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"THE EXORCIZT”

ATPLNDIX
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ADDITIOMN&L EYORCISIt IIATIR

TAL TOR USE BY MERRIN VWHERE
NEED (PROZABLY BIGILMMING SCL!

'E 227) .

I adjure you, ancient serpcnt, by the judge of the
living and the dead, by your Creator, by the Creator of
the whole universe, by iim who has the tover to cconsign
you to hell, to depart forthwith in fear, along twith
your savage minions, from this servant of God, who

seeks refuge 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 MacNeil, whom almighty Goé has made in His image.
Therefore, yield not to rny own pzrson but to the
minister of Christ. Fcr it is the ro:er of Chrict that
compels you, who brought you lcw by Eis cross. Tremdle
before that mighty zri- that proke asunder the da:zr
prison walls and led souls fortn to light. ay the
trembling that afflicts this human frame, the fear that
afflicts this image of Gecd, descend on ycu. Make ro
resistance nor delay in departing from this child. Do
not think of despising my commerd because you krow me to
be a great sinner. It is GCod Eirself tho ccmmands you:
the majectic Christ wno ccrunands ycu. Ged the Father
cormmands you; Gcd the Son commznds you; Gad tnc loly
Spirit commands you. The faith of the holy agpostle
Peter and Paul and of all the caints comrmands you. The
blood of the martyre commands you. The countinence cr all
holy men and women comwand you. The saving mysteries of
our Christian faith cormmanrd ycu. Derzart, then,
transgressor. Depart, seducer, full of lies and cunning,
foe of virtue, tersecutor of the innocent. Give place,

&

abominait]e creature, give way!

I adjure you, proflicate dragon, in the name of the
spotless Laznib, who has trodcéen doyn the asp and th
basilisk, and cverccme the lion and the dragon, to
depart frecm this child, tc decvart frow tihe Church of God.
Tremble and flee, as we call on the nawme of the Lord,
before whom the denizens of hell cower. The ¥ord made
flesh coirands you: the Virgin's Son cominands you; Jesus
of Nazareth commands vou, who forced you to flea in
shameful defeat from a man:; and when He had cast you out
you did not even dare, except by His leave, to enter

into a heré of swine. And now as I adjure you in His
name, begsone from this cnhild who is His creature. It is
futile to resist His will. The lornger you delay, the
heavier your ounishment shall be; fcr it is not men vou
are despising, but rather Him wino rules the living and
the deed.



- g

2.
2A.

PR ENOPCTSTE

PFADE 1IM:

VARIER LOGO FOLLOVED BEY MTUMIMAL QOPIENING TITILDS Dope INM
BLAQ& IRLTEWING ON f;l“p DACKGROTD, 2 THW LGS TEZ
FIOAY, JiTL L, BRETATUIDG Top UHIDE BACKCERQUID THICH OQUICKLY

GIVES {!AY TG

FULL SHOT BROILING MNOOI SUNM

EXT. EXCAVATION SITE NINEVAY DAWN %

An OLD MAYM in khakis works at section of mound with
excavating pick. (In b.g. there may be T"O XURDISH
ASSISTZMTS carefully packing the day's finds.) The old
man now makes a find. He extracts it ¢ingeriv from the
mound, becins to dust it off then reacts with dismay upon
recognizing a green stone amulet in the figure of the
demon Pazuzu,

CLOSE SHCT PERSPIRATIO:I POURII:G DCI OLD MAMN'S RBROV!
CLOSE SHOT OLD MAL'S HANDS

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

warmth.
CLOSY SHCT. OLD MaN'S FACE

The eyes staring off, haunted, as if by sore chilling
premonition -~ and sorme frightening remerbrance.

EXT. LONG SkCT ROADSIDE CHAYXHANA ERBIL ARDA DAY

SUBERI!!POSE: [IOR{HERY IRAQ. The chaylhana (teshouse)
1s set amonc poppied, green hills and athwart a rag g ed,
rock-strewn bolt of road. In the background, the
beautiful mound-c¢ity of Erbil floats upward, scraping
the cloud. The XURDISH PRCPRIETOR is seen leaning in the
Chaykhana doorway. He watches the only other character
visible, the OLD AN, who sits at an outdoor table,
inexplicably cold beneath the fiery sun. Abstractedly,
he sips at his tea. Nearby, parked off the rocad, an
ancient jeep. LOSI SUPER. The Proprietor shuffles out,
stands beside the 01d ilan, speaks to him in Kurdish
indistinctly. The 01d Man appears not to hear at first;
then comes to, lcoks up at Kurd, shakes head nutely, and
reaches into shirt pocket, removing coins to pay for his
tea.

CLOSZ SHOT  COIN3 SLIDPPED OWTO TADLE
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CLOSE SHOT IGNITION XEY IW JEDP

The 01ld ifan's hand reaches into FRLME, starts engine.
The jeep takes off, disannearing down the road. The

Kurd comes into FRAME, and we end CLOSZ on him as he
watches the jeep. Mirrored in his face are sazdness;

love; respect.

INT. ROOM I ~OSUL CURATOR OF ANTIQUITIES OFFICE DAY

The CAMCRA is in motion, SLOWLY PRNNII'G the tagged finds
of a recent archeological dig now spread out in neat rows
on a long table. The CAIERA STOPS finally at an
Assyrian pendant as the CURATOR'S HEAND reaches INTO “f.
FRAME, lifting tag on pencdant so that:the writing on it
can be read by him. The only SOUD is the soft, regular
TICKING of an old-fashioned pendulum CLOCK.

CLOSE SHOT LEDGER

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

i

CLOSE SHOT ARAE CURATOR

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

CLOSE SHEOT® OLD MAN

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

CLOSE SHOT BMULET O TAELE

Tagged, it is the Pazuzu amulet.

CLOSE SHOT CURATOR

His gaze is now on the amulet. Softly:

CURATOR
Evil against evil.

IRTERCUT OLD HAI' ANND CURATOR

The Old Man does not react, continuing to stare down at
arulet, expression haunted. aAfter a beat:

CURATOR::
Father?

(CONTINULD)
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¥We are on the 01ld Man 1now as, after several beats, %he
TICKDNG of the CIOCK abruptly cecases; and it is this
sudden silence that, after a beat, unconsciously causes
the 014 ifan to look up at the Curator, who is still
staring at the 0ld Man. Still no response. Something
is worrying the Curator, but he doesn't know what.

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

OLD MAN: (ARABIC)
I have an errand.

AT CURATOR OLD MAN

They stard by oper door to street, the 0ld Man leaving.
Curator has hold of 0l1d tian's hand in both of his. He
is troubled, as if the 014 Man's prezonition has invaded
him. The 01ld :ifan slowly looks up at Curator, searching
his face with great affection. Then, with a squeeze of

his hand:

OLD MAN:
Goodbye.

EXT. CURATOR'S OFF¥ICE DAY

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

P.O.V. THE OLD MAN  STREZIT OUTSIDE CURMATOR'S OFFICE
The 01d Man almost collides with a fast-moving droshiy.

CLOSE MOVING SHOY DROSHKY'S SOLE PASSEIIGER

A corrulent, OLD ARAB %“OMAN in black, her face a shadow
behind the lace veil drared loosely over her like a
shroud.

AT CURATOR
His expression darkening at this.

EXT. LOFMG SHOT  MOSUL OUTSKIRTS NINEVEH EXCAVATION
DUSK

The 01d tzn is slowly and warily walking amid the ruins
of a former temple area.
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32.

OLD MAN'S P.O.V.

An Arab watchman ancrroaches, rifle at the ready; but
then stops and waves as he recognizes the 014 ilan.
MOVING SHOT

as the 0ld kan slowly resumes his walk with the mranner of
someone sifting vibrations. He is like one looking for
sonething, yet is afraid that he will find it. At last,
upon seeing soimething 0.S., he freezes.

P.OC.V. FULL SHOT STATUE Or DEMOI! PAZUZU IN SITU

——— T F

AT OLD MAN

This is it. He lowers head, closing eyes against a

dread confirmation of his preroniticn. A SEXDOW of the
statue lengthens ard creeps onto 0l1d an's face as in
the distance we HEAR the DIii YAPPINGS of SAVAGE DOG .. =

£ACKS.
ANGLE AT SHADO!'S QUICKLIING ACROSS THE DESERT

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

AT OLD M2Jd

He slowly lifts his head, his gaze on the 0.S. statue
of Pazuzu. But in his e::pression now is acceptance and
grim determination. The zhadow on his face has grown
longer and the breeze is whipping gently at his shirt.
CLD MAM'S P.OLWV. STATUE OF PAZUZU

HIGH DOWI SHOT TELPLE AREA STATUE OLD MAN

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

ANGLE AT SETTIHNG SUN
It sinks into darkness. The dog packs.
EXT. SUMNRISE SHOT T;ASHINGTON, D.C.

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

SERIES OF HMOVII'G SHOTS GEORGEZO!R2! AREA DA

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

(CONTINUED)
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saying their Office; and then we are on ?fospect.SFreet
slowly approaching a house that sits beside a fllggt“of
steep, stone steps plunging precxpltately.down to "M
Street below. An upstairs bedroom light is burning.

TMNT. CHRIS MACMEIL'S BEDROGH DATTN

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

into:
SECOMD FLOOR HALL MACYMEIL EOUSE DA

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

INT. REGAI!'S BEDROO:! AT DOOR CHRIS DA
The RAPPINGS have abruptly ceased. Chris looks baffled.
P.O.V. THE ROO!1 CAMERA SHIFTIVIG

to follow Chris' scrutiny. It is a typical child's
bedroom. 2 large bay windowz with shutters overlocks

the steps outside the house. RECGAN 1is asleep, her
blankets kicked off and askew. Ciris mcves to bedside.
Heavy breathing, regular and deep. Chris'ccnsiders;

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

a galaxy. She looks up at ceiling. The SCRAPIIGS cease.
Chris keeps staring a moment, then looks down.- She leans
over, adjusts Regan's pillow, then examines her features

with warnth.

CHRIS:
(whisper)
I sure do love you.

Car lights reflect on ceiling of darkered roon.
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39.

CONTD
CHRIS: )
Karl, I heard them this mcrning!
KARL:

Maybe plumbing. Maybe boards.

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

KARL:
(leaving quickly)
Yes. I go now.

CHRIS:
No, not now, Karl! The stores are
all closcd. '

KARL:
I will see.

CHRIS:
Karl -- !

He is gone. Chris and t7illie exchange exasperated
glances; and then we HEAR FRONT DOOR OPEi! AWD CLOSE, . -~
0.s. '¥ith a sigh, willie turns back to bacon, shaking

her head.

WILLIE:
They are closed.

EXT. CA}NPUS OF GEORGEZTOWN UMNIVERSITY DAY

A film is being shot inr front cf steps of Ecaly Build:ing.
The usual ecuirnen:, cast and crew are in evidenrce, as
well as spectators made up of faculty anrd students.
Chris, in jeans and sweatshirt, and indicating page in
her script (titled “CRASH COURSE"), calls her direcctor,
elfin British BURXZ DENNINGS. He has been drinking.
Swigging from a paper cup, he looks over as,
argumentatively:

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

DENNINGS:

Ch, how marvelous! You ¢o have a
script, I see! -

{he surgically shaves

a narroiv’ strip from edge

of page of her script)

. (IMORE}
(CONTINUED)



39. CONTD

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

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

CERIS:
Burke =--

DENNINGS:
Yes, I'm terribly glad that the
star has a script. #ow then, tell
me my baby: ('hat is it? %hat's wrong?

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

DEMINIMGS:
(lying)
hy, it's perfectly plain. You're
a teacher at the college and you
don't want the building torn dowm

and --

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

DEZNNI!TGS:

Then what's wrong?

CHRIS:
¥hy the hell shoulcd thev tear down
the building?

DENNINGS:
Are you sending me up?

CHR1IS:
No, I'm asking 'what for?‘

DEMMIMNGS:
Because it 's there!

CHRIS:
In the script?

DLIIWIUICS:
(suppressing drunken

giggle)
On the grounds!

(COITIIUED)
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CHRIS:
Well, it doesn't make sense.
They twouldn't do that.

DENNIWGS:
They would!

CERIS:
'No, they wouldn‘t!

DENNTHG: '
Shall we summon the writer? I believe
he's in Paris!

CHRIS:
Hiding?

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

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

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

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

DEMNMNIIIGS:
(a2t A.D.)
All right, lights, love.

ASST. DIRECTOR
Let's warm 'em!

DEMNINGS:
(to A - D . )
Now the extras shculd be ...

And we HEAR the AD LIS continuation O0.S. a bit as CAIERA
now FOLLO'™S Chris as she walks, head dovn, concentrating
while crew sets us. Then shie looks over toward iarras.
He's gone. 3he szes hir wvalking slcwwly avay toward the
campus gates like a lone black cloud in search of the
rain. Dennings comes to Chris.

(CONTINUED)
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CHRIS:
Are you ready, ducks?
CHRIS:
Do 1it.
DENMINGS:

Roll the film.

ASST. DIRECTOR:
Okay, roll '‘emn.

TECHNICIAN:
Speed.

DEMVMINGS:
Action!

While extras cheer and boo at her approach, Chris races
up Healy Steps and seizes bullhorn from REEEL STURENT
LEADER. There is pushing and shoving. POLICZ are on the
scene.

CHRIS:

(through %»ullhorn)
Okay, now, hold it! Eold it a
second!

(as the commotion

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

We see now thiat various of the student factions are
holding up sisrs and banners. Some read: Ti{EE? CILASSES
OPEW', "FREE LOGIC!", “SBUT DCIWN!", YCLOSE ThHEZ E&LiilL “
and "BUR® IT!? Still other placards are blank. iiany

of the students in one sectcr are affecting shrouds and
death masks. As the commotion diminishes:

CERIS:
Look, we're all concerned with huran
rights, but the ids who pay tuition
have also got a right, the right to
learn, and shutting those kids out
of class solves nothing. 1It's
answering one kicd of tyranny with
another, one kind of cruelty with
another.

Commotion. At some point Z2urinug the above speech, we
will heaxr Chris 0.S. while the CiliERA GOES o Dennings

(CONT INUZ D)

Bty it At -
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as the director turns a significant and i@perious caze
to the A.D., who dutifully pads over to him apd proffers
his open script like an aging altar boy the missal to
his priest at solemn ifass. Burke begins to slice off

a strip of page.
EXT. "O" STREET CHRIS AT CAMPUS MAIN GATE DAY

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

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

He nods. She starts to walk home, thoughtful and weary.
As she walks by Holy Trinity Auditorium, a YOUIG PRIEST
in nylon windkhreaker passes her. Tense. He takes a
right into an easeiment leading into a courtyard back of
church. Chris pauses by easement, watcliing him; curious.
He heads for white frame cottage from which an OLDER
PRIEST emerces looking glum and nervous. He nods curtly
toward the Younger Priest, and with lowered eves heads
for door to back of church. Again, cottage docor opaens
from within and Karras agpears. He silently creets the
Younger Priest, putting his arm around his shculder as

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

EXT. MACNEIL HOUSE CHRIS ENTERS DUSK
INT. MACMEIL HOUSE KITCHILM DUSK

WWe open on SHAROK SPEIICER, a pretty yourg hlonde and
Chris' secretary (and nurse to Regan) sitting at treak=
fast table, typing. Stack of mail and messages. !le
HEAR front door close; FOOTSTEPS approaching. Chris
enters, weary.

SHAROIS :
(continuing to type)
Hi, Chris. low'’d it go?

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

Chris has come to table, stands leafing through meil and
messages. Sharon continues to type through:

(CONTINUED)
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CHRIS:
Anything exciting?

SHAROM:
Do you want to have dinner next
week at the 'Thite House?

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

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

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

SHARO!

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

What doin’?
SHAROM:

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

CHRIS:
How'd the lesson go?

SHAROII:
(frotrning)
Bad time with math again.

CERIS:
Oh? Gee, that's funny.

SHAROH:
I know. It's her favorite subject.

CHRIS
Oh, well, this new math." Christ,
I couldn't make change for the bus
if --

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

her ll-year-old daughtear. Freckles. Ponytails. 3races

on teeth.
mother.

She is in SCEXE now as Chris catches her in a bear hug.
"Sharon resumes her typing.

Arms outstretched, she is racing for her
REGAN:

ni, Mom!

CHRIS:
Hiya, bearface!

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

CHRIS:
Mhat 'djya do tcday? Anything
exciting?

REGAN:
Oh, stuff.

CHRIS:

So, what kind of stuff?

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

CHRIS:
fTha'djya paint?

REGAW ¢

Oh, well, flowers. Ya' knov,
daisies? An' =-- Oh! Mother!
This horse!

{excited; eyes

widening)
This man had a horse, ya know, down
by the river? ‘e were talking, see,
Mom, and then-along came this horse!
He was beautiful! Oh, Mon, va
should‘ve seen him, and the man let
me sit on hIml Really! I mean,
practically a minute! It was a gray
horse! Mother, can‘t we get a horse?
I mean could we?

CHRIS:
We'll see, baby.

(CONTINUED)
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REGAN:

Gee, Mom, I 'm: starving.

