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FADE | N:
EXT. MAYFI ELD KANSAS - NI GAT (JULY 1941)

CHURCH TONER P.O. V.: the glow of streetlanps outlines the
trees and rooftops of the silent town.

A dog lies across a sidewal k, barely breathing. On front
porches, old people slunp in wi cker chairs, or sprawl on the
floor as if dropped in their tracks.

In the distance, a stormbrews. G een lightning silhouettes
the wall of grain silos at the edge of town. Horn-shaped
streamers arc high into the sky fromthe shifting gl ow

A FAR- OFF SI REN ECHCES t hrough the streets. It clinbs the
scale to a high pitch, descends, and clinbs again.

EXT. MAYFIELD KS RESIDENCE - SECOND FLOOR - NI GHT
Venetian blinds open a crack. Anxious eyes peer out.

I NT. RESI DENCE SECOND FLOOR - BEDROOM

A rosy-faced girl with golden blonde hair turns fromthe
wi ndow. PATSY BLAUTER, 15, creeps to the door and slips out.

I NT. RESIDENCE - SECOND FLOOR LANDI NG STAI RS
Pat sy stands at the top of the steps, |ooking down.

CANNED LAUGHTER RI PPLES from downstairs. A Bl G CONSOLE RADI O
CRACKLES W TH STATI C. It’s a 1941 radi o show.

Pat sy yawns. She grips the bal ustrade for bal ance.

THE RADI O SHOW DI SSOLVES | N WHI TE NO SE, which dwindles to
an OSCl LLATI NG DRONE broken i nto norse-code-li ke beats.

Pat sy rubs her eyes with the heel of one hand.

Descendi ng the stairs, she watches her brown-and-white saddle
shoes I and on each next step, as if froma distance.

At the bottom she noves doorway to doorway, checking into...



I NT. HALLWAY/ PARLOR

ON PARLOR: Patsy's parents, HARLEY and ORPHA, (both in their
| ate 30s), are sacked out in an easy chair and on the fl oor.

Harl ey wears junpers and has grizzled gray hair. O pha has
on a well-worn dressing gown.

A Bl G CONSOLE RADI O DRONES OFF AND ON, vacuum tubes shi ni ng
fromthe open back onto the wall behind.

Pat sy | eans agai nst the door frame. She |ooks |Iike she's
about to fall asleep. A Voice cones fromthe kitchen:

ARTIA (OS.)
Hurry! O you won't be able to
recall a thing.

Pat sy shivers and crosses the hallway to...
I NT. KI TCHEN

A red-haired girl, maybe ten years old, sits at the table
bet ween the kitchen sink and icebox.

ARTI A TOTALI A wears a purple velvet gown patterned with red
stars, and a ruby tiara. Hands folded in front of her, she
sits primy upright as if balancing a book on her head.

Pat sy's shoul ders sag. She | ooks ready to drop.

ARTI A (CONT.)
Hurry up, Patsy! | saw you put it
at the back of the breadbox. Hurry,
or you'll becone |ike one of them

PATSY
Maybe it's best not to be aware.

ARTI A
If you're not aware, you won't
know when he conmes to town.

PATSY
When he who cones to what town?



ARTI A
The one who' |l stop bad things from
happeni ng, and nmake everyone in
Mayfield happy to be alive again.

Patsy lurches to a breadbox on the cabinet. She opens it and
fetches out a small tin-foil wapped packet.

Peeling back the foil reveals a wallet-sized brownie.

ARTIA (OS.)
Be sure to eat the right anount.

PATSY
Sure sure.

Pat sy breaks off maybe a third of the brownie, puts it in her
nout h and chews. She wraps up what's left and puts it away.

PATSY (CONT.)
There. Happy?

But the kitchen is enpty. Artia has left the building.

EXT. MAYFIELD KS RAILYARDS - TRAIN - DAY ( SUNNY)
A SUPER CHI EF STREAMLI NER pulls into the depot.

A PORTER pl aces steps on the platformand hel ps down a MAN in
Panama hat and boat shoes, carrying a valise.

ROYAL PRYCE, 25, appears well-fed and confortable in a pin-
stripe suit with wai stcoat and watch fob. He has fair auburn
hair and a steady, confident manner.

The Porter hauls down a big travelling trunk.

ROYAL
Take it into the station, mnmy good
fell ow

Royal is intercepted by a man in business suit and fedora:
HOLLI STER ("HOKE') ABSHI RE. Royal exchanges tentative
handshakes with the dried-out-I|ooking church Deacon.



HOKE
' m Deacon Abshire of Calvary
Baptist. You the new M nister?

ROYAL
Doctor of Divinity Royal Pryce.

HOKE
Doctor. | trust you understand.
Qurs is not a wealthy congregation
such as in your big Eastern cities.

ROYAL
| came on a call, not for wealth.

The Deacon eyes Royal skeptically as they continue inside.

EXT. TRAINYARD - FREI GHT TRAIN (MOVING - DAY ( SAME)

A stick figure of a man chucks a bundle from an open boxcar,
then junps off.

| GNACE PRYCE 23, is thin to emaciation. H's skin is chalk
pale. H's hair -- deep red, coarse. He wears workmen's
dungarees and an ol d slouch hat.

I gnace fixes the bundle to a staff, sets the staff on his
shoul der, and starts across the tracks. Hi s gait is shaky,
like that of an alkie suffering fromthe jimjans.

RAI LROAD BULL
Hey you! Get over here!

A RAI LROAD BULL'S WHI STLE SHRILLS. |Ignace takes off running.

EXT/ I NT. STREET - SEDAN PARSONAGE - DAY

A bl ack Packard Cl ub Sedan stops in front of a shabby two-
story Vic. Behind the wheel, Hoke turns to Royal .

HOKE
I"mafraid the Parsonage is a bit
of a fixer-upper.



Beyond a saggi ng pi cket fence, weeds choke the front yard.
The Vic itself is shuttered, gray, in need of paint.

HOKE ( CONT. )
Can you do carpentry, Doctor Pryce?

ROYAL
Certainly. Wuld | receive
assi stance in the endeavor?

HOKE
That remains to be seen. Your
predecessors didn't stay |ong
enough to address the issue.
EXT. MAIN STREET - PHARMACY/ FOUNTAI N - DAY
I gnace tranples in. The COUNTER G RL stares.

| GNACE
Do you have a pay tel ephone?

She points to a stall under a Bell Tel ephone sign in back.

Behi nd a counter, the PHARMACI ST -- white tunic, Brylcreened
hair -- watches with a wary eye as Ignace enters the...

I NT. PHONE BOOTH

| gnace searches through the phone book under the coin-op box.
I NSERT - PHONE BOOK

" CALVARY BAPTI ST CHURCH 28 AVENUE C/ MAYFI ELD. . ."

BACK TO SCENE -

I gnace exits the booth. Tipping his hat, he hurries on.

EXT/I NT. AVENUE C - CALVARY BAPTI ST CHURCH - SEDAN - DAY

The Packard stops in front of a big stucco Meeting Hall Iit
by peaked stained glass wi ndows. The hall fornms the | eg of
an "L" with the redbrick Sunday School building behind it.



A brick planter displays raised brass script to the street:
" CALVARY BAPTI ST OLD TESTAMENT CHURCH. "

HOKE
You see, Doctor, up until '"Thirty
Ni ne, we had ol d Preacher Carnody.

Wth each (beat) Hoke takes a breath and seens to search for
what he's going to say next. Sonehow, he always finds it...:

HOKE ( CONT. )
Wth us for nigh unto half a
century. Started off strong, to
hear ny Father tell it --
(beat)
-- but ended up marking tinme, doing
t he sanme sernons again and again.
(beat)
We spoke to him And he'd change a
sentence here, a paragraph there --
(beat)
-- but not the substance. He was
like a college professor doing the
same | ectures year after year.

(beat)
But we never graduate Fromthe

school of life, now do we? So his
nmessage becane tiresone. And
the tithes dried up.

(beat)
W have around four hundred
menbers. You may see half that many
on Easter Sunday.

(beat)
And if half themtithed the Bible
ratio, you wouldn't have to fix up
t he Parsonage all by your | onesone.

ROYAL
Should | stay here until | get
t he Parsonage repaired?

HOKE
Ch no. | can put you up for now.



EXT. AVENUE C - CALVARY BAPTI ST CHURCH - DAY

The Sedan turns the corner. 1Ignace energes froma side
street, crosses to the terraced front pavilion of the church
and tries the cross-bar door latch. 1t's |ocked.

I gnace retreats down the steps and follows a narrow si dewal k
around the Meeting Hall to...

EXT/ I NT. SUNDAY SCHOCOL BUI LDI NG - REAR

The screen of one | ow bul khead wi ndow has a tattered edge.
I gnace reaches behind, undoes the hook |atch, raises the
wi ndow, tosses in his bundle, and follows it to the floor.
| NT. DEACON ABSHI RE' S HOUSE - GUEST ROOM - SUNSET

A KNOCK AT THE DOOR. Royal |ooks up from fol ded hands.

MRS. ABSHI RE (OS)
Doctor Pryce? Supper's ready.

ROYAL
Thank you. 1'Il be down directly.
I NT. CALVARY BAPTI ST CHURCH - CELLAR - STORAGE ROOM - SUNSET

I gnace sits Indian-style against the wall. A handkerchi ef,
spread on his lap, serves as a table. He bows his head.

| GNACE
For what's on the plate that we'll
shit out again tonorrow --

Pi cking inside an open tin with an unfol ded pocket knife, he
extracts a dripping vienna sausage and wolfs it down.

I NT. DEACON ABSHI RE' S HOUSE - DI NI NG ROOM - EARLY EVEN NG

The chil dl ess Abshires sit opposite each other.



Deacon Hoke, absent his fedora, has a bald head. MRS.
ABSH RE is a wistful blue-eyed bl onde gone to fat.

On the side between them Royal wi nds up his prayer

ROYAL
In Christ Jesus' Nane anen.

Hoke spoons out green beans and passes the dish to Royal.

HOKE
Thi nk we oughta junp fromthe
frying pan to the fire of this
Eur opean War, Reverend?

ROYAL
I think we better stay out if we
know what’ s good for us.

HOKE
Yes. | can't see us fighting on
t he same side as Red Communi sts.

ROYAL
At least Hitler lets the churches
stay open.

HOKE

Exactly. There's hope for the
Germans, given tinme.

A slightly wilted smle flickers across Ms. Abshire's face.

I NT. CHURCH - SUNDAY SCHOOL BUI LDI NG - STORAGE ROOM - NI GHT

A skeleton glows in the dark. Startled, lIgnace retreats. He

peeks around the doorfrane.

A Christmas créche, witch gowns, Peter Rabbit costunes,

angel

garb, and ceram c Jack-O -Lanterns energe fromthe shadows.

| GNACE
Li ving proof Christians is bigger
heat hens than t he heat hens.



I NT. PANTRY

By noonlight through the high w ndow, |gnace fetches down a
box of crackers and a jug of grape juice fromthe cabinet.

| GNACE
The store-bought Bread and Bl ood.

I NT. MEETI NG HALL

I gnace stands at the podium He flicks on the reading |anp
and finds a passage in the huge Bible open on the |ectern.

| GNACE
"Take thine only son |Isaac, whom
thou | ovest, and go to the Land of
Moriah, there to offer himup as a
burnt offering on one of the
nmountains that | shall show unto
thee.” And this is the contenptible
horseshit of the Lord.

