

l<LEI11: 
She usec1. those t .. 1crc.l.s . Look, ! 
dou�t that she even u�derstoocl 
what she \·:as savincr. - , 

(COiITii::UI:D } 
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8 5 .  

CHRIS:  
Yeah, I gues s .  r'iay!::::e not .  You 
don ' t  think a psychiatrist? 

KLEIH: 
The best explanc.tion is always the 
simplest one. Let ' s  �,ait. Let ' s  
wait and see .  

( smiling encouragingly) 
In  the meantime, try not to i·1orry . 

INT. MAC�'!EIL HO!-!Z 
PROGRZSS i'1IGHT 

CHRIS: 

FULL SHOT PARTY IH 

A few Jesuits e.nd some o f  the c21. s'!::  and crew of the r.:otion 
picture are present . Vi!:rant hur.. o f  conversation . Then 
a CLOSER AP'GLE featuring Burke Dennings . Burke, an en,pty 
glass in hand, stands chatting Hith silver-n3.ned S:S�-:ATOR 
anC. s:s::1'4T0R 1 S r•rr:-z . E-ack of ther:: � and to side 1 Chris is 
visible, chatting t-rith the Jesuit DEALT of the collcse . 
Karl is approaching the latter with drinks tray . Burke 
s eems irritable and tautly drunk . 

D ZN?Ui:':GS: 
No, no, her part is finished; all 
the partSTTith the principal actors , 
you see; but I •m staying to finish 
other scenes . 

SENATOR: 
I understanC. . 

Karl has a pp.roached Burke ' s  group . 

DEl-TIUI-!GS: 
Oh, how splendid . 

(reaching for a 
fresh drink) 

Let ' s  another for the road . 

CHRIS:  
(brief over-the­
shoulder at  
Dennings) 

The Lincoln Highway? 

DEl·TTJii-!GS :  
(at Chris) 

Oh , now, don r t  b e  so silly .  

(CONTil!UED) 
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SEFATO R 1 S l?I FE : 
(at Chris) 

Fun pa::.:ty . 

CHRIS 11 

(at wife) 
Thanks, t1Iartha . 

And Chris returns to conversation trit..½ the Dean.  
the above, the Senn.tor has nutely refused another 
but Burke not-! takes one in his other hand as well 

OE!U'!IHGS; 
(at l<arl) 

Oh, no�-., tell me, t·?as it Pu�lic 
Relations 1·ou cl.id for the Gestapo, 
or Co:'..rnunitv Relations? 

!{.l\RL: 
(grimly uptight) 

I a:m Suiss .  

DEF:F!IHGS: 
Yes ,  of course. And you never Hent 
bowling with Goe.'..:>bels, I suppose.  

FROHT TRACKING s ::oT 

36  

During 
drink, 
as :  

His face impassive; yet his  eyes are angry, as we }:SAR: 

DEm-:InGS: 
(at Karl as latter 
moves on) 

So superior, aren ' t  you? Nazi !  

87 C�j-BRA POLLC�·:S !Ca1::l but holds -- as he passes the;:'t -­
on Sharon anC. 1-itl.RY JO PZ�!'Ui1, who are s eated sorr.eHhere 
in the roor.i.. A bubDly personality; Eary Jo is r eading 
Sharon 's  9alr,, . 

!'Jell 
than 
s ee? 
with 

PETI.RI i,,1 : 
yes, your work line i s  longer 
your heart lir-. e .  There, you 
And you 've recently broken uo 

a boy friend . Am I right? · .. 

SEAROi-1: 

FERRI'i:\ 
I 'm really ' f d · · _c.:-.:ous or pre 1.ct1.ons, 
not !?alP.s . 

(COt-'TIPW::D) t 
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PER�Ii:!� (Contd) 
(drc?pins Sharon ts  
palr,i) 

Hhere 's  the ba throor:1? 

SHAROi.1: 

(rising) 
Upstairs , I •  ll go t-li th you . 

AS they n1.0ve, C}..l:CRA FOLLOl'.7S: 

PERRIN:  
Oh, by the l:ray, I brought that 
witchcraft book you asked for . 

SHAR0�1: 
Oh, thanks . 

PERRIN : 
And another one �n �ussian ESP . 
They ire in the study . 

37  

They walk out of frame as CAi:SRA EOLDS on De:::nninss , the 
Senator, anC. his wife .  The Sen2.tor is turneC. a1.-1.:-.y fror:i 
Dennings ,. cor.versins in low tones tdth •:rife.  Denninss 
is now cor,1posed and as he stare3 doun into his gin glass:  

DEt-;1:;Il,!GS: 
There see.....,,.s to be an a lien pubic .. 
hair in r;,.y gin. 

SEt:.,'\':'OR:  
(turnins to Dennin0s, 
as his t·!ife sr-lits) 

I beg your p.s-.rCon? 

DEHdI::':GS : 
(defensive) 

Never seen it before in my life ! 

SENP..TOR 
(a murmur) 

Yes, I 'm sure. 

DEi:-TI.TIEGS :  
(not·l accusatory) 

Have you'? 

Ai•!GLE AT cr:rus, JESUIT m:::1-.N, t,t;RY JO PER..qrp 

Mary JO is seate:::d o;;; so.:a t-:ith Jt:suit Dec.n . Chris is  
on floor in f::::cnt of co=fee table facins· the.,, as all 
eat dinner . 

(co:,JTillUZ:J) 
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8 8. COi-iTD 

PERRI!-:: 
on, cone on, every far.:.ily 1s got 
one black sheep. 

DEAN: 
Yes I know, bu t. \· .'e were pushing I 

� .  • p our quota with the i'.-lec.:.ici opes. 

CHPJ S :  

Say, Father, there ' s  something I 've 
been r.i.e21.ning to ask you . D o  you 
knm:1 that sort of wing that 's. in 
back of the church over there? The 
red brick one, I �ean. 

(pointing in directi on) 

DEAN: 
St . I1ike 's. 

CHPJS:  

Yeah, right. St. Hike f s .  m1at 
goes on in there, Father? 

DE.l:\H 
Oh, that f s where ue say Black I,1ass. 

CHRIS: 
(as Perrin chuckles) 

r?hat ' s  that? 

PER-:Ui:?: 
Oh, he ' s  kidding. 

I wasn't. 
what it is . 

CERI S :  

I 'd still 

DZAH 

like to know 

Oh , ,-,el l  basically, I guess, it ' s  
a travesty or the Catholic Mas s .  
It ' s  connectc� to -uitchcraft . D evil 
worshi;: cults. 

(looking around for 
someone } 

Gee, Hhere 's  Joe? He knot-.rs all about 
this stuff . 

38 

He is  inc1icating Fat.tier Dyer, \-rho is  stanC.ing at buffet, 
heaping second helping onto hi s ?late. 

Hey, Joe l 

(CONTI;'UED ) 

,• 
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88. CONTD (1) 

D Y2!l: 
(turnir.g) 

You called, Great Dear.? 

Dean beckons him eve:?:. 

DEAN: 
(to Chris)  

They had a couple of cases of 
desecration in Holy Trinity last 
week, and Joe said sonc�hing about 
one of them r e..'7lindincr hin of soMa 
things thev used to do at Black t-Iass, 
so I expect he k:iows sor.iething about 
the subject. 

PE:::',Rii.--1: 
!·Jhat happeneci at the church? 

Oh, i t ' s  really too disgusting. 

DYER: 
Liste�, give me just � minute. 
I think I 've got scmet�ins' going 
over there with the Astronaut. 

l'lhat? 
DEA..'"'1 :  

DYE �: 
(raising eyebrm-1s) 

First Bissionary on the Moo�? 

They burst int.o laughter as he moves off to join 
ASTR ONAUT. 

CHRIS: 
He ' s  fun � 

(at Dean) 
You haven 1 t told rr.e \-That goes on 
yet in back 0£ St. Mike 's. Big 
secret? tiho's t!"!at priest I keep 
seeing there ? You knot•.r, sort of 
dark? D o  you knm-1 the one I :r.\ean? 

DEAN: 
(lowered tonei trace 
of rec;ret) 

Fat..}ier Y.arrz.s . 

3 9  

I 

• 

(COHTitwED} 



88. CONTD (2) 

89. TWO SHOT 

C!!RIS: 
What's he do? 

OEJtH: 
Hets our counselor, Chris. A 
psychiatrist. The back of St. 
Mike's is our couch. 

CHRIS: 
Oh, I see. 

DEAN: 
Had a pretty rough knock last 
night, poor guy. His mother 
passed away• 

CHRIS: 
(sensation of grief} 

Oh, I'm sorry. 

DEAN: 
He seeras 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. 

DE.A!·!: 
The superintendent of her apartnent 
buildin� fc�nd her at four in the 
morning. They wouldn 

1 
t huve found 

her E'.'.'Ven the;: except ... Nell, the 
next door neishbcrs complained about 
her radio going all the tine. 

DYER 1'.l'D ASTRO!-!.'\UT 

The Astronau·i: is breaking up as: 

9 0. OMITTCD. 

DYER: 
No, I'm really not a priest. I'm 
actually a terribly avant-g�rde rabbi. 

40 
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4 1  

:U.!T . 1'!1'-.C".iEIL EOUSE KITCt::Sn 

Chris is burs tine- in ?.S De:1nings continues to rave zit 
a stolid ,. expres ;ior.less Ka�l \·;ho stan&s ir.:::obile, arms 
akir.ibo, \·1atching- Dennir.qs . 

D E,,JNINGS: 
Cunting P.un ! You bloody da!!'.ned 
butchering i"!azi piq! 

CHRIS: 
(over Dennings) 

l<arl 1 �·:ill you get out of here ! 
G e t  out ! 

Sharon enters nm•1 and Chris has sta:.:ted pushing Karl out .. 
The latter, defiant, permits it onlv reluctantly . 

DEffdTio!GS� 
Hhat the hell ��kes you think 
you 1 :ce so fuckin-::; sur:erior? 
G odc1amned cunting Heinrich Eimr•:iler ! 
G e t  the hell back to -- ! 

Karl is out and now De.11niw;s, in a renarkable 
perforraance ,  is inst.?.ntly com:-osed end as Chris turns 
to hir.! after s�1ovins- :-::arl out door, Denni:is,·s turns to 
her i;enially and rubs his t.am1s together with ; 

DENU!l-!GS :  
Now I t.11en, t· lha t ' s  dessert? 

CHRIS: 
Desser t !  

DEt:er1,1GS:  
(whining) 

Well, I 1m hungry . 

Chri.s reac ts, incredulous and exasperated, then turns 
and exits .. Passing Sharon: 

CHP.IS: 
Feed hir.i! 

OiUTTED 

NIGI-!T 

Regan is in bed .. Chris is tucking- her bedcovers in . 
The 1:oo;o., li9hts are C".!t anC:. Regan is turn e:ci on site .. 
She has eyes close d .  Chris, finished, looks dot•r.r. at  her .. 

r 
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96, COllTD 

97. 

CHRIS: 
You oka:1, hon? 

No response. Chris waits. Regan appears to be asleep. 
Chris le�ns over, kisses herccheek. 

CHRIS: 
(>,hisper) 

Sleep tight. 

INT • H.l\Cl!E IL HOU SE 1'.HGLE AT HAIN STAIRC1'.SE llIGHl' 

Oyer and Dean are srrGIHG e",nd PL.�YIHG, 110h, Lindberg 
{t·n1a t a Fly in 

1 
Fool t:c.s He) . 

11 
GO TO Chri::; holding front 

door open for Sharon and the Assistant Director with a 
barely conscious oennings being carried bett¥een them, 
heading for open front door. 

CERIS: 
Nite, Burke. Take it easy. 

DENl'I!:GS: 
{eyes still closed; 
a mutter) 

Fuck it! 

Chris shakes head. Then C11�?J\ FOLLOPS her to the piano 
group, which now includes t..�e Astronaut. Dyer. is just 
finishing the sonsi. Group ap?lauds. Dyer spots Chris. 

DYER: 
Hi, Chris. Great party. 

CHRIS: 
Thanks, Father. Keep goin'. 

DYER: 
. (playing chords) 

I don 
I
t need "C:he encourag�ment. Uy 

notion of hee.ven is a solid white 
night:.cl1..1b with r.:e center staae for 
all the rest of eternitv. 

-

(after ar."!useC. react.ion 
from group) 

Does c.nyone else kno•.1 the words to 
nI'll Bet You're So::-ry Pow, Tokyo 
Rose. r. 

Chris starts sinsi�g as �ye= CelishteQly joins her. Then 
abruptly �e st.ops, staring e:�;:ress ior:less ly at so:::et...1-ting 
o.s. Chris, too, stops as Dyer nods he,;3.G.-tm.;ard SFQt o.s .. 

(CONTIEUED) 

- ------� -- �-
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CO!'!TD 

DYER: 
I believe we have a visitor, 
Mrs. Mactleil.  

AT CH!l!S N;D ASTRONAUT 

43 

Chris looks where Dyer has indicated, ar.d as sudden 
silence falls o� the group, Chris gasps in shock and 
disniay, hand flying to her cheek, a sP.all whir.,per cor:iing 
up in  her throat .  The C..�!-�R.� HOVES TO TIGHT OH 
ASTRONAUT ' S  FACE as he, too, looks. dot·m and we HEAR: 

JJEGAN : 
( o . s . )  

You 're going to die up there . 

As Astronaut ' s  face turr.s gray with disway and chilling 
apprehension, we :!:ZAR: 

AT REGAN 

CHRI S :  
(o . s . ;  anguished) 

Oh, my C-od ! Oh , --

ASTROi':..�UT I s  l? .o . V • 

Regan in nightgown, is staring up at  .P-.stronaut (CAlIEitA) , 
and is uri.."l.ating gushingly onto the rug . 

CHRIS :  
(o . s . ;  continuinq) 

my God, Oh �v bcbv ! . -
THE AH GLE nr DENS OUT 

to disclose C�ris rushing up to Regan and leading he= 
av."ay toward stairs . 

CHRIS :  
(continuing) 

Oh, come on, Rugs , come ,;•.fith me, 
come upstairs ! 

(over shoulder 
to Astronau:::) 

Oh, I ' r.t so :.:crry ! She ;  s been sick, 
she must be t1alking in her sleeo ! 
She didn ' t  know ,;-;hat she wa s saYing ! 

CLOSE AT ASTRONAUT STARii:1G SHAl:JlN 

--
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I1'7T. RE G.'\t! 'S BATEROOH HIGHT 

4 4  

Regan s its in tub like sorr.cone i n  trance vhile �hris 
rapi&ly bathes her . 

CHRIS ,  
Honey , why did you say that? l'Jhy? 

Il-!T , l'.3GAN ' S  EED:\OOi-1 NIGHT 

Moonli;ht s trear;:s in th.rough open winc"!ow. Re�an turncc1. 
toward · uall, is in bed, dully staring at  a point in space .. 

. Chris sits en edge of  bed.  Throui;,;"h wi:1.<lo•.;, from ·street 
belm,, we !-:EAR o . s .  somDs and VOICES of departing guests . 

CHRIS :  
Howya feelin ' ,  honey? Better? 

Mo response. 

CHRIS :  
Would you like r,1e to read to you? 

Regan shakes head slightly, still staring a t  wa l l .  

CHRIS: 
Okay , then . Try to sleep . 

She leans over, kisses Regan1 rises . 

CHRIS: 
'Night, my baby . 

Chris leaves and is al:acst out the door when she is 
arrested by Regan callir.g to her ir. a l0\1, despairing, 
hauntec1 tone� 

REG.'\H, 
Mother, t•:ha t i s vrong i;.,.�ith me? 

CHRIS, 
Uhy , honey , it ' s  nerves . Tha t ' s  
all .  I mean, it ' s  just like the 
doctor said . You keen taking those 
pills and you ' ll be flne . Just fine. 

(a long i:·:ait for 
ree.ction; but Res;an 
neither moves ncr 
speaks) 

Okay, Rags? 

Chris waits . Still nothing . Troubled and despondent, 
Chris sturts out of roon . 
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n-:T. s:::co1m FLOOR H .. � OF ri.i\C��EIL HOUSE NIGHT 

The Cr'l:!E.Rl:. i s  E'!XI.:D at  one end of hall , z.nd we s ee 
Chris exit ut the ot!1er from Regan 's bedzcor.1 . Head down·, 
thot.·.ghtful, she star�s toward us;  then re..-raer..ber� �or..e­
thing and �oves back to lean over balustrade railing and 
observe scnethi.nq bclou for a r..onent or two . t-le HEAR 
o . s . SCRl-:.Pii:7G soUi .. w, like a bru!.ih against carpeting: 
t·Jillie brushing cut the urine s tains . 

CHRIS :  
(softly) 

Co..111in ' OU ti !·?illie? 

l'iILLIE: 
Yes, madam . I think so .  

Good . 

CHRIS:  
(slight nod) 

She continues to stare for a moment ri.,ore, then COI"".es 
toward CN-:ER? .. again until she reaches door to her 
bedroom and enters . She clos::!s <.1.oor . A beat . Then 
from o . s . ,  within P..es-an 1 n bedroom, we E""'AR HETP.!.,LIC 
SOUHDS , like bedsprings violently quivering . They arc 
tentative at first, then insis tent . Then: 

REG."I..N: 
(o· . s . ;  calling with 
burgeonino ?.o:::r.ehension 
and surmiSe) · · 

Uother? 

Two beats . The bedspring sour.ms .  Then, �uch louder, and 
filled with terrcr: 

( o . s . )  
Ccrr.e here! 

Chris ' door has alreaCy shot cpen r and she ' s  burs t out 
into the hall, racing for Regan 's bed�oom . 

CHRI£· : 
Yes , I 'm C�'"1ina ! All right, hon! 
I 'm cor.dng ! ., 

(o.s.) 
Noth.b.i.;eerrrrrrr ! 

CHRIS :  
Oh,  my baby, \·.�hat ' s  

-

' 
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INT . REGNl ' S  BEDROO:.i AT DOCR NIGET 

Chris bursts in, continuir.g as  she reaches for light 
switch ar.d t•Je HEP..R fL\SSIV"Z i·XTALLIC SOUi.!DS now; 

CHRIS: 
-- wrong, ho:1? tJhat is it? 
Wha t ' s  -- ? 

The lights are on, and as  Chris st�res at Regan 's  bed 
o . s . ,  she breaks off, electrified . 

CH!\IS :  
Jesu s !  Oh, Jesus ! 