CHRIS:
Run upstairs and get dressed and we'll
go out for some pizza.

She races upstairs.

REG AN:
Can I wear my new dress?

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

SHARON:
Yes, I do.

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

Sharon rises, but Chris abruptly recollects something.

CHRIS:
Oh, rey, wait. There's a letter
got to go out tonignt.

SHARON:
(>reaching for
dictation pad)
Oh, okay.

Chris starts to dictate:

CHRIS:
Dear Mr. Gable ...

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

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

(CONTIIUZED)
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CHFIS:
(starting out)
Shar, wait'll I cocme down.

SHAROQON
(eyeing watch)
Gee, it's time for me to meditate,
Chris.

CHRIS:
(after a beat; .
muted exasperation)
You really think that kind of stuff
if going to do you arny gocd?

SHARONW:
Well, it gives me peace of mind.

CHRIS:
(after a long beat)
Right.

‘She turns away and starts to exit.

CHRIS:
Correct. Terrifie.

INT . SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY MACMNEIL HOUSE DUSK
Chris heads for Regan's bedroom and enters.
INT. REGAN'S BEDRCOM DUSIK

The scene is odd: Regan is sianding in the middle of

the room, silently staring up at the ceiling, frowning.

CHRIS:
Yhat's doin'?

REGAM:
Funny noises.

CHRIS:
(moving to c¢lothes
closet and searching

for dress)
I know. %e've got friends.

REGAIT:
Huh?

(CONTINUED)
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44. CONTo
CHRIS:
Squirrels, honey. Sqguirrels in
the attic.

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

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

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

REGAN:
It's gone.

CHRIS:
(taking a dress off rack)
Yeah, well put on the navy. 1It's
pretty. '

45. EXT. "C & O" CAI'AL DUSK

Karras ard the Georcetcun University President (TO:)
are walking.

FARBAD:
It's my mother. She's alone, Tomn,
I never shculd've left her. At
least in ilew York I*d be close.
I could see her.

TOi:=
I could see about a transfer.

PR

KARRAS:
I need reassignirent. Get me out of
this job, Tor; it's wrong. It's no good.

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

They stop.

KARRAS:
Am I really? It's more than psychiatry,
Tom, and you kncw that. Scome of their
problers cor2 down to vocaticn, to the
(1iORE)

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

After a pause.

KARRAS:
I think I've lost my faith.

OMITTED

17

IiIT. BASE:ZUNT PLAYRCO!Y OF MACMNEIL HOUSE EARLY EVENING

Chris is coming down, calling to Regan.

CHRIS:
VWhatchya doin' down there?

REGAM:

Come on down, !om; I've got a surprise.

CHRIS:
Oh, great.

Regan is standing by a garmes tabkle in basement made
over as playroom, and hancds her a sculpted clay "worry

bird" with a comically long painted nose. Chris oohs

and ahhs.

REGAN:
Do you like it?

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

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

Let me see, let me see. I don't
xnow. ‘haddya thinx? “Thaddya
(1ORE)

o,

(CONTINUED)
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47. CONTD (1)

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

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

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

for a ...

She has noticed an Ouija Board and planchette on table.

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

PR

REGA:
(indicating)
I found it.

CHRIS:
Found it where?

REGAN:
({indicating)
In that closet.

CHRIS:
You been playin' with it?
REGANM:
Yep.
CHRIS: :

(surprised)
You know how?

REGAN:
(moving to sit by
board)
Oh, well, sure. Here, I'1l

show you.

CEPIS:
Yell, I think you need two people,
honey.

" (COXTINUED)
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47, COMNTD (2)

REGAIT:
No, ya don't, itom. I do it all
the time.
CHRIS:
(pulling up chair
opposite)
Oh, you do? 1ell, let's both play,
okay?
REGA::

Well ~- okay.

Regan has her fingertips positioned on the planchette,
and as Chris reaches out to put hers there, planchette
makes sudden, forceful move to the '!i0" position cn

board.

CHRIS:
You don't want me to play?

REGA:
No, I do! Captain Howdv said “INo."

CHRIS:
Captain who?

REGA.T:
Captain Howdy.

CHRIS:
Honey, who's Captain Howdy?

REGAM:
Oh: ya krow. I raike guestions and
he does the ansvrers.

CHRIS: ;
That's so? ;

REGAILT;
Oh, he's nice.

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

REGRM:
Here, I'11 show you.

Regan stares at board, eyes drawn tight in ccrncentration.

(CO:ITIRUED)
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REGAil:
Captain Howdy, do you think my
mom is pretty?

20

Seconds tick by. Nothing happening. Chris turns head
at an odd, o.s. CREAIRING SOuD from closet

holds the look for a rorent,

Another few beats of silence. Then:

REG2M:
Captain Howdy?
(no response)
Captain Howdy, that's reallv not

very polite.

CHRIS:
Honey, maybe he's sleeping.

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

I¥WT. RECGAI'S BEDRQOQIi MIGHT

Regan in bed. Chris finishing tucking her

bed.

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

REGAlNN:
What?

CHEIS:

area. She

then looxs back at board.

in. Sits on

Want

Oh, well, I don‘t kncw. Somethin'.

You want t0 go see the sighis?

REGAN:
Oh, yeah, !om!
CHRIS:

And tomorrow night a movie! How
that?

RECAi1:

(a hug)
Oh, I love you!

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

REGA:]:

's

You can pring !r. Dennings if you like.

(COLITINUED)
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CHRIS:
Mr. Dennings?

RINGH
Well, I mean, it's okey.

CIiRIS:
(chuckling)

Mo, it isn't okay. Honey, why would

I want to bring Burke?

REGALT:
I7ell, you like hin.

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

REGAM:
(a sulien statement)
You're going to marry him, #Hommy,
aren't you?

CHRIS:
(armused)
Oh, my baby, of course not! Uhat
on earth are you tal.ine about?
Burke Dennings? 'hore's you get
that idee? '

REGRA .
But youn like himn.

CHERIS:
I like pizzas but I wouldn't ever
marxy one! I‘oney, he's a friend,
just a crazy old friend!

REGAN:
You don't like him like Daddy?

. CERYS:
Rags, I love vour daddy. I'll

alvavs love your daddy. Iir. Dennings

comes by here a lot ‘cause he's
lonely, that's all; ihe's a friend.

REGILT;
Well, I heard .

21

(CONTI:U=D)
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48 . COoMTD (1)

CHRIS:
You heard what? FHeard from who?
RIZGAN:
I don't know. I just thought.
CHRIS:
f7ell, it's silly, so forget it.
REGAiT:
Okay. ;
49, INT,., MACMEIL HOUSE STUDY AT CHRIS FIGHT :

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

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

ity

REGAll:
There's these real funny noises,
Mom. It's iike knocking. I can't
go to sleep.

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

REGAN:
Huh?

Chris talies her hand, leading her out of study.

CHRIS:
Oh, nothing, hon. <Come on. You
can sleep in ny bedroom and I'll
see what it is.

i

{

50. INT, CHRIS*S BEDROO:: TIGHT

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

REGAN ¢
Can I watch TV for a while till
I sleep?

CHRIS:

tthere's your book?

REGAL:
¥ can't find it., Can I watch?

{CONTINULD)
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50, COWTD
CHRIS:

(turrning on bedside TV)

Sure, okay.
{tunes wvolune control)

Loud enouch?

REGAN:
Yes.

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

51. EXT. MACHEIL HOUSE FULL SHOT NIGHT

In an upper floor gabled window we SZZ candlelight clow.

52. INT. MACHEIL HOUSE ROV SHOT NIGHT

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

53. INT. ATTIC AT DOOR I3IGHT

Door is pushed slcwly open. Chris ENTERS, tries the
light switch. It dossn't work. She locks about the
attic szarching for something tvhile slowly advancing at
CAMERA vthen tie candle flare suddenly and astoundingly
disengages from the cardle and shoots up to the ceiling
and 1s extinguished. Behind Chris, having come upstairs,
looms KARL. Coming up silently behind Chris:

KARL:
There is nothing.

On the "Nothing, “ Chris leaps three feet out of her skin
and ermits a YELP cf startled fricht, spinning arounrd and
practically into Xarl's arms. A hand to her fluttering

heart:

CHRIS:
Oh, ¢ood Jesus! Oh, jesus h,
christ, fHarl, cdon't do that!

——

RARLY

Very sorry. But you see? No rats.
CHRIS:

Yeah, no rats. Thanks a lot, Rarl.

Terrific.

(CONTIIIUED)
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RARL
(exiting)
Madam, maybte cat better.

CHRIS:
{That?

KARL:
ldaybe cat better ~- to catch rats.

EFe EXITS. Chris stares a mowment, then releases a sigh
of weariness and relief.

54. EXT. NMACKLEIL HOUSE NIGHT
Bedroom light is turned off. All is peaceful. ;

55. EXT . HOMT CHRIS AYD RIGAIl SIGHTSELIMG Il D.C.
DAY HEMHORIAL DRIVZ ALD LEE ({IAUISION]

GIVING tTAY TO: 3

56,  CHRIS AMD REEAN AT TONMB OF WiINOWH SOLDIZR

They stare rutelv. IRegen has turned sad. After a few
beats:

REGAN:
Mom, why do people have to die?

Chris looks at her. She doesn’t knowv how to answer.
Finally:

CHIRIS:
(tenderly)
Honey, pecple get tired.

FEGAN: ’
Vhy does God let them?

CHRIS:
(frowning; a few
beats)
Who's been telling you about God, baby?
REGANI:
Sharon.
CHRIS:
Ch.

(COMTI'UED)
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REGAM:
Mom, why does God let us get tired?

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

I¥T. CHRIS I!MRCHZIL'S BEDROOI} NIGHT

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

CHRIS:

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

(halfs to talk

into phone)
Yeah, yeah, I'm here. Yes, I'm
waiting ...

(mouthpiece down;

to Sharon)
Good Christ, do you believe it?

INT. MACI'EIL EOUSE SECOND FLOOR HALL NIGHT

Despondent, Regan sta.nds head down, hand on doorknob to
her bedroom, listening to:

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

SEARD:LT:
(o.s.)
Well, the circuits might be busy.

CiHRIS:
(o.s.)

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

Regan sadly enters her room as:
CHRIS:

(o.s.: phonsg)
Yes, gcGédamit, Ifmt waiting!

e,

Phade e




59.

60.
61.

62.

63.

64.

65.

26

-

INT. CHRIS'S BLDROO!! NIGHT

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

OMITTED.
IMT. CHRIS'S BZDROOQIM DA

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

CuHRIS:
lell, what in the =-- !
(anused)
What are you doing here?

REGA,I1:
My bed was shal:ing.

CHRIS:
Oh, you nut.
(Xisses her and
pulls uv her covers)
Go back to sleep.

EXT. HOUSE DTIGHT TO DAY TRAISITION -
FOLLO"] WEUISPAPER BOY Ou! BIKE TO #OLY TRIUITY

INZ. EOLY TRIIIITY CHURCH AT REAR SIDE LOOR BAT

e HEAR key in door from other side. The PAGTOR cf
Holy Trinitv sluggishly enters, scts door stop te hold
door open, turns on church lichts, blows nose into
handkerchief as he absently shuffles along; then
genuflects at altar railing. He blesses himself, says
a silent praver, and as he looks up and starts to bless
himself he reacts with startlement and then shock as he
sees before hira

P.0.V. STATUE OF BLESSED VIRGI:i AT SIDE ALTAR

It has been desecrated, painted over to suggest that the
Virgin is a harlot. A slatternly, dissolute appearance.
And glued to the appropriate spot is a sculpted clay
phallus ir erection.

LIT. WE#! YORKX SUSUAY STATIO:]

Silence, except for low RU!PLE of distant frain. Points
of light stretch down the darkness of the tunnel like
guides to hopelessnass.,
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AlIGLE AT PLATFORM MAN

The station appears to be deserted. The (A% stands
close to the edge of the near platform. Black coat,
hat and trousers. Pcwerfully built. He carries a
valise resembling a doctor's medical bag, and stands
with his back to us, head ¢o'n, as if in dejection.
®Mear him, a vending machine on a pillar.

WIDE ARGLE PLATFORM

DEREZLICT:
Faddah.

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

DERELICI{:
Hey, Faddeah! Couldja help an old
altar boy, Faddah? I'm Cat'lic.

The Man looks up with dismay, disclosing the round Roman
collar at the neck, and the face of Damrien Karras, nrow
filled with an even deeper 1ain than when we met him.

He shuts his eyes acainst this intrusion and clutches at
his coat lapels, pulling them together as if to hide the
collar. The train SOUUID is Up IULL »OY, and in ANOTHEDR
ANGLE the TRAIN rushes across FRATE, blocking our view
of Karras and the Derelict.

EXT. HIGH SHOT EAST 21ST STRZET Ii! N.Y.C. DAY

Between lst and 2nd Avenues. Karras wvalks despondently

along the south side of the street, which is studded

with decrepit tenement buildinces. He pauses before one

and with melancholy sees his nast in the raggaesdly

clothed, grire~-covered, foui-rwouthed urcnins pitching

pennies against the stoop. Xarras looks up at front

door. He starts up the steps. :

INT. FALL KARRAS OUTSIDE MNOTHZR'S APARTMENT DOOR

CUTTIiIG, we find the CAIERA stationed by an &partment
front door, trained on arras mounting steps at far end
of hall. He approaches end lightly raps. From Wwithin
ve EEAR faint SOU.D of a RARDIO tured to news station.
larras wvaits a morrent, then dic¢s out a key frcm pants
pocket, opens dcor like an aching tround, and enters.

INT. TEMELDNT APARTHEMT DAY
Tbe RADIO nev rore audible. Ve are in a railroad flat
kitchen. Tiny. Crackirg pPlaster and neeling vallgaper.
Unkempt. Sparse and ancient furnishings. 1In the '

(CONT INUED)



—

690

70‘

71.

28

COiTD

kitchen, a small tub for bathing. Faded old newspapers
spread on the uncarpeted floor. As Xarras enters, he
breathes in an aching sigh as iiis c¢aze brushes around
at the painful reirrinders of his past. Then he glances
to right, from which we EEAR SOUID of RADIO. te puts
dovm valise and starts into bedroon.

KARRAS:
tama?
Mo response. CAILERA FOLLOYS him into squalid living
room. Xarras now sees his INOYHER, fully dressed,

sleeping on a torn and grease-stained old sofa. On her
right cheeck, a pror-i.tent 120le. He observes her for a

moment; sighs a$ e rer.oves raincoat.

As he drapes it over a chair, his mother avtakens with a
slight staxt; sees him; reacts with surprise and joy.
Speaking with a thick iiediterranean accent:
MOTHER:
Dirmay!
She hastily gets to feet and throws arms around llarras.

LIOTHER:
Oh, Dimny, I so glad to see you!

INT, KARRAS ' INHOTHER'S KITCEEN DAY
le HEAR radio still tuned to news. Xarras and riother

sit at tiny table in kitchen. «Karras sips at coffee.
HEis mother Jdrinks in his presence as:

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

I fix for you.

KARRAS:
No, iiom,

MOTHER:
I fix.

CUT TO:
KARRAS A1 [IOTHZ
at table. iKarras eating.

(CONTIUED)
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KA RRAS:
Really great, ilomx! Just great!

1IOTHER:
You Uncle John come by to visit me.

KARRAS:
(pleased)
Oh rezally, !a? then?

MOTHLR:
Last month.

Karras looxs saddened.

OMITTED

INT. MOTHER'S LIVIMG ROOi NIGKT

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

~up a little. 1In the scene we SEE a broom, a small

plastic refuse container and a dilapidated carpet
sweeper. Silence. Then:

HOTHER:
Dimmy, you worry about something?
KARRAS:
No, Mama.
MOTHER:
You not hapny. That’s the mattex,
Dirmy?
KARRAS:

Nothing, ilama. Really. I'n: fine. i
A pause. Then:

MOTHER:
(o.s.)
I wish you was marry liary licArdle.

CLOSE SHOT MOTEZER

silently wetching; thinking.
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UiIiCL.E:
You go in, Dimny. - wait out
here.

Karras nods. WMNowz the uncle has head dovn in ironic
thought.

UI'CLE:
Dat's funnv. You know, if you
wasn't be priest, you be famous
psychiatrist now on Park Rvenue,
Dimry. Your mother, she be livin'
in a penthouse instead of da --

INT. VIARD 3 AT PADDED ENTRY DCOR

as a corpulent ?URSE waddles IiiTO FRA!®E and uses large
iron key to unlock gocr. O0.S., we EEAn the demented
SCREA:S, MOAWNMS and FRAGUEDNIED STATEIELTES of 1E=VTAL
PATIENTS. The door comes open, disclosing {arras and
Uncle. Karras slowly lifts head at the 0.S. SOU.™DS.

INT. V'ARD 3 II'VALIDED PATIEWTS' ROOI!