INT. BELL TOWNER - ANTEROOM STAI RS/ BELL CHAMBER

I gnace clinbs into a chi mey space hung with ropes. Rungs
| ead up one wall. He takes hold and continues up into..

I NT. BELFRY

An open cupol a hung with cocked brass bells. He peers out
t he nearest arched opening.

ON TOMNN: rooftops, backlit by yard and street lights, march
away toward the wall of grain elevators at the edge of town.

| GNACE
Brot her, how could you exile
yoursel f to such a squalid
junction? As punishnent for what,
and why?

I NT/ EXT. DEACON ABSHI RE' S HOUSE - GUEST ROOM - NI GHT

Royal sits on the edge of his bed, reading fromthe Bible.



10.

From bel ow cones the sound of

GABRI EL HEATER (V. O, RADI O
Presi dent Roosevelt won re-election
prom sing to keep Anmerica out of
the War. But with the fall of
France and the approaching col | apse
of Sovi et Russia, our nation mnust
soon decide if it shall -- indeed,
if it should -- enter a conflict in
whi ch victory may no | onger be
possible. This is Gabriel Heater on
t he Bl ue Network. Good ni ght!

ORCHESTRAL MUSI C COMMENCES.

Royal shuts his Bible, renoves his glasses and nassages the
bridge of his nose with thunb and forefinger.

He pulls the lanp chain. Qutside lights make the darkness
only partial.

| NT. DEACON ABSHI RE' S HOUSE - GUEST ROOM - NI GHT (LATER)
Royal stirs. After a nonment, he sits up in bed.

THE RADI O, STILL PLAYI NG BELOWN SURGES AND FADES severa
times before being replaced by a TELEGRAPH C PULSI NG HUM

Green wi sps dance on the walls, reflections of lights in the
wi ndows. I n pajanmas, Royal goes to | ook out.

ON STREET: strobing floodlights m ght generate the manic
shadowpl ay he sees below -- if those lights were green.

Royal closes the blinds and flicks on an end table lanp. He
junps into his trousers w thout renoving his paj anas.

I NT. DEACON ABSHI RE'S HOUSE - PARLOR - NI GHT (LATER)

THE CONSOLE RADI O HUMS OFF AND ON. DOT DASH DOT DOT DASH

In an easy chair: the Deacon sprawls, out cold, a newspaper
across his lap. Hs wife founders on the sofa, stil
clutching an enbroidery ring and threaded needl e.
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Royal steps into the hall doorway from upstairs.

ROYAL ( CONT.)
Deacon and M zzi z Abshire? Deacon?
Pl ease, sir. Wake up

Royal steps close enough to push Hoke with a forefinger. The
Deacon does not stir. Royal turns away.

I NT. KITCHEN

THE CRANK OF THE OLD- FASH ONED PHONE RATTLES AND CLI NKS as
Royal spins it. He speaks into the nouthpiece on the wall.

ROYAL
Hel | 0? Operator? Operator?

FROM EARPHONE: DOT DOT DASH DOT DOT DASH DASH DOT DOT.
Royal turns to face the flashing w ndow.
EXT. DEACON ABSHI RE' S HOUSE - FRONT YARD/ STREET - NI GHT

Royal rushes out. The nearby grain elevators resenble a dam
hol di ng back a churning mass of bright sea-green water.

FAR- OFF SI RENS WAI L.

CLCSER AT HAND: huge chunks have been bitten out of
t he scene, |eaving behind yawni ng bl ack dept hs.

The effect is |like that of a dioram c painting on which bl ack
i nk has been hurled in random Rorschach-1ike bursts.

A shard of house hangs over an open pit. A piece of car
stands by itself in the driveway, sonmehow not falling over.

Trees sprout, in md-air, fromnothing at all. The
roof and corner posts of a house enclose perfect darkness.

The gaps are fractal and shaped |like the outlines of clouds.
The smallest is perhaps ten feet across. The | argest extends
across the sky, opposite the glow behind the grain el evators.

Royal retreats back into the Abshire's undanaged house.
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I NT. CHURCH - SUNDAY SCHOOL BUI LDI NG - N GHT
On tiptoe, Ignace peers out the high bul khead w ndow.

| GNACE
VWhat the pluperfect hell -?

EXT. CHURCH - STREET - N GHT

I gnace conmes around the building to face the green aura
backlighting the grain elevators. The ink-splotch cut-outs
whi ch drove Royal off the street are no | onger visible.

| GNACE
Don't that beat Billy Ned!

I gnace rushes to the intersection. Nearby, a Mddel T fights
atree: bulling forward, falling back, and pushing on again.

He rushes over to find a DRI VER sl unped behi nd the wheel .

| gnace yanks open the door to haul the Driver out. The man
is too heavy for him and falls into the street.

I gnace clinbs behind the wheel. He pops the clutch into
park. The Model T settles back on its suspension.

He junps out and nudges the man with the toe of his shoe.

| GNACE (CONT.)
See what drinking does for you?

I gnace flops the man over, and leans in, sniffing the air.
He feels the man's neck then stands back, scowing in
perpl exity.

| gnace heads for the nearest house with |ights on.
EXT/ I NT. HOUSE - ENCLOSED PORCH - NI GHT ( MOVENTS LATER)
| gnace RATTLES THE OUTER SCREEN DOOR.

| GNACE
Hey, people! There's a man needi ng
nmedi cal attention out here.
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ON DOOR GLASS: A WOVAN I N A NI GATGOMWN curls up on the fl oor
of the outer vestibule, as if taking a long winter's nap.

| GNACE (CONT.)
VWhat in blue tarnation is wong
wi th you peopl e?

EXT/ I NT. STREET/ CAR
I gnace drags the Driver out of the gutter.

| GNACE
If you can hear ne, buddy, ']
return your ve-hicle when I find
out what's going on in this crazy-
ass town.

I gnace clinbs behind the wheel and backs into the street.

EXT/I NT. H GAWAY/ GRAI N ELEVATORS - CAR - N GHT

The hi ghway out of town nmakes an end run around the silos.
The Model T shudders as Ignace shifts into third.

The wall of grain elevators cartwheels by, revealing a w de
ravine further on, illumnated from bel ow by a string of
green lights. Here, the highway turns away.

He pulls the car off the road, kills the headl anps and
engi ne, and exits the vehicle.

I gnace wriggles through the barb wire fence by the roadside,
then sets out for the big shout of light fromthe ravine.
I NT. DEACON ABSHI RE' S HOUSE - PARLOR - NI GHT

ON DEACON ABSHI RE. Water drops fleck his face. Bubbles form
and burst in the corner of his nouth. But he does not stir.

ROYAL starts to fling the full glass of water but hesitates.

ROYAL
Deacon Abshire? Pl ease, sir!
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Royal yawns. He sets the glass aside and stunbles to the...
I NT. STAI RWAY

Royal sinks to his knees. Head nodding, he shuts his eyes.

EXT. FAR SIDE OF GRAIN ELEVATORS - FIELD - N GHT

I gnace is close enough to see the angled seamin the earth
where enerald |ight blazes |ike green magna.

THE SI RENS START UP AGAIN. Louder than before, up and down
the rollercoaster of sound. Balls of green flane shoot from
underground to formarcs in the sky before fading.

I gnace hugs the ground. He clenches his eyes shut and begins
breathing with slow regularity. He's asleep

| NT. DEACON ABSH RE' S HOUSE - BEDROOM - SUNRI SE

Royal sits upright. He rushes out, in his pajanas.

I NT. PARLOR - SUNRI SE

No one is there.

ROYAL
Deacon Abshire? Hell o?

HOKE (OS, UPSTAI RS)
We're up. Be down directly.

Royal frantically scratches the back of his head.

EXT. QUTSI DE MAYFI ELD KS - MEADOW - SUNRI SE

I gnace finds his hat and wedges it on his head, then pushes
hinself to his feet. He |ooks to the highway.

A truck lunbers past the spot where the Mbdel A was parked,
t he night before. 1t’s now gone.

Frowni ng, Ignace sets out toward the di mravine.
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I NT. DEACON ABSHI RE' S HOUSE - DI NI NG ROOM - DAY

Hoke di shes up sonme grits, and passes the bow

ROYAL
| heard a commoti on outside | ast
ni ght.

HOKE
Commoti on? What sort of commotion?

ROYAL
Sirens. And | saw searchlights in
t he sky behind the grain el evators.

HOKE
Sure you weren't dream ng, after
all our tal k about Europe?

ROYAL
If so, | dreaned I cane down and
couldn't wake up either of you two.

HOKE
I woul da woke up. I"ma I|ight
sl eeper. Hopefully nmy wife's
cooking is gonna agree with you,
preacher. That dream cane entirely
from indi gestion.

EXT. QUTSI DE MAYFI ELD KS - RAVI NE - DAY

to Royal .

I gnace nmakes his way to the bottom of the ravine.

The shal l ow side, toward town, is easily accessible. The

steep side,

over hangs i n places.

now facing him ends in a cliff face that

A seam of green porcelain wends along the bottom of the

ravi ne.

Here and there,

gaps open in the green fissure.

I gnace follows the ceramc vein to where it termnates, in an

hol e six feet across,

under the jutting rock face.



16.

ON CAVE: Enerald wi sps play on the slick jade-green surface
inside. There's a hint of brighter radiance further on.

He creeps to the cave nmouth. In the distance, he hears a DULL
CRASH and A MUFFLED MECHANI CAL STUTTERI NG "EH EH EH"

EXT/I NT. MAIN STREET - SEDAN - DAY

Deacon Abshire steers his '38 Studebaker onto the street by
the grain elevators. Royal, in suit and tie, rides shotgun.

HOKE
You one of them guys who see
t hi ngs? Li ke a nonk, or a nystic?
(beat)
Do you think Scripture ended wth
Revel ati ons or can you get an
update on it every once in a while?

ROYAL
What | saw | ast ni ght had nothing
to do with Scripture.

EXT. QUTSI DE MAYFI ELD KS - CAVE/ TUNNEL - DAY

The green radiance is reflected in swimmng spots on the
wal |'s, froma point around the bend.

I gnace creeps on. The ceiling above soars out of sight.

BOOM NG CONCUSSI ONS, |ike freight cars bunping together,
mar ch down the tunnel.

A commotion in the air sends lIgnace's hat spinning away
overhead. An unseen force grabs him He claws at the slick
porcelain wall as that force lifts himbodily off the floor

I gnace shouts in terror as he drops... UPWARD. ..

I NT/ EXT. CALVARY BAPTI ST CHURCH - OFFI CES - CAR - DAY

Hoke's Studebaker stops at the side of the Meeting Hall.
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HOKE
Go on in. The Church Secretary is
al ways around this tinme of norning.

I NT. CHURCH OFFI CES

Royal ventures into a waiting roomfurnished with a couch,
sonme padded chairs, and a desk where sits ..

POLLY GREENE: a bl ack-haired, blue-eyed 30-sonethi ng spinster
wth a spray of freckles across her oversize bent nose.

POLLY
Aren't you the early bird! I'm
church secretary Polly G eene.
You nust be Reverend Pryce.