P .O .  V .  AT REG.1\H 

She lies t.nut on her bacl:, face stained Hi th tears and 
contorted with terror and confusion as she grips at 
sides of narrot·r be,i .  It is s2.vacrelr. c.uivering be.ck and 
forth ! 

- -

REGA?';: 
Mother, t-:hy is it shakins? t!ake 
it  s tcp ! Oh, I 'n sca.1:ed ! Hake 
it stop! Oh, I 1 m scared, i1other , 
please make it  stoooooooooo 

And on her elongated, fearful cry, we break it off 
be.fore the "p" sound as we: 

INT .. JESUIT RESIDE:':CE P...:'\LL D l"EP. El·!TERS 

INT . CO�"'tIDOR Il-� P.ZSIDEPCE E.f..LL 

Follow Dyer to !<arras '  roc:.i . 

INT • KARRAS ' ROOl! NIGh"T 

HIGHT 

CUT TO : 

Dim desk la!'.:p light:ing . Dyer s its back of Karras •  desk.  
wearing a 1:Snoopy:: T -shirt . Karras is sitting on  edge 
of cot, his ey�G fixed lou in hau.nte0. st.ere.  They are 
red and raw fror,1 �-,eeDinc: . In  his hand· is a cw, containin" 
a Sr.tall anount of scOtch, and .::is eyes anC. voiCe are 
foqged by hee.vy drinking and chronic s leeplessnes s .  Dyer 
is pouring fron a bottle of Chivas Regal into I{arras • cup .. 

KARRl\S: 
Uh ere :a you get the 
Chevas Reg�l, Joe? 

!':''\Oney for 
�he poorbox? 

(COHTIHUSD) 

.0 
( 

NIGi!T 
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107. COtITD 

DYSR: 
D on 't be an e.ss:1.o le, that would be 
breaking rr.y vow of poverty . 

!<ARRAS: 
Nhere did you get i t  then? 

DYER: 
I stole it. 

Kll.:RRAS: 
I belie,,e you . 

D YER :  
Colleg e 9resiGents shouldn ' t  drink. 
It tends to set a bad example. I 
figure I relieved hin of a terrible 
ter.,pta tion. 

47 

Karras is nodding s lightly ,  smi ling: when sudden ly he 
bursts into sobs. 

KARRAS: 

D YER: 
(with cor,1.forting 
gestures) 

I know. I know . 

Karras cries it through, the sobbing graC.ually subsiding. 

KAP.RAS : 
( a  whisper) 

Ah, God. 

Karras at last exhales z:.n enormous sigh, closing his 
eyes, outstretched on cot. 

DYER: 
D o  you think you can sleep nc;,1, 
D a!"itien? 

Karras nods hez..C. alon0 , .. ,ith a throat sound of affirr.-.ation. 
Dyer moves to feet of bed, undoes laces and reraoves 
Karras 's  shoes . 

K.>.RRl.S : 
Gonna steal my shoes nm·1? 

(COc1Tii<H;'3D ) 

r 
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CONTD ( l) 

DYER: 
No, I tell fortu:.es by reading the 
creases. Few shut up and go  to sleep . 

KARRAS: 
You ' re a Jesuit cat burglar. 

DYER: 
Listen :  so�eone 's got to worry about 
the bills arour:d this place. 

(r.oving softly to 
desk) 

All you other guys do is just rattle 
your beads an<l p�ay for the hippies 
dovn on ';l-1 11 Street. 

Dyer flicks off  desk light. 

K.'\RR>.S:  
Stealing is a sin . 

48 

h beat . Then, tenderl:t, Dyer touches a hand to Karras ' 
shoulder in crocdnicht, but as he starts to nove toward 
door, Karr�s• hand

w
reaches out and grips Dyer 1s ,,,rist, 

squeezing, and giving a little shake in a gesture o f  
gratitude and teep friendship. At this :r.,o:ne :i.t, the 
C1'1'1ERA is TIG!:iT on t.r.e F.A.t:DS, but then goes to Dyer, as 
he nods in acl�no1,1ledcer,.er, t .  Ths;n Dve= stares doun and 
CAMERA FOI,Let·:s his g<lze to ':::::'IG�T at .. the p_,.·\NDS again, as 
healing sleep at last ccr.1es to !<arras and his grip 
slackens and his hand slOi'lly falls. 

DYER: 
(o.s . ;  \·rhis::ier) 

G oodnight, DO.f':'\ierl. 

VERY EARLY iiO.?.:UNG 

Only two or three •,:ro:rshippers in the church. 
his !:>le.ck vestr.i.ents, is ·at main -altar saying 
washing at small table to side o f  a ltar: 

KAP�S: 

Karras, in 
Hass . t-:hile 

,:o Lord1 I have loved the beauty of 
Thy house and the place t·1here T:ly 
glory dwelleth. Take not auay my 
soul, 0 God., \1ith the wicked, nor my 
life with men of blood • • •  

(TI:iE UJ?SE) 

Now Karras ' eyes are moistening with tears as: 

(CONTINUED) 
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CO!�D 

YJ\RR.'i.S : 
"Rem::?mber also ,. 0 Lo:cd, Thy 
servant, t-!ary r<:2.rras • • • who has 
gone bef:ire us Hith t..h.e sisn of 
faith, and sleeps the sleep of 
peace. To her, O Lord, and to 

all --
(he ' s  fighting tears) 

-- who rest in Christ, grant her 
-- we pray Thee, a place of --
refreshment -- of lig.i1 t -- and • • • 

(strikina his 
breast) 

To us  also, �hy sinful servants • • •  • 

ANOTEER AFGLE (TIME LAPSE) 

KA:>.RAS: 
'
1P eace I leave you; my peace I 

give you . Look rot upon my sins 
but upon the faith of your 
church • • • n 

A NOTHER AHGI..E (TilZ LAPS!:) 

K;l_?.R?--_S � 
(hands extended) 

"O Lord , I am not worthy . Speak 
but the t-1ord and ray soul shall 
be healed . 11 

INT. DR . KLEIN'S EY:.tU1I!-:Il-1G ROOI-1 DAY 

4 9  

m1ile l(lein atte':'.".IJts to administer an injection, Chris 
and Nurse forcibly restrain a s trus-gling, kicking �c•;an 
who is shrieking as :  

CHRIS: 
P lease , hone y !  It t s to heln you l 

REG.!\.N: 

I don • t want it ! I don • t ,,._ J 

Klein leans over ,. injects needle . 

REG.'\F: 
Son of a bitch baste.rd ! 

She spits in !aein 1 s face . 

----· 



113 . Il!T. HALL OF KL::::IH I D SUITE OF OFE'ICES D AY 

F.! .. EI!l: 
Hell, it's so�eti:::es a s;/r--,ptom of 
a type of �istur�;nce in the 
ch��ico-electrical activity of 
the brain. In the case of your 
<laughter, i n  the ter..poral lobes. 

(a hand to side of 
his skull) 

Up here, in the lateral part o f  
the brain. Now it Is rare, but it 
does cause bizarre hallucinations 
and usunlly happens just before a 
convulsion. It --

CHRIS: 
( frot·mi ng over 
the r:it 1•) 

Convulsion. 

I<LEIF: 
( faintly evasive) 

Well, the shaking of t!1e bed. That 
was doubtless eue to �uscular spasms. 

CHRI S :  
To muscular S?asms ?  
the bed and it even 
on it. 

:<LEIN: 

Hey , I was on 
shook with me 

Look: t!rs. r- 1act .. '.ei 1 -- your daughter's 
problen isn 1t b�Cs; the problem is 
her; it's in !H;r brain. 

CHRIS: 
Yeah, okay. So what causes 
this • • . ? 

(she c?.n 't find 
t:,e term) 

KLLIL-l : 
Lesion of the ta�poral lobe. It's 
a kind of • • •  well, sei zure disorder. 

CHRIS: 
Ye.1.h. L-::>ok, I 1ll tell you the 
truth, doc; I don 't  unde!:'stc.nd 
ho,-, her whole personality could 
change. 

50  

(CO!-!?INU:SD) 
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CONTD 

KLEIN: 
In tert.:f)C.lral lobe, that's very 
comr-:.on, anc1. can last in so:.:1e 
cc1.ses for several C.ays. It isn 

1t 
rare to finC de3trcctive, even 
criminal behavior. 

Chris closes her eyes and lm1e:i:s her forehead onto a 
fist. 

CHRIS: 
(r.1urmuring) 

Listen, tell rne sor.1ething good. 

!(LEIN: 
Well, now, don't be alarr.1ed. If 
it's a lesion, in a way, she's 
fortunate.. Then all we have to do 
is rerr.ove the scar. 

IHT. R'\DIOL-OGICZ"..i. LP.:S 
SERIES OP S!-'.OTS REG.Ai! EP,VIPG BRA.Il1 X-R.�Y::::> (ARTE?UOGRA!-1) 
CHRIS A. ND R..l'I.DIOLOGIST PR.t:SE:-!T 

THEH GO TO: 

INT. Sl-1.l'LL l!EDICAL L/1.B ... ND X-R<"\Y ROOH DAY 

We begin CLOSE o;i.t X-RAY OF REGZ\l:'s Sl{t..r"'LL, !:hen disclose 
Klein and a consul ting neurolosist (DR. TAio!i.".EY) 
thoughtfully stuC:ying several of them. 

Tannt:.y, shaking his head, rer..ove.s his eveo-lasses and 
tucks them intc hre.?.st pocket of jacl-:,st� H.ith: 

TAf'1i'iEY: 
There's just nothing the.?:e. t!o 
vascular diBtortion ct all. 

KLEIN: 
(frowning, still 
studying X-rays) 

Doesn't figure. 

"TA!:Th.TEY; 
Want to run another series? 

KLEIE: 
(turning auay from 
X-rays) 

I don't think so. 

Ue HEAR "!'ELEPH0�3 BUZZE� s�·:nultancous with: 

(CO!:XIPt'ED) 

......:.:a. ·- -
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COl::'TD 

KLEIP: 
(picking up wall 
phone) 

I 'd like you to see her aga in . 
(into phone) 

Yes . 

RBCE�TI01"7IST 1 S VOICE ; 
(FLIT ER :  urgent phone) 

Chris MacNei l •s on the line t says 
i t  1s urgent ! 

n-rT • SECOf:D FLOOR HALL t-lt'\CNEIL HOUSE DAY 
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The CAEE R:a.. is by door to Rea an ' s bed.'!:'oor,1, frcr,1 uhich 
e.'T'.anates R egan I s t•�OH.NS of pain and SC:U:Ai:iS o f  terror . 
Rushing up froan steps on lc.r.di :.ig is Sha::on, folloh'ed by 
K lein and T annev . P�t door, Sharon cracks it ope;,. and 
calls in: 

SHA.'R.OH� 
D octors, Chris t 

Chris irr.i.edia tely comes to door, opening 
extrer.iely distraught ar.d bevildered . 

IlJT . REGAN ' S  BEDRQO; _; AT DOOR DAY 

it . She is 

Karl stands beside doc-=, s taring nur.bly at o . s . S0�'1DS, 
and as t.he doctc::s enter, 1.-:e REP--� O .  S .  SOUl'!D O:' so;.'!e­
thing SLP..i0il-�FG Qi,?I'O BE DSP::t!i '.GS RE2EA':i' E DLY ( in addition 
to Regan 's cri es } .  

RE G:"\!-! ; 
(o .s.; hysterical 
wail) 

Moooooo t:i.e: eeeerrrrr ! 

P.o.v. AT RE GAN 

Flail";g her arms, her bcd7 se a�s to be flinging itself 
up horizontally about. a foot into the a·ir above her bed, 
and then is s l2.m.1ed dot·7!1 savagely onto mattress, as i f  
by · an unseen person, ar.d causing ,·,renching of Regan ' s  
breath. It happens repeatedly and rapidly as:  

REG.Z\N: 
Oh, Mother make him s i.:op ! Please 
stop him !  S.:o-.:i hi.r.� ! :-:e •s  trving to 
kiil me! E€!�-- ! Oh, ole:.Se 
s too PP:':? p;: PFPP h i:::..7.;-:-:.c::..-:-.::-!:'".rn.i..r.1, 
Mo therrrrrrrrrrrr � 

I 
; 

___ ......... �·- -- � 

j 
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119 .  AT CHRI $ Al-'D DOCTORS 

emus ,  
Doc, t•:hat i s  it? '.-:hat ' s  hnnp::ming? 

He shakes headf gaze fixed on Regan. 

120 , P .O .V. AT l'J':GZ\!' 

1 2 1 .  

122 . 

The up and down mcverri.ents briefly; then they abruptly 
cease, and Reaan twists feverishly fro::-1 s ide to side, her 
eyes rolling Upt·.'ards,  into their sockets so that or.ly the 
whites are exposed, while her legs keep crossing and 
uncrossing raPidly . 

ItEGAH: 
(moaning) 

Oh, he ' s  burning ne ! I 'n burning! 
I 'm -- 1 Uhh t 

With tl":.is  sudden SOU:TD c f  pain, Regan has abruptly jerked 
her head back, disclosing a bulging, st-:o llen throat, 
and she begins to rnutter inco�prehensively in a strangely 
deep€ned, guttu=al tone. 

ANOT HErt Al!GLE 

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

KLEI?-! : 
( soothingly) 

All right, now, l et r s  se2: w:la t the 
trouble is ,  dear. I 'm just going to 

And abruptly Klein i s  reelir.g, stunned and staggerir.g, 
across the roc.i:l fron the fo:::ce o f  D. vicious l::.=ckt·:z:.:-C. 
swing of Regan = s  3.r;n as  she suddenl•J sits u�, he:::- f.;;.ce 
contorted with h iC:eous rage. :-row, ln a coa!'se ar.d 
powerful ,  deeo rr.ale voice: 

REGAN! 
The so·w is r:tlnE: •l· Mine! Keep 
away from her ! 

He stares O . s . ,  s tunned, as Karl and 'I·anney kneel to his 
assistance. 

!<LEith 
I 'm all right . 

They look tot1ard r.e:gan as we HEAR from o . s .  a yelping 
laugh gushing up in her throat. 
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AT REGAN 

Her head is ti lted back. The laush contir.u cs, der;;onic. 
The.1. she falls to her Dack as if someone hc>.s pushed her 
down. She pulls back. her n ightgown with; 

REG;',-.l'!: 
Fuck me, fuck --

AT R EGl'.N 

. Sitting up, she bag ins to caress her own arr:i.s sensually 
as she croons in that guttural, coarse, male voice: 

R EGAN: 
Ah, m y  flower • • •  r:.y pearl • • •  

Abruptly she falls onto back again as if !ro� a shove, 
and cries out \·ii'i::.h a vre:1ch of breath. Then abru ?tly 
she is s itting up again, as if pulled by the hJ.nis, 
and: 

REGl.N� 
(normal voice) 

Oh, mother ! HothE:r I 

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

AT CHP.IS 

AT REG)IJ)l 

R EGAN: 
(weeping) 

O h ,  stop him, plec:.se stoo hit'. !  
It hu its ! Hake him stoc ! Hake 
hirn stS?_! I can't b!'"(;...:-;-ac.aaat.h. ! 

CHRIS 
Oh,  ny G od, oh, my -- ! 

Before ste finishes her cry, she again appears to be 
shoved s avagely onto her b3.ck, a:-id as Tanney comes 
beside bed and observes ,  her eves roll uo•:1ard into 
their sockets and zi.anin she beCins r.mtte�incr 
incomprehensively in that tt:ickened voice. -Tanney 
leans head closer to try to rr4ke it out, frowning. 

AT KLEI'N 

He i s  by the lcrs;e ,;-:indow overlooking steps, preparing 
a hypodermic injection. 

(CONTINUED) 
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CONTD 

KLEI::-'.: 
Sam ! 

He beckons '!a!1ney over to him 1·1itb move of head and 
c ontinues creoarin;r hypo. :·!e HEAR the O . s. ,  fevered 
gibberish frc6 RLgan. Tanney corr.es INTO FR.A.NE. 

KL.'SIN : 
I '� giving her L ibrium. You 're 
going to have to hold her. 

They look quickly toward: 

REG&-�!� 
(o .s. ; terrified) 

Oh, no ! 

REGi" .. N: 
Nol  Captain Hot-.rdy, don ' t  -- J 

Regan slar.t."':ling up and down off the bed agai n. 

R:G.'\.N: 
Mother ! Mothe:: t Hothe!:rrrrrrrr l 

QUIG( CUT ·ro : 

A T  CHRIS 

over Regan 's prolon g�d scream of p 2in and t error, 
Chris,  with fists to her terr.ples, turns to shri ek at 
doctors : 

Cl-::RI S:  
God al::1i g!";ty, wi l l  
Help her l Helo 

you do scnething! 
l 

AT DOCTORS 

Klein i s  ready. A nd over: 

CHRIS: 
( o . s. ;  cor..tinuing) 

herrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr • • •  ! 

and Rega � •s continuing SCREAM fro� 
noa: to Tanney . And as they start 
Chris and Regan 's cries p ersisting 

o.s.,  Klein griraly 
towarG.. bed wi th both 
we 

QUICKLY CUT TO: 
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INT. l-1-ACNEIL BOUSE SSCOND FLOOR !L'.LL D AY 

Blessed silence. Chris and Shnron huve heaC.s let·:ered, 
waiting by  b�lustra.:':e. Klein and Tar.ncy e;.:it P.egan 1 s 
room and up:.:;::::cach then. Chris dabs at nose with moist, 
balled-up handkerchie f, her eyes red fron crying. 

KLEIN: 
She ' s  heavily sedated. 
undoubted�y slee9 right 
until t or..orro\-1. 

CHR IS: 

She ' ll 
through 

Doc, how could she jur.ip off the 
bed like that? 

DR . TAHHEY: 
There 's  a perfectly rational 
explanation. Tech�ically speaking, 
pathological states can induce 
abnorr,;a.2 stre ngtl1 c.nd c;1ccelerated 
motor perforrnanc:2. J:-Zore cora.-r:ionlv, 
a nin�ty-pound t.·1cr.:an sees her chlld 
pinned U!:der the wl1.eel of a truck, 
runs out and lifts the wheels half 
a foot up off the grour.�. You 've 
heard the story. S ame thins here. 

CHRIS: 
Yeah, okay. 

DR . TA!-:NEY: 
Same principle, I :.iean. 

CHRIS:  
So  what 1 s ·wrong with h€r? rn-i.at 
do you think? 