Karras walks doun aicsle of an enormous ward containing
eighty beds. The PATIEI'IS are nostly elderly, and we
HEAR thelr CRIES of PAIW and DIMELTED CHATTER. Karras
stops before a bedcded patient far cdown the row: Karras'
HIOTEER. Gaunt ard hollow-eved, lcoking confused and
helpless: disoriented; she has sn»ied her son and is
griprping at sidebars of bed, trving to raise herself
as .CArZRA now moves forward again, traired on nother,
By the time llarras halts by her, niis rothter, lcoking
frightened and pathetic, eyes wide with pleading, ha3s
raised herselfZ up, puvlling weakly, hands trerblinrg.

I1OTHER
Why you do dis, Dimmy? {thy?

INT. BELLEVUE HEALL KARRAS AND UNCLE VALKING

Behind them, 'MPD 3 entry door. Xarras is fumbling for
his cigarette pack. His eyes are wet with tears.

KARRAS:
Couldn't you have put her someplace
else?

UWICLE::
Like what? Private hospital? Vho
got the mcney foi dat, Diavy?  You?

PP
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INT. G **

Karras in boxer shorts and shirt works savagely at a
puncihing bac of the man-sizec, stuffcd variety. Eyes
wet with tears, he slams at the bag with a mixture of
sorrovs, rage and frustration.

INT. DR, KLEIM'S OFFICE BUILDI®G ROSSLYi{ DAY

Chris sits in reception room. A few . other IHOTEZRS and
CEILDREKN are present.

I, DR. RLEIM'S EXANIMING ROOi

BRIEF MOUTAGE OF SHOTS

Klein administering physical to Recan. Should include
ophthalnoscope, tuning fork and simple ccordination
test. 2Also blood sarple in centrifozrcph, and urine
sample uncer nicroscone. FIUAL SH0? has a WUeS=
leaning with her back against examining table, her
expression partly puzzled, partly disturbed as siae
observes Regan, who is in her slirw and in constart
motion; stepring, twirling, tcuching, naking nervous

"movenents while aimlessly huwaning. Xlein is not present,

INT. DR. RLEIi'S OFFICZ LAY

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

ZIM:
A disorder of the nerves. At
least e think it is. e don't
know yet exactly hctr it works, but
it's often secen in early adolescenc=z.
She shows ali the s:tiptors:  the
hyperactivity; the temper:; hexr
perfornance in rath.

CHRIS:
Yeah, the math. 'thy the math?

KLE Iit:
It affects concentration.
(he rips the prescription
from the small blue nad
and hands it over)
Mow this is for Ritalin. Ten
nilligrams a dcay.
CHRIS: ,
(eyes prescription)}
fThat is it? A tranquilizer?

(COUITIMUED)
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KLEIN:
A stinmulant.

CHRIS:
Stimulant? She's higher'n a

K3Ife right now!

KLEIR!:
Her condition isn't ¢uite vhat it
seems. 1itlobody knows the cause .

of hyperkinetic hehavior in a
child. The Ritalin seems to work
to relieve the condition, but we
really édon't know howv or why,
frankly. Your dauwhter’'s symptoms
could be an overreaction to

depression =-- but that‘’s out of
my field.

CHRIS:
Depression?

KLEIM:

t’ell, you mentiored her father
+ss the separation.

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

KLEZI::
Oh, no. 1I'd wait and see what
happens with the Ritalin. I think
that’s the answver. Iizit twro or
three wveeks.

CHRIS:

And those lies she's been telling?
KLEIN:

Lies? )
CHRIS:

¥a know, those tnings to get
attention, like saying that her
bed shakes and stuff.

. KLEI:l:
Have you ever knoum your daughter
to swear arnd use ckscenities?

(COi’TIiIULD)
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CHRIS:
Never.

IGEIN:
Vell, you see, that's quite similar
to things like her lying --
vncharacter --

CHRIS:
(interrupting:;
perplexed) a
¥ait a minute. ¢f(hat are you talking
about?

KLEIII:
7ell, she let lcose quite a string
while I was examining her, iirs. MNaciieil.

CHRIS:
You're kidding! Like tvhat?

XLEIM:
(looking evasive)
7ell, I'd say her vocabularv's rather
extensive.

CHRIS:
“ell, what, for evamnle? I mean,
give me a for instance!

Klein shrugs,., 1lo reply.

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

RLEIMN:
¥lell, specifically, ilrs. Maciieil,
she advised me to keep my fingers
avay from her ‘goddar cunt.”

CERIS:
(shocked)
She used those twords?

KLEIM:
She used those werds. Look, X
douizt that she even understood
what she vras saving.

(COITIVUED)
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CHRIS:
Yeah, I cguess. iiayke not. You
don't think a psychiatrist?

KLEINM:
The best explanation 1is always the
simplest one. Let's wait. Let's
wait and see.
(smiling encouragingly)
In the meantime, try not to worry.

CHRIS:
Houw?

INT. MACMEIL HO!Z FULL SHOT LIVING ROOCH PARTY IN
PROGRESS N IGHT

A few Jesuits &nd some of the cast and crew of the rotion
picture are present. Vikrant hurm of conversation. Then
a CLOSER ANGLE featuring Burke Dennings. Burke, an empty
glass in hand, stands chatting with silver=-maned SZIIATOR
and STUATOR'S MIPE. Eack of ther:. and to side. Chris is
visible, chatting trith the Jesuit DEAL! of the college.
Rarl is approaching the latter with drinks tray. Burke
seems irritable and tautly drunk.

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

SEMATOR:
I understand.

Karl has approached Burke's group.

DEITIIIIGS:
Oh, how splendid.
(reaching for a
fresh drink)
Let's another for the road.

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

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

(CONTIIIUED)
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{ SENATOR'S TIIFE:
(at Chris)
Fun party.
CERIS®
(at wife)

Thanks, #iartha.

And Chris returns to conversation with the Dean. During

the above, the Senator has nutely refused another drinXk,
but Eurke now takes one in his other hand as well as:

DEITMIIIGS:
(at Xarl)
Oh, no' tell me, tvvas it Public
Relations you Gid for the Gestapo,
or Corzmunitv Relations?

KARL:
(grimly uptight)
I am Swiss.

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

A’

86. FRONT TRACKING S:iOT RARL
His face impassive; yet his eyes are angry, as we lEAR:

DEIM'IIIGS:
(at Karl as latter
moves on)
So superior, aren't you? Mazi!

87 CAiERA IFOLLC'S Xarl but holds -- as he passes thent --
on Sharon ané !{ARY JO PERRIY, who are seated somewhiere
in the roorm. A bubbly personality; tiary Jo is reading
Sharon's valrn.

PERRI:
t7ell yes, your work line is longer
than your heart lire. There, you
see? And you've recentlyY broken up
wvith a boyfriend. Am I right?

SEAROU:
Mo.
( PERRIL?
I'm really fz:ous for predictions,

not palws.
(I:0RT)

(CO'TI*UZD)
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IR2I: (Contd)
(drcmping sShiaron's
palr.i)
fThere's the bathroo::i?

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

As thev move, CAILRA FOLLO'!S:

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

SHAROi:
Oh, thanks.

PERRIN:
And another ore on Russian ESP.
They ‘'re in tihe study.

They walk out of frame as CAIEZRA HOLDS on Dennings, the
Senator, ancé his wife. Tha Senator is turrned away frori
Dennings, conversing in low tones tw;ith wife. Dennings

is now conposed and as he staresz down into his gin glass:

DEIIMNGS:
There seers to be an alien pubic.
hair in my gin.

SEIATOR:
(turning to Dennings,
as his wrife sy:lits)
I beg your p&rcon?

DEMILIIGS:
(defensive)
Never seen it before in my life!

SENA.TOR
(a2 murmur)
Yes, I'm sure.

DE: i1INGS
{nowv accusatory)
Have you?
88. AVGLE AT CERIS, JESUIT DZAN, MARY JO PERRIN

Mary Jo is seated on sofa vwith Jesuit Dean. Chris is
on floor in frent of coffee takle facing then, as all
eat dinner.

(CONITINUZID)
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> PERRIN:
On, corie on, every farily's got
one black sheep.
DEAN:
Yes, I know, but wve were pushing
. our guota with the iie¢tici Popes.
- CHRIS:
Say, Father, there's something I 've
been neaning to ask you. Do you
knowr that sort of wing that's in
back of the church over there? The
red brick one, I mean.
(pointing in direction)
DEAN:
St. Hike's.
h CHRIS:
goes on in there, Father?
DEAN
E‘ Oh, that's where we say Black Mass.
{ CHRIS:

(as Perrin chuckles)
hat's that?

DERRIN:
Oh, he's kidding.

CERIE:
I wasn't. 1I°‘d still like to know
what it is.

DZA??

Oh, well basically, I guess, it's
a travesty of the Catholic #ass.,
It's connected to witchcraift. Devil
worshir cults.,

(looking around for

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

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

DEAL

,-.'

Hey, Joel

(CONT IiTUED)
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DY=1t:
(turning)
You called, Great Dean?

Dean beckons him over.

DEAN:

(to Chris)
They had a couple of cases of
desecration in Holy Trinity last
wa2ek, and Joe said something about
one of them reminding hin of some
things thev used to do at Black liass,
so I expect he kinows something about
the subject.

PERRI:Y:
*That happenea at the church?

DREA:
Oh, it's really too disgusting.

DYER:
Listen, give me just a minute.
I think I've got scmethin¢s going
over there with the Astronaut.

DEAN:
that?

DYEDR:
(raising eyebrows)
First rmissionary on the rnoon?

They burst into laughter as he moves off to join

ASTRONAUT.

CHRIS:
He's fun.
(at Dean)

You haven®t told me what goes on
yet in back of St. iike's. Big
secret? Vho's that priest I keep
seeing there? You kncw, sort of
dark? Do you knov the one I rmean?

DILAN:
(lowered tone; trace
of recret)
Pather Xarras.

(CONTINUEDY

PR—



*QdILINO ‘06

*TqCex apIch-jura® AT¢TIIa3 ® ATTenjoe
w,I °3saTad ® j0u ATTe9I w,I ‘ON
*¥3AQ

:se dn buryesaxq ST INBPUOIISY IYL
LAYIIOYWISY Q¥ ¥4ZAd LOHS OAL *68

*9WTI 9Y3y IT= Hutod orpex a9y

Jnoqe pauterdwco £I104LOTaU IO0OpP 3IXd{U

9yl ‘Tio4 °°° 3deooxs dY3 uaad I9y

puno3j aavy 3,upinos KAaty; “Huiuzow

3Yy3 uT INnOI 3° I3Y PUnOF SuTprINng

jusujzede 19y JO 3Juspusjuraadns 2y
$pVEa

*Injnae #soy ‘yo
(InuINW)
$NIY¥Y3d

* I3y punogm

A3y3y azxo03aq siep 3o a1dnod

B IOJ peop S=2M 9ys ssanb 1 pue

‘379saay AqQ DUTATT Ses ays °*paey

A33sxd 31 butyelz sq o3 suivds SH
NV 3Qa

*Axx0s w,I ‘Yo
(3@2TI6 FJO uUOT3ESUSS)
$:SIYHO

*&Xene passed

Iayzow sTH °*Anb zo00d ‘3ybTu

3sey soouy uydbnox A33sxd e pey
:NY3a

*99s I ‘Yo
:STYHD

*yonod Ino ST S,3ATH

*3S 3O ¥d®eq dYL *3IsTIFIETYDAsd

¥ °STIYD ‘IOT3ISUnNodO Ino s,9H
31V3d

¢Op 9y s,3BUM
:STYHO

(2) aInNod *88



Loy

9l.

92-
95.

96.

41

IUT. MACUEIL LEOUSE RITCHEW

Chris is hurstine in &s Dennings continues to rave at
a stolid. exvressionless Xarl vho stands immobile, arms
akimbo, watching Dennirgs.

DENRNINGS:
Cunting Hun! You bloody darmned

amsnrirrermbr

butchering :'azi pic!

CHRIS:
lover Dennings)
Karl! wWill you get out of here!

Get out!

Sharon enters notvr and Chris has staxrted pushing Karl out.
The latter, defiant, pPermits it only reluctantly.

DEW:IIIGS:
¥hat the hell makes vou think
you 'irre so fuckiny sunerior?
Gocddamned cunting Heinrich Hingler!
Get the hell back to -- !

Karl is out and now Dennings, in a remarkable
performance, is instantly comrosed and as Chris turns
to him after siwoving Zarl out door, Dennings turns to
her genially an¢ rubs his hands together twith:

DENIITIIGS:
Now, then, t'hat's dessert?

CHRIS:
Dessert!
DEINYINGS:
(vhining)

¥ell, I'm hunczry.

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

CHRIS:
Feed him!

OITITTED

INT. RTUGAN'S BEDROOH  NIGHT

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

The 1007 lights are cut ané¢ Regan is turned on side.

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

{CORTIVUED)
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DYER:
I belicve we have a visitor,
Mrs. #Macileil.

AT CHRIS AXND ASTRONAUT

Chris looks where Dyer has indicated, and as sudden
silence falls on the group, Chris gasps in shock and
dismay, hand £lying to her cheek, a swmall whinmper coriing
up in her throat. The CAIERA MCVES TO TIGHT OH
ASTRONAUT 'S FRCE as he, too, lecoks down and we HEAR:

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

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

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

AT REGAN ASTROIAUT 'S P.O.V.

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

CHRIS:
(o.s.; continuing)
-~ my God, Oh my bzby!

THE ANGLE ¥IIDENS OUT

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

CHRIS:

(continuing)
Oh, come on, Rags, come t’ith me,
come upstairs!

(over shoulder

to Astronauz)
Oh, I'n so z¢rry! She‘s been sick,
she must be tialking in her sleep!
She didn't knotr tiiat she was saying!

CLOSE AT ASTROIAUT STARILIG SHAREN
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IMT. REGAN'S EBATHROOI1 YIIGHT

Regan sits in tub like sowmeone in trance while CThris
rapicly bathes her.

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

INT. ¥ZGAN'S BEDROO:I1 NIGHT

Moonlight strears in through open window. Recan turned
toward 1=ll, is in bed, dully staring at a point in space.

.Chris sits c¢n edge of bed. Throuch window, from street

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

CHRIS:
Howya feelin®, honey? Better?

No response.

CHRIS:
Would you 1like me to read to you?

Regan shakes head slightly, still staring at wall.

CRRIS:
Okay, then. Try to sleep.

She leans over, kisses Regan; rises.

CHRIS:
'Might, my baby.

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

REGAT:
Mother, what's wrong with me?

CHRIS:

tthy, honey, it's nerves. That'’s
all. I wean, it's just like the
doctor said. You keep taking those
pills and vou'll be fine. Just fine.

(a long wait for

rezction; hut Regan

neither moves ncr

speaks)
Okay, Rags?

Chris waits. Still nothing. Troubled and despondent,
Chris starts out of roon.
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INT., SZCOID FLOOR HALL OF HACKEIL HOUSE NIGHT

The CAIETRA is FINID at one end of hall, z2nd we see

Chris exit at the other from Regan's bhedzcon. Head down,
thot'ghtful, she starts toward us: then remerbers sone-
thing and moves back to lean over balustrade railing and
observe scmething below for a roment or two. {7e HEAR
0.S. SCRAPILIG SCUW, like a brush against carpeting;
7illie brushning cut the urine stains.

CHRIS:
(softly)
Comin' out, ¥illie?

TILLIE:
Yes, madam. I think so.

CHRIS:
(slight nod)
Good.

She continues to stare for a moment nriore, then comes
toward CAMERX again until she reaches door to her
bedroom and enters. She closzs door. A beat. Then
from 0.S., within Recan‘s bedroom, we EIAR MITALLIC
SOUMDS, like bedsprings violently guivering. They are
tentative at first, then insistent. Then:

REGMDN:
(o.s.; calling with
burgeoning 2»prehension
and surmise)
Mother?

Two beats. The bedsrring SOUIiDS. Then, much louder, and

filled with terrcr:

REGAN:
(o.s.)
#Hother, comse here! Come here!

Chris' door has alreadv shot cpen; and she's burst cut
into the hall, racing for Regan's bed:room.

CHRIS:
Yes, I'm ceming! All rignt, hon!

I'm corming!

REOAN:
(o.s.)
Mothhheerrrrrrri

CHRIS:
Oh, my baby, what's we
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INT. REGAN'S BEDROO;; AT DOCR  NIGET

Chris bursts in, continuirig as she reaches for light
switch and we AR [inSSIVE “DTALLIC SQULIIDS nows

CHRIS:
-=- virong, hon? fhat is it?
What's =-=- 2

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

CHRIS:
Jesus! Oh, Jesus!

P.0O.V. AT REGAM

She lies taut on her bacl, face staineé with tears and
contorted with terror and confusion as she grips at
sides of narrow bed. It is savagelv guivering back and
forth!