Polly stands. She wears a floral print dress whose tight
belt accentuates a figure too voluptuous for a spinster.

POLLY (CONT.)
Al ow nme to show you your office.

She | eads through a back vestibule to...
| NT. PREACHER S OFFI CE

Step down onto a spotless white carpet and there's a desk
Wi th an open Bible on top.

The end of the roomoffers a one-way view into the Meeting
Hall. On an adjacent wall: a bronze crucifix big as a sword.
Qpposite: a bas-relief of the Last Supper.

ROYAL
It's quite -- ornate.

POLLY
That's what the | ast pastor said.
He | asted two nont hs.

ROYAL
What was hi s probl enf?
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POLLY
I think it was nerves. But can you
i magi ne?! Little old Kansas scaring
of f a supposed Man of God?

ROYAL
He found you fol ks spooky, eh?

POLLY
You can find nme at ny desk. If the
phone rings three tinmes wthout ne
pi cking up -- you cone answer it.

ROYAL
Say, before you go. What was that
fireworks display out North of town
| ast ni ght?

Polly studies him a bright cold smle on her face.

POLLY
I nmust have slept through it. W
Kansas folk do retire early.

I NT. UNDERGROUND - CREVASSE - DAY/ NI GHT/ LI MBO TI ME

I gnace crawl s over a runpled yellow surface |i ke beaten gol d.
The blue ceiling reflects the floor, tinting his skin green.

AHEAD:. t he uneven plane he's snaking across narrows as the
roof bows down cl oser on both sides. The incline steepens.

He slips forward and tries to scoot back, hands thrashing,
but he's gone too far. He slides faster and faster..

I NT. UNDERGROUND - CHUTE
I gnace bursts to the end of a narrow conduit.

A translucent filmforns a tube around him He pushes at the
gl assy surface. H's nouth yawns in a soundl ess scream

The tube, with Ignace inside, flies off into the darkness.
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I NT. CALVARY CHURCH - PASTOR S OFFI CE - DAY

At his desk, Royal reads fromthe Bible and sketches the
t hree di mensions of a cube on a yell ow pad.

VA CES cone from outsi de.

HARLEY (O S.)
Is the new boss in?

POLLY (O S.)
What is that, Harley?

HARLEY (O S.)
| found it in a store room

POLLY (O S.)
He's here. Go introduce yourself.

The door to the reception roomopens. A man with a seaned
conpl exion dark as an Indian's enters with Ignace's bundle

under one arm W' ve seen himbefore. |It’s Harley Blauter.
HARLEY
Excuse nme, Reverend. |'m Harl ey

Bl aut er, church cust odi an.

ROYAL
Doctor Royal Pryce.

Harl ey grasps Royal's extended hand and quickly lets go.

HARLEY
Brot her Pryce. Say, | was making
my rounds and | found this.

Harl ey holds up the bundle. Seeing it, Royal bl anches.

ROYAL
You found it in here or outside?

HARLEY
In a cellar storage room They al so
got into the juice and crackers.
You know, for the Lord's Supper.
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ROYAL
Any idea how they broke in?

HARLEY
Through a cellar window. 1'1]I
secure all the w ndows from now on.

ROYAL
That woul d seem advi sabl e.

Harl ey bows out. Royal opens the bundle on his desk.

In the unknotted kerchief: a can and bottle opener, a couple
of tins of vienna sausage, a bar of soap, and a wash cl oth.

ROYAL
| gnace, lIgnace. WIIl | never see
t he end of you?

I NT.  UNDERGROUND - RECEPTI ON CHAMBER - LI MBO TI ME

The tube carrying Ignace pops into a hole in a wall that’s
covered with a grid of simlar holes.

A steel TABLE WHOOSHES out, under Ignace's head. The tube
extends, depositing himwhole on the supporting gurney.

I gnace flops free as the clear shell w thdraws around him

Artia stands beside the gurney, dressed as before, with her
hands folded primy on her tumy.

ARTI A
Do you need help getting down?

| GNACE
VWhere the tattooed blue hell aml|?

A tread-driven contraption trundles up. It extends forklike
arnms, sandwi ching the table, and lowers it to the floor.

I gnace crouches, staring. @G ass panels array the walls on
either side. At the far end stands a door.
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ARTI A
I"'mArtia Totalia. And you're
| gnace Pryce.

| GNACE
| need to get back upstairs.

ARTI A
Kansas isn't upstairs anynore. In
fact, it's now on the other side
of the world. Let ne show you.

I NT. UNDERGROUND - CONTROL ROOM

Artia | eads I gnace onto a nezzani ne above a cavernous room
dom nated by a horseshoe-shaped conference table.

She descends the terrace steps. Floats down actually. She
shows none of the lurching gait of soneone going down stairs.

ARTI A (CONT.)
I know everyone in Mayfield Kansas.
But none of them have proven to be
of much use to ne. That’s why |I'm
hoping to be able to use you and
your brother you to fix this --

Wth a sweep of the hand, she lays out a virtual screen on
the table top, and punches nunbers onto the keyboard beneat h.

The surroundi ng two- hundred-seventy degrees of wall lights up
in a blinding full-color diorama of

EXT. BATTLEFI ELD - UKRAI Nl AN COUNTRYSI DE - DAY ( MOXS)

Waves of soldiers in their thousands tranple over a field of
standing wheat. In turn, they' re nowed down in rows by
swast i ka- enbl azoned tanks, firing nmachi negun and cannon.

I NT. UNDERGROUND - CONTROL ROOM
I gnace dives to the floor and shields hinself with his hands.

ARTI A
Don't worry. You're in no danger.
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She extends her hand. Ignace tries to take it but his own
hand passes right through. He draws back in terror.

| GNACE
Are you a ghost -7

ARTI A
"' ma hol ographic projection.

She gestures magically. The diorama above tw sts around
itself. lgnace is yanked up, out of the franme again.

EXT. "BUSY BEE CAFE’ - SIDEWALK/ STREET - SEDAN - NOON

Hoke swaggers out, toothpick in his nmouth and thunbs hooked
in his belt. He eyes the street with satisfaction. Polly
joins him The two step to the curb.

HOKE
VWhere's Reverend Sunshi ne?

POLLY
Fi ni shing his dessert.

HOKE
What did Harley bring for himto
| ook at, this norning?

POLLY
Somet hi ng wrapped in a bundle. Wen
Pryce saw it, he | ooked |Iike he was
ready to pass out.

HOKE
Maybe it was a dead foundling.

Royal energes. Hoke continues w thout dropping a stitch:

HOKE ( CONT.)
No sir. Can't beat the tranquility
of a small M dWstern town. But
even in this corner of Paradise we
have to endure the daily grind.
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ROYAL
Deacon Abshire, 1'd i ke to spend
the rest of the day working to
restore the parsonage.

HOKE
Well. Have you got any tools?

ROYAL
Those woul d have to be provi ded.

HOKE

I don't care nuch for the "have
to be provided" part of that.

(beat)
Tell you what. You can acquire what
you need at ny store. Put it on the
Cal vary Church account and pay it
back in installnments. How s that?

Pol |y exchanges an amused gl ance with Hoke as Royal opens the
car door for her.
EXT/ I NT. STREET - SEDAN PARSONAGE - DAY

From t he Studebaker's trunk, Royal fetches a carpenter's belt
fitted with tools, plus a work tray. He slans the trunk.

HOKE
Now you can build a regular old
hotel for yourself!

Laughing at his own joke, Hoke drives away.
EXT/ I NT. THE PARSONAGE
THE FRONT DOOR.

Royal drapes the belt on his shoulder and fits a skel eton key
to the | ock. The door opens on..

THE FRONT HALLWAY.

Crisscrossed by dusty nouse trails. He goes on, checking...
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THE LI VI NG ROOM

Furni ture hidden under dropcloths. Wndow blinds festooned
with tattered spi derwebs. Royal continues upstairs to..

THE SECOND FLOOR LANDI NG

The first door at hand opens on a roomnarrowed to an aisle
by stacked crates. He tries the next door. It does not open.

He rel eases the knob latch with the skel eton key, and turns
t he door wi de upon...

THE BEDROOM
A chapel whose stained glass w ndow, opposite, illum nates:

A table set up as an altar, with an open Bible on it, a bas-
relief crucifix on the wall, wash pan on the floor, and a
bunk bed set against the wall across fromthe crucifix.

Royal sits on the bed, pokes up dust fromthe cover and rubs
it between his fingers with a kind of happy astoni shnent.

EXT. UKRAI Nl AN COUNTRYSI DE - WHEAT FI ELD - DAY

I gnace and Artia stand on a field of beaten-down wheat,
wat chi ng Russian soldiers fall, not a quarter mle away.

An 88 shell spins by, onits flat trajectory. Ignace ducks
and stays down. Artia smles with shy serenity at him

ARTI A
We can watch the nost awful things
with conplete inpunity.

| GNACE
Maybe you can. | ain't no hol o-
whatt ayacal lit.

ARTI A
Pick up a stalk of wheat. |I'm
serious. Fetch a stal k of wheat.

I gnace grasps a flattened sheaf. It doesn't nove.
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ARTI A (CONT.)
We're in an avoi dance bubbl e
provi ded by what’s called an
"elusion field device." Nothing can
touch you unless you let it, so as
to have an effect on this side.

He tries to dig his fingers in. He can't budge the stalks.

ARTI A (CONT.)
"And why would | want to have
an effect here?" you ask.

Nazi tanks bull forward, scattering a few surviving Russians.

CGermans rise fromconceal nent and follow the tanks, putting
down the wounded with bayonets and rifle shots.

| GNACE
Let's get the hell out of here.

The German tanks |oom | arger and larger. They're subnerged
in the shadow of the nearest one.

ARTI A
W want to change things in this
time and place so they're different
ina future tine and place. And 1'd
like an answer. WIIl you join us in
changing history for the better?

| GNACE
Yes! Please! This is bad for nmy --
I NT. UNDERGROUND - CONTROL ROOM - DAY

| GNACE  ( CONT. )
-- nerves --

Ignace falls out of the diorama, in slo-np, to a platformin
front of the conference table.

Artia floats down after him
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ARTI A
You should see what we had to put
up with. Unstoppabl e pl agues.
Atom c wars. Reciprocal genocide.
But we've made things better, a
little at a tine.

| GNACE
“Made things better” -- for who?

ARTI A
For people where | conme from
silly. In the Twenty-second
Century.

ABSHI RES' HOUSE - FRONT PORCH - SUNSET

Royal scales the stoop and arrives at the front door out of

br eat h.

He raps, a little too quietly, at the screen.

The interior door is open. Voices cone from deeper inside:

MRS. ABSH RE (O S.)
You shoul dn't specul ate about a
matter as serious as that.

HOKE (O S.)
What el se wapped in a bundle would
make himtoo nervous to tal k?

MRS. ABSH RE (O S.)
Doesn't make sense. If Harley found
a dead child, he'd let us know.

HOKE (O S.)
Harl ey's a poor man. Ten doll ars
and he'd zip his lip. But why would
Pryce be so determined to hide a
dead i nfant?

I gnace raps hard enough at the screen to shut themup. Ms.
Abshire appears. She puts her hand over her nouth.
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ROYAL
| found a fully appointed room at
t he Parsonage, where | can stay.