Well, 
lobe, 

KLEIN: 
we still think 
and --

CHRIS: 
( erupt_ing } 

it 's  te.'t\poral 

What the hell are you talking 
about? She 's  been acti�g like 
some kind cf a p syc�o, like a 
spli t  p -ersonalitv ! t·:hat do y ou 
Guess I 1 rn all uptight.  I'm sorry . 
You Here saying? 

r ' 

' 

I 
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135A. 

CONTD 

KL!::IH: 
Do you keep any drui;s in your 
house? 

C HRIS : 
Huh? 

:KLE il'.: 
Amphetamines? L SD? 

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

58 

He nods and stares at his shoes ; then looks up ag2in . 

!\LEIN: 
A re you p lanning to be home soon? 
L .A. , I r,,ean. 

CHR:S : 
No. No, I ' rn  building a new house and 
the old one's b,:;en sold . ::e ,,ere 
going to Et1rope for a wl:" .. ile after 
Rags finished up with her school 
here. l·:hy 'd you ask? 

KLEI N: 
I think it's tiwe we started 
looking for a psychia tris t .  

EXT • CHRI S  ' CAR EIGHT 

as she drives back-across Key Bridge . 

IHT . CHi'US t CA?. AHGLE FRO/-! DRIVER'S  SE/\T 
"M II S TREET Al,iD 3 6T H 

Through the windshield, dead ahead, a C R01'."rD has 
gathered by !'.lase of the steep steps beside the house, 
ar..d an M:BULli.1'!:!E is p ulling out into traffic . t·Jhite­
coated i�DICS are running around i n  a panic. Police 
car lights are f lashing. A s  Chris rcur:ds off the 
bridge onto Pro$pect, the A.a3tiL;.�!,7CE pulls out and gets 
just ah;;;ad of her, SIREN V:AILING. i·:e F OLLOt'! N13UL)2'!CE 
for two beats, then :  

CUT TO : 
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INT . ?•i<\C�!EIL HOUSE AT FROt1T DCOR 

Chris enters desr,ondently . Closing door b�hind her � she 
leans back a gair.st it, loo;.;:ing doun in thought, l:-?r h�r.ci 
sti ll clutc:--:.ing doorknob. A beat. The L!G!-iTS I�l HOUSE 
BLINT< O UT for a bea t. Chris looks up. They .BLINK OUT 
AG.A.IN,. this time longer. 

CHRI S :  
Sharon? 

The lights come back on. 

CHRI S :  
Shar? 

S ti l l  no response. Chris starts up the staircase, 
fro�ming apprehensively . 

INT . S E COND FLCOR li,-'\!,L llACNEIL HOUSE NIGHT 

The CAMERA i s  FIXED by door to Regan 's  bedroo:n. As 
Chris reaches landing, the LIGHT S BLit:R OUT AG.c\.IlI., 
BRI E FLY., TF.Eri OH . Chris has halted, her eyes ,..iarily 
scanning aro und.; then she continues dm-:n t.�e ball toward 
�s, and opens door to Regan 1s bedroo�. 

INT • RE Gl'.N ' S  BED ROOM FULL S HOT NIGHT 

Silence as Chris stands by door a moment; then she goes 
to Regan ' s  bedside , ar-.d rubs at her arms , as i f  fro!71. 
extrer.ie cold. S he exa□ines Regan, who is still sound 
asleep. 

CLOSER AHGLE 

at Chris huggi�g ar�s aki�bo , shivering. 

CHRI S : 
(perplexed; whisper) 

Shit! 

Then she looks toward window; frowns in conste:::-nation. 

THE ROOM FULL Sr.OT 

The window is open . Chris rr,oves to i t  and stares for a 
momen t. She closes and lo�ks it. But she still feels 
cold. She HEARS FRONT DOOR OFE!aNG from o .. s. , below, 
through open door to Regan 's bedroom, and turr� toward 
the SOUND .  f•!e FOLLO.·/ her out into, r 
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IlIT. SEC0'1D FLOOR fa"\.LL MACNEIL HOUSE NIGHT 

As Chris e,dts and coftly closes Regan's door. She 
starts totJa�U st.airs. 

CHRIS: 
(calling softly) 

Sharon? 

60 

INT. FOYER L PIING ROOH .!\REA l'.ACNEIL HOUSE NIGHT 

Sharon e."lters house with white paper pharrr.acy bag in 
hand. 

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

SEARON: 
Oh, didn't he tell you? 

CHRIS: 
Oh, didn't who tell me? 

SHARON: 
Burke. Isn 

1
t he here? h""here is he? 

CHRIS: 
He was here? 

SHARON: 
You me;!n he wasn't w·hen you got hone? 

CHRIS: 
Listen, start all over. 

SHARON: 
Oh, that nut. I couldn't get 
the druggist to deliver. �<arl and 
Willie are o�f, so when Burke cane 
around, I 4-hought, fine, he can 
stay he:re with Regan while I go 
get the T�orazine. Guess I 
should ,'.ave·kno,n ,. . 

CHRIS: 
Yeah, you should've. 

Sli.'\UON: 
What happened with the tests? 

CH:'.IS: 
Not a thing. I 

1
�, going to have to 

get Regan a shrink. 

l 

,j 
1 

1 
i 

J 
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143. Il\'T. FOYER ARE.l\ !·ll'.CPEIL HOUSE llIGHT 

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

CHRIS: 
Oh, Chuck. How ya doin ' ?  Co:r.te on in. 

ASSISTANT DIRECTCR : 
(stepping inside 
gravely) 

You haven 't heard? 

CHRIS: 
Heard what? 

Sharon enters scene, listening. 

A S SISTAST DIRECTO�: 
Well, it ' s  bad. 

What 's bad? 
CHRIS: 

ASS I S TANT D IRECTOR: 
Burke 's  dea d .  

CHRIS:  
Oh, no ! 

SHAROH: 
¼'hat happened? 

ASS! STA�:T DIRECTOR: 
I guess he :-las drunk. He fell dc\·m 
from the top of the steps right 
outside. Bv the tine he hit "1-F 
Street, he 1d broke.11 · his neck. 

Chris puts a hand to h er :r.touth stifling a sob . 

ASSISTA.'lT DIP.ECTOR 
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 l Poor Durke ! 

S!J.:\RON: 
I can ' t  believe it . 

(CONTINUED ) 
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CO?lTD 

Chris louers brow into hand, leaning against door . She 
shakes her head, exhales. 

CHRIS: 
I guess everyt.�ing 

She breaks off, staring with horror at something 
eescer.ding the stairs behind Sharon. It  is  Regan on 
all four�. She is gliding, spiderlike, noiselessly 
and swiftly, down the staircase, her tongue flicking 
rapidly in and out of her ncuth like a snake. She halts 
directly beside Sharon. 

CHRIS: 
(numbly) 

Sharon? 

Sharon stops, as does Regan. 
nothing; and the4 screa�s as 
snaking out at her an:tle. 

Sharon turns and sees 
she feels Re,;·an I s tongue 

Call 
hell 
now! 

CHRIS:  
that doctor and get 
over here, Sharon ! 

INT. C HRIS •  BEDROOH DAY 

him 
Get 

the 
him 

Shutters are closed an8. room is dark. Klein stands 
by bureau, \·:a tching. Chris sits on eC.ge of bed, as 
does a PSYCP.1'"AT RIS T .  H e  is swinging a bauble on a chain 
back and forth, hypnotically, in front o f  Regan. He 
shines a penli-;;ht on the bauble so th2.t it g lcws i;l the 
dark. H e  halts, inc::.ining the penlight. beam up, and we 
SEE Regan • s  eyes are closed �nd aspea=s to be in tra;lce. 
He turns off penlight. 

A re 

Yes. 

PSYCE!ATRIST : 
you comfortable, Regan? 

REGAN: 
(voice soft 
and whispery} 

PSYCEIATRI ST : 
How old are you? 

REGA..�: 
Twelve. 

(CONTINU::D ) 
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14 4 .  CONTD 

PSYCHIATRIST: 
Is there soweone inside y ou? 

REGAN: 
Sometimes . 

PSYCEIATR IST: 
!·1ho i s  it? 

REGAN: 
I don ' t  know. 

PSYCHIATRIST : 
Captain Howdy? 

REGAN: 
I don 't  know. 

P SYCHIATRIST: 
If I ask hira to tell me , will you 
let hin al15\ler? 

REGAN: 
Nol 

PSYCF.I;,TRIST: 
Why not? 

REGAN: 
I 'rn afraid 1 

PSYCH IATR IST: 
If he talks to r..2,  I think he ,vi ll 
leave yo'.l . Do you want him to 
leave you? 

· REGAN: 
Yes . 

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

REGAN: 
(a pause; then: )  

Yes . 

PSYCHIATRIST 
( firTT'.ly;  nc,-; to:;,.e) 

I am sp2akL1g to t:1e pe:::-son inside 
of Regnn , nos,; . I f  you are t:-:.ere 
you too are hypnotized and must 

(MORE) 
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CONTD (l) 

PSYCHihTRIST : (Ccntd) 
answer all ny quest.ions . Cone forward 
and answer me now: Are you there? 

No response , and after three beats, we f!E.?i.R Regan ' s  
BREATH cc:-ning lov.d and raspily, like a rotted, · putrid 
bellot.,s .. The Psyzhiatrist sniffs, as if at a horrid 
smell, and then flicks on laser la�p and shines it up 
into Regan ' s  face . Chris gasps . �·Je do not s ee Regan ' s  
face , but play cff re�ctions of Chris and the 
Psychi9-trist . Chris lowers her head into a hand, the 
sight too unbearable for her,  and she grips the 
Psychiatrist ' s  ar:n with the o��er in a tight vise . 
This causes him to extinguish the laser lamp. 

PSYCHIATRIST 
Are you the person inside of Regan? 

Say . 

!\EGAN: 
(in that coarse 
and guttural voice) 

PSYCHIATRI ST: 
Pid you answer? 

Say . 

PSYCHIATRIST: 
If tha t ' s  yes ,  nod your head. 

Regan nods . 

Who are you? 
PSYCHIATRIST: 

REGAN: 
Nowonr.iai 

PSYCHIATRIST: 
That ' s  your name? 

REGAN : 
Say. 

PSYCHIATRIST 
Are you speaking in a foreign 
language? 

Say . 
REGMI: 

( CO!<'!' INu'::D) 
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144. CONTD (2) 

PSYCHI.?:.TRIST : 
Are you someone ,.,:hon Regan has 
known? 

REGAN: 
One . 

PSYCHIATRIST : 
That she knows of? 

REGAN: 
One . 

PSYCHIATRIST: 
Part of Regan? 

R E GAN :  
One . 

PSYCHIATRIST: 
Do you like her? 

REG.:\N : 
One 

PSYCHIATRIST: 
Do you hate h er? 

R E G A.'!: 
Say. 

PSYCHIATRIST: 
Are you punishing her? 

REGAH:  
Say. 

PSYCHIATRIST: 
You wish to harm her? 

REGAN 
Say . 

PSYCHIATRIST: 
To kill her? 

R E G .l\N: 
Say . 

PSYCHIATRIST 
But if Regan died, wouldn ' t  you 
die, too? 
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REG.i\N: 
one . 

PSYCHIATRIST: 
Is there sonething she can do to 
make you leave her? 

REGAN: 
Say. 

P SYCEIATRI ST : 
Do you blame her for her parents ' 
divorce? 

6 6  

His question elides into a prolonged gasp of startled 
pain and horrif ied incredulity as we go quickly to FULL 
AT .REG.?ili, mad, evil glee ir. the eyes as now the light 
drops from the Psychiatrist Is hand. 

OMITTED . 

CLOSE AT PSYCHIA TRIST 

In the darkness, we SEE 
his eyes wide-staring. 
has gripped his scrotu.� 
an iron talon . 

his mouth agap e in horrible pain. 
What has happened is that Regan 
in a hand that is squeezing like 

PSYCHIATRIST: 
Marc ! Marc,  help me t 

QUICKLY AT CHRIS 

leaping up and a�•;ay frora Psych in trist stru ggling to 
wrer..ch Regan's har.d nway, a hand with ir.credible 
strength . 

CHRI S: 
Jesus !  

Klein races forward tcnard bed ; Chris i s  running, 
panicked, fer the light3�,�::.tch� Psychiatrist, in agony, 
struggling; Re,;an :1CrE:!a.tu:re 11 with head tilted back, is 
cackling demoniacally ar.d then howls like a wolf as 
Chris slaps a-t the lightswitch. The lights come on and 
we see : 

AT BED 

Regan, cackling der..oni.acallv is rollina arco.nd on bed 
in. savage str1:1ggle v�ith i-acin and Psych is;.trist, who are 
st�ll atte2pt1.:-.g to dislcdg� her har-:d fro::1 its srip. 
G:imaces .  ?asps .. cUrses. The b Gdstez.d is quiveri� 
violently s2.de to s ide. t . 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 

R egan jerks upright. Her e':t,.¥S roll upward i:r.to their 
sockets an<l she wrenches up b keen ing shriek of terror 
torn raw and bloody f:cor,1 the base of h er spine as her 
face becomes her own. Then she falls backwards in a 
faint . 

VIEN OF BED 

Stillness. Regan unconscious. Two beats. One of the 
doctors rrakes a swall move at extricating hinself from 
the tangle. Chris crumples in a dead faint. 

EXT. OUTDOOR TR.',CK IN HOLLOW OF G:ORGETOl·:N U.  CAMPUS 
DAY 

In shorts and T-shirt, Karras is doing laps. A portly 
middle-aged n�n (KINDZru:.A.N) is sca�ed on bench a t  edge 
of track watching h im .  somms of bas et,all p:-actice 
o.s . KARR.�S passes Kinderrren and shortly thereafter 
stops running, hands to h ips as he walks, head down and 
panting. Kinderman rises and 1!'.oves toward him. 

KINDER.'-!AN 
(calling) 

Father Karras? 

Karras turns head, squinting into sun, his breath 
coming in great gulps .. chest heaving. He waits for 
Kinderr:1.an to reach hira, then beckons hirn to follow as 
Karras resunes his walk . 

KARRA S  
Do you mind? I'll cramp. 

KINDER:,�N 
Yes, of course. 

K.'<RRAS 
Have we m et ?  

KINDERMAN 
No, we haven't, but thev said I 
could tell ; that vou lo0ked like 
a boxer. I 'm Y:'iliiarn F. Kinderman , 
Father • 

( flashing I .D . )  
Homicide . 

G.l\TE OF RU�IUNG TP.t\CR 

Karras and Kindettlan walk tet\•a rd the path • 

(CONTINUED) 
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!<ARRAS: 
What ' s  this �bout? 

KINDEFJ•!AN : 
It ' s  true, you do look like a 
boxer. Excus e ine, that scar, you 
know, there by your eye? Like 
Brando, it looks like, in �-!aterfront . 
Just exactly Harlan Brando . People 
tell you that, Father? 

!<ARRAS : 
Do people ever te 11 you that you 
look like Paul i1e,,r.:'.an? 

KINDEFJ.1A..'I\J' :  
Always. 

PATH ABOVE FOOTB.'.LL FIELD 

Karras and Kindernan continue walking. 

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

KARRAS :  
Yes, of course. 

KINDERH\U: 
You know that director who was 
doing the filra here, Father? 
Burke Dennings? 

KARRAS : 
l'?ell,  I 've seen hli!l. 

KINDE!ll-lAH : 
You ' ve seen him. You ' re also 
familiar with how last week h e  
died? 

KARRAS: 
( shrugging) 

Well, the papers • • •  

Kn:DEPJ•:l\H: 
That ' s  part of it . 
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KARR.'\S: 
Oh?. 

KINDERZ.:AN: 
Only part. Listen, Hhu.t do you 
know on the subject of witchcraft, 
Father? From the witching end, 
please, not the hunting . 

TENNIS COURT PATH 

Karras and Kinderman continue walking 

KARR,'\S 
(smiling) 

Oh, I once did a paper on it . 

KINDERMAN: 
Really? 

KARRAS: 
From the psychiatric end . 

KINDllR!•'l\N:  
From whatever. Look, these 
desecrations going on in the 
church -- they remind you of 
anything to do with witchcraft? 

KARRl'.S: 
Maybe . Some rituels used in Black 
Mass . 

KINDER!lA.'l : 
And noH Denning s -- you read how 
h e  died? 

KARRAS: 
In a fall ,  

KINDERJ.!AN : 
Well, I '  11 tell you; and please!  
Confidential ! 

Karras nods , They stop, and continue talking . 

KINDERHA.N: 
Burke Dennin gs 1 good Father, was 
found z:.t  the bottom of those s teos 
down to :iuo Street with his head

M 

turned co�plecely around and facing 
backward s .  
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They stop and sit on the rai ling. 

KINDERMt'"'i.N : 
A h, yes; doctor ts ethics . If you 
knew, you wouldn't tell . 

KARRAS: 
No, I probably wouldn 't. 

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

KARRAS: 
(slight, warr.1 smile) 

That a threat? 

KINDER!·!A..� :  
Don't  talk paranoid; I mention i t  
in passing . 

Kl'.RaAS : 
I could always tell the judge it was 
a ma tter of confess ion .  

KINDERt-!AN: 
(glancing at him, 
faintly ,;loo:ny) 

Want to go into b'..lsir.ess, :Father? 
{he looks a•,::;.y dis:r.ally} 

'Fa ther 1 
-- what 'Father '? You 're 

a Jew, I could tell whe� I met you. 

Karras chuckles . 

KINDERl-lAN: 
Yes, laugh; go a.�ead; laugh. 

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

KINDE!lilAN: 
That re�inds me. The a�trance 
exam for po lie e::' .cn, Fa thcr? t·lhen 
I took it, o:-ie c--....:e;:;tion ,;cnt 
something like: - :,t·ihat a=:-e rabies 

(NORE) 
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KIND:SF.!·!.."'. �-1: (Contd) 
and what would vou C:o for thE...1:1? 11 

Know what so:nc d.u.:hhead put down 
for an ansv.'er? E::;i s '? "Rabies , " 
he said, "are Jeu priests and I 
would do anything th¼� I could for 
them. "  

72  

GEORGETOWN UNIVERSITY. QUADRANGLE ,  NEAR FOU!."TAIN AfID 
GAZEBO 

Karras and Kinder�an walking. 

KI}iDER?-!AN 
L isten, Father . L isten, doctor -
• • •  Am I crazy, or could there 
il'.aybe be a witch coven here in the 
District? Right now, I nean. Today. 

KARRJ\.S :  
Oh, come on . 

KilIDER!-!AN: 
So t..1.en what ara I looking for, Father? 