REGAIY:
Mother, vhy is it skakine? lMake
it step! Oh, I'm scarved! Illake
it stop! Oh, I'm scared, ilother,
please make it sto000000000O =-=

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

CUT TO:
INT. JESUIT RESIDEI'CE EMLL LYED EMTERS NIGH
INT. CORZ2IDOR Ii' PESIDRERCE HALL NIGET
Follow Dyer to KXarras' rocsi.
INT. KARRAS' ROOif HNIGRHT

Dim desk lamp lighting. Dyer sits back of Karras' desk,
wearing a "“Snoony" T-shirt. Xarras is sitting on edge

of cot, his evas f£ixed low in haunted stare. They are

red and raw from weewinc¢. In nis hand is a cuwm containing
a small anount of scotch, and ii:is eyes an< vcoice are
fogged by heavy drinking and ciircnic sleepleszness. Dyer
is pouring from a bottle of Chivas Regal into Xarras' cup.

KARRAS:

t’here‘d vou get the money for
Chevas Regal, Joe? f<he poorbox?

(CONTINUED)
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DYZR:
Don't be an assihole, that would be
breaking my vow of poverty.

KARRAS:
"There did you get it then?

DYER:
I stole it.

KARRAS:
I believe you.

DYER:
College mresic¢ents shouldn't drink.
It tends to set a bad example. I
figure I relieved hiri of a terrible
teraptation.

Karras is nodding slightly, smiling; when suddenly he
bursts inteo sobs.

KARRAS:
Ah, Jdoa.

DYER:
(with coraforting
gestures)
I know. I Inow.

Karras cries it through, the sobbing gracdually subsiding.

KAPRAS:
(2 whisper)
Ah, God.

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

DYZ=R:
Do you think you can sleep nci7,
Damnien?

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

KARRAS:
Gonna steal my shoes now?

(COITIUZD)
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DYTLR:
Mo, I tell fortuunes by reading the
creases. tcw shut ux and go to sleep.

KARRAS:
You're a Jesuit cat burglar.

DYER:

Listen: soreone's got to worry about
the bills arourid this place.

(roving softly to

desk)
All you other guys do is just rattle
your beads and pray for the hippies
down on "i1" Street.

Dver flicks off desk light.

KARRAS:
Stealing is a sin.

A beat. Then, tenderly, Dyer touches a hand to Karras'
shoulder in goecdricht, but as he starts to move toward
door, Karras' hand reaches out and c¢rips Dyer's wrist,
squeezing, and giving a little shake in a gesture of
gratitude and ceep friendship. At this moment, the
CAHMERA is TIGHUT on the EAMNDS, but then goes to Dyer, as
he nods in acknowledgerent. Then Dyer stares down and
CAMERA FCLLO"S his gaze to TIGHET at the HANDS again, as
healing sleep at last ccmes to Warras and his grip
slackens and his hand slowly falls.

DYER:
(o.s.; wvhisner)
Goodnicht, Damien.

108. INT. BGLY TRIVITY CEURCH VERY EARLY &QORWING

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

KARRAS:
“O Lord, I have loved the beauty of
Thy house and the place twvthere Thy
glory dwelleth. Take not awvay ny
soul, O Go&, with the wicked, nor my
life with men of blood ...

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

(CONT INUED)
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KARRAS:

"Remcmber also: O Lozd, Thy
servant, !lary Kerras ... who has
gone before us with the sign of
faith, and sleers the sleep of
peace. To her, O Lord, and to
e 211 -

(he's fighting tears)
-=- who rest in Christ, grant her
-=- we pray Thee, a place of --
refreshment -- of light -=- and ...

(striking his

breast)
To us also, Thy sinful servants ... °

ANOTHER AINGLE (TIME LADSE)

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

church ... *©
ANOTHER ANGLE {(TI}= LAPSE)

XARAR2S:

(hands extended)
%0 Lord, I am not worthy. Speak

but the word and my soul shall
be healed."

INT. DR, KLEI¥N'S EXAMINIMNG ROOIf DAY

thile Klein atternts to administer an injection, Chris
and Nurse forci»ly restrain a struggling, kicking R¢gan
who is shriekxing as:
CERIS:
Please, honey! 1It’s to heln youl

REGAM:
I don't want it! I don't ~- !

Klein leans over, injects needle.

REGAlT:
Son of a bitch bastard!

She spits in Hlein's face.
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MT. HALL OF KLZIM'S SUITE OF OYF'ICES DAY

RLEIT:

Well, it's sometiiies a symptom of
a type of cisturbznce in the
chemico~electrical activity of
the brain. 1In the case of your
daughter, in the temporal lobes.

(2 hand to side of

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

CHRIS:
(frovwning over
the “it*)
Convulsion.

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

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

XKLEIN:
Look; Mrs. tiaci'eil =-- your cdaughter's
problen isn't bac¢s; the prcblem is
her; it's in her brain.

CHERIS:
Yeah, ckay. So what causes

this e & O ?
(she can’t find
tiie term)

KLEIii:
Lesion of the temporal lobe. 1It's
a kind of ... well, seizure disorder.

CHRIS:
Yezh., Look, I'll tell you the
truth, doc:; I don't understand
hov7 her whole personality could
change.

(COMTINUED)
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KLETI:
(picking up wall
phone)
I'd like you to saze her again.
(into rhone)
Yes.

RECE®PTIOITIST 'S VOICE:
(FLITER: urgent phone)
Chris MacMeilts on the line! Says
it's urgent!

116.. INT. SECO:’'D FLOOR HALL {IN\CNEIL HOUSEC DAY

The CAIERA is by door to Regan's bedroom, frcm which
emanates Regan's OnNS of pain and SCREAIiS of terror.
Rushing up frowm steps on larding is Shazron, followed by
Klein and Tannev. At door, Sharon cracks it ope: and

calls in:

SHAROH:
Doctors, Chris!
Chris irmediately comes to door, opening it. She is
extremely distraugint ard bewrildered.

117. INT. REGAN'S BEDROC:: AT DCOR DAY

Karl stands becide dooxr, staring nurbly at 0.S. SOUNDS,
and as the doctcrs enter, we EZAR 0.S. SOUID QF some=-
thing SLAMITIG OniTO BEDSPRIIGS REPEATEDLY (in addition
to Reganr's cries).

REGAN ;
(o.s.; hysterical
wail)

Mooooootirceeeerxrrrr!
M

-

118. P.0O.V. AT RECAH

Flailing her arms, her bcdy seems to be flinging itself
up horizontally akou: a2 foot into the air above her bed,
and then is slarried dovm savagely onto mattress, as if
by 'an unseen person, ard causing wrenching of Regan's
breath. It happens repeatedly and rapidly as:

REGAN:
Oh, Mother make him stop! Please
—Stor him! STop him! Ye’s trying to ;
kill met E¥a's -- ! Oh, please 1
stochpunprpepp hirmmmosammmmn,
Motherrrrrrrrrrrr!

iy

190 -
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AT CHRIS AND DOCTORS

CHRIS:
Doc, what ig it? ‘“hat's hapnening?

He shakes head, gaze fixed on Regan.

P.0.V. AT REGAN

The up and down mcvewrents briefly; then they abruptly
cease, and Regan twists feverishly from side to side, her
eyes rolling upwards, into their sockets so that only the
whites are exposed, while her legs keep crossing and
uncrossing rapidly.

REGALT:
(moaning)
Oh, he's burning me! I'm burning!
I'm-- 1! Ugh!

With this sudden SOUMD cf pain, Regan has abruptly jerked
her head back, disclosing a bulging, stiollen throat,
and she begins to mutter incomprehensively in a strangely

deepened, guttural tone.
ANOTHER ANCGLE

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

KLEIN:
(soothingly)
All right, now, let’s sez what the
trouktle is, dear. I'm just going to =-

And abruptly Klein is reelirg, stunned and staggerirng,
across the rocm from the force of 2 vicious kackwazd
swing of Regan's zarm as she suddenly sits uzn, her face
contorted with hideous rage. ifow, in a coarse and

powerful, deep male voice:

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

AT KLLIX

He stares 0.S., stunned, as Karl and Tanney kneel to his
assistance.

KLEIM:
I‘m all right.

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



54
123, AT REGAN

Her head is tilted back. The lauch contirues, demonic.
Then she falls to her cack as if sonieone he.s pushed her
down. She pulls back her nightgown with:

REG:DM:
Fuck me, fuck --

124. AT REGAN

.8itting up, she bagins to caress her own arims sensually
as she croons in that guttural, coarse, male voice:

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

Abruptly she falls onto back again as if from a shove,
and cries out with a wrench of breath. Then abrugtly
she is sitting up again, as if pulled by the hands,
and:

REGAN:
(normal wvoice)
Oh, mother! Mother w- |

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

REGAN:
(weeping)
Oh, sto» him, please stop him!
It hurts! Hake hiw stoc! Make
him stcp! I can't brefzazaaath!

125, AT CHPIS

CHRIS
Oh, ny God, oh, my -- !

126. AT REGAN

Before she finishes her cry, she again appears to be
shoved savagely onto her back, and as Tanney counes
beside bed ancé observes, her eves roll ugward into
their sockets and &gain she begins nmuttering
incomprehensively in tihat thickened voica. Tanney
leans head closer to try to rake it out, frowning.

127. AT XLEIN

He is by the large trindow overlooking steps, presaring
a hypodermic injection.

(CONT INUED)
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CouTD
KLEIM:
Sam!

He beckons Tanney over to him wvithh move of head and
continues rrevaring hypo. ‘' HEAR the 0.$., fevered
gibberish frcm Regan. Tanney corzes INTO FRAME.

KL¥IN:

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

They look quickly toward:

REGAM:
(o.s.; terrified)
Oh, no!
REGAN:
No! Captain Hotrdy, don't -- {

Regan slamming up and down off the bed again.

REGAN:
Mother! HMothex! Motherrrrrrrrr!

QUICK CUT TO:
AT CHRIS

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

CERIS:
God almighty, will you do_scmething!
Help her! Help ==~ |

AT DOCTORS
Klein is ready. And over:
CHRIS:

(o.s.; continuing)
~-herrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr ... !

and Regan's continuing SCREAM from Q.s., Klein grimly
nods to Tanney. And as they start toward bed with both
Chris and Regan's cries persisting ye

QUICKLY CUT TO:

PP,

i
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INT. MACNEIL KOUSE SZCO¥D FLOOR HALL DAY

Blessed silence. Chris and Sharon have heads lowvered,
waiting by balustrale. Klein and Tanney exit Regan's
room and azprcach them. Chris dabs at nose with moist,

balled-up handkerchief, her eyes red from crying.

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

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

DR. TAINEY:
There's a perfectly rational
explaration. Technicaliy speaking,
pathological states can induce
abnormial strengtih and accelerated
motor performance. iiore commonly,
a ninety-pound wcman sees her child
pinned under the viieel of a truck,
runs out and lifts the wheels nralf
a foot up off the grourd. You've
heard the story. Same thing here. .

CHRIS: ;
Yeah, okay. ;

DR, TALNEY:
Same principle, I mean.

CHRIS:
So what’s wrong with her? t‘hat '

do you think?

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

CHRIS:
(erupting)
What the hell are you talking
about? ¢She's been acting like
some kind cf a psycio, like a -
split personalitv! that do you
Guess I'm all uptight. I'm sorry. 3
You were saving? :
{CONTINUSD)
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CoNTD

DR. TAWNMEY:
There haven't becn more than a
hundred auther:ticated cases of
so~called dual or split
personality, Mrs. lfaciieil. Now
I know the temptation is to leap
to psychiatry. but any reasonable
psychiatrist would exhaust the
somatic possibilities first.

CHRIS:
Okay, so what's next?

DR. TAMMEY:
A pneumoencevhelograrm, I would
think, to vin dowmn that lesion ...
outline the cavities cI her brain.
It will involve ancther spinal.

CHRIS:
(dismayed)
Oh, Christ.

DR. TANIEY:
It's vital. that we rmissed in the
EEG and the arteriograms could
conceivably turn up there. At the
least, it would exhaust certain
other pussibilities.

INT. MEDICAL LABORATORY

LAB TECHNICIAN completes check of spinal fluid protein
content.

INT., KLEIW'S OFFICE
Klein is looling at lab reports and looks Yaffled.
KLEIN:
Dr. Tanney says the X-rays are
negative. 1In other words, normal.
Chris sigis, bowing head.
CHRIS:
W»HmHH F - -
(bleakX murmur)
here tie are agsin, folks.

mwmww stares down, shaling head ar.d frowning in
perp-e:{lty. Then he lool:s up at Chris:

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

Amphetamines? LSD?

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

L}

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

XLEIN:
Are you planning to be home soon?
L.A,.,, I mean.,

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

KLEIN:
I think it's time we started
looking for a psychiatrist.

EXT. CHRIS' CAR MIGHT
as she drives back~across Key Bridge.

INT. CHRIS' CAZR AlIGLE FRO!M DRIVER'S SEAT
"M" STREET AiD 36TH

Through the windshield, dead ahead, a CRO!D has
gathered by pase of the steep steps eside the house,
and an AMBULANCEZ is pulling out into traffic. (/hite-
coated MEDICS are running around in a panic. Police
car lights are flashing. As Chris rcunds off the
bridge onto Prospect, the ANMBULZNCE pulls out and gets
just ahesad of her, SIREN VAILING. ‘e FOLLOW ABULANCE
for two beats, then:

CUT TO:

i o M rrAmAlT o CURTAIVE BLCUIN
EXT. E‘XC;%:L Ia(}{:gbfo - Rﬁ&“&l\‘s 'ifZJ’.}O\ C{»z,,e..,;‘*.t...s BLOVTN
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INT. MACNEIL HOUSE AT FRO:IT DCOR NIGET

Chris enters desrondently. Closing door behind her, she
leans back against it, looizing down in thougat, her hand
still clutcaing doorknoo. A beat. The LIGHTS I HOUSE
BLINK OUT for a beat. Chris looks up. They ELINK OUT

AGAIN, this time longer.

CHRIS:
Sharon?

The lights come back on.

CHRIS:
Shar?

Still no response. Chris starts up the staircase,
frovming apprehensively.

INT. SECOND FLCOR EALL MACNEIL HOUSE NIGHT

The CAMERA is FIXED by door to Regan's bedroomn. As
Chris reaches lancding, the LIGHTS BLIMK OUT AGAIl,
BRIEFLY, TiEH OX. Chris has halted, her eves warily
scanning around; then she continues dcy'n the kall toward

us, and opens door to Regan'’s bedroomn.
INT. REGAN'S BEDROOHM FULL SHOT NIGHT

Silence as Chris stands by door a moment; then she goes
to Regan's bedside, and rubs at her arms, as if from
extrerie cold. She examines Regan, who is still sound

asleep.
CLOSER ANGLE
at Chris hugging arms akimbo, shivering.

CHRIS:
Shit'(perplexed; whisper)

Then she looks toward window; frowns in consternation.
THE ROOM FULL SEOT

The window is open. Chris moves to it and stares for a
moment. She closes and locks it. But she still feels
cold. She HEARS FRONT DOOR OFENING from 0.S., below,
through open door to Regan's bedroom, and turrs toward
the SOUND. [7e FOLLCY her out into:
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143,  INT. FOYER AREA MACNEIL HOUSE  NIGHT

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

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

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

CHRIS:
Heard what?

Sharon enters scene, listening.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR:
Well, it's bad.

CHRIS:
What's bad?

ASSISTANT DIRLECTOR:
Burke's dead.

CHRIS:
Oh, no!

SHARON:
what happened?

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR:
I guess he was drunk. He fell dcun
from the tcp of the steps right
outside. Ey the time he hit "MF
Street, he'éd brokXen his necikk.

Chris puts a hand to her mouth stifling a sob.

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

He closes door behind him. Chris leans against cdoor
crying while Sharon moves despondently to foot of
staircase.

CHRIS:
Oh, Burke! Poor Durke!

SHEARON:
I can't believe it.

(CONTINUED)
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CON'TD

Chris lowers brow into hand, leaning against door. She
shakes her head, exnhales.

CHRIS:
I guess everything =w

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

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

CHRIS:
(numbly)
Sharon?

Sharon stops, as does Regan. Sharon turns and sees
nothing; and then screams as she feels Regan’s tongue
snaking out at her anile.

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

INT. CHRIS' BEDROOM DAY

Shutters are closed and room is dark. Klein stands

by bureau, watching. Chris sits on edge of bed, as
does a PSYCHIATRIST. He is swinging a bauble on a chain
back and forth, hypnotically, in front of Regan. He
shines a penlight on the baukle so that it glcws in the
dark. He halts, inclining the penlight. beam up, and we
SEE Regan's eyes are closed and arpears to be in trance.
He turns off penlight.

PSYCHIATRIST:
Are you comfortable, Regan?

REGAN:
(voice soft
and whispery)
Yes.

PSYCHIATRIST:
How o0ld are you?

REGAN:
Twelve.

(CONTINUZD)
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PSYCHIATRIST:
Is there someone inside you?

REGAN:
Sometines.

PSYCEIATRIST:
ttho is it?

REGAN:

I don't know.

PSYCHIATRIST:
Captain Howdy?

REGAN:
I don't know.

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

REGAN:
No!

PSYCHIATRIST:
Why not?

REGAN:
I'm afraidi

PSYCHIATRIST:

Zf he talks to rz, I think he will
leave you. Do you want him to
leave ycu?