Hoke appears behind her, flapping an open newspaper.

HOKE
Conme in! You're our guest.
ROYAL
That’'s all right. | have no further

reason to stay here.

MRS. ABSH RE
Have dinner with us first. And we'd
be honored if you'd have every neal
here, until you're better situated.

ROYAL
Certainly. 1"l contribute half
a dollar for nmy food, each visit.

MRS. ABSH RE
You don’t have to pay. Please. It's
the | east we can do.

HOKE
Don't refuse honest noney, w fe.

MRS. ABSHI RE
Stop it. You and your noney. W'l
take no paynent for his neals.

Swal lowi ng a bitter grimce, Royal enters and heads upstairs.
Ms. Abshire nmakes a face and turns away.

EXT/ I NT. PARSONAGE/ SEDAN - NI GHT

The Studebaker stops in front of the dark Parsonage.

HOKE
You got a light, so you don't break
your neck in the dark?
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ROYAL
"1l borrow sone candles from
t he church.

Hoke fetches a flashlight fromthe gl ove conpartnent.

HOKE
Use this. Go ahead. Take your
suitcase in. I'lIl give you a ride

to the church, after.

EXT. OUTSI DE MAYFI ELD KS - RAVI NE/ FI ELDY H GHWAY - NI GHT

The ravine spits ghostly neteors that fade skyward. A Man in
an overcoat, carrying a bag, noves against the |ight.

REVERSE SHOT: the Man wal ks away fromus, his shadow fromthe
green radi ance behind stretching off into the darkness.
EXT/ I NT. CALVARY BAPTI ST CHURCH - OFFI CES/ SEDAN - NI GHT

The Studebaker pulls in next to the church office building.

HOKE

Call nme when you're done.
ROYAL

It'1l be too late. I'll wal k back
HOKE

Reverend Pryce. Are you ordinarily
this nysterious in your activities?

Royal clinbs out. He |ooks up the street, where the green
radi ance arches above the grain elevators. Hoke peers over
the steering wheel with mld interest.

HOKE ( CONT.)
Those Northern Lights are a sight.

ROYAL
Do Northern Lights usually conme
wWth sirens wailing?
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HOKE
That was a train passing through.

ROYAL
Must have been sone train. Wth a
| oconotive big as a small nountain.

HOKE
You' re an inagi native fellow Pryce.

Hoke drives on. Royal continues into the buil ding.

INT. CHURCH OFFI CES - BASEMENT - STORAGE ROOM - M DNI GHT

Wth Ignace's bundle in his lap, Royal sits on a wooden
chair behind a string of racked-up choir robes, snoring.

Fl ashes in the bul khead wi ndow provide fitful illum nation.
The w ndow shakes as a CONCUSSI ON echoes in from outsi de.

A shadow fills the doorway. |It's lgnace, in trenchcoat and
wal ki ng boots, with a bag slung under his arm He steals
over and parts the robes in the corner.

Royal sleeps there, holding the flashlight atop the bundle
I gnace | eft behind.

Wthout further ado, Ignace grabs the flashlight and bundl e.

Royal falls to the floor. Ignace glares the flashlight in
his face.

ROYAL
Get that out of ny eyes.

Royal sits with a groan. |gnace places the flashlight on a
hi gh wi ndow | edge to illum nate them both. He unzips the bag
and brings out a small i Phone-like comrunications devi ce.

| GNACE
The wonders |'ve seen today,
brother. Marvels and visions far
surpassing any | ever heard from
t hat grim bl ack book of yours.
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ROYAL
Not interested. |'ve found a pl ace
that will provide ne with a CGodly
future. You may return to whatever
den of iniquity you cane from

| GNACE
What about the fun we was going to
have after all them years under the
ad man's thunb, on our knees
praying fromnorning to night?

ROYAL
You di shonor our parents' nenory
in the name of having "fun?"

| GNACE
You bl ane ne for themgetting
typhoi d. Maybe they shoul da washed
t heir hands nore.

Royal raises a fist to strike Ignace, but he's out of reach.

| GNACE ( CONT.)
See what's in ny hand now?

I gnace turns the conm device in the flashlight glow

| GNACE (CONT.)
An Alladin's |lanp. Lo and behol d!

I gnace rubs the device with one hand, while clicking a power
switch on a console underneath it.

A strange figure magically materializes between them Artia
Totalia smles benevolently. Royal grinds his eyes with his
knuckl es, and | ooks agai n.

ARTI A
Doctor Pryce. You Christians dote
so nmuch on the end of the world.
What if soneone showed you how to
bri ng about happiness if not Heaven
on Earth, w thout ending anythi ng?
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ROYAL
Who are you?

ARTI A
My nane is Artia Totalia. And
you' re Doctor Royal Pryce.

ROYAL
Are you an angel ?

ARTI A
Sort of. | conme from an unhappy
time and place directly descended
fromyour owm. But 1'd |like to nmake
things a little less sad for all of
us. Let ne show you --

She whirls her armaround. Fromher fingertips, a swirling
di orama spreads through the darkness.

Royal watches, aghast. He sees...

TO PRQJECTION: fallen cities littered with broken buil di ngs
and heaps of skel etons.

ARTIA (V.Q)
This is the Twenty-Second Century,
| ast stop in a dowmward spiral that
began with the Victory of the so-
called Axis Powers in your own
tinme.

A human wreck shanbles on crutches into the canera. This
"survivor" has a skull-like face pitted with scars and
fringed wwth white hair. Its eyes are sunken, dead.

ARTI A (V. O CONT.)
And this is the face of humanity
circa AD. Twenty One Ten. Ten to
twenty mllion such creatures now
endure lives of starvation and
m sery that wld animals woul d
have once found intol erable.
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EXT. PLANET EARTH ( FROM A HUNDRED THOUSAND M LES)

A gray and bl ack half-Earth hangs in the void: the ashy
remai ns of the blue and white world that was.

ARTI A (V.O., CONT.)
The Worl d Revol ution of Twenty One
oh One cane too |late to reverse the
damage of two centuries of decadent
Htlerism

I NT. RESEARCH | NSTALLATI ON - EXPERI MENTAL DEVI CE - DAY

At the far end of a huge chanber turns a great shiny sphere
with fins |looped around it. Tesla lightning | eaps fromthe
surface of the sphere to coils | ooping down from above.

ARTIA (V.O, CONT.)
Yet just when Humanity seened
dooned, breakthroughs in electronic
conputi ng provi ded one | ast hope.

A pl exiglass cylinder connects the ball to the floor. Inside
squats a reclining junp seat a lot like a dentist's chair.

Technicians in white bring in a silver-clad Man. They pl ace
himin the chair and strap hi mdown, fromforehead to feet.

ARTI A (V.O., CONT.)

"Artia" -- short for Artificial
Intelligence Assenblage -- with an
I.Q amllion mllion tinmes that

of an average human, cracked the
secret of limted tinme travel into
t he past.

The technicians retreat fromthe contai nment.

The ball turns faster and faster. Crackling veins of
lightning kick it to a blinding velocity.

Then it stops. |In the chanber, the chair remains. But the
Man who was in it... is gone.
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END PROJECTION. Artia turns to lgnace. Her face is grave.

ARTI A
Problemis, we need to go further
back than N neteen-forty-one to
spark changes that happen not a
hundred fifty years in the future
but right now a Revolution in
America as well as Russia.

ROYAL
You nean, Communi smin Anerica?

ARTI A
It's the only sure way to recover
the future of the human race. Every
ot her path ends in disaster.

| GNACE
Thi nk what she's offering, Royal.

ROYAL
Jesus was offered the sane, after
spending forty days and nights in
the wilderness. By the Devil.

| GNACE
Put my brother on that battlefield.
Then hear what he has to say.

ROYAL
"Il take that as ny cue to | eave.

Royal pushes past the clothes rack, bypassing his brother.
I gnace steps out and fixes himin the flashlight beam

| GNACE
She needs both of us. As a team

I gnace pulls out another, wafer-shaped nmechanism He points
it in Royal's direction and presses a clicker.

Wres junp the space between Ignace and his brother. Royal
turns, flailing. Ignace presses a button.
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Royal stiffens and falls: first historical victimof a taser

ARTI A
He needs to cone of his own accord.
Try the other way we di scussed.

Artia fades into thin air.

Returning to the bag, lIgnace brings up a syringe the size of
a veterinary hypodermc. He carries it to Royal and kneels
on his brother's shoul ders, pressing his arns to the floor.

| GNACE
This capsule will keep you aware of
every little change that happens,
as it happens -- until you see fit
to take a wal k out North of town to
where the future has broken through
to our tine. Go there and I']1
wel cone you to a new past and
fantastic tonorrow for both of us.

I gnace drives the hypodermic into the nape of Royal's neck

EXT. MAYFI ELD KS - STREETS/ SI DEWALK - NI GHT ( LATER)

Royal stunbles streetlight to streetlight. The green aura
surges from behind the grain elevators high into the sky.

I nkbl ots [arge and small invade the scene, renove houses and
vehicles, and drop new depths into | awns and the street.

Royal runs on, detouring around a hole in the roadway.
EXT. PARSONAGE - NI GHT

Patsy sits with her el bows on her knees and her hands
proppi ng her chin, in the shadow at the top of the stoop.

Royal emerges fromthe shadows and al nost falls over her.

ROYAL
What are you doing there?
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PATSY
Waiting for you. |I'm Patsy. Harley
Bl auter' s daughter

ROYAL
Am | going mad, or is everything
changi ng around us as we speak?

PATSY
Don't you want to know why we're
not knocked out |ike the rest?

(beat)
She wants to make use of us.

ROYAL
You nean Artia? That one has red
revolution in mnd for this
country.

PATSY
Only if we let it happen like that.

ROYAL
So what are you proposing?

Patsy grins with toothy m schief.

EXT. QUTSI DE MAYFI ELD KS - UNDERGROUND - CHUTE - NI GHT

I gnace energes -- POP! -- at the end of a narrow conduit.

A translucent filmfornms a tube around him The tube, with
I gnace inside, flies off into the darkness.

I NT. RESEARCH | NSTALLATI ON - EXPERI MENTAL DEVI CE - N GHT

I gnace enters the chanber under the globe. He now wears a
silver junpsuit and skull cap.

Artia follows himin. The entry portal seals itself shut.

ARTI A
Get in. Stretch out.
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He | owers hinself between the padded arnms of the seat.

ARTI A (CONT.)
Secure your ankles and | egs.

I gnace straps his |l egs down. He tests the bond. It holds.

Artia gestures. Oher |oose bands, activated by sewn-in
magnetic wires, secure his chest, arns, and forehead.

ARTI A
You'l | find a bag containing a
change of clothes, noney, birth
certificate, and detailed plan of
action, at Union Station in
Washi ngt on DC

| GNACE
Washi ngton DC? How do | get there?

ARTI A
When you fall through tinme, the
machi ne can alter your notion with
reference to that of the Earth.
Backt racki ng ei ght years, we'll put
you just where we want you

I NT. WASHI NGTON DC UNI ON STATION - CLOSET - N GHT (1933)

A SUDDEN BUZZI NG SHUFFLE. Racked uniforns, in the half-1ight
provi ded by a door hanging ajar, lift their cloth arns.

| GNACE (V.0O)
Way not send back ten or
fifteen others, along with ne?