KARRAS : 
A mad:nan.  Maybe someone on drugs . 

GEORGLTOWN UNIVERSITY, QUl'.DR.1} .. NGLE-t·iASHI!{GTO�? STEPS 
TRACKING SHOT KA;1.RAS ;.;:m Kii�DERt-!AJI �·IP.LY.ING 

KUlDERJ.!i\N: 
You like movies , �ather Karras? 

KARRAS : 
Very much . 

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

KARP.AS: 
That ' s  tco bad . 

KnJDEPJ•lAN: 
I t ' s  too bad; yes , I hate to go 
alone. You know, I love to talk 
film� to disc�ss; to criticce . 
Would you li::-:..: ':.o see a fii7. w!th 
me?. I 've go� r �s  - �· C - r:-"" zes ror ... r.e =est.  
I t ' s  Oth ello . 

I 
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!(ARRAS : 
Who 's  starring? 

KINDE?.?-iti.N: 
• ·Debbie Reynolds , Desdemona, and 

Othello, Grcucho I-larx. You ' re 
happy? 

Karr�s smiles . They have halted at entry to Jesuit 
residence hall . 

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

KARR?.£: 
Oh, come on, now. 

KINOER.i>!Atl: 
Just answer the question, please, 
Father Paranoia . 

KAR RAS: 
(leaning closer; 
looking grave) 

Look, Lieutenant, can r tell you 
who I really think did it? 

KINDER.."1.A.N: 
No, who? 

KARR AS: 
Dominicans . 

KINDER:•:\N: 
I could have you deported, you 
know that? 

What for? 

KINDER!-1AN: 
A psychiatrist shouldn ' t  piss 
people off. 

(as Karras chuckles) 
Plus also the goyi�, plainly 
speaking, would love i t .  Who 
needs it? A Priest who wears 
sneakers and T-s1iirts ! 

(CON?I!;UEO) 
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Karras 
hall . 

turns and walks at-.·ay toward 
Calling out after him: 

entry to residence 

KINDERNJl.ll : 
I lied! You look like Sal Mineo! 

EXT . ESTABLISHING BA!1.'lINGER CLINIC 

INT. R00!-1 IN BARRINGER CLINIC DAY 

(l)  Regan in another fit, in bed and restrained by 
straps . Cli�ic Director is in the room with other 
doctors observing. They are baffled. 

(2 )  Hospital corricor. Nurse walking to door to 
Regan ' s  rec�. Pauses outside as hears curious ra�ping 
sound from within. She enters rcom. Dim nightlight 
illumination . The rappings have ceased. Regan is 
sleeping. Nurse checks her pulse, then frowns in 
wunderrnent as she spots so�ething 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 I s chest, faintlv, the letter "L 11 , 

followed by a separation, then the letter "N" , having 
risen up in blood-red, lig:1t bas··rclief lettering on 
her skin. 

157 . INT. CLINIC DIRECTOR'S  OFFICE .• DAY 

158.  

The room is glass enclosed on two sides , so that we 
have a view in b . g .  oi: a traffic of  DOCTORS At-ID NURSES . 
Clinic Director and two of the Doctors from earlier 
clinic scenes are present. Chris sits in chair, taut 
and drawn . In the rco::i., A CLOSED CIRCUIT TV �·D!-11':rDR 
SEOWING REGJ>.N IH THE HOSPIT�;r. ROOH, Il-i 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. iiot abnormal . Why an 
nL" and an· · 11u",  of course, we don ' t  
understand·. In the meantime . • • •  

ANOTHER ANGLE (TIHE LAPSE) 

CLINIC DIRECTOR: 
It looks like a type of disorcer 
that you ra:-ely ever see any !:.Ore, 
except among prinitive cultures . 
We call it  so�a.r:t:;uliform posses­
sion. Quite frsn);:ly, we don ' t  

I 
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CLillIC DIRECTOR: (Ccntd) 
know much about i t  except t.tiat i t  
starts with some conflict or guilt 
that eventuallv leads to the patine t ' s  
delusion t:1at his body ' s  been invaded 
by an alien intelligc�ce; a spirit ,  
if  you will.  In  times gone by, the 
entity possessing the victim is  
supposed to  be  a so-called demon, 
or devi l .  

FULL AT TV !-JONITOR (TI;,JE LAPSE) 

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

CLINIC DIRECTOR: 

CHRIS:  
I don ' t  care w:1at you call itl  I 'm 
not going to put her away! 

CLINIC DIRECTOR: 
Well , I 1m sorry. 

CHRIS : 
Yeah, sor.r}'". 
doctors and 
all of your 

Christ, eighty-eight 
all you can tell me with 
bullshit • • • •  

AilOTHER ANGLE {Til-lE LAPSE) 

CLINIC DIRECTOR: 
There is one outside chance of a 
cure. I think of  it as shock treat­
ment. As I say, i t ' s  a �  outside 
chance . But then since you' re so 
opposed to your daughter being 
hospitalized --

CHRIS:  
Will you na1ne it, for God ' s  sake? 
What i s  i� 

CLit!IC DIREC7O:t: 
Have you any religious beliefs? 

CHRIS :  
No, I don ' t. 
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CLit/IC DIR::CTOR. 
And your daugbtar? 

CHRIS: 
lilly? 

CLINIC DIREC1'OR :  
Have you ever heard of  exorcism, 
1-lrs . Naclleil? 

CHRIS :  
Come again .. 

CLINIC DIRECTOR: 
It's a stylised ritual in which 
rabbis and priests try to drive 
out a so-called invadin? spirit. 
I t ' s  pretty rnucl1 discnrCed these 
days ,  e xcept by the catholics who 
keep it in the closet as a sort of 
embarrassment .  I t  has worked, in 
fact, although not for the reason 
they thi!'l.!c, o f  course . It w as 
pure ly the force o f  suggestion. 
The victim ' s  be lief in p�ssession 
helped cause it; and in just the 
same uay this belief in the p ow·er 
of exorcism can m ake it disappear. 

Jesus! 
her to 

CHRIS : 
Are you telling me to take 

a witch doctor? 

EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF l•.ACNI,IL HOUSE FULL SHOT 

76  

D AY 

A limo has pulled U? and Karl is e�dti::,g drive r ' s  seat 
and op ;::ning rez..r door while Sharon exits on right rear 
side . Karl reaches in and picks up a small figure 
(Regan) wrapped ir. a blei:ike t from Chris in back seat. 

'While Karl carries Regan toward door of 1,1ac1Jei l  house 
where Willie is star.ding, ar,_xiously watching ,  Chris 
e xits car in deep depression . 

INT. REGi"\l!' S BEDROOl·l DAY 

Regan is faced to side. Sharon is adjusting Sustagen 
flask used for a naso-gastric feeding. Karl ia affix­
ing a set of restrainin g  straps to bed. Chris enters, 
sta!'lding by Coor and observing. Karl lets strnps hang 
loose, nods to starcn . Sh�ro:i sta�ts out of room, 
pausing for a rr.vn.:cnt ·by door to loo};: at Chris. 
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Chris moves slo;-!ly forward to bedside and looks down at 
Regan. t-."E SEE no·.'! that Reqan 's face is torn and 
bloated uith nu.".1erous scratch r.1arks ci.nd scabs. Pro­
jecting hiC.eou-Jly from :nar nostrils is the naso-gastric 
tubing. Karl has finished adji..i.sting straps.. He, too, 
now looks down at Regan. T'NO beats. Ee loo};.s up at 
Chris. 

KARL: 
She is going to l:e well? 

CHRIS: 
(after a beat) 

I: don't know. 

16 3 , ANOTHER ANGLE 

163A, 

164, 

A beat. Then Chris leans and tenderly adjusts Regan's 
pillow. In the precess, she discovers a crucifix u:1der 
it made of white bone. She lifts it out, examining it, 
frcwning. Then, at I<arl: 

CHn:rs: 

Who put this crucifix under. her 
pillow? 

EXT. HOUSE -BEanm KINDERHA.i-J L001GNG UP TO REGA2,;t 'S 
WINDON 

INT. KITCHEN W\C:iEIL HOUSE DAY 

Sharon, her coat still on, listless sorts through a 
mound of nail and r..assages. IHllie is slicing carrots 
for a stew. Chris enters with crucifix. 

CP.RIS: 
(to Sharon) 

tias it you put t..i.is under her pillow? 

SHARON: 
(fuddled) 

·whaddya mean? 

CHRIS: 
You didn't? 

Sl'.1\.ROU: 
Chris, I don't even know what you•re 
talking about. Listen, I told you ••• 

CHRIS: 

Yeah. 
(interjecting) 

J 
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S!!F_1<0N: 
All I ' ve ever said to Rags is 
maybe 11God m<"Jde t1'1e world, " and 
maybe things about --

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

WILLIE : 
Me, l: don ' t  put i t .  

CHRIS:  
This fuckinq cross didn ' t  just walk 
� ther:e, de'm..-:11 t l Uow --

She is interrupted by t..½e entrance of Karl . 

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

CHI\IS :  
What man? 

INT . ENTRY HALL t1ACUEIL HOUSE DAY 

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

KINDER!-1AN : 
I ' d  knot-1 that face in any lineup, 
Mrs . HacNeil .  

CHRIS: 
Am I in one? 

INT . KITC!!EN MACUEIL HOUSE DAY 

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

KINDERZ.JAN: 
(at Chri s )  

ttight your daughter remember if  
perhaps Nr . Dennings was in her 
room that night? 

CHRIS :  
(vague ?.rprehensiveness)  

Why do you ask? 

r 
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KI�mE.R:1AN :  
Might your daughter reme!;1ber? 

CHRIS: 
Oh, no she was heavily s edated. 

KIN DE RHAcl: 
It ' s serious? 

CHRI S :  
Yes, I 'm afraid it  i s .  

KINDE l11Ll\N : 
May I ask • • •  ? 

CHRIS: 
We still don ' t  know. 

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

CJ;RIS: 
Nhy are you asking all this? 

KINDERl!AN: 
Strange • . • S trenge • . •  so baffling . 
The deceased co!".'!es to visit, st:.:iys 
only twenty minutes without even 
seeing ycu, a:ic! leav�s all alone 
here a very sic}� g�rl . And s�enk­
ing plainly, Hrs . HacNeil,  as you 
say, it ' s  not likely he would fall 
from a windo\·." .  Besides that, a 
fall wouldn I t do to his neck w:.1at 
we found except rr.aybe a chance in 
a thousand. ily hunch? i:y opinio:i.? 
I b�licve he was killed by a power­
ful fuan: point one .  And the frac­
turing of  his s�:ull -- point ti'10 
-- plus the various things I have 
mentioned, would nake it  very 
probable -- probable, not certain 
-- the deceased ,;-1as killed and 
then afteruarCs pushed from your 
daughter 's windm-, .  But no one 
was here except your daughter . 
So how could this be? It could 
be one ,,:ay : if someone caff,e 
calling bet·.-:e'.:!n the ti:ne i-liss 
Spencer left and tI1e ti.:te you 
raturnad . 

(CON1'Ic!UE D )  

7 9  



166. 

167. 

CONTD 

CHRIS: 
(hoarsely; stunned} 

Judas p=iest, just a second. 

KINDER!-lAN: 
The servants? They have visitors? 

CHRIS: 
Never. Not at all. 

KINDEPJ•lAN: 
You expected a p ackage that day? 
Some delivery? 

CHRIS: 
Not that I know of. 

KINDERI·!..�:-t : 
Ory cle aning , ��ybe? Groceries? 
Liquo4? A p ackage ? 

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

KIND Er-.:-U\N: 
Oh, I see. 

CHRIS: 
Want to ask him? 

KINDElli-U\N: 
Never mind, it ' s  rc�otc .  
got a C.aught,2r very sick, 
we ll, nev:r mind. 

You 've 
and --

Chris rises. 

CHRIS: 
Would you like another cup of 
coffee?  

Kinderman acknot-Jledges in the affi rmative. They 
move to Kitchen. 

INT. MACNEIL KITCHEi, 

80 

.Kinderman follows Chris toward Sharon ' s  working area.  
He notices Regz.n 1 s artt·1ork . 

(CO:ITIWJED) 
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KI!-lD r:: � !:'\..."." : 
Cute •.•  It ' s  so cu�e . Your 
daughter? She ' s  the arti�t? 

Chris nods. The n :  

Kil{DE?Jl.�N: 
Incide ntally, just a chance in a 
Tt'.illion, I know; but year daughter 
-- you could possibly ask her if 
she saw t.1r . Oer..nings in her room 
that night? 

CHRI S :  
Look, he wouldn ' t  have a reason to 
be up there in t.'i.e first p lace . 

KINOBR!·tti.!-T: 
I know that; I re alize; that ' s  
true ; very true . But if certain 
British doctors never asked 11 Nhat 1

& 

this fungus? ", we vouldn 't  toC.ay 
have penicillin . Correct? 

CHRIS:  
t-lhen she 1 s well e nough, I'll ask .  

KIHOE? ... Nr'\.N ; 
couldn' t  hurt . In the meantime 

(they have co�e to 
the front Coor a�d 
Kinderr.1�n fal -ters, 
embarrassed)  

LOok, I really hate to ask you ; 
ho•,vever • • • 

cHn.rs: 
(tensing) 

What? 

KINDE�.!-I.AN : 
For my daughter .•.  you could 
maybe give an a�tograph? 

• • • 

81 

He has reddened, and Chris alrrcst laughs with re lief. 

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

Right here ! 

(CONTINUED) 
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He has •,•;hippad out the s�ub of a c:hewed-up penci l from 
the pocket of his coat uti le he di?ped his oti1er. hand 
in a pocket o f  his j acl-:et and slipped out a calling 
card . 

KUWERMAN: 
She would love it. 

CHR!S: 
What 's  her name? 

Chris presses the card 
pencil stub to write. 
tion. 

against the door and poises 
There follows a weighty hesita-

KINDERMAN : 
(eyes desperate 
and defian�) 

I lied. It's for me . 
(fixes gaze on card 
and blushe;;;)  

Write 'To 1·1i llia.1:1 F .  Kinderr.ian ' 
i t ' s  spelled o n  the back . 

Chris eyes him with a wan and unexpected affection, 
checks the spelling o f  his na.-:,.e and writes on card as: 

You know 
"Angel? 11 

KI!-.1)ERHA!:1: 
that film you made called 

I saH t..l.at filra six ti::ne s .  

CH!US:  
If  you were looking for the murderer, 
arrest the director. 

KINDEru,1-;u: 
You 're a ver1 nice lady . 

CHRIS : 
You 're a very nice man . 

Kinderma:i exits. Chris leans against . the door, 
thoughtful, io;: a r«owent. Then she moves on . Walking 
by door to base1·.:�nt we HI'.AR �-/asli.ing machine O . s  • •  
Chris halts, tl1en opens door and calls down : 

CHRIS:  
Willie ,  

No response . S:le starts down the stairs . 

:.:we:::> - ---, -3' <"fO ·-'!..!Jr' 
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INT. BASEHENT PLAYROOH DAY 

Chris comes doun the stairs . Wi llie i s  working in the 
service area . 

CHRIS : 
Wi lli e . 

WILLIE:  
Oh, yes, Hadam . 

CHR IS :  
Look, never mind di nner tonight . 
I 'm not hungry, and if anyone --

Her eye has fallen to a book that i s  lying open, face 
down, on top of the dryer .  Ii.-1 &l r�-.:SERT t-iE SEE THE 
TITLE : "A HISTORY OF WITCHCRAFT . "  Picking it up? 

CHRIS :  
You reading this? 

WILLI E :  
r try, but very Ciffi cult, Madam. 

CHRIS :  
Sane i llustrations . 

WILLIE : 
I find in r:iss ?.egan bedroom. 

Chri s  looks up at her .  Dryer stops spinning and 
Willie turns away to take out the clothes .  Chris 
resumes thur:-.. ':-ing throug�1 the book. Abruptly she 
FR E E ZES, turr.i:1g as!1en . Sb.e holds gaze on book. for 
a beat; then ,  n�rn1.Jly: 

C HRIS: 
Wi llie -- you found this i n  R eg.:in ' s 
bedroora? 

11'.!'LLIF :  
Yes, Madara. lhi.d.er Ced .  

Sti ll nu."lb , c .�:ris runs a ".L:::..:"l.-::�r along edge of ri ght­
hand page, a:l:1 i n  an Ii-JSE:?..T , 1•1e see that a narro�.; strip 
-- in the r:u:i.;-,r:�r of Bur�e De i:�ninCTs -- has been 
surgically shaved frora a1ong i tsJlength. 

AN OTHER ANGLE 

Wi llie a;1d C:'.ri s lcok up at SOtT:D fro:n above, i n  
Regan I s bedroor.1, of a blow, 0£ s,:;;·::eoz�e sta·;gcri�g 
across the rco;n, of so:nco:-,e cra,:;hing to wail and fall­
ing heavi ly to ground.  This i s  followed., as Chri:;.; 

(CONTil!UED) 
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races ucstairs, by an at-·first indistinct altercation 
bet:ween- a taarful and terror-stric!:en F.cgan, and 
someone else -- a man -- with a powerful and incredibly 
deep bass voice . Regan is pleadi:ig; the man co:r.manding 
in obscene ter�s . 

AHGLE AT CHRIST FROM TOP OF STEPS (SECOND FLOOR) . 

Rushing up, frenzied, 
from bottom of steps . 

while Willie and Sharon stare up 
Ne HEA.R: 

(o . s .  J 
Nol Oh, no, don ' t !  Don ' t  -- 1 

DEEP BASS VOICE: 
(o .s . )  

Do i t ,  damned pigletJ  You• 1 1  -- I 

(o. s. ) 
No! 'Oh , no don ' t !  Please, don ' t  --

And in this manner, the VOICES continue -- and never 
Q_Verlapping -- \Jhile CAI-LERA T?..i�c:<S with ChrI'sto door 
to Regan ' s  bedroom. 

INT. REGAN ' S  BEDROOH DAY 

Chris bursts in, then s tands rooted in shock , as we 
HEAR SOUND OF EEO SH.t\Kil'\G VIOL:s:tI'LY, and the continua­
tion of dialogue beti.reen Regan and the thundering 
deep t-l/1.LE VOICE . 

(o . s. ) 
Please! Oh, please don ' t  m (-ake ) -- I 

MALE VOICE: 
Co.  s . )  

You ' l l  do as I tell you, filth! 
You ' ll -- ! 