" REGAN:
Yes,

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

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

PSYCHIATRIST
(firrly; neyw tone)
I am speaking to tize person inside
of Regan, ncwv. IZ you are there
you too are hypnotized and must
(MORE)

(CORNTINUED)
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CONTD (1)

PSYCHIATRIST: (Ccntd)
answer all ny questions. Come forward
and answer me now: Are you there?

No response, and after three beats, we HEAR Regan's
BREATH ccoming lovd and raspily, like a rotted, "putrid
bellows. The Psychiatrist sniffs, as if at a horrid
smell, and then flicks on laser larmp and shines it up
into Regan's face. Chris gasps. %e do not see Regan's
face, but play cff reactions of Chris and the
Psychiatrist. Chris lowers her head into a hand, the
sight too unbearable for her, and she grips the
Psychiatrist's arm with the other in a tight vise.

This causes him to extinguish the laser lamp.

PSYCHIATRIST
Are you the person inside of Regan?

REGAN:
(in that coarse
and guttural voice)

Say.

PSYCHIATRIST:
Pid you answer?

RECAF:
Say.

PSYCHIATRIST:

If that's yes, ncd your head,

Regan nods.

PSYCHIATRIST:
Who are you?

REGAN:
Wowonmai .

PSYCHIATRIST:
That's your name?

REGANz:
Say.

PSYCHIATRIST
Are you speaking in a foreign
language?

REGALI:
Say.

(CONT INUZD)
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PSYCHIATRIST:
Are you scmeone vhon Regan has

known?
REGAN:
One.
PSYCHIATRIST:
That she knows of?
REGAN:
One.
PSYCHIATRIST:

Part of Regan?

REGAN:
One.

PSYCHIATRIST:
Do you like her?

REGAN:
One,
PSYCHIATRIST:
Do you hate her?
REG2&N: :
Say. i
PSYCHIATRIST:
Are you punishing herx?
REGAl:
Say.
PSYCHIATRIST:
You wish to harm her? !
REGAN
Say.
' PSYCHIATRIST:

To kill her?

REGAN:
Say.

PSYCHIATRIST
But if Regan died, wouldn't you
die, toc?

(CONT INUED)
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CONTD (3)

RECGAN:
One.
PSYCHIATRIST:

Is there something she can do to
mzke you leave her?

REGAN:
say.

PSYCE.IATRIST:
Do you blame her for her parents'
divorce?

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

OMITTLD.
CLOSE AT PSYCHIATRIST

In the darkness, we SEE his mouth agape in hcrrible pain,
his eyes wide-staring. What has happened is that Regan
has griprped his scrotum in a hand that is sgqueezing like
an iron talon.

PSYCHIATRIST:
Marc! Marc, help me!

QUICKLY AT CHRIS

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

CHRIS:
Jesus!

Klein races forward tcward bed; Chris is running,
panicked, for the lightswitch: Psychiatrist, in agony,
struggling; Recan "Creature” with head tilted back, is
cackling demoniacally and then howls like a wolf as
Chris slaps at the lightswitch. The lights come on and
we see:

AT BED

Regan, cackling deroniacallv is rolling arcund on bed
in savage struggle with Klein and Psychiatrist, who are
still attempiirg to dislcdge her hand from its c¢rip.
Grimaces. Gasps. Clrses. The bedstead is guivering
violently side to side.

TR e e
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ANOTHER ANGLE

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

VIEW OF BED

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

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

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

KINDE RMAN
(calling)
Father Karras?

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

KARRAS
Do you mind? 1I'll cramp.

KINDERMAN
Yes, of course.

KARRAS
Have we met?

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

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

(CONTINUED)

o 1A e, Il i P8 A © % BT

P s e A



o~

152.

152a.

COWTD

XA RRAS:
What's this about?

XINDERIAN:
It's true, you do look like a
boxer. Fxcuse {e, that scar, you
know, there by your eyve? Like
Brando, it looks like, in;ua%erfrgnt.
Just exactly ilarlon Brando. People
tell’?ﬁﬁ’fﬁét, Father?

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

#

KINDERMAN 3
Always.

PATH ABOVE FOOTBALL FIELD

Karras and Kinderman continue walking.

KINDERMAN:
I.ook, Father, could we keep this
between us? Confidential? Like
a nmatter of confession, so to speak?

KARRAS:
Yes, of course.

KINDERMAN:
You know that director who was
doing the filin here, Father?
Burke Dennings?

KARRAS:
¥iell, I've seen him.

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

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

KIMDERMALN:
That's part of it.

68
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152. CONTD
KARRAS:

-

Oh2

RINDER!AN:
Only part. Listen, what do you
know on the subject of witchcraft,
Father? Froi the witching end,
please, not the hunting.

152B. TENNIS COURT PATH
Karras and Kinderman continue walking

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

KINDERMAN:
Really?

KARRAS:
From the psychiatric end.

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

.

KARR2S:
Maybe. Some rituzls used in Black

Mass.

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

KARRAS:
In a fall.

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

Karras nods. They stop, and continue talking.

KINDER:#AN:
Burke Dennings, good Father, was
found at the bottom of those steps
down to “I{" Street with his head
turned complecely around and facing
backwards.

(CONTINUED)
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153. CONTD
AfFa They stop and sit on the railing.

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

KARRAS:
No, I probably wouldn't.

€9

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

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

KIMDER!MAN:
Don't talk pararoid; I mention it
in passing.

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

KINDER!MAN:
(glancing at him,
faintly g¢loomy)

Want to go into kusiress, Father?
(he looxs away disirally)
'‘Father*® =-- what 'rather'? You're
a Jew, I could tell whea I met you.

Karras chuckles.

KINDER!MAN:
~ Yes, laugh; go ahead; laugh.

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

KINMDERI{AN:
That reminds me. The entrance
exam for policercon, Father? t(then
I took it, oae cuestion went
something like: ™7hat are rabies
(IORE)

———

(CONT INUZD)
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153. CoMNTD (1)

KINDERMAN: (Contd)
and vhat would vou do for them?*
Know wnat soine dumbhead put down
for an ansver? Emis? "Rapies,"
he said, "are Jew priests and I
would do anything that I could for
them. "

154. GEORGETOWN UNIVERSITY. QUADRANGLE, NEAR FOUNTAIN AND
GAZEBO

Karras and Kinderman walking.

KINDERMAN
Listen, Father. Listen, doctor -
eees Am I crazy, or could there
maybe be a witch coven here in the
District? Right now, I mean. Today.

KARRAS:
Oh, come on.

KIMDER-AN:
So then what am I lcoking for, Father?

KARRAS:
A madman. Maybe someone on drugs.

155. GEORGETOWN UNIVERSITY, QUADRANGLE-MASHINGTOMN STEPS
TRACKING SHOT KARRAS AID KINDERMAN WALXING

KINDERITN:

You like movies, Father Xarras?
KARRAS:

Very much.
KINDZRMAN:

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

KARRAS:
That's tco bad.

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

R ——
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Karras smniles,

KARRAS:
Who's starring?

) KINDERNMAMN:
‘Debbie Reynolds, Desdemona, and
Othello, Grcucho liarx. ¥You're

happy?

residence hall,

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

KARRAS::
Oh, come on, now,

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

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

KINDERMAN:
No, who?

KARRAS:
Dominicans.

KINDER'AM:

I could have you deported, you
know that?

XARRAS:
vhat for?

KINDLCRMAN:
A psychiatrist shouldn't piss
people off.

(as Karras chuckles)

Plus also the goyim, plainly
speaking, would love it. ¥ho
needs it? A priest who wears
sneakers and T-shirts!

73

They have halted at entry to Jesuit

(CONTINUED)
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Karras turns and walks away toward entry to residence
hall. Calling out after him:

KINDERMALIY:
I liedl You look like Sal Mineol

EXT. ESTABLISHING BARRINGER CLINIC  pay

INT. ROO} IN BARRINGER CLINIC DAY

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

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

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

The room is glass enclosed on two sides, so that we
have a view in b.g. ©f a traffic of DOCTORS AND NURSES.
Clinic Director and two of the Doctors from earlier
clinic scenes are present. Chris sits in chair, taut
and drawn. In the rcoxa, A CLOSED CIRCUIT TV &OHITCR
SEOWING REGAN Iil THE HOSPITAL ROO!M, Ilv A FIT, as:

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

ANOTHER ANGLE (TIME LAPSE)

CLINIC DIRECTOR:
It looks like a type of disorder
that you rarely ever see any more,
except among primitive cultures.
We call it somnamzuliform posses-
sion. Quite frankly, we doa't
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CLINIC DIRECTOR: ({Ccntd)
know nuch about it except that it
starts with some conflict or guilt
that eventually leads to the patinet's
delusion taat his body's been invaded
by an alien intelligence; a spirit,
if you will. In times gone by, the
entityv possessing the victim 1is
supposed to be a so~called demon,
or devil.

FULL AT TV INMONITOR {TI/IE LAPSE)

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

CLINIC DIRECTOR:
Iets -

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

CLINIC DIRZCTOR:
Well, I'm sorry.

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

ANOTHER ANGLE (TI:iE LAPSE)

CLINIC DIRECTOR:
There is one outside chance of a
cure. I think of it as shock treat-
ment. As I say, it's a very outside
chance. But then since you're so
opposed to your daugnter being
hospitalized --

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

CLIIIIC DIRECTON:
Have you any religious beliefs?

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

CHRIS:
Why?

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

CHRIS:
Come again.

CLINIC DIRECTOR:

It's a stylised ritual in which
rabbis and priests try to drive
out a so-called invading spirit.
It's pretty mucin discarced these
days, except by tne Catholics who
keep it in the cleset as a sort of
embarrassment. It has worked, in
fact, although not for the reason
they think, of course. It was
purely the force of suggestion.
The victim's belief in possession
helped cause 1t; and in just the
same way this belief in the power
of exorcism can make it disappear.

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

EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF KACNEIL HOUSE FULL SHOT DAY

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

INT. REGAN'S BEDROO:1 DAY

Regan is faced to side. Sharon is adjusting Sustagen
flask used for a naso-gastric feeding. Karl is affix-
ing a set of restraining straps to bed. Chris enters,
standing by door and observing. Karl lets straps hang
loose, nods to Sharcn. Sharon starts out of room,
pausing for a moment by door to looix at Chris.
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SHA.RON:
Al) I've ever said to Rags is
maybe "God made tie world," and
maybe things about =--

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

ILLIE:

Me, X don't put it.

CHRIS:
This fucking cross didn't just walk
up there, demt! tlow ==

She is interrupted by the entrance of Karl.

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

CHRUIIS:
What man?

INT. ENTRY HALL MACWEIL HOUSE DAY

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

KINDERIIAN ¢
I'd knotr that face in any lineup,
Mrs. lMacMeil.

CHRIS:
am I igﬁone?

INT. KITCHEWN MACYEIL HOUSE DAY

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

KINDER.-{AN:
(at Chris)
1tight your daughter remember if
perhaps Mr. Dennings was in her
room that night?

CHRIS:
(vague aprprehensiveness)
Why do ycu ask?
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166. CONTD

KIUDERMAN;
Might your daughter remember?

CHRIS:
Oh, no she was heavily sedated.

KINDER!IAN:
It's serious?

CiHRIS:
Yes, I'm afraid it is.

KINDERIAN: .
May I ask ... ?

CHRIS:
We still don't know.

KINDERI-1AN:
Watch out for drafts. A draft
in the fall when a house is hot,
is a magic carpet for bacteria.

CHRIS:
Why are you asking all this?

KINDERIIAN:
Strange ... strange ... so baffling.
The deceaszd comes to visit, st.ays
only twenty minutes without even
seeing ycu, anéd leavzs all alone
here a very sick girl. And sgeak-
ing plainly, Mrs. MacNeil, as you
say, it's not likely he would fall
from a windotwz. Besides that, a
fall wouldn‘t do to his neck what
we found except maybe a chance in
a thousand. ily hunch? iy opinioa?
I believe he was killed by a power-
ful man: point one. And the frac-
turing of his s}:ull -- point two
-=- plus the various things I have
mentioned, would make it very
probairle ~- prohable, not certain
-- the deceased tras killed and
then afterwvards pushed from your
daughter's window. But no one
was here except your daughter.
So how could this be? It could
be one sway: if someone caie
calling betwieen the time iliss
Spencer left and the time you
returned.

(CONTINTUED)
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( CHRIS:
(hoarselv; stunned)
Judas priest, Jjust a second,

KINDER!MAN:
The servants? They have visitors?

o CHRIS:
e Never. Not at all.
KINDEZ:AN:

You expected a package that day?
Some delivery?

CHRIS:
Not that I know of.

KINDERIAN:
Dry cleaning, mavhe? Groceries?
Liquoi? A package?

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

[T

S KINDERIAN:
g Oh, I see.

CHRIS:
, Want to ask him?

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

Chris rises.

CHRIS:
Would you like another cup of
coffee?

Kinderman acknowledges in the affirmative. They
- move to Kitchen.

167, INT. MACNEIL KITCHZE:!

Kinderman follows Chris toward Sharon's working area.
He notices Regzn's artwork.

{CONTINUED)
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KINMDLRIIAX
Cute ... It's so cuze. Your
daughter? Sne's the artizt?

Chris nods. Then:

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

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

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

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

KINDERMAN:
Couldn't hurt. In the meantime ...
(thevy have come to
the front <oor and
Kinderman falxers,
embarrassed)
Icok, I really hate to ask you;
howvever ...

CHERIS:
(tensing)
What?

KINDEZDMAN:
For my daughter ... you could
maybe give an auvtograph?
He has reddened, and Chris almost laughs with relief.

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

KINDERMAN:
Right here!

(CONTINUED)
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He has whippad out the s*ub of a chewed-up pencil from
the pocket of his coat wiiile ne dioped his otiher hand
in a pocket of his jacket and slipped out a calling
card.

KIMDER!MAN:
She would love it.

CHRIS:
What's her name?

Chris presses the card against the door and poises
pencil stub to write. There follows a weighty hesita-

tion.

KINDERIMAN :

(eyes desperate

and defiant)
I lied. 1It's for me.

(fixes gaze on card

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

Chris eyes him with a wan and unexpected affection,
checks the spelling of his name and writes on card as:

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

’ CHRIS:

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

KINDERMAN:
You're a very nice lady.

CHRIS:
You're a very nice man.

Kinderman exits. <Chris leans against the door,
thoughtful, £o:r a roment. Then she moves on. Walking
by door to bhasei:2nt we HrAR wasiiing machine 0.S..
Cihris halts, tiien opens door and calls down:

CHRIS:
Willie.

No response. She starts down the stairs.
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INT . BASEHMENT PLAYROOHM DAY

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

CHRIS:
willie.

WILLIE:
Oh, yes, Madam.

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

Her eye has fallen to a book that is lying open, face
down, on top of the dryer. IN AN IINSERT UE SEE THE
TITLE: "A HISTORY OF WITCHCR&FT." Picking it up?

CHRIS:
You reading this?

WILLIE:
I try, but very Qifficult, Madan.

CHRIS:
Some illustrations.

WILLIE:
I find in Iiiss Regan bedroomn.

Chris looks up at her. Dryer stops spinning and
Willie turns away to take out the clothes. Chris
resumes thumhing thiroucil the pook. Abruptly she
FREEZES, turr.ing asiien. Sie holds gaze on book for
a beat; then; numily:

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

WILLIT:

Yes, Madam. {hider oed.

Still numb, Cmris runs a tihger aiong edge of right-
hand page, ani in an IiISEZT, we see tiat a narrow strip
== in the manitazr of Burke Dewnnings -- has been
surgically shaved from along its length. .

ANOTHER ANGLE

Willie and Chris lcok up at S2UND frow above, in
Regan's bedroor, of a blow, OFf s<areone stazgering
across the rcomn, of someone crasning to wail and fall-
ing heavily to ground. This is followei, as Chris

(CONTINUED)
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races upstairs, by an at--first indistinct altercation
between a tezarful and terror-striciien ¥egan, and
someone else -- a man -- with a powerful and incredibly
deep bass voice. Regan is pleadi:g; the man commanding
in obscene terms,

170. ANGLE AT CHRIST FRO}M TOP OF STEPS (SECOND FLOOR)

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

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

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

REGAN:
(c.s.)
No! Oh, no don't! Please, don't =--

And in this manner, the VOICES continue =-- and never
overlapning == tthile CAIIERA TRACKS with Chris to door
to Regan‘s bedroom. :

171. INT. REGAN'S BEDROOM DAY

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

REGAN:
(o.s.)
Please! O0Oh, please don't m(-ake) =-- 1!

MALE VOICE:

{o.s.)
You'll do as I tell you, filth!
You'll -- !

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

Blood triclling down from forehead, he lies uncon-
scious on flcor near bureau. The CAMERA GOE£S TO BED
disclosing Regan sititing up in a £IDEZ ViZii TO CAIZRA,
her lecs propped wide apart and the bone-white crucifix
clutched in rawiinuckled hands that are upraised over

(CONTINUED)
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her head. She seems to be exerting a powerful effort
to keep the crucifix UP, away frcm her vagina, which
we cannot (Al:D WILL liOT) :ee, her nigihtgown pulled up
to precisgely that point. ile see that her FACE ALTIRS
EXPRESSION to ratch each voice in the argument, BOTH
OF ¥MHICi ARE COMING FRoil HER! twhen the deep male
voice speaks through her mouth, the features instan-
taneously contort into a demomic grimace of malevolence
and rage. Blood trickles down fro:m Regan's nose. The
nasogastric tubing has been ripped out. During the
above:

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

REGAN-DEMONIC:
You'll do it!