ARTIA (V.Q)
We only have enough power to
transfer and maintain a very few
of you.

A MAN abruptly fills one of the uniforns. He falls off the
rack and rolls out into..
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I NT. PORTERS VESTRY
It's a clean tile roomfull of |ockers and changi ng benches.

I gnace tears the silver skullcap off his head and cranms it in
a pocket of his porter's jacket.

A PORTER spruces his hair in a mrror set in an open | ocker
door. His eyes widen as Ignace steps into the reflection.

The Porter whirls around. |gnace displays a key.

| GNACE
Where's | ocker forty-ni ne B?

PORTER
Nobody ever use that | ocker.

Ignace follows the Porter's stare. He goes to |ocker 49-Db,
rel eases the padl ock, and drags out a long floppy bag.

| GNACE
Soneone left this for ne.

The Porter stops buttoning his shirt. He swaggers over.

PORTER
Yeah? Lenme see that.

| gnace scoops an object fromhis pocket, switches it open
and faces the Porter with a shiny blade. All in one notion.

The Porter steps aside. |gnace skedaddl es.
EXT. UNI ON STATION - STAI RS/ MAI N CONCOURSE

I gnace rushes up the NEGRO EMPLOYEES ONLY stairs and out into
the nultitude thronging the station concourse.

He dwi ndles slowy amd the crowds going this way and that.

| GNACE (V.Q)
WIIl | ever be able to return
to nmy own tine?
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ARTIA (V.Q)
When conditions are right, you'l
cone back the sane way you went.

EXT. MAYFI ELD KS BLAUTER HOUSE - BACK YARD - NI GHT (1941)
Patsy crosses to the garage. Royal hesitatingly foll ows.

PATSY
Rai se the garage door. We'Ill take
nmy Dad's Pl ynout h.

ROYAL
Do you drive?

PATSY
O course | drive.

Patsy enters through the side. Royal hoists the garage door.
EXT/ I NT. MAYFI ELD KS STREETS - CAR - NI GHT
Pat sy speeds away from the Parsonage.

ROYAL
Have you been out North of town?

PATSY
Yes. Wen | was there, she gave ne
a brownie that kept ne aware of
what ot hers here forgot.

ROYAL
Li ke that capsule my brother
injected into ny neck.

Patsy turns at the grain elevators and nmakes for the highway.
EXT. OUTSI DE MAYFI ELD KS - H GHWAY/ FI ELD - N ght

The Plynouth sits nearby, off the road. Royal holds the wire
apart for Patsy to clinb through, then foll ows her.

They set out for the green-glowing cleft in the |andscape.
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EXT. RAVINE - N GAT

TO THE RIGHT: the ravine winds on |ike a seam of green | ava
for a half mle or so until going out of sight around a bend.

TO THE LEFT: the ravine termnates in a hole in the jutting
rock face. There's a hint of brighter I[ight further inside.

Royal creeps to the cave nouth. Qut of the distance, SIRENS
WAI L. Patsy steals up behind, and pushes him

Royal stunbles, flailing, into the cave.
I NT. CAVE/ TUNNEL

S| RENS BLARE ALL AROUND, LIKE MECHANI CAL BANSHEES. Sorret hi ng
sei zes Royal and Patsy. They fall. UP

I NT. CREVASSE

Royal drags Patsy downward by the arm The incline steepens.
They slip forward faster and faster. Patsy shuts her eyes...

I NT. UNDERGROUND - CHUTE

Royal and Patsy pile out at the end of a narrow conduit. A
clear filmforns a tube around both of them side by side.

I NT. UNDERGROUND - RECEPTI ON CHAMBER - Day

The tube pops into a hole in the wall. It sets Royal and
Pat sy down next to each other, and w t hdraws.

ARTI A
So. It's you two finally.

Artia Totalia stands before them Patsy tries to clinb down
and falls to the floor. Royal junps off and hel ps her up.

PATSY
Hell o, Artia.

ARTI A
Doctor Pryce. Have you experienced
what is called a change of heart?
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ROYAL
I think you need nore than ny
brother's help for a good outcone.

| NT. RESEARCH | NSTALLATI ON - DRESSI NG ROOM - DAY
Royal and Patsy change cl othes behind different screens.

Royal pulls the long sleeves of his silver junp suit tight,
and thrusts his head into the skullcap. He gathers his
clothes and exits to find Patsy also in silver, waiting.

Artia glides by and notions for themto foll ow
I NT. RESEARCH | NSTALLATI ON - EXPERI MENTAL DEVI CE - DAY
Artia |l eads Royal and Patsy into the room under the gl obe.

ARTI A
One at a time. Patsy first.

Patsy lowers herself into the dentist's-chair-like junp seat.
Artia gestures. The | oose bands secure her fromtop to toe.

ROYAL
Wiy are we goi ng back to N neteen
thirty-five instead of where you
first sent nmy brother, in N neteen
thirty-three?

ARTI A
Ni neteen thirty-five is when the
changes your brother make start
to snowball. 1'Il guide you as to
maki ng any adjustments fromthere.

ROYAL
VWhere will we neet hinf

ARTI A
In his bivouac at Wnpie Party
Headquarters in Phil adel phi a.

She notices Royal’s | ook of confusion, and expl ains:
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ARTI A (CONT.)
“Wnpies” are the Whbblie

International Party of the Masses.
The main revol uti onary organi zati on
in the United states.

She hands hima small silver nodul e.

ARTI A (CONT.)
Click on that, and it provides a
close elusion field all around you.

PATSY
Wiy don't | have one?

ARTI A
There are only three. | keep one
for nyself.

ROYAL

I gnace has one of these doohi ckies?

ARTI A
He doesn't keep it close by. He's
gotten quite confident in hinself.
Are you ready, now?

PATSY
See you later, alligator.
(unconpr ehendi ng beat)
It's an expression. You' re supposed
to say, Not too soon, baboon.

ROYAL
That one nust cone after ny tine.

EXT. EXPERI MENTAL DEVI CE

Al trussed up, Patsy waves goodbye w th an openi ng-and-
cl osi ng scrunch of the fingers of one hand.

The gl obe above the junp roomturns faster and faster.
Li ghtning bolts kick it to blinding speed. There's a fina
dazzl e of white |ight.
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When spots stop dancing before our eyes, Patsy is no
| onger present. Artia says to Royal:

ARTI A
It's your turn, now.

INT. PHLIDELPHHA PA WMIE H Q - PENTHOUSE - N GHT (1935)

It's a split-level caveman-nodern vault with a sw nm ng- pool -
like pit in the mddle, accessed by stairs.

The penthouse is dark, lit by reflected gleans from...

A screen set up at one end of the pit. A MWIE PROJIECTOR
VWH RS, throwi ng i mages in a blue-white cone onto...

ONSCREEN: PEOPLE BY THE THOUSAND ram their arns out
strai ght, but palnms-up, so there's a giving/taking notif
going on, as opposed to the raw aggression of a Nazi sal ute.

THE SCENE CUTS between adoring crowds and | gnace high atop a
stream i ned podium saluting in response with an appreciative
grin.

| GNACE | ounges in the pit, drinking chanpagne as he wat ches
the filmwth gleeful relish

A GLASS DOOR SLIDES ASIDE. The curtains above the pit bul ge.
Royal enmerges to stand overl ooking the room

| GNACE
Vll 1'll be goddamed.
THE PRQJECTIONI ST -- a big man in a red uniform-- ains
a sidearmat Royal. Ignace notions for himto hang fire.
ROYAL

You' ve done well|l for yourself.

Royal descends the stairs. |Ignace stands in the projector
light. He |ooks heavier, healthier, and infinitely nore
confident: the ultimte beneficiary of Power Therapy.

I gnace notions for the Projectionist to | ower his weapon.



| GNACE
|'"ve done well for everybody. But
war is comng. I'll lead America

first to victory over Fascism then
to dom nation of the whole world.
And be known henceforth as the man
who brought Heaven down to earth,
where it bel ongs.

ROYAL
Artia wants ne to be your advisor

| GNACE
She does, does she? What happened
to you playing the Christlike role
of wal king away from such
proposal s?

ROYAL
I found that approach inadequate.
Where's Patsy?

| GNACE
Pat sy?

ROYAL
The Blauter girl was supposed
to have arrived before ne.

| GNACE
I don’t know anythi ng about that.

ROYAL
What's real ly happeni ng, |gnace?

| GNACE
I have no idea what you mean. Maybe
you shoul d go back and consult wth
Artia. Everything's fine at this
end. W're going to save the world
and make it a saner and happier
pl ace in the bargain.

43.



44.

"Psst" conmes from sonewhere up above. Royal |ooks back to
see. ..

The silver crest of Patsy's skullcap, peeking around the
corner of the solid stairway banister. Her finger crooks
into view, signaling himto return.

Royal faces his brother

ROYAL
Al right. 1'lIl go back and see
what Artia has to say.

I gnace strolls forward to within an armis I ength of Royal

| GNACE
Now |I'm starting to think you have
got sonething to hide.

The Projectionist ainms his pistol again.

| GNACE ( CONT.)
Summon the Praetorian Guard.

Wth one hand, the Projectionist maintains his aim Wth the
ot her, he presses a button on the console of an intercom on
the wal |l .

FROM QUTSI DE: THE TROW OF HEAVY BOOTS APPROACHES
Royal brings up the elusion device and clicks it on.

ROYAL
"Il get back to you directly.

He turns and rushes up the stairs.

The lights come up. A door bursts open. Red-clad Praetorian
Quards rush in. lgnace points to Royal

| GNACE
Stop himat all costs!

Royal bolts back the way he cane.
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EXT. PENTHOUSE - BALCONY TERRACE

Royal breaks out to find Patsy cowering under the bal cony
bal ustrade. He reaches for her, and she bounces away.

ROYAL
Danmi t!

He switches off the elusion device, sweeps Patsy up and
and makes a beeline for a concrete guardhouse overl ooking the
terrace. He reaches the door and flings it open just as...

The Praetorians erupt onto the scene.

Royal turns, flicks on the elusion device, and waves his arns
to cover Patsy as she disappears into the guardhouse.

THE GUARDS UNLEASH A VOLLEY OF PISTOL FIRE in his direction.
THE ROUNDS CHI NK harm essly off the elusion field.

Royal dives into...

I NT. GUARDHOUSE

He never hits the floor. Instead, he swirls around hinself,
like a cloth being wung dry, generating a bright blue glare.

When the glare fades, the Praetorians stand in the doorway,
aimng their guns every which way. Royal has di sappear ed.

I NT. RESEARCH | NSTALLATI ON - EXPERI MENTAL DEVI CE - DAY (1941)

First Patsy, then Royal tunble into the chanber under the
spi nning gl obe. They sprawl together, breathing heavily.

The door to the outer roomopens. Artia stands watching.

ROYAL
Have you got any coffee?

| NT. RESEARCH | NSTALLATI ON - CONTROL ROOM
Artia leads themonto the nezzani ne overl ooking the big room

ROYAL
It didn't work out |ike we hoped.
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Patsy's face crunples. Tears run down her cheeks.