Chris has turned head to stare at:  

P.o.v. AT KARL 

Blood trickling down from forehead, he lies uncon­
scious on floor near bureau. The Cl-.NERA GOES TO BED 
disc.losing Regan sitting up in a SIDE V:i:z::;-; TO CA..::.::n_;., 
her less propped wide ap.art 2-nd the bone-1,,:hi te crucifix 
clutched in raw!-:.nuckled hands that are upraised over 

(CONTINUED) 
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her head. She seems to be exerting a powerful effort 
to keep t,,"ie crucifi:< UP, awav frc:n 11er vas-i:u:i , which 
we cannot (Al;D NILL HOT) ;:;ee: her nig:1tgown pulled up 
to preci9cly that point. ile see th.:it her FACE AL':Ea.5 
EXPRESSION to r.atch each voica in the argu.�ent, BOTH 
OF t-!HICH ARE co:-1I1:G F?.Oa H!:.Rl When the deep :n.ale 
voice Dpeaks througa her mouth, the features instsn­
taneously contort into a demonic grimace of �alevolence 
and rage. Blood trickles do;-m fro:n Regan ' s  1,1ose . The 
nasogastric tubing has been ripped out. Dur1n2 the 
above : 

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

REGAN-DENONIC: 
You ' l l  do it! 

REGAN : 
No l No, -- I 

REGAN-DEI1ONIC: 
Do it,  stirL�ing bitch ! You ' ll do 
IT! You ' ll do it  or I 'm going to 
kill you! 

REGAN: 
Nooooo l 

REGAN-DEi·10!1IC: 
Yes ,  do it,  do it,  do- I 

QUICK COT TO: 

CLOSE DO,IN ANGLE hT REGlu1 

showing nothing from. the waist down as with eyes w1ae 
and staring she seems to be flinching from. the rush of 
some hideous finality, her mouth agape and shrieking 
in terror as she s tares up at the upheld crucifix . 
Then the shriek ends as the demonic face once again 
takes over bar features , and the piercing cry of 
terror elides into a yelping, gutteral laugh of male­
volent spite and rage triu.�phant as  the crucifix is  
plunged down antl out of  s iqht at  Rega n ' s  vagina . 
The demonic face loo:<:Sdor;n, and we HEAR Regan-Dett'..on 
roaring in that coarse deafening voice as the crucifix 

. is repeatedly brought up and plunged down again, blood 
now spotting i t  as :  

(CONTINUED) 
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D EZ!Ol!: 
Yes, now you 'r(; r.,ine, you stink­
ing cowl You ' ro r•.11nc, you 're 
mine , you 're -- !-

Chris has raced in,  screaning , grappling to take hold 
of the crucifi:<. We see blood on Regan ' s  t."lig!ls , 
but NEVER THE VAGI:,JA. 'l.'he Demon first turns on Chris 
with a look of mindbending fury. Then: 

DEl-!ON: 
Allhh, 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 roo!"1 and crashing to a wall with 
stunning force t,:hile Der,1on laughs wi t.r'l bellowing 
spite . Chri::; crU:71ples against wall near .i(arl .  
Willie arrives ,  staring in confusio:1 and horror . 
Chris begins to pick herself up . She stares toward 
bed, her head bloodied, and begins to crawl pain­
fully toward it,  

DE!lON: 
Ah, there ' s  my pearl , my s-weet 
honey piglet! 

HOVING SHOT AT BED CHRIS ' P ,0,V,  

as  she crawls closer . Regan no1:1 has !:;ack to CA.i<l.ERA, 
looking down, and we know the crucifix is  being used 
for ��sterbation. 

DE11ON: 
Ahh t Yes ,  mine, you are mine, 
you are -- l 

l:t breaks off and the Regan-Demon thing abruptly 
looks over shoulder at CAi•lER.'< (and Chris) ,  uhich 
halts at the sight. The features of Regan ' s  face 
seem to be t.,ose of Burke Den:1ings . Then it soeaks 
i� the British-accented giggly VOICE of the dead 
director,  

REGAN-DEN!lI!lGS :  
Do you know what she did, your 
cunting daughter? 

-

CLOSE AT CHRIS SCREA.'!ING IN HOR.'lOR 

QUICK Cu'T TO: 

I 
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EXT. 3 5TH STREET BRIDGE & C/'.NAL AREA DAY 

Chris . 
leaning 

She ,..,ears oversized dark glasses and is 
over bridge railing. 

ANOT!iBR ANGLE 

8 7  

a s  Chris sees a large, powerfully built roan wearing 
khakis,  sueater and sturdy, scuffed white tc:mis shoes 
approac!'ling her.  S.he quickly looks away . Though she 
doesn • t  recognize him, we see i t  is Karra s .;  Coming up 
beside her: 

KARRAS : 
Are you Chris HacHeil? 

CHRIS: 
Keep movin' ,  creep. 

KARRAS : 
I 'm Father Karras . 

She reddens , jerks swiftly around. 

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

She is tugging at her sunglasses, flustere d, and 
im.nediate ly pus�ing them back as the sad, dark 
eyes probe hers. 

l\A.'1.RAS : 
I suppose I should have told you 
that I would:1 1 t be in uniforw. 

CHRIS: 
Yeah, i t  would 've been -terrific . 
Got a cigarette, Father? 

Sure . 

KARRAS : 
(reaching into 
pocket of shirt} 

She lights up . After a deep exhalation of smoke: 

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

Kl\RRAS: 
It ' s  the other !·<v.v aro!.:r.d. The 
Society sent r;;e through r.:edical 
school and pGychi�tric training. 

(CONTINUED) 
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CHRIS:  
lfuere? 

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

CHRIS : 
(over him) 

You ' re a friend of Father D'"Jer ' s, 
that right? 

Yes, I am. 

CH:US : 
Pretty close? 

Kl\RRAS : 
Pretty close. 

CHRIS: 
Did he talk about the party? 

KARRAS : 
Yes. 

CHRIS: 
About my daughter? 

KAR:"V'.S : 
No, I didn ' t  know you had one. 

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

KARRAS : 
No . 

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

KARRAS : 
He never mentioned her. 

CHRIS :  
Priests keep a pretty tight mouth, 
then ; that right? 

(CO!ITINUED )  
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KAR."L".S : 
That depends. 

CHRIS:  
On what? 

KA.ri.RAS: 
·On the priest. 

CHRIS : 
I mean, what· i f  a person, let ' s  
say, was a c riminal, like maybe 
a murderer o r  something, you know? 
If he ca.me to you for help , would 
you have to turn him in? 

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

CHRIS : 
You would...7. '  t .  

!<ARRAS: 
No, I woulC.n' t. But I ' d  try to 
persuade hin to turn himse lf in . 

CHRIS: 
And he� do you go about getting an 
exorci sm? 

KARRAS: 
Beg p ardon? 

CHRIS : 
If a 9erson' s  posse ssed by so�e ki nd 
of a demon , how do you go about 
setting an ei:orcism? 

KAP.R.i'\S:  
Wel l ,  fi rst you 'd. have to put him 
in a tim a  machine and get him back 
to t::.1e six�eenth century . 

CHRIS : 
(puzzled). 

Didn ' t  ge t you . 
Kl\RRAS : . . 

We ll, i t  just doe sn ' t  happen anymore, 
Miss MacN ei l.  

CHR IS :  
Since when? 

(CQ';l'INUED) 
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KA!:'.P.AS : 

Since we learned about mental 
illness; about paranoia; dual 
personality; · all of those things 
that they taught me a t  Harvard. 

CHRIS: 

You kidding? 

!{.l\RRAS: 
Many educated. Catholics, Miss 
MacHeil, don 1 t believe in the 
devil anyraore r 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. N o t  one. 

C HRIS:  
Oh, really? 

(a shaking hand to 
her sunglasse s }  

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

She has slipped of f t�e glasses and Karras feels 
momentary, wir.cins shock: ·at the redness, at the 
desperate pleading in the haggard eyes. 

CHRIS :  

Father Karras, it's my daughter ! 

Kl',RRAS :  
(gently ) 

Then all the �ore reason ta forget 
about exorcism and 

CHRIS: 
(outburst in a 
cracking voice} 

Hhy? God,· I don't understand ! 

He takes her wrist in a comforting hand. 

KARRAS: 

To begin with it could make things 
worse. 

CHRIS: 
But how? 

(CON TINUED ) 
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KARRAS: 
The ritual of exorcism is dangerously 
suggestive.  And secondly, t-1iss 
MacNeil , before the church approves 
an exorcism, it conCucts an 
investigation to see if it ' s  
warranted. That takes time. In 
the meantime, your --

CHRI S: 
Couldn 't  you do the exorcism yourself? 

KARRAS: 
took, every priest ha s 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 psychiatr ist,  yes, I 
could, but -

Cl!!U S :  

She needs a nriest!  I ' ve taken her 
to every godda�n fucking doctor 
psychiatrist in t!1e world and they 
sent me to you ! Now you send :ne 
to the.-:i !  

KARRAS; 

But your -

CHRIS:  
(shrieking) 

Jesus Christ, won ' t somebody help �! 

She crumples against f:arras '  chest, moaning, with 
convulsive sobs . 

CHRIS:  
Help her l Help herp Oh,  somebody • • •  

91 

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

OMITI'ED 
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REGAN-DE1--1CN: 
I am not Regz..n. 

KARRAS : 
Oh, I see. Well, then, maybe we 
should introdu ce ourselves. I 'm 
Damien ltarras. Who are yoi..:? 

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

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

REGAN-DE1-10N 
That ' s  much too v�lgar a display 
of power, Karras. 

KARRAS : 
Where ' s  Regan? 

REG AN-DEl·iON 
She is in here with us, my friend; 
we are Legion. 

KARRAS : 
Show �e Regan and --

CLOSE AT REGAN 

93  

The features are her own, now, and the eyes are filled 
with terror, her mouth gar.ing open in a sour.dless, 
electrifying shrie� fo!: help. But then quickly the 
Regan identity is re placed by a re.--:.olding cf P.es;an ' s  
features into those of Denning' s ar..d we HEAR: 

DENNIPGS' VOICE 
Won 't  you take off these straps, 
please? T hey're hurting �e ! 
Really ! 

And now Regan ' s  face instantaneously is re�olded back 
to the der:ionic. 

REG.l\N-DEMON 
(in the V OIC� o f  
�tne clc-,....- 1 :  .... '"" -r:;--- -- __ ._ -·· 
subwnv sce:-ie) -

Couldjya hei"pa.:i0ld altar boy, 
Faddah? I 'm Cat 1 lic. 

--=- .....,. ,.. � ... , ... �.......,._..._. ........ . ---.. ·...::;;;,.z, 
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CONrD 

CHRIS� (Contd) 
same everJthing down to the ·way 
she dots her i's, and still I'd 
know in a second that it wasn't 
really her ! I'd know it! I'd 
know it in rr.y gut and I'm tel ling 
you I know that thing in there is  
not my daughter ! 

(she leans back 
drained) 

Now you tell m e  what to do. G o  
ahead: You tell m e  that you know 
for a fact there 1 s nothing \..Tong 
with my daughter except in her head; 
that you kr.ow for a fact tJ1at she 
doesn't need an e:�orCi sn; that you 
know it wouldn't do her any good. 
G o  ahead ! You tell me ! You tell 
rne what to do l 

9 5 

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

KARRJl.S: 
l·Jell, there 1 s little in this world 
that I knew for a fact. 

Chris stares at hint ci. brief beat, then rises and n-.oves 
quickly out of bathroon . Karrc.s frowns,  h earing R::G:\N 
h owling like a wolf. Chris returns with a fr��ed 
photo of R egan and shows it to him. 

CHRIS:  
That's her. T hat's Regan. That 
was taken four months ago . 

Karras is  deeply affecte O .  

KAR RAS:  
Look, I 'm only against the chance 
of doing your daughter more h arm 
than good. 

CHIUS: 
But you 're talking not1 strictly 
as a psychia:trist, right? 

KARR.",S: 
No, I 'rr. talking �ow also as 
a priest. If  I go to the 
Ch ancery offic� to get 
pe rmission to perform 

(NORE )  
(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTD (l) 

ONI'!'T EO 

KAP.RAS: (Contd ) 
an  exorcis�, 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 w ould accept 
as signs of possession. 

CHRIS: 
Like what? 

KARRAS: 
(continuing) 

Well, like her speaking in a 
language that she Is never known 
or studied . 

CHRIS: 
A nd what else? 

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

CHRIS: 
I thou'ght you were supposed to be 
an  expert. 

KARRAS: 
You probably know rr.ore about de.r,ionic 
possession righ� now than rr.ost 
priests. 

EXT .  MACNEIL HOUSE NIGHT 

Chris opens door for Karras. 
carrying the witchcraft book 
containing a tape recording. 

KAP.RAS: 

He  
and 

steps out onto 
a slender b ox 

Did your daughter know a priest 
was coning over? 

CHRIS: 
No. No, nobody knew but me. 

KAR RAS: 
Did ycu know that my t1.other had 
died j ust recer.tly? 

(CONTINUED ) 

96  

stoop 
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CONTD 

He nods , 

CHRIS: 
Yes, I 'rn very sorry . 

l�RRAS: 
Is Regan aware of it? 

CHRIS : 
Why? 

)(ARRAS: 
Is she aware of it? 

CHRIS: 
No, not at all , 

CHRIS: 
Why'd you ask'? 

K."-R.'l"-S: 
(shrugging) 

Not imi;ortant . I just wondered . 

He studies her for a rnc:nent vithout expression; then 
quickly moves away . Chris watches from the doorway . 
Karras crosses the street. A t  the corner, he drops the 
book and st.oops quickly to retrieve it, then rounds the 
corner and vanishes f�o� sicht. Chris closes ��e door. 
And now the CA!.:ZR.;. D ISCLOS:25 Kinderr.:an observing house 
from an ur-":':arked car parked a little down the street, 
toward c��pus library .  

EXT. PROSPECT S�REET NIG!!T 

I<inderr.i.an frowns in _;::uzzle:::er,t as he sees so□et!lir.g: in 
the wir.dow of P.egan' s beC.rco::i (the shutters a?:e i;:artially 
open), a sugges�ion of a slender figu�e (Regan?) quickly 
ducking a·way from sight.. t·:e go back to Kinde:::rr.an, 
thoughtful . He does not see the shutter slowly pulled 
shut . 

EXT , G ,  U ,  LANGUAGE L.r,.B 

Karras enters. 

INT, LANGUAGE LAB NIGHT 

NIGHT 

Karras sits before a tape recorder , wearing earphones. 
We HEAR 'l'APE HISS at f irst. T hen: 

(COH'EINlJED ) 
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REG."N'S VOICE, 
(normal) 

Hello • • •  

Whining feedback , 

CHRI S '  VOICE : 
(hushed in b , g , )  

N o t  so close to the microphone, honey. 
Bold 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, 

REGlU! 'S VO ICE : 
(muffled giggling; 

then : ) 

Hello, Daddy? Ttis is me. 
(giggling, then a 
whi spered aside) 

I can ' t  tell what to say. 

CHRIS '  VOICE: 
Oh, just tell hi.i;1 how you are, 
Rags, and what you •ve been <loin ' .  

9 8  

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

REG.l\N 'S  VOICE: 
Umrn, Daddy -- well, ya see; I mean 
I hope you can hear me okay and -­
let ' s  see. Urrm, well, first we 're 
- No, wait, now • • •  See, first we •re 
in Washi r.gton, Daddy, ya know? It•  s 
-- N o, wai t,  now; I better start over. 
See, D addy, there ' s  • • •  

EXT , DAHLGREN CHAPEL ON G ,  U ,  CAl1PUS 

l<arras enters. 

DAWN 

... 



191 . 

191A. 

192 .  

-
I 

193 . 

99  

INT • DAHLGREN Cfu'\PEL 

Karras vests in vcs t."'i"lent room . t·?e follow hin into 
church.  

ANOTHER ANGLE (T UIS LAP SE) !CAaRAS AT ALTA.'< 

!CARRAS: 
•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 Lord, hear my 
prayer . And let my cry come unto 
Thee . "  

ANOTHER ANGLE (TIME LJ!.PSE) 

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

Then : 

!CARRAS : 
flThe day before he suffered he took 
bread in his sacred hands ar.d looking 
up to heaven, to you, his  almighty 
Father, he gave you thanks and praise.  
He broke t�e bread, gave it  to his 
disciples , and said: Take this, all  
of you, · and eat it :  For this is  my 
body. "  

!'When supper ended, again h e  ge.ve you 
thanks and praise, gave the cup to 
his disciples and s aid: Take this all 
of you ar.d drink frc� i t .  This is the 
cup of my blood , the blood of the new 
and everlasting covenant, the mystery 
of faith. I t  will be shed for you ar.d 
for all men so that sins �ay be 
forgiven. Do this in memory of me.  

INT. REGAN 'S  BEDROOM D;>.Y 

I t  
hope. 

CLOSE at taoe recorder. A full reel is just beginning to 
wind ont� eOpty reel . A nicrophone is propped in position. 
Karras sits at foot of bed . He is in his clerical robes . 

REGAN-DEl·!ON: 
Hello, Karras .  \'!hat an e:-:cellent 
day for an exorciso. Do begin it  
soon. 

(CONTINUED) 

DAWN 



f 

' 
'-· 

->• .... - �-- -----�---�,�--�-- - � -• 

193 , CONTD 

K\RRAS: 
(puzzled) 

You would like that? 

REGA!-1-DEHON: 
Intensely .. 

KARRJ>.S: 

., 

But wouldn't that drive you out of 
Regan? 

REGAN-DEMON: 
I t  would bring us together. 

KARR.�S: 
- You and Regan ? 

REGAN-DE�ION: 
You a:1d u s .  

100  

Karras stares and then reacts as he feels something 
cold and unseen at his neck. T hen he jerks his head 
around at a loud,  sudden banging sound. o.s. a bureau 
drawer has popped open, sliding out its entire length. 
The demon bursts into hysterical, gleeful laughte=. 

KARRAS: 
You did that? 

:! REGA.N-DZMO�� 
A ssuredly. 

KAR RAS 
D o  it again. 

REGi'\!,7-DENON 
rn tine, in t L�e. But rr.irabile 
die-tu, don't you agree? 

KARRAS : 
(startled) 

You speak Latin? 

REGl',.N-DEMON 
Ego te absolve , 

The demon chuckles , 

Quod 

KAR !l;>.S: 
(excitedly) 

nor.:en mihi est? 

Bon jour., 

l<AP.RAS : 
(pe rsisten t) 

Quod no�en m ihi e s t ?  