REGAN:
Nof! No, -~ 1|

REGAN-DEIONWIC:
Do it, stinking bitch! You'll do
1€l You'll do it or I'm going to
kill youl

REGAN: =
Nooooo!

REGAN-DEONIC:
Yes, do it, gg_it, do- !

QUICK CUT TO:

CLOSE DOWN ANGLEZ AT REGAN

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

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

.1s repeatedly brought up and plunged down again, blood

now spotting it as:

(CONTINUED)
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DE{!Ol:
Yes, now you'rz mine, you stink-
ing cow! You're rune, you're
mine, you're -- !

Chris has raced in, screaning, grappling to take hold
of the crucifix. Ve see blood on Regan's taighs,

but NEVER THE VAGI:!JA. The Demon first turns on Chris
with a look of mindbending fury. Then:

DEI{ON:
Abhh, little pig mother!

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

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

MOVING SHOT AT BED CHRIS' P.0O.V.

as she crawls closer. Regan nows has back to CAIZRA,
looking down, and we know the crucifix is being used
for rmasterbation.

DEMON:
Ahh! Yes, mire, you are mine,
you are == |

It breaks off and the Regan-Demon thing abruptly
looks over shoulder at CA:{ERA (and Chris), which
halts at the sight. Th=2 features of Regan's face
seem to be those of Burke Dennings. Then it sveaks
in the British-accented giggly VOICE of the dezd
director.

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

QUICK CUT TO:
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EXT. 35TH STREET BRIDGE & C2JiAL AREA DAY

Chris,

leaning over bridge railing.

ANOTHUR ANGLE

87

She wears oversized dark glasses and is

as Chris sees a large, powerfully built man wearing

khakis,

svweater and sturdy,

approaching ier. She quickly looks away.
doesn't recognize him, we see it is Karras.
beside her:

KARRAS:
Are you Chris Macileil?

CHRIS:
Keep movin', creep.

KARRAS:
I'm FPather Karras.

She reddens, jerks swiftlyv around.

CHRIS:

Oh, my God!{ Oh, I'm -~ | Jesus!

scuffed white tcanis shoes

Though she
Coming up

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

KARRAS .
I suppose I should have told you
that I would:r't be in uniforn.

CHRIS:
Yeah, it would've been terrific.
Got a cigarette, Father?

KARRAS:
(reaching into
pocket of shirt)
Sure.

She lights up. After a deep exhalation of

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

KARRAS:
It's the other wav around. The
Society sent me tarough medical
school and psycniatric training.

smoke:

(CONTINUED)
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CHRIS:
Where?

KARRAS:
Oh, well, Harvard; John Hopkins,

Bellevue, then =--

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

KARRAS:
Yes, I am.

CHRIS:
Pretty close?

KARRAS :
Pretty close.

CHRIS:
Did he talk about the party?

KARRAS:
Yes.

CHRIS:

About my daughter?

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

CHRIS:
Yeah, she's twelve. He dida'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?

(CONTINUED)
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KARRAS:
That depends.

CHRIS:
On what?

KARRAS:

On the priest.

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

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

CHRIS:
You wouldn't.

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

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

KARRAS:
Beg pardon?

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

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

CHRIS:

(puzzled).

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

CiHRIS:
Since when?

(CONTINUED)
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KADPRAS
Since we learned about mental
illness; about paranoia; dual
personality; all of those things
that they taught me at EHarvard.

CHRIS:
You kidding?

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

CHRIS:

Oh, really?

(a shaking hand to

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

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

CHRIS:
Father Karras, it's my dauchter!

K2RRAS::
(gently)
Then all the more reason to forget
about exorcism and =~

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

He takes her wrist in a comforting hand.

KARRAS:
To begin with it could make things
vorse,

CHRIS:
But how?

(CONT INUED)
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KARRAS:
The ritual of exorcism is dangerously
suggestive. And secondly, tiiss
MacNeil, before the church approves
an exorcism, it conducts an
investigation to see if it's
warranted. That takes time. In
the meantime, your --

CHRIS:
Couldn't you do the exorcism yourself?

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

CHRIS:
Can't you even look at her?
KARRAS:
Well, as a psychiatrist, yes, I
could, but -
CERIS:

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

to then!
KARRAS:
But your -
CHRIS:
(shrieking)

Jesus Christ, won't somebody help me!

She crumples against kKarras' chest, moaning, with
convulsive sobs.

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

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

- " (CONTINUED)
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180. CONTD

REGAN=-DEXCN:
I am not Regan.

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

REGAN-DE!MON:
I'm the devil., Now kindly undo
these straps.

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

REGAN~-DE!ION
That's much too wvulgar a display
of power, Karras.

KARRAS:
Where's Regan?

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

KARRAS:
Show me Regan and --

181. CLOSE AT REGAN

The features are her own, now, and the eves are filled
with terror, her mouth garing oren in a sourdless,
electrifying shriek foxr help. But then guickly the
Regan icdentity is replaced by a rerolding cf Pegan's
features into those of Denning's and we HEAR:

DENNINGS' VOICE
Won't you take off these straps,
please? They're hurting mel
Really!

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

REG2N~DEMON
(in the VOICE of
Xne derelzt In
subwav scens)
Couldjva reip an old altar boy,
Faddah? I'm Cat'lic.
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94
AT KARRAS =~ RZACTING
as we HEAR the 0.S. MOCKING LAUGHTER of the demon.

ANOTHER ANGLE

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

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

KARRAS:
If that is true, then you must know
my mother's maiden name? ''hat is it?

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

KARRAS:
What is it?

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

INT. CHRIS' BATHROOM ANI HALL OFF BEDROO! LATE DAY

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

From down the ha2ll, 0.S., we HEAR varied ANINMAL SOUXDS.

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

CHRIS:
Look, I'll tell vou something, Father;
you snhow me Regan's identical twi:n:
Same face, same voice, sar:ie smell,
(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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CHRIS: (Contd)

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

(she leans back

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

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

KARRRAS:
¥7ell, there's little in this world
that I kncw for a fact.

Chris stares at him 2 brief beat, then rises and nioves
quickly out of bathroom. Karras frowns, hearing RIGAN
howling like a wolf. Chris returns with a framed
photo of Regan and shows it to him.

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

Karras is deerly affected.

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

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

KARRAS:
No, I'm talking now also as
a priest. If I go to the
Chancery office to get
permission to perform
(MORE)
(CONTINUED)
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{Contd)

an exorcism, the first thing I'd
have to have is a pretty substantial
indication that your daughter's
condition isn't a purely psychiatric
problem. After that, I'd need
evidence the Church would accept

as signs of possession.

CHRIS:
Like what?
KARRAS:
(continuing)

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

or studied.

CHRIS:
And what else?

KARRAS:

I don't know. I'm going to have

to look it up.

CHRIS:

I thought you were supposed to be

an expert.

KARRAS:

You probably know more about dermonic
possession right now than most

priests.
OMITTZED
EXT. MACNEIL HOUSE NIGET

Chris opens door for Karras.

He steps out onto stoop

carrying the witchcraft book and a slender box

containing a tape recording.

KAPRAS:

Did your daughter know a priest

was coming over?

CHRIS:

No. No, nobody knew but me.

KARRAS:

Did ycu know thet ry rother had

died just recently?

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

Not important. I just wondered.

He studies her for a mcment without expression: then
guickly moves away. Chris watches from the doorway.
Karras crosses the street. At the corner, he drops the
book and stoops cuickiy to retrieve it, then rounds the
corner and vanishes from sicht. Chris closes the coor.
And now the CANMZERA DISCLOSES Kindermazn observing house
from an unrarked car parked a little down the street,
toward campus library.

187. EXT. PROSPECT STREET NIGHT

Kinderman frowns in ruzzlemtent as he sees something: in
the wirdow of Regan's bedrcom (the shutters are partially
open), a suggestion of a slender figure (Regan?) cuickly
ducking away from sight. ¥e go back to Kinderman,
thoughtful. He does not see the shutter slowly pulled
shut.

188, EXT. G. U, LAMNMGUAGE LAB NIGHT
Karras enters.
189. INT. LANGUAGE LAB NIGHT

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

(CON'TINUED)
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189. CONTD

REGAN'S VOICE:
(normal)
Hello o e o

Whining feedback.

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

REGAN'S VOICE:
Like this?

CHRIS: VOICE:
No, more.

REGAN'S VOICE:
Like this?

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

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

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

I can't tell what to say.

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

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

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

190. EXT. DAHLGREN CHAPEL ON G. U. CAMPUS  DAWN

Karras enters.
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INT. DAHLGREN CHAPEL DAYIN

Karras vests in vastment rcom. e follow hinm into

church.

ANOTHER ANGLE (TIME LAPSE) KARRAS AT ALTAR

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

Thee."

ANOTHER ANGLE (TIME LA®SE)

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

KARRAS:

"The day before he suffered he took
bread in his sacred4 hands and looking
up to heaven, to you, his almighty
Father, he gave you thanks and praise.
He broke the bread, gave it to his
disciples, and said: Take this, all
of you,-and eat it: For this is my

body."

Then ¢

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

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

INT. REGAN'S BEDROOM Da.Y

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

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

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

REGAN~DEMON:
Intensely.

KARR2.S:
But wouldn't that drive you out of

Regan?

REGAN~-DEMON:
It would bring us together.

KARRAS:

-You and Regan?

REGAN-DEMON:
You and us,

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

around at

a loud, sudden banging sound. 0.S. a bureau

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

The demon

KARRAS:
You did that?
REGAN~-DZIMON
Assuredly.
KARRAS

Do it again.

RE GAN-DENON
In time, in time. But mirabile
dictu, don't you agree?

KARRAS:
(startled)
You speak Latin?

REGAN-DEMON
Ego te absolvo.

chuckles.,
XARRAS:
(excitedly)
Quod norien mihi est?
REGAN-DEMON 3
Bon jour.
KAPRAS :
(persistent)

Quod nomen mihi est?
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REGAM-DINOM
Bon nuit. La plune de ma tante.

The dermon laughs full ard mockingly. Karras holds up a
small vial of water that he has had cupoed in his hand.
The demon abruptly breaks off the laughter.

RZGAN-DE10N:
(warily)
What is that?

KARRAS:
Holy water.

Karras has uncaprped the vial and now sprinkles its
contents over Regan. Instantly, Regan (Deinon) writhes
to avoid the spray, howling in pain a&nd terror.

REGAN-DE!MON:
Ahhhhhhhhhhhh! It burns me! It
burnst It burns! Ah, cease,
priest, bastard! Cease! Ahhhhhhhh!

Karras looks disappointed. The howling ceases and
Regan's head falls back onto pillow. Regan‘s eyes roll
upward into their sockets, exposing the whites. Regan=-
Demon is now rolling head feverichly from side to side
muttering an indistinc* gibberish:

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

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

KARRAS:
Who are you?

REGAN-~DEHON
Nowonmai ... Nowcnmai ...

KARRAS :
Is that your name?

The lips move. Fevered syllables, slow and
unintelligile. fThen it ceases.

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

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

his head.
INT . MACNEIL HOUSE STUDY
Chris is at bar. Karras enters.

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

CHRIS:
Why not?

He holds up the empty vial.

KARRAS:
I just told her this was holy
water; when I sprinkled it on her,

she reacted very violently.

CHRIS:
And so?

KARRAS:
It's just ordinary tap water.

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

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

Wheret's hery father?

CHRIS:
In Europe.

{CONTINUED)
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194. CONTD

KARRAS:

Have you told him what's happening?
CHRIS:

No!
KARRAS:

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

CHRIS:

(over him)
I've asked you to drive a demon out,

goddammit, not ask another one in!
What the hell good is HowardTight
now? What's the good?

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

CHRIS:
(mysterical)
Guilt over what?
KARRAS:
It could -~
CHRIS:

Over the divorce? All that
psychiatric bullshit?

KARRAS:
It's --

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

195. INT. LANGUAGE LAB. NIGHT

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

Regan. Karras is tense.

KERRAS
Well, all right, is it a language
or not?

(CONTINUED)
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FRANX
Oh, I'd sav it was a language all
right. It's English.

RARPIAS:
It's what?

Frank is threading another tape onto the recorder.

FRANK:

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

(pushing playback

button)
Here, you just play it backwards.

INT . KARRAS' ROOM NIGHT

Karras sits in front of tape recorder listening to an

eerie, unearthly series of various ¥HISDZRED VOICES.

TAPE RECORDER:
(First Voice)
Let her diga!

(Second Voice)
No, no, sweet! It is sweet in
the body! I feel!

(Third Vcice)
Fear the priest.

(Second Voice)
Give us time.

(Third Voice)
He is 1ill.

(Fourth Vszice)
No, not this one. The other.
The cne who will -«

Second Voice interrupting:

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

(CONTINUED)
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187. CONTD
TAPE RZCORDER: (Con%d)
(Karras' Vcic=)
Who are you?

(¥irst Voice}
Y am no one.

(Karras' Voice)
Is that your name?

(Second Voice)
¥ have no name.

(First Voice)
¥ am no one.

(Third Voice)
Many.

(Fourth Voice)
Let us be. Let us warn in the

body.

(Second Voice)
Leave us.

(Third voice)
Let us be, Xarras.

(First Voice)
Merrin ... Merrin.

PHONE RINGS. Karras leaps for it.

KARRAS:

(urgently)
Hello, yes? ... Be right over.

197. EXT. PRCSPECT STREET NEAR THE HOUSE NIGHT

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

198. INT. ENTRY OF MACNEIL HOUSE  NIGH?

Sharon, wearing sweater and holding a flashlight, has
the door open, waiting as Karras comes up step. 2t
door, she puts a finger to her lips for cuiet. Sae
beckons hix in and closes cCoor silently and carefilly.

(CONTINUZD;
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SHARPOY:
(whispering)
I don't want to weke Chris. I
don't think she ought to see this.

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

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

INT. REGAN'S BEDROOM AT DOOR NIGHT

As he enters and Sharon closes door, Karras reacts as
if to extrere cold. His breath, like Sharon's is
frostily conderising in the chill air of the rocm. He
Xooks at Sharon with wencer.

ANOTIER ANGLE

as Karras anrd Sharon approach the bedside. The room is
dark excert for a nicht light glow. Sharon has flash-
light on now, trained low. They stop by bed. Regan
seems to be in coma, the whites of her eyes glowing
eerily in the dim light. HKeavy breathing. Xarras takes
her wrist to checl her pulse. The naso-~gastric tube is
in place, Sustagen seering into Regan's motionless body.
Beads of perspiration on Regan's foreheazd. Sharon is
bending, gently pulliry Regan's pajama tops wide apart,
exposing her cnhest. Xarras wipes a little perspiration
off Regan's forehead, then stares at it on his fingers,
rubbing them together with deeper consterration. Then
he looks up at Sharcn, feeling her gaze upon him,

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

Rarras follows her instruction. One beat. Two. Then,
flipping flashlight beam gonto Xegan's chest:

SHAROM:
(whispering)
There! There, it's coming!

Karras leans face closer to observe, then halts, shccked
at:
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202. P.0.V. REGAIN'S CHEST

Rising up slowly on her skin in blood-red, bas-relief
script are two wcrds:

help me
203, CLOSE AT SHRRON AIMND KARRAS REARCTING
204. OMITTED
205A. INT. HEALY BUILDING HALLWAY, GROUND FLOOR DAY

Karras walks down Hallway toward stairs.

205B. I, KEALY EUILDING MAI'! STAIRTAY pay

Karras clirbs stairs and enters Cardinal's outer office.
205. INT. CARDINAL'S OFFRICE DAY
In the room, Karras and the Cardinal,

CARDINAL:
You're convinced that it's genuine.

Karras looks down thinking for a moment.

KARRAS:
I don't know. Mo, not reallv. But
I've made a prudent judgment that
it meets the conditions set forth
in the kitual.

CARDINMNAL:
You would want to do the Ixorcisnm
yourself?

Karras nods.

CARDIMNAL:
How's your health?

KARRAS:
All right.

CARDINAL:
t’ell, we'll sce. It might be
best to have a man with experience.
Maybe. someone who‘s gpent time in
the foreign missicns. Let's see
who's around. 1In the rieantime I'll
call you as soon as I know.

206. INT . GEORGETO!™ UMIVLRSITY PROSIDENT'S OFFICE  pav

PRESIDCINT:
Well, he does know the background.
I doubt there's any danger in just
(MORE)
(CONTINUED)
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PRESIDENT: (Ccntc)
having him assist. There should
be a psychiatrist present, anyway.

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

PRESIDENT:
Well, now, Lankester Merrin's around.
CARDIMAL:
Merrin? I had a notion he was over
in Irag. I think I read he was
working on a dig around Nineveh.