PATSY

I didn't have one of them el usion
doohi ckies, so | waited for Brother
Pryce to arrive. And | overheard
his brother talking to these bad
bad nmen about killing hundreds of
t housands of people. Turning New
York City and Los Angeles into big
concentration canps. Starting wars
agai nst everyone who won't accept
their rule. It was horrible!

Artia points to a door behind the row of control booths.

ARTI A
We shoul d have coffee in there.
I"I'l take care of Patsy.

PATSY
No! Don't |eave nme al one with her.

ARTI A
Just give us a mnute.

Royal ducks into the conm ssary. Artia turns to Patsy.

A beam of blue |ight passes fromher eyes into Patsy's. The
Janitor's daughter calns visibly, as the blue |ight subsides.

I NT. RESEARCH | NSTALLATI ON - CONTROL ROOM - NI GHT (LATER)

Royal and Patsy sit with coffee, side by side at the
conference table. Artia, standing behind them waves an arm

A DI ORAMA BLAZES TO 270 DEGREES OF LIFE, all around them

ONSCREEN: STALIN S ORGAN- Pl PES PLAY THEI R WHOOSHI NG, ZI NA NG
MJUSIC. Cerman troops flee in manic panic as gigantic
expl osions march in on them

BEH ND THE MARCHI NG EXPLCSI ONS: swarns of | ow sl ung, sleek
Russi an tanks grind forward, sweeping all before them
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ARTIA (V.Q)
The Soviet Union will win the war
for the Revolutionary Front Nations
but enmerge too damaged fromthe
conflict to dom nate the world.
Wth Stalin's death in N neteen
Fifty-three and the nurder of Mo
Tse-Tung by agents of the Anmerican
K.C.l1.A , only one victorious
wartime |eader will remain.

ONSCREEN: phal anxes of reginented red-, blue-, and bl ack-cl ad
Ctizens gather under a podiumlike a stream ined rocket.

Wearing red with blue and black trim Ignace clinbs the
podium At the top he turns to survey his audi ence.

He raises his arm as in a Hitler salute, but with the palm
up, as if giving or taking away sonet hi ng.

ARTIA (V.O CONT.)
Your brother's rise to Suprene
G obal Leadership will result in
the outlawing of all religions.

The throng lifts their own arns, pal mup, with shouts of joy.

ARTI A (V. O CONT.)
Belief in God, acknow edged or not,

wi || becone puni shabl e by deat h.
ROYAL (V.Q)
"Belief in God, acknow edged or
not ?"
ARTIA (V.Q)

That neans, as one witer in
anot her N neteen Forty-ei ght put
it, the Thought Poli ce.

ROYAL (V.Q)
And all of this happens -- just
fifteen years from now?
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ARTIA (V.Q)
Hi story noves fast as a cat when
power is concentrated in one nan.

But soon after that --

ONSCREEN: snoke boils over one M dEastern city after another.
Cars and businesses burn. People run anok in the streets.

ARTIA (V.O CONT.)
Rebel lion breaks out in the Islamc
world. It spreads to --

ONSCREEN: Rome burns. And Pari s.

ARTIA (V.O CONT.)
Cat hol i ¢ European countries. Then --

ONSCREEN: Mexico City, Buenos Aires, Rio-- up in flanes.

ARTI A (V. O CONT.)
Sout h Aneri ca.

ONSCREEN:. masses of red-clad police roll in, scattering
protestors, |eaving behind heaps of dead in the ruins.

ARTI A (V.O CONT.)
Rebel I i ons, of course, can be put
down. But police can't stop a
rebel lion from goi ng under ground.

ONSCREEN: arnored vehicles flying "G D OVER MAN' fl ags rol
t hrough the debris of Washington D.C. Mbscow. And Tokyo.

ARTIA (V. O CONT.)
By the early Sixties, the rebels
will wn. Your brother's inevitable

response --

ONSCREEN: At om ¢ bonbs expl ode over New York City.

Leningrad. Beijing. And London.

TO SCENE: gigantic nmushroom cl ouds freeze all around them
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ARTI A
Thus the worl d ends even sooner --
by Ni neteen-seventy rather than in
the Twenty-first Century.

ROYAL

So how cone you're still here?
ARTI A

I'"'m separated from space-tine by

a non-causal bubble. If I leave it,

I"ll cease to exist. So | have to
make use of instrunentalities |ike
yoursel f.

ROYAL
VWhat is it that you want from ne,
as an instrunentality?

ARTI A
You' re famliar with the God thing.
You can reconcile your brother with
t hose who will otherw se turn
agai nst his Wrld Governnent.

ROYAL
How i s that even possi bl e?
Everything we do seens to nmake
t hi ngs that nuch worse!

ARTI A
The closer we get to a perfect
solution, the worse the tenporary
damage may appear

Pat sy picks up her cup. Her hands shake so badly that nost
of the coffee spills before the cup reaches her nouth.

PATSY
May | pl ease be excused now?

ROYAL
Next time, we may end the world
before we even realize it.
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ARTI A
No. That’'s inpossible. I'll give
you sone tine to think about it.
But be aware that the | onger we
| eave your brother in place, the
nore he's likely to do irreversible
damage. You shoul d consi der that.

EXT. MAYFI ELD KS STREETS/ CAR - NI GHT

Royal drives Patsy back into town. She hunkers down on the
passenger's side, her face in her hands.

PATSY
Wiy can't we just take off and
| eave this all behind?

ROYAL
Once we get it right, we'll have
all the time in the world, and the
whole world to spend it in.

I NT. MAYFI ELD KS - PARSONAGE - UPPER BEDROOM - DAY

Royal spraw s on the cot in his day clothes. A red
cylindrical lunp rises at the nape of his neck.

RUMVAG NG NO SES cone from bel ow. SQUEAK. CLUNK. CLUNK.

ROYAL
Hel | 0?

Instant silence. Followed by FOOTSTEPS ON THE STAI RS.

REV. JCE (O S.)
You the new m nister at Calvary?

ROYAL
Royal Pryce, D.D.1.V. \Who are you?

The door swi ngs wide and a stocky man in work clothes, with
shaggy blond hair outlining a red porcine face, appears.
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REVEREND JOE
The previous preach. Reverend
Joseph Janvol ka.

ROYAL
And what are you doi ng here?

REVEREND JOE
Collecting a few itens before
| get underway.

ROYAL
| don't recall much in the house to
be worth saving.

REV. JOE
I"'m here for the books. You can
keep the tabl eware.

Rev. Joe steps away. H S HEAVY FOOTSTEPS | ead downstairs.
| NT. PARSONAGE - SECOND FLOOR LANDI NG - STAIRS - DAY

Royal pauses, open-nouthed at the changes displayed by
sunshi ne through the wi ndow at the end of the | anding.

The dust-free carpet is has a new art-deco pattern. Brass
and porcelain gleamin the bathroom at the other end.

Royal shanbles into the bathroom and shuts the door
INT. FIRST FLOOR - STAI RS/ PARLOR/ DI Nl NG ROOM KI TCHEN - DAY
Royal cones downstairs. H's eyes widen with surprise.

The house |l ooks like it's been attacked by a platoon of Merry
Mai ds. Everything is spotless, buffed, burnished, glossy.

There are doily-covered occasional tables in the foyer, throw
rugs scattered across every floor, fresh new curtains in the
w ndows, and a suite of bulky furniture in the parlor.

Royal continues fromthe parlor into the dining room where
Rev. Joe spoons up cornfl akes at a big table covered
with a bright white cloth.
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REV. JOE
Man, you don't | ook too hot!
Grab sone java.

Royal goes into the kitchen -- now furnished with a hunmm ng
frigidaire, a gas range, and snmooth |inol eum cabi net top

He brings down a cup and saucer and fills the cup with the
| ast dregs froma percolator on the stove.

Royal shuffles into the dining roomand sits across from
Rev. Joe. He takes a sip, makes a face, and sips sone nore.

REV. JOE (CONT.)
Runni ng you ragged at the church?

ROYAL
It's been a bit of a nerry-go-
round. Mayfield is a funny town.
Nobody here can recall a bl essed
thing right.

REV. JOE
And you do. So who's w nning the
war ?

ROYAL
The Germans. Wrd is, they're
fixing to invade Britain.

REV. JOE
That's how it is now Check again
tonmorrow, you'll find yet another

yesterday. Know what | nean?

Rev. Joe stands. He carries his dishes into the kitchen,
then stands in the doorway | ooking grimy anused.

REV. JOE (CONT.)
You have only two choi ces: do as
Artia says, or get the hell out.

ROYAL
So you know about her.
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REV. JOE

I’ m cogni zant of the situation.
ROYAL

And if | stay and don’t obey her?
REV. JOE

You'll vanish into thin air. Wich

is all 1'll say about the business,

t hank you very nuch i ndeed.

I NT/ EXT. PARSONAGE - FOYER/ PORCH - DAY

Rev. Joe and Royal haul a big trunk out to a dusty olive-
green sedan parked in the street. They |ower the trunk
besi de the vehicle.

REV. JCE
Let's see if we can fit this rain
barrel in the back seat. Open it.

ROYAL
I thought it was your autonobile.

REV. JOE
Nope. Check your pockets.

Frowni ng, Royal digs in his trousers. He brings out a set of
keys. Hi s expression heads sonewhere south of astonished.

REV. JOE (CONT.)
I"ve given up nmaking sense of it.
EXT. TRAIN STATION - STREET/ LOBBY - DAY

Royal stops in front of the train station. Porters rush out
to take the trunk

REV. JOE
Put it in baggage, fell ows.
(to Royal)

You. Smarten up. Catch the next
train out.
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ROYAL
How di d you get this attitude?

REV. JOE
I was anot her experinent that
failed. You think you' re the first
one she tapped for her schene?

ROYAL
| hadn't considered that yet.

REV. JOE
The outcone only gets worse. \Wen
she started, there was peace on
Earth, goodwi ||l to sonme nmen anyway.
Now | ook at us. Nazis up the ying-
yang! Communi sts out the wazoo!

ROYAL
But why here, inthis little town?

REV. JOE
A sinple accident. It’s where the
timeline breaks the sharpest, so
she can easily get in and out. The
good thing about it is, you can
| eave here and never | ook back.

ROYAL
Wi ch is what you’re doing.

REV. JOE
Bottl e up and go, Kokonp. Unl ess

you want all of time and space to

fall down around your ears.
(turns away)

Don't forget: she ain't your

friend.

Then he's gone, leaving Royal to stare at the closing door.

I NT. CALVARY BAPTI ST CHURCH - OFFI CES - DAY

Royal wal ks down the hallway, eyes open for changes. It al
seens the sane until he enters the reception room
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ROYAL
Have | gotten any call --

Polly is already out of her chair and upon him She w aps
her arns around himand plants a big kiss on his |ips.

POLLY
Did you mss ne |ast night?

ROYAL
M ss you? Mss Geene. Please --

POLLY
Do you want to come over tonight,
or should I cone to you? If you
can't wait, | could nmake up a
pal l et downstairs.

ROYAL
This is unaccept abl e behavi or.

Royal squirnms his arnms | oose and pushes her back. The
strange heat in her eyes turns |ivid.

POLLY
Unaccept abl e? And what you were
doing to nme last night, was that
prai se-worthy Christian conduct?

Polly | ooks by turns outraged and bef uddl ed.

ROYAL
| can't answer for that. M ss
Geene, | think it's best we start
off again, as if this -- whatever
it is -- never happened.