..,.._ 

( 
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REGAN-DZ:!·10:'! 
Bon nuit. La p hu-r.e de r:1a tante . 

101 

The demon laug�s full and mockingly .  Karra: holds up a 
small v ial of \,;ater that he has had cupped 1.n his hand. 
The de�on abruptly breaks off the laughter. 

REGAN-DEMON: 
(warily) 

What is that? 

KARJJAS : 
Holy water. 

Karras has uncapped the vial and now sprinkles its 
contents over ?.egsn. Instantly, Regan {De.i.T.on) writ.½es 
to  avoid the spray, howling in pzi.in a1nd terror. 

REGAN-DEHO!-i: 
Ahhhhhhhhhhhh ! It burns !!le ! It 
burns l I t  burns ! Ah, cease, 
priest, bastard ! Cease ! Ahhhhhhhh ! 

Karras looks d isappointe d .  T he howling ceases ar.d 
Regan's head falls back onto pillow . Rega;;. ' s  eyes roll 
upward into their socke�s , exposing the whites . Regan­
Demon is now rolling he2d feveris:1ly fror:t side to side 
muttering an indistinc� gibberish: 

R EGA1J-D!:l•:OU: 
I 1drehtellteeson. Dobetni tee 
s iti. L eafy .  Tseerpct reef. 
Ernitsuvig .  

Karras is intrigued and noves to side of bed . He t urns 
up volune on record.er, then loo;,;ers his ear to Regan'� 
mouth to pick it up. He listens. The gibberish ceases 
and is replaced by deep and rzi.spy breathing. Karras 
straightens up .  

KARRAS: 
Who are Y?U? 

N owonmai • • •  N owcnma i  

K.?\RR.;S ; 
Is that your n�me? 

• • •  

The lips move. 
unintelligible . 

Fevered syllables, slow and 
Then it ceases . 

(COllTIHUED) 
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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 
grirs Rt:=gan ' s  t·trist to check her pulse; then he draws 
back Rega!1. 1 S nightgoun top and looks with pained 
express ion at the s ight of her skeletal ribs . He shakes 
his head . 

INT . MACNEIL HOUSE STUDY 

Chris is  a t  bar. Karras enters . 

KARR.l\S : 
I 'm not hopeful I could ever get 
permission from the Bishop. 

CHRIS : 

He holds up the empty via l .  

KARRAS: 
I just told her this was holy 
water; t·.'hen I sprinkled i t  on her, 
she reacted very violently . 

CHRIS:  
And so? 

KARRAS: 
I t ' s  just ordinary tap water . 

CHRIS: 
Christ, who gives a shit ! She ' s  
dying! i'lhe.t·1 s the difference between 
holy water and tap water, anyway? 

KARRAS: 
Holy water is blessed. 

Oh, Christ i  
CHRIS: 

KJI.RR.:\S : 
Where ' s  he:- father? 

CHRIS: 
In Europe . 
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KARRl\S: 
Have you told him. what ' s  hap pening? 

CHRIS: 
N o l  

KARRAS :  
Well, I think i t  would help if he 
were here. I t ' s  --

CHRIS: 
(over him) 

X 've asked you to drive a deoon out, 
goddammit, not ask another one . i n !  
What the hell good i s  Howard right 
now? What 1 s the good? 

KARRAS: 
There ' s  a strong po ssibility ��at 
Regan's disorder is caused by her 
guilt over --

CHRIS: 
(myster ical) 

Guilt. over \Jh;;!. t? 

KARRAS:  
It could --

CHRIS: 
Over the divorce? All that 
p sychiatric bullshit? 

KARRAS: 
I t ' s  --

CHR IS :  
She ' s  guilty 'cause she killed 
Burke Dcnnings ! She killed him! 
She killed him and they 'll put her 
awa y !  

INT. LANGUA GE L\B. NIGHT 

103 

Karras and Language Lab Director FRANK, are listening 
to tail-end of recording of !<arras '  la st session wi th 
Regan. Karras i s  tense. 

KARRAS 

Well, all ri�ht, is i t  a language 
or not? 

(CONTINUED) 

---· .......... � 
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Oh, I 'd 
right. 

FRAHK 
sav it was a lang-,.,1age 
It-1s English . 

KARPJ\S: 
It 's �? 

104 

a l l  

Frank is thread ing another t"ape onto the recorder. 

FRANK: 
I thought you w ere putting m e on . 
I t ' s  just English in reverse. I 've 
pulled your questions, flipped the 
responses, and respliced them in 
seque nce . 

(pushing playback 
button) 

Here, you just play it backwards . 

DiT. 'KARRAS I ROOH N IGHT 

Karras sits in front of tape recorder listening to an 
e erie , unearthly series o f  various t-;'":USI'E!{SD �.;oICES. 

T A PE R E COPDER : 
(First Voice) 

Let her di-=! 

(Second Voice) 
N o, no, sweet ! It is sweet in 
the body ! ! feel !  

(Third Vcice) 
Fear the priest. 

(Second Voice) 
G ive us time . 

(T hird Voice) 
He i s  ill . 

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

Second Voice interrupting: 

(Second Voice) 
A h, the blood ! Fee l the blood ! 
How it sings ! 

(CONT INUED) 
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TAPE F�CORDER: (Contd) 
(Karrr.s ' Vcic";) 

Who are you? 

(First Voice} 
I am no one . 

(Karras '  Voice} 
Is that your name? 

(Second Voice} 
I have no name . 

(First Voice) 
I am no one . 

(Third Voice) 
Many. 

(Fourth Voice) 
L et us be .  Let us wa=n in the 
body . 

(Second Voice) 
Leave us . 

(Third Voice) 
Let us be, Karras . 

(First Voice) 
Merrin • • •  .Merrin. 

PHONE RI:,lGS .  Karras leaps for it . 

KARRAS : 
(urgently) 

Hel lo, yes? • • • Be right over . 

EXT . PROSPECT STREET NEAR T!lE HOUSE NIGHT 

Very late. No traffic noise .  Karras i s  hastily 
crossing, throwing 9n a sweater. 

INT. ENTRY OF MACllEIL HOUSE 

Sharon, wearing sweater and holding a flashlight, has 
the door open, :waiting as Karras comes up s tep . ,._� t 
door, she outs a fincrer to her lios for c-�iet . She 
beckons hiITI in and cioses Coor s iiently and care:;.:.l ly . 

(CONTINUSD) 
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SHAP.O!'.':: 
(whispering) 

I don't want to wz.ke Chris. 
don 't think she ought to see 

She beckons him to follow. 

I 
this. 

IN T ,  SECOND FL OOR ll.t..LL BY REGAN 'S  D OOR NIG HT 

106 

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

IN'I' • REGAN I s  BEDROOM AT DOOR NIGHT 

As he enters and Sharon closes door, Karras reacts as 
if to extrerr.e cold. His breath, like Sharon's is 
frostilz. conder.sinq in the chill air of the roe::\. He 
looks at Shu.=on withWcr.der. 

- - - -

ANOTf:ER AN GLE 

as Karras and Sharon approach the bedside. The room is  
dark except for a nic;ht light glow. Sharon has flash­
light on now, trained low. They stop by bed. Resan 
seems to be in cona , the whites of her eyes glowi:-i.g 
eerily in the dim light. He.avy breathing.  �arras takes 
her wrist to chec!� her pulse. The naso-gastric tube is 
in place, Sustasen seeping into Regan 's �otionless body . 
Beads of perspiration o n  Regan's forehe�d. Sharon is 
bending, gently pullir.�· Regan ' s  pajar:i.a tops wide apart, 
exposing her chest. Karras wipes a little perspirution 
off Regan 1s fo=ehead, the� stares at it on his fi�gers, 
-rubbi�g the..i-:i. tociet.her with deeoer constE:-rr.ation . The:i 
he looks up at Sharen, feeling· her gaze upon hi..r:1. 

SHARO(!; 
(whispering) 

I don 't  know if it ' s  stopped. But 
watch . Just keep looking at her 
chest. 

Rarras follows her instruction. One ' beat. Two . Then , 
flipping flashlight beam c;mto I{egan ' s  chest: 

SHl\ROtl: 
(whispering) 

There ! There, it's coning! 

'Karras leans face closer to observe, then halts, shccked 
at: 

\ 

.... 
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P. O.V.  R:::G!�n ' S CHr:::ST 
Rising up slowly on her skin in blood-reel ,  bas-relief 
script are t�,'O words: 

help me 

CLOSE AT SH.a.RON Al'!D K'!\.RAAS REF.CTING 

O!!ITTED 

INT . F.EJ,LY BUILDING HALLl•:AY, GROUND FLOOR 

Karras walks down Hallway toward stairs . 

Il'i'l' . HEALY BUILDING MAH: STAIRHAY 

DAY 

�arras clL7bs stairs and enters Cardinal ' s  outer office. 

I�lT . CARDINAL ' S  OFEICE DAY 

In the roon, Karras and the Cardinal . 

CARDIK.�L : 
You 're convinced that it ' s  genuine . 

Karras looks down thinking for a moment . 

KARru>.S :  
I don 't  know. t!o, not reallv. But 
I 've made a prudent judgment� that 
it meets the conditions set forth 
in the Ritual . 

CARDINAL : 
You would want to do the Exorc•is.-n 
yourself? 

Karras nods . 

CARDINAL! 
f-!ow' s  your health? 

KARRAS :  
All right. 

CARDINAL: 
Well ,  we ' ll see. It might be 
best to have a man with experience . 
Maybe. someone ·who ; s s-oent time in 
the foreign rnissicns . - Let ' s  see 
who ' s  around . In the r.e�nti..me I ' ll 
call you as soon as I know. 

INT . GEORGETOl'.:t! U}1IV;:RSITY PR:CS!DE!JT ' S  OFFICE 

PRESIDEt(T: 
\·!ell ,  he docs knoi;·: the back.grour.tl . 
I doubt ther e ' s  any dange= in just 

(MORE) 
(CONTINUED) 

DAY 
.. 
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PRESIDE�JT � (Ccn t&) 
having hi� as�ist. T here should 
be a ps:rchia tris t present, anyway . 

CARDINF.L : 
And what about the ex ore is t? A ny 
ideas? I 'm blank . 

PRESIDEl!T: 
Well, now, Lankester Merrin 's around. 

CARDit'.AL : 
Merrin? I had a notion he was over 
in Iraq. I think I read he was 
working on a dig arour..d Nineveh. 

PRESIDENT: 
That 's right . But he finished and 
came back around three or fcur 
months ago, Hik�. He's at Noodstock. 

CARDINAL: 
What 's he doing there ?  Teaching? 

PRESIDENT: 
No, he 1 s working on another book. 

CARDINAL : 
D on 't you think he's too old, though, 
Tom? How 1s his health? 

PRESIDENT: 
Well, it must be all right or he 
wouldn:1 t be rt:nnir:g around digging 
up to;-:.hs, don 't  you think? 

CARDINAL: 
Yes, I guess so . 

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

CA !'JJINAL: 
I didn 't know that. 

PR.'SSIDENT: 
f.laybe ten or twelve years ago, I 
think, in  A frica. Supoosedly the 
e.xorcisra lasteC: for r.--:.o i1ths. I heard 
it damn near killed him .  

108 
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EXT. PROSPECT STREET IN FRO!lT OF r:oUSE NI GHT 

A cab pulls up to hot:.se i:1 :.ONG s1:oT . Out frc:n the cab 
steps a tall, olc.: pri est (�•SRR I}!) , carrying n battered 
valise. A hilt ol)scures his face. A s  the cab pulls away, 
Mer=in stands rooted, staring up a t  second floor cf 
MacHeil house like a melancholy traveler frozen in time. 

INT • RE G.l\N 'S BEDROOM 

Regan i s  apparently unconscious, her features r ecomposed 
into her cwn in the normal state, {as  happens ·w:-ler.ever 
she ' s  unconscious } .  Sharon i s  wir.ding sphyc;r:'�:iorrie� 
wrappings around Regan 1 s arm ,;•:hi l e  :Karras pinches 
Regan 's  Achilles tendon, checking her s ensitivity to 
pain. During this:  

SHAROtJ: 
Four hundred �i llisrcms in less 
than �vo hcurs ! 'rhat 1 :,,; enough to 
put an arr1y out !  

Ka�ras nods;  si lently takes R egan 's blood pressure. 

KARRAS: 
90 over 60 . 

nrr . ENTRY TO HAC:,EIL HOUSE N IGHT 

Chris opens doer, disclo sing :-terrin, face still shaded 
by hat, and Rcr.1an collar by coat buttoned at top. 

Yes? 
CH.'ZIS: 

MERRIN:  
(reaching f�r hat) 

Mrs. HacNei l? I 1 m Father 1•4errin. 

And now we SEE it i s  the OLD KZ\.N in Khaki from opening 
seouence. 

CHRI S :  
(flustered) 

Oh, my gosh, pleaSe co�e in ! Oh 
come in ! 

Suddenly, Chris flinches at a SOiJND from above: the 
voice of the D e.rr:ion, booming, yet muffled, like amplified 
prer.�tur e  buri a l .  

REGAK-DE:-10N:  

(o. s.) 
Merriiiinnnnnnnnn!  

(COHTINUED} 

,., . 
.... 
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CHRI S :  
God alr.,ighty ! 

REGAN -D E !•:O�l: 
( o.s , l  

Merriiinnnnnnn ! 

Karl steps incredulous 
out from the kitchen. 
Karras . 

from the study and Karras comes 
!•1errin turns and puts hand out to 

MERRIN: 
(warr.1ly; serene) 

Father Karras . 

Kl'1-RRAS : 

Hello, Father. Such an honor to  
meet you . 

Merrin takes Karras 1 hand in beth of his, searching 
Karras' face with a look of gravity and concern while 
upstairs the de�Qnic laughter segues into vicious 
obscenities directed at Merrin. 

MSRRIN : 
Are you tired'? 

KARR AS: 
N o, Father . 

MERRI!'!: 
I should like you to go quickly across 
to the residence and gat�er cp a 
cassock for r::.yself, two surplices ,. 

a purple stole, so:r.e holy h'C::.ter, and 
your copy of "Th e  Ro,nan Rituul. " 
The large one. I believe we should 
begin . 

KARRAS: 
Don ' t  you want to hear the background 
of the case, first? 

MERRIN : 
Why? 

EXT, RE SIDENCE HALL AREA NIGHT 

Karras, in his cassock, is crossing swiftly toward house 
carrying a carCboard laundry box. 

---··· --- ... 
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EXT . �:ACNSIL HOUSE NIGHT 

Karras enters . 

IllT . STUDY OF HhCNEIL HOUSE NIGHT 

Rarras ar.d Merrin are dressing in \res tments taken out 
of laundry box . 

OMITTED 

MERRIN: 
Expecially important is the �-:arning 
to avoid conversations with the de..rr.on. 
We may ask what is relevant, but 
anything beyond that is dz:mgerous . 
Extremely. Especially, Co not listen 
to anything he says . The denon is a 
liar. He will lie to confcse us; but 
he will also mix lies with the truth 
to attack us . The at-tack .i .5 p.syc!:ological 1 
Oar.den . And pcwerful .  Do not listen. 
Remember that. Do not listen. 

(as Karras hands 
him surpl ice )  

I s  there anything at all you would 
like to ask now? 

MRRAS : 
No . But I think that it might be 
helpful if I gave you some background 
on the different persona lities that 
Regan has rr4nifes ted . So far, I ' d 
say there seem to be three . 

MERRIH: 
(haunted expression) 

There is only one . 

INT . SECOND FLOOR LANDING 1'.T ST.1'.IRS NIGHT 

Merrin and Karras ,  fully vested, Ror:,,an Rituals in their 
hands, slowly come to stairs and ascer.d in single file ,  
Rarras back of Nerrin. 

ANGLE DONN HALL FROM OUTSIDE ROO!-! 

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

NERF.IN: 
What is your C.aughter t s  :niddle na."'.le? 

(CO!,TINUED) 

-· -
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CliRIS: 
Teresa . 

MERRIN: 
�1hat a lovely name . 

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

MERR IN: 
(continuing; nods 
to Karras) 

All right. 

Karras opens door, disclosing Karl sitting i n  corner 
wearing a heavy hunting jacket, a look of bewilde�ent 
and fear on hi s face as he looks toward us . Herrin 
hangs motionless for a m cnent . 

IN T .  REGA..'\! 1 S BED ROO�l 

Merrin, just outsid� the door, staring in at: 

REGAH-DENON 

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

ANOTHER ANGLE 

as Herrin steps into the room, followed by Karr as, Chris 
and Sharon . �arras sees door is oce�, closes it . 
Merrin goes to side of bed ....,·hile KB.rrc::.s naves to its 
foot.  They halt . (N"OTE: "The room i s  freezing . 
Breath is co:1C.ensi:;,,q thrcu:;h�. J--:;;:- Le3.t .  hegan 
·1icks at'.?0 1£1.sh, ble.ckenec.C t:onsue across Cried l ips 
with a sou:m like parchment being snoot.:"1ed o�,rer . Then� 

Proud scum ! 
to loze ! 

REGA:.\i -0£?-:0N: 
Thi s time you are going 

Regan tilts back: head and lau<;hs gleefully . Merrin 
traces the sign of 'the cress above her, then repeats 
the gesture at Karras and Karl, and as he plucks the 
cap from holy ,-,a ter vial in his hand, the de."'lonic 
laughter breaks off • .Merrin begins sprinkling the holy 
water on Regan, and she jerks head up, mouth and neck 
muscles tre�bling as she bellows inchoately with hatred 
and fury . Then: 

MERH.IN: 
Be silent ! 

(CON TINl'.IED ) 
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The worC.s 1:ave flung forth like b olts. Karr�.s has 
flinched c.;:d je:".'t:ed h is he3.d a::"OUt:<l in t-:()nder at 4'1errin, 
who stares cor.:!.1undi:-,cly ut .Regan . 'l'he de.r.on is sile.nt, 
returning his stare wit..1. eyes now hesitant, blinking 
and w;::i.ry. Mcrrir. caps the holy water vial ro-.itinaly 
and returns it to Kar:::-as, who slips it i:1 his r:oci:et and 
watches as Herrin kneels down beside the bed ar.d clcses 
his eyes in murmu1..�ed pra:i'er: 

MERRIH :  
•our Father, who art in . . .  