PRESIDENT:
That's right. But he finished and
came back around three or fcur
months ago, Mike., He's at Woodstock.

CARDIYAL:
What®s he doing there? Teaching?

PRESIDENT:
No, he’'s working on another book.

CARDINAL:
Don't you think he's too old, though,
Tom? How's his health?

PRESICENT:
Well, it must be all right or he
wouldn!t be running around digging
up toiibs, don't you think?

CARDINAL:
Yes, I guess so.

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

CARDINAL:
I didn't know that.

PRESIDENT:
Maybe ten or twelve years ago, I
think, in Africa. Supvosedly the
exorcism lasted for montins. I heard
it damn near killecd him.

108
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EXT. PROSPECT STREET IN FRONT OF RQUSE NIGHT

A cab pulls up to house in LONG SHEHOT. Out from the cab
steps a tall, old priest (MZRRIM}, carrving a battered
valise. A hat obscures his face. As the cab pulls away,
Merrin stands rooted, staring up at second floor cf
Macileil house like a melancholy traveler frozen in time.

INT. REGAN'S BEDROOM

Regan is apparently urconscious, her features recomposed
into her cwn in the normal state, {(as happens wienever
she's unconscious). Sharon is winrding spnygmanometer
wrappings around Regan‘s arm while XKarras pinches
Regan's Achilles tendon, checking her sensitivity to
pain. During this:

SHAROiI:
Four hundred milligrams in less
than two hcurs! fThat's enough to
put an arny out!

Karras nods; silently takes Regan's blood pressure.

KARRAS:
90 over 60.

INT . ENTRY TO MACKKEIL HCUSE NIGHT

Chris opens door, disclosing ilerrin, face still shaded
by hat, and Rcran collar by coat buttoned at top.

CHRIS:
Yes?

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

And now we SEE it is the OLD MAN in Khaki from opening
seguence,

CHRIS:
(flustered)
Oh, my gosh, please come in! Oh
come in!

Suddenly, Chris flinches at a SOUND from above: the
voice of the Demon, booming, yet muffled, like amplified
premature burial.

REGAN-DEION:
(o.s.)
Merriiiinnannnnnnn!

(CONTINUED)
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CHRIS:
God alrighty!

REGAN -DEXOM:
(O L] S )
Merriiinnnnnnn!

Karl steps incredulous from the study and Karras comes
out from the kitchen. ¢sierrin turns and puts hand out to

Karras.

MERRIN:
(warnly; serene)
Father Karras.

KARRAS:
Hello, Father. Such an honor to

meet you.

Merrin takes Karras'® hand in bcth of his, searching
Karras' face with a loox of gravity and concern whnile
upstairs the deamonic laughter segues into vicious
obscenities directed at Merrin.

MERRIN:
Are you tired?

KARRAS:
No, Father.

MERRIN:
I should like you to go gquickly across
to the residence and gather up a
cassock for myself, two surplices;,
a purple stole, some holy water, and
your copy of "“The Roiran Ritual.”
The large one. I believe we should
begin.

KARRAS:
Don't you want to hear the background

of the case, first?

MERRIN:
Why?

EXT. RESIDENCE HALL AREA NIGHT

Karras, in his cassock, is crossing swiftly towaré house
carrying a caréboard laundry box.
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210Aa. EXT. MACHZIIL HOUSE NIGHT

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

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

MERRIN:

Expecially important is the warning
to avoid conversations with the deron.
We may ask what is relevant, but
anything beyond that is dangerous.
Extremely. Especially, co not listen
to anything he says. The demon is a
liar. He will lie to confuse us; but
he will also mix lies with the truth
to attack us. The attack is psyciiological,
Damien. And pcwerful. Do not listen.
Remember that. L[o not listen.

(as Karras hands

him surplice)
Is there anything at all you would
like to ask now?

KARRAS:
No. But I think that it might be
helpful if I gave you some background
on the different persoralities that
Regan has manifested. So far, I‘'d
say there seem to be three.

MERRI}:
(haunted expression}
There is only one.

212~ OMITTED
213 L]

214. INT. SECOND FLOOR LANDIN AT STAIRS MIGHT

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

215, ANGLE DOWN HALL FROM OUTSIDE ROOIi1

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

MERRIN:
What is your daughter's middle name?

(CONTINUED)
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CHRIS:
Teresa.

MERRIN:
vhat a lovely name.

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

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

Karras opens door, disclosing Karl sitting in corner
wearing a heavy hunting jacket, a look of bewilderment
and fear on his face as he looks toward us. Merrin
hangs motionless for a mcment.

216. INT. REGAN'S BEDROOM

Merrin, just outside the door, staring in at:

217. RE GAN-DEON

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

218. ANOTHER ANGLE

as Merrin steps into the room, followed by Karras, Chris
and Sharon. RXarras sees door is oren, closes it.
Merrin goes to side of kted wnile Karras noves to its
foot. They halt. (XWOTE: "The room is freezina,.
Breath is condensing thrcuzhout.) a Leiz. Regan

Iocks a wolfisn, blackened tongue across cried lips

with a SCUIID like parchment being smootiacd over. Then:

REGAN -DIMOM:
Proud scum! This time you are going
to lose!

Regan tilts back head and laughs gleefully. Merrin
traces the sign of the crc¢ss above her, then repeats
the gesture at Karras and Karl, and as he plucks the
cap from holy water vial in his hand, the demonic
laughter breaks off. Merrin begins sprinkling the holy
water on Regan, and she jerks head up, mouth and neck
muscles trembling as she bellows inchoately with hatred
and fury. Then:

MERRIN:
Be silent!
(CONTINUED)
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The words rrave flung forth like bolts. Karras has
flincned a:d je:sited his head arcund in i:snder at ierrin,
who stares comwmandincly at Regan. 7The deron is silent,
returning his stare with eyes now hesitant, blinking
and wary. HMerrin caps the holy water vial routinz2ly

and returns it to Karras, who slips it in his rpocicet and
watches as Merrin kneels down beside the bed and clcses
his eyes in murmur-ed prayer:

MERRIN: .
‘Our Father, who art in ...

Regan spits and hits Merrin in the face with a yellowish
glob of mucus that oozes slowly down the exorcist's
cheek. His head stili bosired, HMerrin plucks a handker-
chief out of his pocket and serenely, unhurriedly wipes
away the spittle as:

MERPIN:

... heaven, nallowed by Thy nare.
Thy kingdom ccme, Thy will be done,
on eartn, as it is in heaven. Give
us this day, our daily bread, and
forgive us our trespasses, as we
forgive those who trespass against
us. And lead us nct into tempgtation.'

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

Karras briefly locks ur. Regan's eyes are rolling
upwards into their sockets until only the whites are
exposed. Karras looks uneasy, then returns to his text
to follow as llerrin now stands, praying reverently:

MERRII:
'God and Father of Gur Lord Jesus
Christ, I appeal to your holy naine,
humbly begging your kindness, that
you may graciously grant rie help
against this uvnclean spirit now
tormenting this creature of yours;
through Christ our Lord.'

KARRAS:
'Amen. '

As Merrin continues reading, Karras again glances up as
he hears Regzan hissing, sitting erect with the wvhitges
of her eyes ex»posed wiaile her tongue flicks in and out

(CONTINUED)
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Karras doesn't hear it; & beat.

MEPRIN:
Damien.

Karras turins tc Merrin. e SEE him eyeing Karras
serenely as he motions with his head at copy of the
RITUAL in Karras' hands.

MERRIN:
The response, please, Damien.

Karras, still dumbfounded, glances again to the bed.
Then he collects himself and looks down at his text.

KARRAS:

(excited)
'And the son of iniguity be powerless

to harm her.'

MERP.LN:
'Lord, hear my pravezr.'

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

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

Regan's brow while:

MERRINM:
{continuing to read
ALOUD)

... Almichty Father, everlasting
God, who sent your onlv begotten Son
into the world to crush that roaring
lion ... '

o -

The hissing ceases and from the taut-stretched "O" of
Regan's mouth ccrmes the nerve-shredding lowing of a steer,

growing shatteringly louder and louder as:

. MERRIN:
(continuing)
«s«+ snatch from ruination and from
the clutches of the noonday devil
this human being made in your image.'

Merrin reaches his hand up again (still reading aloud)
and presses a porticn of his purple stcle to Regan's rneck.
Abruptly, the bellowing ceases and in the ringing silence

(CONTINUED)
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a thick and putric greenish vomit begins to pump from
Regan's mouth ir: slow and regular, sickening spurts
that ooze like lava over her lip and flow in waves
onto ltierrin'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 fall
from heaven like lightning, strike
terror into the beast nowv laying
vaste your vineyard. Let your
Mighty hand cast out this cruel demon
from this creature. Drive out this
persecutor of the innocent ...

The bed begins to rock lazily, and then to pitch, and
then suddenly is violently dipping and yawing. During
this, the vomit still pumping from Regan's mouth, Merrin
routinely makes adjustments, keeping the stole firmly to

Regan's neck.

During the latter part of the prayer, the bed has

ceased its mcverents ard floated with a cushioned thud
to the rug, ard Xarras now stares mesmerized at Merrin's
hand buried under the thick and mcunded vomit,

MERRIM:
Damien?

Karras turns to him blankly.

MERRIN:
*Lord, hear my prayer.'

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

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

MERRIN:
'TI cast you cut, unclean spirit,
along with evexrv satanic power of
the enemy! every spectre fror: hell!
every savage comranion! It is
Christ who coumanrds vou, He who flung
you headlong frox the heights of
Heaven! Ycu roblrer <f life! You

(MORE)

(CONTII?UED}
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MERRIN: (Contd)
corrurter of justice! You
investor of every obscenity!

MERRIN:

_ (o.s3)
Regan has ceased vomiting, '"hy do you stard and resist,
Karras moves slowvly knowing as you must that
around to bedside and Christ the Lord brirgs 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 air, thin mists of kingdom. He has cast you
vapor waft upward from forth into the outer darkness.

the vomit like a reeking To what purpose c¢o you
offering. And now Karras brazenly refuse? For you are
lifts his eyes, staring, guilty before almighty God,
as with nightmare slow- shose laws you have trans-
ness, a fraction at:a time,gressed. You are guilty
Regan's head turns toward before his Son, our Lord Jesus
him, swiveling like a Christ, whom you dared to nail
manneguin's and creaking to the cross. You are guilty
with the sound cf arusted before the whole human race.'®
mechanism until the dread

and glarinGg vhites of the

eyes are fixed directly on

Karras. 2And now Karras

glances up warily as the

lights in the room begin

flickering, dirming, then

fade to an eerie, pulsing

amber. Regan turns back

toward Merrin, end now a

muffled POUNLDIIG jolts the

room; then another; and

another, and thenr steacdily,

the splintsring sound cf

throbbing at a ponderous

rate lilte the keating of a

heart that is massive and

diseased.

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

(CONTTIIIUED)
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Merrin continues and now the poundings begin to come
steadily locuder, faster, until Sharon cries cut,
pressing fists against her ears as the poundings grow
deafening and now sud<enly accelerate to a terrifying
tempo. And then abruptly the poundings cease and
Merrin's prayer comes through in the silence.

MERRINM:
'0h, God of Heaven and earth,
God of the angels and arch=-

angels <..""!

OVER the continued recitation, we HZAR the return of
the demon as the flickering haze grows gradually

brighter.

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

life after death and rest

after toil.'
(o.s.i ccntinuing)

Liar! Proud bastard! Go 'I hunbly entreat ycu to
back to the mountain top deliver this servant of
and speak to your only yours, Regan Theresa acNeil,
egual! from the unclean spirit.'
AT MERRIN

MERRIN:

'T adjure yocu, ancient serpent, by
the judge of the living and the
dead, by your ...

ANGLE AT REGAN

As Merrin continues, 0.S. {remainder of material in
appendix), Regan becirs to emit various animal ncises,
and Karras, a hypcdermiic syringe in one hand, moves to
bedside, nodding for Chris and Sharcn to approach. As
he does, the Denrnings personality takes over in Regan,
turning to plead with Xarras:

REGAN~DENMNINGS:
¥What the hebl are ycu ¢oing, Xarras?
Can't you see the littTe bitch should
be in a hospital? She belongs in a
madhouse! It's --

(CONTTIMUED)
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The entity breaks off, jerking head toward Chris, as
Chris and Sharon core to ktedsicde.

REGM\N-DE:ION :
Ah, the mother of piglet! Yas,
come see your handiwork, sow!

While Sharon and Chris pin Regan's arms, Karras
administers the injection.

- REGAN ~DE:ON:
(continuing; at Chris)
See the puke! See the murderous
bitch! Are you pleased! It is you
who has done it! Yes, you with
your career before her, before

husband, before --!

KARRAS: REGAN-DEMON
(at Chris) ~~.anything! The divorce is
All right, swab it! Swab the cause of her illness! Go
the arm! Over here! to priests, will you!

(as Chris moves) Priests will rot help! She
And don't listen! -1s mad! You have driven her
Don't -- ! to madness and to murcer!

You hzve driven her into her
gravet She - 1

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

REGAN~-DZI4ON+
And you, bastard! You!

Chris has swabbed Regan's arm and as Karras flicks
the needle into wasted flesh:

KARRAS:
(at Chris)
Now get out!
As Chris flees the room we are:

AT DEMON

RECAN-~DZMON:
Yes, we Xnow of your kindness to
mothersl

AT KALRRAS

His head is lowered as hs extracts the neecdle, anad we
BEAR 0.S. rociking LAUGHTIR of the Temcen. Karras blanches
and fcr a roment does not move.
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ANS®THER ANGLZ

MERRIN:
(continuirg adjuration)
“The mystery of the Crcss ccrmands
you! The faith of the sainte and
the martyrs commands you! The
blood of Christ commands you! The
prayers of == ¥

Merrin breaks off and looks uvp at hearing the demon
cry in sudden vain, as well as anger. He repeats the
line that produced this effect:

MERRIN:
"The blood of Christ commands you!"

Same reaction; greater.

MERRI :
"The bloocd of Christ commands you."

Midway through the word “ccmwand™, however, a prolonged
howl of pain and rage from:

REGAN-DEMON:
Daaaammmu youuuuu, ierrrriiinnnn!

But the cry of "Merrin" gives way to a prolonged
exhalation of breath, almost as in death. And row from
Regan comes the slcw, liiting singirg -- in a sweet
clear voice like a choirboy'’s -- of a hymn sung at
Catholic benediction: “Tantumm Ergo."

AT REGAN DZMON
The whites of the eyes are exposed. The singing.
A FULL ANGLE REGADM, KARR:AS

as Merrin aprears with a towel. Le wipes the vomit
from Regan's face with tender, weary movements. Sharon
enters roomt &nd ccmes to bed. She takes the towel from

Merrint's hands.

SHARDIN:
I'll finish that, Father.

Karras checks Regan's pulse,

KARRAS:
(at Sharon)
Clean her up, please, and give
her half of a 25 milligremn
Compazine suippcository.
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INT. HALL OUTSIDE REGAN'S EBEDROOM

In the dirness, Merrin and Karras lean against wall,
their faces nurlb with shock as they stare at door to
Regan's room. ©.S. SINGING ccntinues.

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

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

It has an impact. Xarras thinks. Then:

MERRIN:
Excuse me.

MERRIN

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

OMITTED
INT. REGAN'S BEDROOM NIGHT

Regan sleeps but Xarras' frosty breath tells us the air

in the room is still icy. He shivers. Then he wvalks

to the bedside, reaches dow: and grips Regan's wrist

to take her pulse. As he stares at sweepsecond hand of

wristwatch, we are CLOSE A% KARRES and we HEAR TEE VOICE
OF KARRAS' MOTHZR.

REGAN-I!OTEER:
(o.s.)
You leave me to be priest, Dimny.
Send me institution. Why? Why
you do dis?

Karras is almost trembling with the effort to keep fronm
lookirg at Regan's face. And now the VOICZ groiws
frightered and tearfully imploring.

(CONTINUED)
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REGAN~MOTHER.:
You always good boy, Dimmy. Please!
I am ‘fraid! Please don't chase me
cutside, Dimmy! Please!

KARRAS:
(vehement whisper)
You're not my mother!

REGAN -MOTHER:
Dimmy, pleasel

KARRAS:
You're not my -- 1|

INTERCUT REGAN KARRAS
as the Demonic entity now returns, raging:

REGAN-DEMON :

Won't you face the truth! You
believe what Merrin tzlls you?
You believe him to be holy? Vell,
he is not! Ard I will prove it!
I will prove it by killing the
piglet!

(grinning)
Feel her pulse, Karras! Feel it!

Rarras looks down at the wrist still gripped in his
hand.

REGAN-DZLICIH
Somewhat rapid, Karras? Yes. But
what else? As, yes, fecbdle.

As Karras leans guickly to his medical bag and extracts
stethoscope:

REGAN-DEMON:
(a laugh; then as
Karras puts instrument
to chest)
Listen, Karras! Listen! Listen,
well!

Karras looks very worried. Demon laughs. Then, as
Merrin enters:

(CONTINUED}



f~yj

£

™

236.