A dawning realization gleans in her eyes.

POLLY
Why, you found anot her honeyconb to
poke! And I know who it is.

Polly rushes to the desk and gathers things into her handbag.
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POLLY (CONT.)

Harl ey's brat nust have cl eaned
nore than your house while | wasted
away at the office collating your
stupid sernons. That Little Goody
Two- Shoes is no nore than a noppet.
You | anded yourself in a big shit
of beans, buster, and |I'm gonna
make sure you cook in your sorry
sauce, if it's the last thing | do.

Pol |y shoul ders her purse, and storns out.
EXT. CHURCH - OFFI CE BUI LDI NG - DAY

Royal hurries out to the parking strip by the side of the
buil ding. He looks for Polly, but she's |ong gone.

Fromthe grain elevators comes a SERIES OF ECHO NG BOOVS,
like freight cars running together in a chain reaction.
Hol es appear in the sky and | andscape all around him

Then, much sooner than before, as if by an existenti al
sl ei ght - of - hand, everything shifts and changes.

The sky fills with fluffy clouds where it was clear before.

Cars appear and di sappear, change nakes and nodel s, on
streets and in the driveways. H s sedan norphs into a
weat her - beat en 1935 Ford roadster.

And a big bowtie bloons |like a clown's prank, at his collar.
Royal clutches his throat, aboutfaces and rushes back inside.

I NT. PREACHER S OFFI CE - DAY

Royal sits with his back to the door, gazing through the one-
way glass into the bright enpty nave of the Meeting Hall.

SOVEONE KNOCKS. He spins and rolls his chair to the desk.
Hoke enters, twenty pounds heavi er and now wearing gl asses.

HOKE
Brot her Pryce? Want to go to | unch?
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EXT. MAIN STREET - CAR - DAY

Hoke stil

owns a 1938 Studebaker. They drive in it past...

The marquee of the ORPHEUM THEATER: " AN MATED DOUBLE
FEATURE/ DUMBO & SNOW VWHI TE/ PLUS NEWSREELS & SHORT SUBJECTS. "

Royal

HOKE
Sonet hi ng serious has cone up

ROYAL
If it's anything Mss G eene said,
I have no credi bl e response.

HOKE
"M ss Geene?" Who is that?

ROYAL
The secretary. O Calvary Baptist-?

HOKE
W don't have a church secretary.
(beat)
It's why you get five dollars extra
every week, to do the paper work.

ROYAL
Ckay. Anything you say.

HOKE

Jimm ny Crewcut! You're being
awfully flip. No.

(beat)
They found Reverend Janol ka's body
over in C mmaron County. He was
pastor before you cane, renenber?
The one who di sappeared?

(beat)
They said every bone in his body
was broken. Like he got run over by
a steanroller, or dropped from
an aeropl ane.

has gone ashy white. He bites at his fingertips.
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HOKE ( CONT. )
But | ook at you! It's nothing for
you to worry about. For Heaven's
sakes.

EXT. PARSONAGE - DAY

Royal 's Ford roadster pulls into the driveway. He clinbs
out, toting his valise, and trudges up the walk to the porch.

The door to the Parsonage opens. Patsy appears, hauling out
a bucket filled with cleaning inplenents, a nop, and a broom

PATSY
Hel | o, Brother Pryce.

Smling broadly, Patsy lurches down wi th her cleaning gear.

ROYAL
Hel |l o Patsy. Heard anything nore -?

PATSY
|'ve got to eat sonme nore of that
browni e. Things are starting to get
fuzzy. But | haven't seen Artia.
I woul d have renenbered that.

ROYAL
W need to nmke a decision as
to what we're going to do.

PATSY
| thought we already deci ded. Best
not to rock the boat.

She teeters on her way, headed for the house next door.

PATSY (CONT.)
Oh. | left Daddy's newspaper on the
coffee table. | thought nmaybe you'd
like to see the | atest headli nes.
See if they gibe with what you
recal | .
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I NT. PARSONAGE - PARLCR - DAY

Royal enters and drops his valise |like a dead weight. He
crosses to the coffee table and picks up the norning' s
edition of "THE DODGE CI TY DAILY G.OBE. "

ON FRONT PAGE: a bl ack-and-white photog of a grinning
Presi dent Roosevelt and his jutting cigarette hol der.

| NSERT -
HEADLI NE: "FDR SEZ NEW DRAFT LAWIS ' PLAIN COMMON SENSE. ' *
BACK TO SCENE -

Royal tosses the newspaper aside and flops on the couch.

EXT. MAM FL - BAYSIDE PARK - NI GHT (FEB 15, 1933) (M)

SUPER: THE ASSASSI NATI ON OF PRESI DENT- ELECT FRANKLI N
ROOSEVELT/ TAKE 1/ BAYFRONT PARK/ M AM FL/ FEB 15 1933.

PRESI DENT- ELECT FRANKLI N ROOSEVELT stands stiffly in the back
of an open touring car, gesturing as he delivers a speech.

CH CAGO MAYOR ANTON CERMAK perches on the running board
besi de him obviously enjoying the Southern evening.

I N THE CROAD: ASSASSI N GUI SEPPE ZANGARA, a short man, junps
on a chair and takes aim He fires once, then his armis
defl ected by a WOVAN st andi ng beside him

The gun fires a few tinmes at random as though of its own
accord. Zangara is buried in a nelee of onl ookers.

BESI DE THE CAR. Mayor Cernmak col | apses, shot in the abdonen.

EXT. WASHI NGTON DC - ALLEY/ STREET - DAY (FEB 3, 1933)

SUPER: THE ASSASSI NATI ON OF PRESI DENT- ELECT FRANKLI N
ROOSEVELT/ TAKE 2/ FEBRUARY 8, 1933/ WASHI NGTON DC

I gnace stands in the alley, dribbling a ball off the ground
with one hand and hol ding the comm device with the other.
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ON COW DEVI CE: "5-4-3-2-1 -- MODERATE THROW TO NEAR
LANE/ JEFFERSON DAVI S HI GHWAY. "

I gnace chucks the ball into the street, and runs away.

A YELLOW CAB, avoiding the ball, swerves head-on into a
delivery truck marked “Washi ngton National Airport.”

A MAN in the truck cab EXPLODES t hrough the w ndshi el d.
I NT. WASHI NGTON DC AREA HOSPI TAL - EMERGENCY ROOM - DAY

A sonber-faced enmergency room Doctor covers the bl oody,
staring face of the Man with a sheet.

I NT.  WASHI NGTON NATI ONAL Al RPORT - HANGAR - N GHT ( MOS)

A SUPERVI SOR with a pencil behind his ear and a clipboard in
hand, scoops up a telephone. He listens with a scow .

INT. HANGAR - NI GHT (LATER) (MOS)

A dopey- 1| ooki ng GREASE MONKEY wor ks on the undercarriage of a
Boei ng 80- A biwi nged airliner.

Hs wench slips. Ol runs down. The G ease Mnkey waves
the work away in aggravation and wal ks of f.

EXT. WASHI NGTON NATI ONAL Al RPORT - RUNWAY - SUNRI SE

The big biplane lifts off the runway. One side of
t he undercarri age hangs by a single bolt.

EXT. CHI CAGO NATI ONAL Al RPORT - AIRLINER (I N FLIGHT) - DAY

The airliner cones in for a landing. On a nearby highway,
a linmousine flanked by notorcycle policeman tool s al ong.

The airliner touches down. The undercarriage coll apses.
A wheel breaks |oose and hurtles off the runway, across
a bordering grass strip, over a fence and onto...

The |imousine. Wiich flips onto its roof. One notorcycle
cop lays down his bike. The other dodges the accident, nakes
a U-turn on the highway, and races back to the w eckage.
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EXT. WASHI NGTON DC - STREET CORNER - N GHT ( MOS)

A NEWSI E hol ds aloft a newspaper with the headline: "CH CAGO
MAYOR CERMAK KI LLED BY Al RPLANE WHEEL | N FREAK ACCI DENT. "

EXT. MAM FL - BAYSIDE PARK - NI GHT (FEB 15, 1933) (MOS)

PRESI DENT- ELECT FRANKLI N ROOSEVELT stands stiffly in the back
of an open touring car, gesturing as he delivers a speech.

ZANGARA junps on a chair and takes aim He fires once, then
his armis deflected by a WOVAN st andi ng besi de him

The gun veers this way and that, discharging at random
Zangara is buried in a nel ee of onl ookers.

IN THE BACK OF THE CAR President-El ect Roosevelt coll apses,
shot through the heart.

I NT. PARSONAGE - PARLOR - SUNSET

A TELEPHONE RINGS. Royal fetches the phone earpiece and
speaks into the horn on the wall.

ROYAL
Reverend Pryce residence.
(eyes wi de)
| amsorry. | nmust have fallen
asleep. 1'll be right over.

Royal returns the earpiece to its hook. He grabs his valise,
jacket, and tie, and barrels out the door.

ON: THE NEWSPAPER ON THE COFFEETABLE. The headl i ne reads:
“GEN. SEC. STRYKER DECLARES EMBARGO OF BOTH UK AND GERMANY. "

I NT.  SUNDAY SCHOOL BUI LDI NG - CELLAR REFECTORY - SUNSET

Prayer Meeting Night. Long tables have been set end to end,
covered with white cloth, and adorned with covered di shes.
Church people nop up anbrosia and jell o desserts.
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Royal rushes in, his valise at his side. He spots Hoke,
sitting wwth his wife. He takes a couple of deep breaths,
vi sibly sl owi ng down, and goes to greet them

ROYAL
Good evening. Sorry |I'mlate.

Hoke nakes a sour face and notions to DEACON WAI TE -- an
intellectual -1 ooking man wearing a pince-nez -- who rises and
cl aps Royal on the back as they shake hands.

Hoke CLINKS A TEA GLASS WTH A SPOON, endi ng conversation

DEACON WAI TE
Doctor Pryce has decided to grace
us with his presence. “Professor,”

if you'll kindly deliver a few
wor ds before we adjourn to our
neeting --

Royal nervously switches the valise fromone hand to anot her

HOKE

(low, to Royal)
Say a prayer.

ROYAL
Let us pray. Heavenly Father, Thank
you for the bounty which you have
best owed on us. W beseech you to
defend this nation and in
particular to place a shield of
protection over President
Roosevelt, so that he may | ead us
safely through the storm cl ouds
that now threaten us --

Hal f those present raise their heads and stare at Royal. The
ot hers squint in disbelief.

ROYAL ( CONT.)
And continue to | ead, guide, and
direct us in our Christian |ives.
In Jesus' Nane we pray. Anmen.
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CHAI RS SCRAPE and FEET SHUFFLE as everyone heads to the next
room Deacon Waite and Hoke push in close to Royal.

DEACON WAI TE
Was that President Teddy Roosevelt
you invoked in your prayer?

ROYAL
O course not. | neant Franklin
Roosevel t .

HOKE

Frankl i n Roosevelt was assassi hated
bef ore ever being inaugurated

Presi dent. But you do know t he nane
of the current President?

ROYAL
I don't actually follow the news.

HOKE
Hoo boy. We got a real w nner here.

DEACON WAI TE
(to Royal)
G home. We'll tal k tonorrow
ROYAL

| don't under st and.