Regan spits and hits Herrin in the face with a yellowish 
glob of mucus that oozes slm·1ly clown the exorcist's 
cheek. His head stil:i. bo• .. ;ed, Herrin plucks a handker­
chief out of h is pocket and s erenely, unhurri edly wipes 
away ��e spi�tle as: 

HERP.IN: 
' ••. heaven, hallowed by Thy nar.:.e. 

Thy kingdo.:n CC::'.:!!, Thy will be done,  
on earth, as it is in heaven. Give 
us this da�{ ,  our daily breaC., and 
forgive us our trespasses, as ·we 
forgive those who trespass against 
us .. And lead us net into temptation. • 

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

Karras briefly locks up . R egan 's eyes are rolling 
upwards into their sockets until only the whites are 
exposed. Karras loo�s uneasy, then returns to his text 
to follow as Z.lerrin now stand s ,  p:::-aying reverently; 

t-1::ERRI:.!: 
•aod and Father o f  0ur Lore. Jesus 

Christ, I appeal to your holy na:ne, 
humbly begging your kin'.lness , that 
you may graciously grant r,,e help 
against this �nclean spirit now 
tormenting this creature o f  yours; 
through Christ our Lord . '  

.KARRAS : 
'Amen. ' 

A s  Merrin continues reading, Karr�s again glances uo as 
he hears R eqan hissir.::;, sitting erec"t t•1it h t.11e t·:hitCs 
of her eyes e::-:posed w�1ile her tongue flicks in and out 

(CONTIN"UED) 

• 
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Karras cloesn 't hG.ar it; .l be.:i t. 

MEP.RIN: 
Damien. 

Karras tu.1:ns tc 1-ierrin . We SEE him eyeing Karras 
serenely as he wotior.s with his head at copy of the 
RIT UAL in Karras' hands. 

MERRIN: 
The response, please, Dariien . 

Karras, still d•J.rr.bfounded, glances again to the' bed. 
Then he c ollects hi�self and looJ.::s down a t  his text. 

KARRAS: 
(excited) 

'And the son of  in iqui ty be powerless 
to harm her .  ' 

MERP.l.N :  
'Lord, hear my praye:.' 

KARRAS: 
'And let my cry come unto T hee. ' 

Here Merrin reaches up his har,d in a workaday rr..anncr and 
traces the sign of the cross unhurriedly three ti.r.les on· 
Regan's brow while : 

MERRIN: 
{continuing to read 
ALOUD) 

' • • •  A lnigh�y Father, everlasting 
G od, who sent yoi.:.r only bego-cten Son 
into the world t o  crush that .ro�ring 
lion • • . ' 

The hissing ceases and from the taut-stretc�ed no " of 
Regan ' s  rnout..J..i. cc;.:,.es the nerve -shre:Ci.C.ing lowing of a s teer, 
growing shatte�ingly louder and louder as:  

. MERRIH: 
(con tinuinc) 

' t h  f .  ' � · d f • • • sna c rom ruina .. ::..on c.n rom 
the clutches of the noonday devil 
this human being made in your image . ' 

Merrin reaches �is  hand up again (still reading alouC) 
and presses a portion of hi.s purple stole to Res�r. " s  r.c.ck. 
A bruptly, the b ellowing c eases a:r.d in the rins;i::i.; s ilence 

(co:,:TI:i,JED ) 
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a thick and putri2 greenish vomit bcgir.s to pu�p fro� 
Regan's mouth ir. slo.,_. and regular, sickening spurts 
that ooze like la'!a over her lip o.nd flow in waves 
onto Herr in ' s hand, which he does not move as we now 
HEAR : 

MERRIN: 
(continuing) 

'God and Lord of all creation, by 
whose might Satan was made to fal l  
from heaven like lightning , strike 
terror into the beast no\·1 laying 
waste your vineyard. Let your 
Mighty hand cast out this cruel demon 
from this creature. D rive out this 
persecutor of the innocent • • • ' 

The bed begins to rock lazily, a.nd then to pitch, and 
then suddenly is vio lently dipping ar.d yawing. During 
this, !:he vomit still  punping from Regan 's r:i.out.11 , Nerrin 
routinely makes adjustm �nts , · keeping the stole firmly to 
Regan's neck. 

During the latte: part of the prayer, the bed has 
ceased its racve::'.ents ar.d floated with a cushioned thud 
to the rug, a�d Rnrras new s tares mesr:1erized. at r,!a;rrin 's 
hand buried under the thick and mounded vo:ni t . 

.MER RIN: 
Damien? 

Karras turns to him blankly . 

11.ERRIN: 
'Lo1·d, hear m:l prayer. ' 

KARJ"1-?\S: 
(turning to bed) 

'And let �y cry co�e unto Thee. ' 

Now Merrin takes a step back and j olts the room with the 
lash of his voice as he CO!!'.mands: 

l-1ERRIN: 
' I  cast you cut, unclean spirit , 

along with eve,;:-v satanic power of 
the e!'lemy ! everY spectre fror:i. hel l !  
every savage comcanion!  It is 
Christ who Coi:·::;a!'1ds you, He who flung 
you he.;tdlong fro:::1. the heigl1ts of 
Heave� ! Ycu rotter cf lif e !  You 

(l'.')R.E )  

(CONTilmE D )  
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corruFter of j�=tic e !  You 
investor of every obscenity ! 

(o. s , )  
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MERRIil: 

Regan has ceased vorniting 1 't·?hY do 1•ou stai-:d and resist, 
Karras moves slovly knowing as you raus"C that 
around to bedside and Christ  the L ord bri r.gs your 
reaches down, checking plans to nothing . Ee has 
Regan's pulse .  She is already stripped you of your 
silent and unmoving. Into powers and laid waste your 
icy ai r, thin ��sts of kingdom . He has cast you 
vapor waft upward from forth into the outer darkness. 
the vomit like a reeking To ·what purpose Co you 
offering . And now Karras brazenly refuse? For you are 
lifts his eyes 1 staring, gui lty be:ore al�ighty God, 
as with nightmare slow - •h◊se  laws you have trans-

�· "'ttcss, a fraction · at·:•a time .gressed. You are gui lty 
Regan 's head turns toward before his Son, our L ord Jesus 
him, swiveling like a Christ, whom you da red to nail 
mannequin's and creaking to the c ross . You are g uilty 
with the sound cf a r'-.lsted before the whole huraan rac e .  1 

mechanism until the dread 
and glaring �:hites of the 
eyes are fixed directly on 
Karras . And now Karras 
glances up warily as the 
lights in the room b egin 
flickering, dir.,r;iing, then 
fade to an eerie, pulsing 
amber . Regan turns back 
toward Herrin, end now a 
muffled POUl;DI:-IG jolts the 
room ; then another; and 
another, and the:r. steadily, 
the splints=ing sou�d cf 
throbbing at a ponderous 
rate li!te tf'.e beatinc of a 
heart that is r..assiv e  and 
diseased. 

MERP.IN : 
(oblivious) 

'D epart, you mo�ster ! Your place 
is in solitude ! Your abode is in 
a :iest of vipers! Get down and 
crawl with th�, !  It  is G od  Himself 
Who comrr�nds you • • • 1 

( (C0<'1'IllUED ) 
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Merrin continues and no� the poundings begin to come 
steadily :cud.er, ='aster, until Sharon cries out ,  
pressing fists z.gai :1st her ears a s  the F():!!"1ding7 gI:ow 
dea fening ar.d now sucir5.enly accelerate to 3. terrifying 
tempo. And the� abruptly the poundings cease and 
Merrin 1 s prayer coraes through in the silence. 

?-1ERRI!·l : 

•oh, G od o f  Hezwen ar:.d earth, 
G od of the angels and a rch­
angels • • •  · • 

OVER the continued recitation, we H:::AR the return of 
the demon as the flickering haze grot·:s gradl..:.ally 
brighter. 

REGAN -DE!--�ON: 
(raging at Herrin) 

Hypocrites l  

MERRIN: 
(o • s. ) 

'God �-1ho has power to bestow 
life a fter death and rest 
a fter toil.' 

( o . s. ;  cc�tin�ing) 
Liar! Proud bastard ! Go 
back to the mountain top 
and speak to your only 
equal ! 

'I hu."Tl.bly entreat yc'.l to 
deliver this servant of 
yours, Regan Theresa :,:acNeil, 
from the unclean spirit.' 

AT MERR !N 

MERR !N: 
' I  adjure you, ancient serpent, by 
the judge of the living and the 
dead, by your • • • ' 

ANGLE AT REG.?;.N 

A s  Merrin continues , O. S .  {remainder of raaterial in 
appendix), Regan beqi �s to emit various ani��l noises, 
and Kz.rras, a hypcC.e:rr.-.ic syringe: in one hand, rnoves to 
bedside , nodding for Chris and Sharen to approach. As 
he does, the Oe�nings personality takes over in R egan, 
turning to plead with :Karras: 

REG.l\�-i-DENNINGS : 
What the hebl are ycu c.oing, ?!:arras? 
Can't you s1;:e the li ttle b ftch should 
be in a hospital? She belongs in a 
madhouse ! It's --

(CONT:r�:UED) 
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The cnti ty breaks off, j er}:ing head toward Chris, as 
Chris and Sharon cor..e to bedsic!.c. 

REG.'\t{-DE:'i.ON: 
Ah, the mother of piglet!  Yas, 
come see your har.diwork, so"W! 

While Sharon and Chris pin Regan ' s  arms, Karras 
administers the injection . 

· REGAN -DEilON: 
(continuing, a t  Chris) 

See the puket  See the murderous 
bitch! Are you pleased ! I t  is you 
who has done it ! Yes, you with 
your carear before her, b efore 
husband, before -- ! 

KARRl'\S: 
(at Chris) 

R E  GAN-DE:,10N 
-.--anythin·g ! The divorce is 

A ll right, swab it t Swab 
the ar:.i . !  Over here!  

t.11.e cause of her illness J Go 
to priests, will you ! 

(as Chris moves) P riests will r.ot �elp ! She 
• is mad ! You have driven her 
to madness and to murder! 

And don ' t  listen ! 
D on ' t  -- ! 

You have driven her into her 
grav e !  She -- l 

And now the D emon has jerked i ts head arour1d to Karras, 
eyes bulgins with fury . 

R E Gl\N-DEt·�ON: 
And you, bastard ! You 1 

Chris has s•:.-abbed R eg an 's aro and as Karras flicks 
the needle into wasted flesh: 

KARRAS : 
(at Chris) 

N ow get out ! 

A s  Chris flees the room we are: 

AT DE�:ON 

AT F'l',.RRAS 

R.EC'All-Di::EON : 
Yes, we know of your kindness to 
mothers ! 

Eis head is lowered as he extracts the needle, an ,:t we 
EE.!\.R O.S .  r.-.oc!-::ing L.1\UGI-�T2?� of the De.men . Karras blanches 
and fer a I'i'.oment does not r.iove . 

..... 
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Pu'lOTHE:l ANGLS 

MERRIN: 
(continui :--.g ad jura i.:ion} 

"The nystc.ry of the cress ccr..r.--a;.ds 
you ! The faith of the saint� and 
the martyrs corrr.ands you ! T�e 
blood of Christ cor...rnands you ! The 
prayers of -- " 

120 

Merrin breaks off and looks �p at hearing the demon 
cry in sudden �ain, as well as anger . He repeats the 
line that produced this effect: 

r-!ERR.!N: 
ttThe blood of Christ comnands you ! "  

Same reaction; greater. 

l-IERR IN :  
"The blood of Christ corr-_,nands you . 11 

Midway through the word 11ccr:Imand 11 , ho\·1ever, a pro!onged 
howl of pain and rage frofil: 

REGAN-DEMON; 
D aaaarnr:'Jn."n youuuuu, �•lerrrriiinnnn ! 

But the cry of "t-!errin" gives way to a prolong,ed 
exhalation of br·eath, almost as in death . And r.ow from 
R egan co1ctes t.'ie slew, lilting singir.g -- in a sweet 
clear voice like a choirboy I s -- of a hymn sung at 
Catholic benediction: uTantum Ergo. " 

AT REGZ\N DE:HON 

The whites of the eyes are exposed. The singing. 

A FULL ANGLE REG..!i .. fi, KAR R.;.S 

as Merrin appears with a towel. · He wipes the vomit 
fro::n Regan ' s  face with tender, wearv mover:1ents . Sharon 
enters roo:tt e.nd ccmes to bed . She "takes the towel from 
.Merrin 1s hands. 

SF�.ROi� : 
I ' l l  finish that, Father . 

Karras checks Regan ' s  pulse . 

KAR RAS ; 
(at S haron) 

Clean her up, please, and give 
her half o= a 2 5  mill±cra.� 
Compazine · st�ppcsi tor'! . ,.,, 

.... 

(._ 
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INT . P.P-.LL OUT SIDE RZGAN' S BE DROOM 

In the dil"'.'.ness, Nerri:i and Kar::-a::: lea n aga inst wall, 
their faces nur.:b �dth stock a s  tJ1 ey stare at door to 
R egan's room . o .s . sn-:GL'1G continues. 

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

MERR IN: 
I think the point is to make us 
d espair, Damian -- to see ourselves 
as anir.ial and ugly -- to rejec t our 
own ht.ur.anity -- to rej ect 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, extrac�s a nitro-qlycerin tablet and places 
it under his toncue. �arras turns to door as Sharon 
emerges with bund.le of fouled bec!Cing and clothing . 
Rarras takes a deep breath and en ters . 

OMIT T ED 

INT • REGAN 'S EE clROOM NIGHT 

Regan sleeps but R:arras I frcsty brea t.."1 tells us the n1:::-: 
in the room is still icy . He shiver$ . '!:hen he t•;alJ.::s 
to the b edside, reaches dowr:. and grips R egan 's \1.-rist 
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�O��E 
OF I<ARRAS ' MOT!'..SR . 

RE GAN -l!OT HER : 
(o . s . )  

You leave m e to be priest, 
S end m e institution. \•:hy? 
you do dis? 

Diir:ny . 
Why 

Karras is almost trembling with the effort to keep from 
looking a t R egan's f2.ce. And no�-: the VOIC:i: grc:'ts 
frighter.ed and tearfully L�ploring . 

(CONT INUE D)  
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CON TD 

INTE RCUT 

RE GP-. !i -:-:O':' REP.: 
You always good boy, Di:;i..'":1.y. P lease ! 
I am 'fraidl P l�ase don't chase me 
outside, Dimmy l Please! 

KAR.'U\S: 
(vehement whisper)  

You 're not my reother ! 

REGAN -MOTHER :  
Dimmy, pleasel 

KARRAS: 
You're not my --

R E GAN KARRAS 

as the D emonic entity now returns, raging: 

R E GA.N -D E MON: 
Won 't you face the truth t You 
believe what Merrin t:::lls yo1.1? 
You believe him. to be holy? t·!ell, 
he is not ! A�d I will p:::ove it ! 
I will prove it by killing the 
piglet ! 

(grinning )  
Feel her pulse, Karras ! Feel it ! 

122 

Rarras looks do•,..rn at the wrist still gripped in  his 
hand. 

RE�;N -DE�•!rn-! 
Somewhat rapid,  Karras? Yes. But 
what else? As, yes, fec,ble. 

A s  Karras leans _ quickly to his medical bag and extracts 
stethoscope: 

REGAN -DEMON: 
(a laugh; then as 
Ka�ras puts instrurr-.ent 
to chest) 

Listen, Karras ! Listen ! Listen, 
we ll !  

Karras looks very worried. Demon laughs. T hen,  as 
Merrin ente:::s: 

(CONTHIUE D)  

-
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CONTD 

REGi:St� -DE!-10N: 
I will not let her s1 eep l 

The Demon puts its head back in prolonged, hideous 
laughte!:', K.?.rras staring nu.1'.bly . ?-!errin comes to 
bedside and look . .s a t  Regan, the n at Karras ' stunned 
expression. 

MERRIN: 
nhat is it? 

KAP.Rl'.S: 
Her heart ' s  begur:. to work 
inefficiently, Fatl-,er. If she 
doesn 't get rest soon, she 'll 
die from cardiac exhaustion. 

MERRIN: 
(alarr:,ed) 

Can 't you g ive her drugs? 

KAR..'1AS: 
N o, she m ight go into coraa . If 
her blood pressure ,.1rops any more • • •  

EXT . SUNRISE SHOT AT HOUSE ACROSS P OTO:IAC 

OMITTED 

INT. REGAN 1 S BEDROOM 

Merrin is fighting sleep. Regan is grunting like a 
p ig ;  whites of eyes e:X.fiOSCd . Karras ls c:lecking 
Reaan 1 s heartbeat, ar-d then her -;:ulse, and the� wraps 
blick sphyg::ion;anorr.eter cloci1 aroUnd Regan's arr:. to 
take a blooC. pressure reading. Both p!"iests hu.ve 
blanl-:ets draped over thei= shculders. Their breath is 
conden�ing in the frosty air of the room • 

. REGAN-MOT HER 
I not good to you, D irnr.iy? Why you 
leave me to die all alone? 

Merrin is at his side, clutching a t  his arm and trying 
to draw h ira awav, Karras resisting, his gaze f ixed 
trancelike on the o.s .  face . 

MERRIH: 
Damie n !  

(CONTIN GED j 
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CONTD 

REG'.N -1\0T P.EF.: 
Why, D i.rnny? 

HERRil,: 
Go and rest for awhile ! 

AT REG.l\!1 

T he features and eye5 are subtly reminiscent of Karras • 
mother, but vividly evident is the large, circular m ole 
that the mother had on her right cheek , 

REGAN-1,:0T HER 
Dinuny, olease ! 

HERRIN :  
Go and rest! 

Reluctantly , !�arras leaves. 
to Regan, the d�onic entity 

Merrin, after 
reappears. 

REGAN -DEMON: 
(seething whisper} 

You will lose ! 

INT . MACNEIL HOUSE KITCHEN LA'r'E DAY 

a beat, turns 

Chris is sitting at breakfast ri.ook looking at an album 
of photographs. She 's  on the verge of tears. Karras 
enters kitchen , pauses as he sees Chris. 

CHRIS:  
(a sniffle ) 

There's coffee there , Father. 

C hris 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 
photograph, she is' blm•!ing out car.dles on a birthday 
cake. In �nether, she is sittir.g on a lake-front dock 
in s horts and T -shirt with ,:camn Brown Ledge 11 ster:cilled 
on the front. Karras is deeply� af tected .  Close to a 
breakdown, he puts a tremblir.g hand to brow, with a 
fervently whispered, desperate: 

KARP.AS: 
God • • •  God help • • •  

(CONTI!IUED) 
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CONTD 

Passing the 
Looking in, 

Sharon, 

GAMER.:\ r:'OLLOWS him as he leaves ki tcher . •  
living room, he HEARS sot:l�i nr; frot:i wi 't.:'.i:n. 
he sees Chris on sofa convulsively weeping . 
beside her, is  comforting her. 