237.
238,
239.

123

CONTD

REGMIT-DZMON:
I will not let her sleepti

The Demon puts its head back in prolonged, hideous
laughter, Karras staring numbly. lerrin comes to
bedside and looks at Regan, then at Karras' stunned
eipression.

MERRIN:
what is it?

KARRAS:
Her heart's begun to work
inefficiently, Fatker. If she
doesn't get rest soon, she'll
die from cardiac exhaustion.

MERRIN:
(zlarmned)
Can't you give her drugs?

KARRAS:
No, she might go into cora. 1If
her blood pressure (rops any more ...

EXT. SUNRISE S®HOT AT HOUSE ACROSS POTO:AC

OMITTED
INT. REGAN'S BEDROOM

Merrin is fighting sleeg. Regan is crunting like a
pig, whites of eyes exgosed. Karras is checking
Regan's heartbeat, and then her gulse, and then wrags
black sphycmonanometer clotit around Regan's arm to
take a blcod pressure reaiing. Both priests have
blanliets draped over their shculders. Their breath is
condensing in the frosty air of the room.

‘REGAN-MOTHER
I not good to you, Dimmny? Why you
leave me to die all alone?

Merrin is at his side, clutching at his arm and trying
to draw him awav, Karras resisting, his gaze fixed
trancelike on the 0.S5. face.

MERRIN:
Damien!

(CONTINGED]
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REGZN -MOTHER :
“hy, Dimny?
MERRIN:
Go and rest for awhile!
AT REGAN

The features and eyes are subtly reminiscent of Karras'
mother, but wvividly evident is the large, circular mole
that the mother had on her right cheek.

REGAN-MOTIHER
Dimmy, rvlease!

MERRIN:
Go and rest!

Reluctantly, Karras leaves. Merrin, after a beat, turns
to Regan, the demonic entity reappears.

REGAN-DEMON:
(seething whisper)
You will lose!

INT. MACNEIL HOUSE KITCHEN LATE DAY

Chris is sitting a* breakfast rook 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.

Chris moves quickly past Karras with her face averted.

CHRIS:
Excuse me.

She exits kitchen. Karras' gaze shifts to album. We
see that these are candid ghotos of Regan. 1In one
photograph, she is blotring out cardles on a birthday
cake. In a2nother, she is sitting on a lake-front dock
in shorts and T-shirt with “Camp Brown Ledge" stencilled
on the front., Karras is deeply afiected. Close to a
breakdown, he puts a trembling hand to brow, with a
fervently whispered, desperate:

KARPAS:
God ... God help ..,

(CONTINUED)
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CONTD

CAMERA TFOLLO¥S him as he leaves kitcher, Passing the
living room, he EEARS sokiing from witnin, Lookzing in,
he sees Cihris on sofa convulsively weeping. Sharon,
beside her, is comforting her.

INT. MACKNEIL HOUSE FOYER

Chris hears the front door CHIMES. She reacts; waits.
They RING again. She goes to answer. She opens door,
disclosing Xincerman.

RINDERMAN:
I'm so sorry to dis =--

He halts, eyeing her bruise., She knows what he's
staring at. She puts a hand to the bruise. HEe stares
for a beat. Then:

KINDERMAN
Look, I'm sorry to disturb you at
this hour of the night, but I'm
afraid that I'm gcing to have to
talk to your daughter, Mrs. Naciieil
and I'd like to take a look at her
room, if you dorn't mind.

CHERIS:
Regan's bedroom?

KINDERAN:
Yes, immediately, please. I have
a warrant.

CHRIS:
Ch, please, not now! She's gotten
worse, Lieutenant. Please!
Please, not nowi

INT. SECONF FLOOR HALL FACNEIL HOUSE NIGHT

Karras enters Regan's bedroom and walks wearily to the
chair where ne had been sitting beside Merrin., Dvuring
the above moves:

REGAN~DEMON:
(o.s.)
«ss would have lost! Would have
lost and you kriew it, Merriry! Bastard!
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RECAN ON BED FERRIN

Limp ard disjointed, 'errin lies sprawled face-dowr on
floor on far side of bed and beside it. Regan-Demon
cranes head over side of bed at him, croaking
inchoately with rage and frustration.

ANOTEER ANGLE

as Karras rushes to Merrin, kneeling beside him, and
turnirg him over, disclosing bluish coloration of
Merrin's face.

REGAN-DEMON:

(o.s.)
Die, will you? Die? Karras, heal
him! Hezl him! Bring him back that
we may finishhthhhh ittttit!

And now irchoate croakings and moans of rage and
frustration from o.s., as Karras feels for tierrin's
pulse and in a wrenching, stabbing instnat of anguish
realizes that Merrin is dead. Groaning in whisper:

KARRAS:
Ah, God no!

Karras sags back on his heels, an aching moan of grief
rising up in his throat as he shuts his eyes fiercely
and shakes his head in despair. Then:

KARRAS:
No!

Karras' eyes fix on sometning or the floor around lMerrin:
the pill box and a scattering cf nitroglycerin pills.
Karras begins to gently and tenderly plecce itierrin's

hands on his chest in the form of a crcss. An enormous,
mucoid glob of yellowish spittle hits the dead man's eye.

AT REGAN-DEIQNM
REGAN-DEMON:

(mocking)
The last rites!

Then it puts back its head and laughs long, and wildly
through:

KARRAS:
You son-of-a-bitch! You murdering
bastard!

(CONTINUED)
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coMeb

A projectile stream of VOMIT from 0.S. strikes his face,
but he is oblivious.

' KARRAS:
Yes, you're very good with childrent
Well, come on! Let's see you try
something bigger!

Karras has his hands out like great fleshy hooks,
beckoning, challenging.

KARRAS:
Come on!{ Try me! Take me! Come
into me!

AT RECGAN-DEIOM

In the demonic features now, a trembling, wild-eyes
rage; a fearsome struggle over some irresistibly
tempting decision that the Demon is fighting against.

KARRAS

as he breaks off, his body jerking as if seized
suddenly by scine inner force alier. to him. Yet his
features do not chang2 as his hands go to his throzt
and he strugoles to his feet. His actions are those of
a man who—eitirer has been possessed by or thinks he

has been pcssessed by the Demcn, put who aiso is £
fighting for control of his cmm organism. And ncw
here, suddeiily, on a move toward tine bed and Rezan
(who, if she is In 8i0T, is unconscious, her race in
shadcw), Xarras' features brieflv con=crt into those
of the demon Pazuzy; but then return to normal again on
& baciXward jer:i Ly narras as:

KARRAS:
Not

The Demon -- in Karras' bodv -- had moved to kill

Regan; but Xarras has won control now long enough to
reach the window, rip the shutters off their hinges and

leap out.
EXT. KARRAS HURTLING OUT WINDCY  NIGHT
ANGLE FROM NEAR REGAN'S BEDROOM DOOR

as Chris, Sharon and Kinderman rush toward us.
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INT. REGAN'S BEDROOI AT DOOR NIGHT

Chris, Sharon and Kinderman burst in, halt.
rushes forwaré toward window.

AT IMERRIN

as Chris rushes to him, kneeis down by him,
with shock.

CHRIS:
Sharon! Come here! Quick,
come == |

AT SHARON AND XINDERIAN

128

Sharon

then reacts

staring down from window. Hands to sides of face,

Sharon is screa:ining.

P.0O.V. AT KARRAS IN SUWREEZT BELOY!.
ANGLE TO INCLUDE CHRIS AND KINDERMAN
as Sharon runs toward door.

CHRIS:
Shar, what is it}

SHA.RON ¢
(running out}
Father Karras!

Chris rises and runs trenkling toward the window.

AT CHRIS 2ND KIWDERIAMN FROM EXTERICR WINDOW

Loo¥ing dovn, Chris freezes atv what she s2es. Then
from behind her, in a smz2ll, wran voice cailing

tearfully:

REGA:
(0.5.)
Mother?
(Chris half turns
her - head)
Mother, what's hapgening?

AT CHRIS AND KINDER:4AUD FRO! INTERIOR ROGCM
as they turn toward Regan.
REGAN

(o.s.)
Oh, please! Please, comie herel
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AT REGAN

The real Regan, weeping in helpless confusion and fear.

REGAN: \
Mother, please! I'm afraid!

ANOTHER ANGLE

as Chris rushes forwaré to Regan, arms outstretched,
and weeping:

CHRIS:
Rags! Oh, my baby, my baby!

She is on the bed and embracing her daughter.

EXT. "HITCiCOCK" STEPS AREA ON "M" STREET NIGHT
AT GATHERIMNG OF PASSIRSBY

at an accident scene. Policeman shepherds them back.
DYER, followed by Sharon, is frantically pushing through
as:

FIRST PASSERBY:
Yihat happened?

SECOIND PASSIR2Y:
Sorte guy fell down the steps.

POLICEMAN:
Come on, now, move it back, folks.
Give him air. Let him breathe.

Dyer has pushed through almost to Policeman.

DYER:
Let me throuc¢n, please! Coming
through! Coring =~ |

P.O.V. AT KARRAS

He lies crumpled and twisted in a pool ¢f blood. Dyer
kneels to him.

AT DYER KARRAS LO% AMNGLE

DYER:
Damien ... Can you talk?

Karras slowlyv and painfullv rezciies out his hand to
Dyer's wrist and grips it, briefly sguecezing. Fighting
back the tears, Dyer leans his nouih close to Karras'
ear.
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260. CONTD

DYLR:
Do you want to rake yocur confession
now, Damien?

Karras squeezZes Dyer's wrist.

DYER:
Are you sorry for all of the sins
of your life and for having
offended almighty God?

A squeeze. And now Dyer leans back and slowly traces
the sign of the cross over Karras, reciting the worcs
of absolution:

DYER:
Ego te absolvo in nerine Patris,
et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti.
Armen.

261. AT DYER

as he again leans over with his mouth close to Karras'
ear.

DYER:
Are you == ?

He halts, slightly turning his head tcward his wrist.
262, CIOSE AT DYER'S WRIST

gripped by Karras. The grip slackens, the hand slowly
opening, then f£alling lin.p.

263, ANCLE AT DYER ZARRAS

Slowly and tenderly, Dyer slips the eyelids down as we
HEAR the VWAILING SIREN of approaching ambulance. Dyeéer

veeps ...
SLOWLY FACE OUT:
FADE IN ~
264. EXT . FULL SHOT PROSPECT STREET FEATURING THE HOUSE DAY

Sharon exits house carrying a suitcase which she places
in trunk of limo parked in front of house.
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INT. MACNEIL HOUSE CHERIS "' BZDROOM DAY

Chris is folding a final item into a suitcase open on
her bed as Karl stands by. She closes lid,

CHRIS:
Okay, Karl, that's all of it.

Sharon enters, something clasped in one hand.

SHARON:
Chris, what abcut those stereo
earphones?

CHRIS:
Storage.

Karl, who has closed up suitcase, exits.

SEARON:
Okay, we're all set then. Dulles
Airport's pretty far, Chris. You'd
best allow an hour.

CHRIS:

Gonna miss you.
SEARON:

Same here, Chris.
CHRIS:

You won't change your ming?
SHARON:

(slight siiake of

head)
People change.
(she unclasps hand,
disclosing Xarras'
medal arnid chain
which she holds up
to Chris)
Here, I found this in her rcom.
It belonged to Father Karras.

Chris, after a pause, takes it from her.

SHARON:
(again glarcing at
watch)
You'd better hurry.
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INT. SECOND FLOOR HALL  MACNEIL HOUSE DAY
Chris is coming toward Regan's bedroom.

CHRIS:
(calling)
Hey, Rags, how ya comin’?

INT. REGAN'S BEDROOM

Looking a little wan and caunt, dark sacs beneath her
eyes, Regan stands by her bed, holding two stuffed
animals in her grip as she stares down with indecisxon
and a child's discontent at an over-packed, open
suitcase.

CHRIS:
How ya comin', hon? ‘e're late.
REGAN:
There's just not enough roem in
this thing!
CHRIS:-

Well, ya can't take it all, now,
sweetheart. Just leave it and
Willie'll bring it later on. Come
on, babe, we've got to hurry or
we're going to miss the plane.

DOORCHI{E SOUND

REGAMN:
(milély pouting)
Oh, okay.
CHRIS:
Atta' girl.

Chris exits SCENE, heading for stairs. 2Regan sighs
with resignation, looking down at the animals.

INT./EXT. FRONT COOR AREA MACNEIL HOUSE DAY

Chris is opering door, disclosing Dyer in cassock and
Roman collar saying gocébve to Sharon, latter going to

limo at curb and getting in as Chris steps outside and:

CHRIS:
Oh, hi, Father.
DYTER:
Ei, Chris. Just came by to say

'so long.'

(CONTINUED)



258, CONTD

~A§9

133

CHRIS:
I was just about to call. We're
just leaving.

DYER:
Going to miss you.

CHRIS:
Me too.

DYER:

How's the girl?

CHRIS:
Oh, she's great, really great.

Karl passes between them with two suitcases heading for
Chris' car which is parked in front of house. Dyer
a little glumly.

DYER:
I'm glad.

CHRIS:
She still can't remember.

DYER:
Well, that's good.

CHRIS:
Funny. He never even knew her.

Dyer looks up, and then so does Chris, their gazes

meeting.

DYER:
What do you 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.

DYER:
But if all of the evil in the world
makes you think that there might be
a Devil =-- then how do you account
for all of the good?

Then into SCENE comes Regan, dressed to go.

(CONTINUTD)

ncds

Chris* reaction reveals that this is a telling point.
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CoNTD (1)

REGAN:

Okay, I finished.
CHRIS:

Honey, this is Father Dyer.
REGAN:

Hi, Father.
DYER:

Hi.
(tousles ner hair)
All set to go.

Regan has begun to stare oddly up at Dyer's Roman
collar, some tlgging rememkrance in her eyes. Will:e
passes them with Regzn's luggage, which she takes to
car to load in trunk.

KARL:
Ready, Mizzes?

CHRIS:
Okay, Karl.
(taking Dyer's hznd)
Bye, Father. I'll call you
from L.A.

DYER:
Goodbye, Chris.

Suddenly, irpulsively, in a quick and unevpected move,
Regan reaches up *o Dyer, pulls his hezd écun and kisses
his cheek; a guick sirack. Then, looking puzzled herself
at what she has done: =

REGAN:
Goodbye.

DYER:
Goodbye, dear.

Chris rememibers the mecdal still in her hand. She offers
it to him.

CHRIS:
Oh, I forgot. EHere.

Dyer, who instantly recognizes the medal, stares at it
a mcrient. Then:

(CONTIRUED)
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DYER:
Why don't you keep it?

A beat. Dyer sees that Chris' eyes are clouding with
tears.

DYER:
It's all right, Chris. For him,
it's the beginning.

Chris holds his gaze, then nods.

CHRIS:
C'mcn, Rags. Gotta hurry.

-

As Chris and Regan leave FRARME, CAMERA STAYS ON DYZIR,
turning to wvatch them. Then:

CPRIS:
(o.s., calling)
Bye, Father!
269. P.0.V. AT CAR PULLIMG AVAY
and moving guicikly dowmn Prospect Street.

270. AT DYER WATCHING

Willie goes back inside house. 0.S. SOUND OF SQUEAL
OF CAR BRAKES,

271. P.O.V. AT SQUAD CaR
Kinderman is emerging, hurrying toward Dyer.

KINDEIRIIAN:
I came to say goodbye.

DYER:
You just missed them.

Kinderman stops. A beat. Then:

KINDERMAN:
How's the girl?

DYER:
She seemed fine.

KINDERMAN ¢
Ah, that's gocd. Very cocd. Well,
that’s all that's ixportant. Back
to busimess. Back to work. Bye
nov, Father.
(CONTINUED)
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271. CONTD
o He turns and takes a step toward the sguad car, then

[ "]
( stops and turns back to stare speculatively at Dyer.
KINDERI{AN:
You go to films, Father Dyer?
DYER:
~ Sure.
KINDERMAI!I:

I get passes,

(hesitates for

a mornent)
In fact, I've got a pass for the
'Crest' tomorrow night., You'd like
to go?

DYER:
What's playing?

KINDERMAN:
'Wuthering Heights.'

DYER:
Who's in it?

KINDERMAN:
Heathcliffe, Jackie Gleason, and
in the role Catherine Ernshaw,
Lucille Ball.

DYER:
(expressionless)
I've seen it,

Kinderman stares limply for a moment, then looks away.

KINDERIAN:
(murmuring)
Another one.

Then Kinderman steps up to the sidewalk, hooks an arm
through Dyer's and slcoi/ly starts walking him down the
street. CAMERA TRACKING FROWT.

KINDERMAN:

(fondly)
I'm reminded of a line in the
film Caszblarca. At the erd
Humphrey 3o¢/art says to Claude
Rains, 'Louie =~ I think thiis is
the beginning of a beazutiful
friendship.'
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272. FIXED REAR SHOT
As Kinderman and Dyer walk away from us.

DYER:
You know, you ‘loock a little bit
like Bogart.

KINDERMAN
You noticed.

TO BLACK
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