IN T ,  �:ACNEIL HOUSE FOYf.R 

Chris hears the front door CHIMES. She reacts :  waits. 
They RING age.in. She goes to answer� She opens door, 
disclosing Kindern-�n. 

KINDER!!l.N: 
I 'm so sorry to dis --

lie halts ,  eyeing her bruise . She knows what he 's  
staring at. She puts a hand to the bruise . He sta res 
for a beat . Then: 

KINDEfu'!.?>.N� 
Look, I 'm sorry to disturb you at 
this hour o f  the night, bu t I 'm 
a fraid that I'm gcing to have to 
talk to your daughter, !-!rs. NacNeil 
and I'd like to take a look a t her 
room, if you don't mind. 

CHRIS:  
Regan 's bedroom? 

KINDSR;:-;J,,..� : 
Yes, ir.:unediately, please. I have 
a warrant. 

CHRIS: 
Oh, please, not now ! She's gotten 
worse, L ieutenant . Please ! 
Please, not now! 

INT. SECONF FLOOR RALL EACNEIL !!OU SE HIGHT 

Karras enters Regan ' s  bedroom a�d walks wearily to the 
chair where he had been sitting beside Marrin . D u.ring 
the above moves: 

REQ\N-DEl-lON: 
( o . s . )  

• • •  would have lost ! Would have 
lost and you kr:ew it, Herri:1! Bastard! 

(. 
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ll" C:.N ON BED 

Limo and disjointed, '.·l.:?rrin lies spr..::.wled face -:lowr. on 
floOr on far s ide of bed and bes ide it. RF.qan-D err.on 
cranes head over side of bed at him, croaking 
inchoately �1ith rage and frustration . 

A �'.OT HER ANGLE 

as Karras rushes to Herrin, kneeling b eside him, and 
turning him over, disclosing b luish coloration of 
Merrin 's face . 

llEGAN -DENON : 
(o. s . )  

Die, will you? Die? I<arras, heal 
him !  Heal hi�! Bring him back that 
we ro�y finishhhhhh itttt�t ! 

A nd now inchoate croakim;:s and re.cans of rage and 
frustration frora o .s. ,  as Karras feels for Herrin' s 
pulse and in a wrenching, stabbing inst:1at of anguish 
realizes that Herrin is dead. Groaning in whisper: 

KARRAS, 
Ah, C""Od no ! 

Karras sags back on his heels, an aching rrDan of grief 
rising up in his · throat as he sh1..1ts his eyes fiercely 
and st.akes his he�d in despair. Then: 

KARRAS: 
N o !  

Karras ' eyes fix on sor.teth ing or. the f loor around r.rerrin: 
the pill box and a scz:.ttcring cf nitroglycerin pills. 
Karras· begi:1s to ge:1tly and tende::::-ly plc:ce uerrin ' s  
hands on his chest in the fo!:'r.t o f  a cress. :�n enorr.1ous, 
mucoid glob of yellowish spittle hits t..½e dead rr.an • s  eye . 

AT llEGAN-DEi(()N 

llEGA!l-DENON: 
(mocking )  

The last rites ! 

Then it puts back its head and laughs long , and wildly 
throug!l: 

KARR>.S: 
You son-of-a-bitch ! You murdering 
bastard !  

(CONTINUED ) 
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COtl'rD 

1' .. proj cc tile s trc.an of VOMIT fron O. S. strikes his face, 
but he is oblivious. 

KARRAS: 
Yes, you 're very good with child:-en i 
Well, come on l Let's see you try 
something bigger! 

Rarras has his hands out like great fleshy hooks, 
beckoning, challenging. 

KARRAS : 
Come on 1 Try me t Take me·! Come 
into me ! 

AT RE c;i,�-; -DEllON 

In the demonic features now, a trembl ir.g, wilci-eyes 
rage � a fearso:ne struggle ovc:r some irresistibly 
tempting decision that the Oe.rr;on is fighting against. 

247 . KARRAS 

248 . 

249 . 

as he breaks off, his body jerking as if seized 
suddenly by sci:1e inner force alier. to hi:n. Yet n is 
features do tot change as his hands go to his tb�o�t 
and he s tru'gg les to his iee t .  His actions are those of 
a man who e i:'..her has been possessed by or t.1.inks he 
has been p cssessed by t..�e Da�cn, but �ho a�so is f 
fighting for control of his c::m o::=ganisr.1. A :1d new 
here, sudde;:;.2.y, on  a r:iove to,.,ard ti1e bcG ar.d Reoan 
(who, if she is In saOT, is ur.con.scTo:.:.s, her £ace in 
shade� .. ;} , Ka:-ras' fea tu:-es b:-ie::' l v con::cr't i �to t::ose 
of the d e:o:,on Pazuz'.l; but t hen return t o  norr,:.a.1 again on 
Eiba'ckward jeri;-by �arrz.s as: 

Nol 

The Dereon -- in Karras t bodv -- had moved to kill 
Regan ; but Karras has w on cOntrol now long enough to  
reach the window, rip the shutters off t..�eir hinges and 
leap out. 

EXT . KARRAS HURTLING OUT WINDOl·1 NIGHT 

"'1,GLE FROM N EJ,R REGAN 'S BEDROOl-1 DOOR 

as Chris, Sharon and Kinder�an rush tov.ard us. 

----- ----

( 
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INT . RE GAN 'S BEDROOM AT OOOR NIGHT 

Chris ,  Sharon and Kinderr:,an burst in, halt . Sharon 
rushes forwarC. toward windo•J . 

251.  AT HERRIN 

as Chris rushes to hi.r.'., kneels down by hi.lTI, then reacts 
with shock. 

CHRIS: 
Sharon! Co.�e here! Quick, 
come -- 1 

252 • AT SHARON P. .. HD lCIND ER1-1AN 

252A. 

253. 

staring do•:m from window. Hands to sides o f  face, 
Sharon is screaraing . 

P .O .  V.  AT KA=s IN S'.l:P-EZT BEL011. 

hNGLE TO INCLCDE CHRIS l\ND KINDERl·Ll\N 

as  Sharon runs toward door. 

CF.JUS :  
Shar, what is it l 

SHl>-...RON � 
(running out} 

Father Karra s !  

Chris rises and runs tre..-::1::ling toward the window. 

254 . AT CHRIS P�'lD KI,IDER1·'1\H FRO!·! EXTERIOR WI!w0!-1 

2 5 5 .  

Looking do.,.m, Chris freezes at. wh'::tt she s':!:es . Then 
from behind her, in a Sr.i.3.ll ,  \-:;;:n voice call..:.ng 
tearfully: 

REGAN: 
(6 .  s . )  

!1other? 
(Chris half turns 
her· head) 

Mother, wha t ' s  happening? 

AT CHRIS AND KINDER!'>All FRO?! INTERIOR ROOM 

as they turn toward Regan . 

(o . s . ) 
Oh, please! Please, C"..)r:-te here !  
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256 . AT RE GA.."1 

The real Regan, weepir.g in helpless confusion and fea r .  

REGAN: 
Mother, please! I 'm afraid l 

257 . ANOTHER ANGLE 

258 . 

' 259 .  

260 .  

as  Chris rushes forwarC: to Regan, arms outstretched, 
and weeping: 

CHRIS:  
Rags ! Oh, my baby, my baby! 

She is on the bed and et.'l.bracing her daughter . 

EXT. 1
1HITC!--ICOCI< 11 STEPS ARE A  ON "H 11 STREE T 

A T  GATHERI::-1G O F  PASSERSBY 
NIG?.T 

at an accid�nt scene. Policeman shepherds th�� back. 
OYER, follo\·.'ed by Sharon, is frantically pushing 'through 
as: 

FIRST PASSERBY: 
�lha t happened? 

SECOl,;o PASSERBY: 
Sor.i.e guy fel.l down the steps . 

POLICEZ.Li:\.N; 
Come on, now, 
Give him air . 

rr.ove it back, folks. 
Let him breathe . 

Dyer has pushed through alnost to Policenan.  

P .o .v .  

DYER: 
Let me throuq�, please !  Coming 
through ! Cor.�ng -- I 

AT K.�RR.1\S 

He lies crUl!\oled and twisted in a pool of blood . Dyer 
kneels to him. 

AT DYER !<ARRAS LOW A}!GLE 

DYER: 
Damien • • •  Can you talk? 

Karras slov:ly and painfully reac:1es ou::. his hand to 
Dyer ' s. "Wrist and grips it, briefly s�ucezing . Fighting 
back tne tears, Dyer leats tis noud1 close to Karras ' 
ear. 
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D YER: 
D o  you want to F.ak.a your co:1fession 
now, D amian? 

Karras squeezes Dyer 's wrist. 

D YER :  
Are you sorry for a l l  o f  the sins 
of your life and for having 
offended almighty God? 

A squee ze. And now Dyer leans back and slowly trac7s 
the sign of the cross over Karras, recitin; the woras 
of absolution: 

D YE R: 
Ego te absolve in ncrri.ne :?a't.ris, 
et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti . 
Arr.en. 

261. AT D YER 

a s  he again leans over w ith his mo:.:ith close to Karra s '  
ear. 

D ,'E R :  
Are you -- ? 

He halts, slightly turning his head toward his wrist. 

262. CLOSE AT D YER 'S WRIST 

263 .  

264 . 

gripped by I<arras. The grip slackens, t.1.e hand slowly 
opening , then falling lirr.p. 

AN GLE AT OYER KARRAS 

Slowly and tenderly, D yer 
HE AR the WAILING SIREN of 
weeps • • •  

FAD E IN 

slips the eyeliCs down 
approachi ng arnbulance. 

as we 
Dyar 

SLOWLY FADE OUT : 

EXT. FULL S!lOT PROSPE CT STR E ET FE ATURI!,G T!lE HOUSE D AY 

Sharon e xits house carryin; a suitcase which she places 
in trunk of limo pa.::-ked in front of house. 

-
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INT . MJ1,CNEIL HOUSE DAY 

Chris is folding a final ita� into a suitc�se open on 
her bed as Karl stands by . She closes lid . 

CHRIS: 
Okay, Karl, that ' s  all of it. 

Sharon enters, somethir.g clasped in one hand . 

SHARON:  
Chris,  what about those stereo 
earphones? 

CHRIS: 
Storage. 

Karl, who has closed up suitcase, exits . 

SHARON: 
Okay, we 're all set the.l . Dulles 
Airport ' s  pretty far, Chris . You 'd  
best allow an  hour . 

CHRIS:  
Gonna wiss you. 

SHAR ON: 
Same here, Chris . 

CHRIS :  
You won ' t  change your mind? 

SHARON: 
(slight shake of 
head) 

People c!1.anqe . 
( she unclasps har.d, 
disclosing Karras ' 
medal ar.d chain 
which she holds up 
to Chris) 

Here, I found this in her room. 
It  belonged to Father Karras .  

Chris, a fter a pause, takes i t  from. her . 

SHARON: 
(again glancing a t  
watch) 

You ' d  better hurry. 

CiiRIS' BE:>ROOM 
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INT • SECOND FLOOR F.ALL t-t�C?IEIL P.0USE 

Chris is corr.ing toward Regan's bedroor:i.. 

C HRIS: 
(calling) 

Hey, Rags, how ya cornin ' ?  

INT . REGAN ' S  BEDROOM 

132 

DAY 

Looking a little wan and qaunt, dark sacs benea�h her 
eyes, Regan stands by her bed, holding t,�o s �u f...e� 
animals in her grip a s  she stares down with indecision 
and a child's discontent at an over-packed, open 
suitcase. 

CHRIS : 
How ya comi n ' ,  hon? We're late. 

REGA.N: 
There ' s  just not enough rocm in 
this thing ! 

CHRIS�  
Well, ya can ' t  �ake it all r now, 
sweetheart .  Just leave i t  and 
Wil lie'll bring it later on . _Come 
on, babe, we've got to hurry or 
we 're going to miss the plane. 

D OO RCHIHE SOUND 

REG.J;N: 
(milclly pouting) 

Oh, okay . 

CHRIS: 
Atta' girl . 

Chris exits SCE�"'E, heading for stairs . Regan sighs 
with resignation , !.ookifl..·:J down at the animals. 

INT ./Ex:'£. FRONT J:OOR AREA MACNEIL HOUSE DAY 

Chri s  is openina doOr, disclosir.a Dyer in cassock and 
Ro.-uan c ollar saYing goodbye to sharon, latter going to 
limo at curb and getting in as Chris steps outside and: 

CHRIS: 
Oh, hi , Father . 

DYER: 
Hi, Chris . 
'so  lo;:'lg . 1 

Just came by to say 

(CO}ITINUED) 
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CHRIS:  
I was just aboi.:.t to c"all .  He 're 
just leaving . 

DYER: 

Going to miss you . 

CHRIS :  
Me too. 

DYER: 
How 's the girl? 

CHRIS : 
Oh, she ' s  great, really great. 

133  

Karl oasses bet�•;een them with two suitcases heading for 
Chrisi c�r wh ich is  parked in front of house .  Dyer ncds 
a little glumly , 

DYER: 
I 'm glad . 

CHRIS:  
She still can ' t  re.�ember . 

DYER: 
Well, that 's good . 

CHRIS:  
Funny. He never even knew her . 

Dyer looks up, and than so does Ch�is, their gazes 
meeting . 

DYER: 

What do you thin'.,;. 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 believe. 

D"lc'ER: 

But if all of the evil in the world 
makes you think that there might b e  
a Devil -- then how do you account 
for all of the good? 

Chris ' reaction ::-:e\·ea.ls that this is 
Then into SCEtE comes Regan, dressed 

a telling 
to go .  

(CONTINUED) 
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REGAN: 
Oka!', I finished.  

CHRIS : 
Honey, this is Father Dyer. 

REG.>,N: 
Hi, Father. 

DYER : 
Bi . 

( tousles her hair) 
All set to go . 

Regan has begun to stare oddly u p  at Dye r ' s  R Q'":'\a� 
collar, some t'..lS'gi:ng rene7':lbrance in I:er eyes . t·/ 1.llie 
passes them wit.� nc32.n 1s luggage, ,,.,hich she takes to 
car to load in trunk. 

KA.'<L: 
R eady, Mizzes? 

Okay, Karl. 
(taking 

Bye, Father. 
frorn L .A. 

CHRI S:  

D yer's  h2.nd.} 
I'll call you 

DYER: 
G oodbye, Chris . 

S uddenly, irr,pulsively, in 
Regan reaches up -to Dyer, 
his cheek; a q::ick E':r,ack . 
at what she has done : 

a quick and une:-:pe.:ted r:;ove, 
Pulls his hcc:.d C:c,-.-n and kisses 
· •r>en ' oov• -g pu 0zle'� 1-- <,,- s o l S u , - ···-·· - ..... ;; __ ,;;: _ _  

REGA.N: 
Goodbye. 

DYER : 
G oodbye, dear. 

Chris reiua.ibers the meCal s till  in her hand. She offers 
it to him. 

Dyer, who 
a It',cment. 

CHRIS : 
Oh, I forgot. Eere . 

instantly recognizes 
'I·hen; 

the �edal, sta�es at it 

(CON'i:I:S1JED ) 

( 
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269 . 

270. 

DYE R: 
Why don ' t  you keep it? 

A beat. Dyer sees that Chris' eyes are clouding with 
tears. 

OYER: 
It 's a l l  right, Chris. For hL�, 
it's the b eg inning. 

Chris holds his gaze, then nods. 

CHRIS: 
C 'mcn, Rags. Gotta hurry. 

A s  Chris and R egan leave FR.A.ME , c;.. ... ,..!ER.i\ STAYS ON  oy;:;., 
turning to ":a tch the.-n.. Then: 

P . o .v.  

Cl!RIS: 
(o.s., calling) 

Bye, Father ! 

A T  CAR PULLI�!G A't-!AY 

and moving q.J.ic!cly do-:•m Prospect Street. 

A T  DYE R WATCHING 

Willie goes back inside house. O.S. SOUND O F  SQUE AL 
O F  CAR BR .Z\.'ZES • 

271. P.O.V. AT SQUAD CAR 

K inderman is emerging, hurrying to..,.,"a:r:d Dyer. 

KINDER1-1A� : 
I came to say goodbye. 

DYER: 
You just missed them. 

�inderman stops. A beat. Then : 

KINDEfil!A.N: 
How• s  the girl? 

DYER: 
She seemed fine. 

K!NDERl·lAN : 
A h, that ' s  gocd. Verv coed. 
t.hat i s all that's i�pOrtant. 
to busi mss. Back to work. 
now, Father . 

Well, 
Back 

Bye 

(CONTINUED ) 
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He turns and takes a st8p to\,•ard the squad car, then 
s tops and turns back to stare speculativ�ly at Dyer . 

KINDERHAN: 
You go to films, Father Dyer? 

DYER: 
sure. 

KINDERMAtl : 
I get passes . 

(hesitates for 
a moraent) 

In fact, I 've got a pass 
'Crest ' tomorrot1 night. 
to go? 

DYER: 
What 's  playing? 

KINDER.NAN : 
'Wuthering Heights . '  

DYER: 
Who ' s  in it? 

KI!-.'DER:•!AN: 

for the 
You ' d  like 

Heathcliffe, Jackie Gleason, and 
in the role Catherine Ernshaw, 
Lucille Ball . 

DYER: 
( expressionless) 

I 've seen it .. 

Kinderrr4n stares limply for a rnowent, then looks away. 

KINDERHAH: 
(murmuring) 

Another one . 

Then Kinderman steps up to the s idewalk, hooks an arm 
through Dyer 1 s and slet•;ly starts walking hir.l down the 
street. CAHERA TR!,CKING FRONT . 

KINDER.V.AL'l : 
( fondly) 

I ' m  reminded of a line in the 
film Cas:.b1 ari.ca . At  the er.d 
Hu:mp!-1:i:ey i:!o�;a;:t says to Claude 
Bains, 'Louie I think th.is is  
the. beginning of a be.::.utiful 
friendship . ' 

.. 

-
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FIXED REAR SllOT 

A s  Kinderman and D yer walk away from us. 

DYER: 
You know, you 'look a little bit 
like Bogart. -

KINDERJ-!A.N :  
You noticed.. 

TO BLACK 

TITLES 

THE Etm 
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