HOKE
He doesn't understand. Ei ght years
of civil disorder, the British
t hreateni ng us from Canada, the
Cermans from South Anerica, and he
doesn't understand.

DEACON WAI TE
Enough. That's all for tonight.

EXT/I NT. MAIN STREET - ROADSTER (IN MOTION) - NI GHT

Royal rips off his bowtie and hurls it across the dashboard.
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Looki ng up, he sees the O pheum Theater pass slowy by.
ON MARQUEE (highlight): "NEWREELS & SHORT SUBJECTS. "

Polly Greene sits in the box office reading a nagazi ne.

EXT. ORPHEUM THEATER - BOX OFFI CE - NI GHT
Pol |y gazes up from “SCREEN ROVANCE’ as Royal wal ks up

ROYAL
Are you still Polly Geene, or are
you someone el se now?

POLLY
Do | know you or sonethi ng?

ROYAL
Didn't you used to be secretary
at Cal vary Baptist Church?

POLLY
I don't go to church nuch. Do you
want a ticket or sonething?

He sl aps down a quarter. Polly doles out a ticket.

POLLY (CONT.)
And don't look at me like that. |
don't know you from Adam

I NT. THEATER - AUDI TORI UM - NI GHT

The Orpheumis noderately full, with nost of the attendees
clunped in the mddle part of the theatre toward the front.

Royal enters with popcorn and a soft drink through the | obby
curtains, and sits at the back.

"THE MARCH OF TI ME" BLARES FROM THE SCREEN. W TH A RUFFLE OF
DRUMS, ANNOUNCER HARRY VON ZELL BRAYS:



HARRY VON ZELL (V.QO)
The March of Ti-ime -! July
Fifteenth, N neteen Forty-One. The
Monroe Doctrine hangs in tatters as
the British army reinforces the
border between Canada and the
United States.

ONSCREEN: Tanks nmarked with the British rondel et
freighters. Heavy Lancaster bonbers |land on airf

HARRY VON ZELL (V.O., CONT.)
In London, British Prime M nister
OGswal d Mosl ey said England will
wel come CGernman troops to Pal estine,
to prevent Jew sh infiltration of
the oil-rich region.
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roll off
i elds.

A man in black shirt and beret gives the stiff-arm sal ute.

HARRY VON ZELL (V.O, CONT.)
I n Washi ngton, General Secretary J.
Jason Stryker responded:

| GNACE appears, in a doubl e-breasted red cowboy shirt,

sporting a black arnband with blue |ightning-bolt

| GNACE
I f Fascist Europe continues its
renor sel ess expansion into the
Americas, we shall have no choice
but to ally ourselves wth Sovi et
Russia. And if a second Anerican
Revol ution is needed to bring the
Russi an and Anerica peopl es cl oser
together, thus facilitating that
alliance -- so be it!

I nsi gni ae.

ROYAL sits up, spilling popcorn and soda on the floor. No
one notices the conmmotion. They're all fast asleep.
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I NT. PARSONACE - BATHROOM - NI GHT

Royal flicks on a light and faces the nedicine cabi net
mrror. He pops buttons to open his shirt, grabs a straight
razor fromthe edge of the sink, and turns with his shirt
rolled over his arnms to see..

| GNACE (V.0)
This capsule will nake you aware of
every little change as it happens --

ROYAL
Om god. Om god.

The nape of his neck shows a |ivid scar, but no protrusion.
Royal pats down the fading injury with a trenbling hand.

ROYAL ( CONT.)
Where did it go? Wiere did it go?

He strips off his clothes in search of the m ssing inplant.
I NT. PARSONAGE - DI NI NG ROOM HALLWAY/ STAI RS- NI GHT

Royal sits naked at the table, slunped over a glass of warm
mlk as if it were a tunbler of liquor. The straight razor
| ays beside the mlk, its blade folded into the handl e.

Overhead lights flicker. CONCUSSIONS BOOM I N from out si de.

Royal creeps to the wi ndow and | ooks out. The existenti al
shell game is winding up as he arrives.

WNDOWP. O V.: the holes in the | andscape blink shut. And..

Porch and house lights go on or off. A car sitting in a yard
Wth its notor running vani shes. A couple materializes on
t he sidewal k, strolling armin-arm

ROYAL draws the curtains. He scurries about, shutting off
lights before racing upstairs practically on all fours.
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I NT. PARSONAGE - UPPER BEDROOM - SUNRI SE

Accel erating shal |l ow breaths. WHEEZE WHEEZE WHEEZE. St acked
pillows prop up the side of Royal's face.

ROYAL'S P. O V.: THE PURPLI NG FACE OF A TERRI FI ED ELDERLY MAN
STARES BACK AT H M

The oldster's eyes bulge. He gulps the air frantically.

ROYAL yells, junps up, sees he doesn't have a stitch on, and
yanks a bl anket off the bed in tinme to cover hinself as...

Polly Greene bursts in, wearing nursemaid candy stripes. She
sees Royal and shrieks. Royal shrieks.

The ol d nan does not shriek. He doesn't breathe at all.

EXT. PARSONAGE - DAY

Royal bursts out the front door with shoes in hand and a
dingy old-man's suit draped over him He runs down the wal k.

Polly sings, fromthe front porch of the Parsonage:

POLLY
Stop, pervert! That pervert killed
Br ot her Car nody!

Royal hops fromone foot to the other, cramm ng on his shoes.

The front door to the Blauter's house opens. Patsy appears.
She gestures frantically for himto come over

Royal crosses to the porch. Patsy whisks hi minside.
I NT. BLAUTER S RESI DENCE - FOYER/ HALLWAY

She hol ds Royal steady by the el bow as she cl oses the front
door. Harley Blauter's voice cones fromfurther inside:

HARLEY
Pat sy? What's the commoti on?
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PATSY
It's nothing, Daddy. Finish your
br eakf ast .
(to Royal)
That little nonster Artia' s nessing
wWth you, isn't she?

Harl ey appears in a hall doorway, riffling a newspaper.

PATSY (CONT.)
He won't recogni ze you.

HARLEY
Way are you being so friendly,
Pat sy? Cone away fromthat man.

Royal grabs at whatever straw of credibility he can find.

ROYAL
I"m Reverend Pryce. | was visiting
Br ot her Carnody when he suffered an
apopl ectic fit.

PATSY
Call Doctor Jeeter, Daddy.

Harl ey blinks. He folds up his newspaper, and retreats.
Royal buttons up his shirt and quickly ties his shoes.

PATSY (CONT.)
You don't know what Artia can do.

ROYAL
I’ m not gonna play her gane any
nore. | intend to stand ny ground.

I NT/ EXT. STREET/ PARSONAGE - DAY (LATER)
A brown-and-white sedan stops in front of the Parsonage.

The SHERIFF clinbs fromthe car. [It's the sane Pharnaci st
who once stared askance at a newto-town |Ignace. The big guy
with the Brylcreened hair now wears khakis and canpai gn hat.
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Royal cones over, followed by Patsy. Polly shrills:

POLLY
It's him That pervert nurdered
Br ot her Car nody!

The Sheriff unlatches handcuffs fromhis belt. Royal turns
obedi ently. The Sheriff handcuffs him

Harl ey Bl auter energes from his house and storns over.

SHERI FF
Harl ey. This one's under arrest for
Murder in the First Degree.

Harl ey grabs Patsy's wist and drags her aside.

PATSY
But he didn't do anything! It's
a tragi c m stake.

The Sheriff crans Royal into the back of the sedan.

INT. SHERIFF'S OFFI CE - HOLDI NG TANK - DAY
Royal hunkers down on a bare crust of mattress.

IN THE OFFI CE: WHACK! The Sheriff practices his phone book
bashi ng skills agai nst a wooden support col um.

H s back to the wall, a DEPUTY chaws a toot hpick

DEPUTY
Let ne try ny hand at it. 1"l
get himto see the stars and bars.

SHERI FF
Hol d your horses. He swears that
one of the Deacons at Cal vary
Baptist will vouch for him

Royal spots sonething on the outer roomwall. He frowns.

A big portrait of the sort used to display Communi st | eaders
hangs behind the Sheriff's desk.
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It depicts Ignace, in ared tunic with blue tie and arnband
patterned with black fists.

The front door opens. Hoke enters.

HOKE
It's a sad norning, gentlenmen. The
f ounder of our town's ol dest church
has entered into his eternal rest.

SHERI FF
The nurse found this man naked as a
jaybird in the Reverend' s bedroom

HOKE
God forbid.

SHERI FF
He clainms that he was sent as
a replacenent for Brother Carnody.

HOKE
Qur Music Director has served as
preacher since Brother Carnody's
set back. W& haven't had the heart
to seek another mnister. Brother
Carnody was such a precious soul.

SHERI FF
So you don't know this guy.

HOKE
Wll, let me get a gander at him

The Sheriff | eads Hoke to the barred gate of the hol ding
tank. Hoke peers in, his eyes |like beads in two creases.

ROYAL
Recogni ze nme, Deacon Abshire?
stayed overnight at your house.

HOKE
No. | don't know this man.

Over Hoke's shoul der, the Deputy gives Royal a fiendish grin.
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I NT. | NTERROGATI ON CELL - DAY

WHAP! Royal is jarred by the broad side of the phone book.
He bounces off the wall and slides to the floor.

SHERI FF
G nre that phone book. Prop himup

The Deputy hands the phone book to the Sheriff and haul s
Royal up by the arnpits.

The Sheriff takes the phone book in both hands and Iines up
t he next shot. He hesitates as Royal |aughs uproariously,
wi th blood running out his ears.

SHERI FF ( CONT.)
Fi nd sonet hi ng anusi ng about this,
you Yankee sot-weed?

ROYAL
No. Keep it up. Maybe you'll squash
the bug they planted in ny neck and
"Il stay here for good.

SHERI FF
What the hell you on about, boy?

ROYAL
O herwise I'Il continue to play
musi cal chairs with reality.

SHERI FF
To hell with this --

The Sheriff hurls the phone book at Royal. It bounces off
his head and falls to the floor.

SHERI FF ( CONT.)
Put himback in the tank.
Sonet hing's wong upstairs with
t hat sonof abitch

The Deputy drags Royal, |aughing uproariously, fromthe room
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I NT/ EXT. SHERI FF' S OFFI CE/ HOLDI NG TANK - DAY

THE THUVP AND CLANGOR OF A MARCHI NG BAND PLAYI NG " HOCRAY FOR
THE RED, WHI TE, AND BLUE" BLARES I N FROM MAI N STREET.

Royal goes to the cell gate and pulls hinself up the iron
bars hi gh enough to see through the...

W NDOW P. O. V.: A BRASS BAND duded up in red, black, and blue
colors marches in place.

A DRUM MAJOR struts back and forth in front of the band,
flourishing a baton, then sets off, stepping high, down the
street. The band follows, tronbones and trunpets fl ashing.

CROND

(si ngi ng)
We know three Big Brothers
We bet you know them too
For one is red
And anot her is black
And anot her is blue hoo-hoo
Hurray! For the three Big Brothers
Hurray! For the Red, Black, and
Bl ue
Hurray! Hurray!
Hurray! Hurray!
Hurray! For the Red, Black, and
Bl ue

(repeat to the end)

Huge banners float by, featuring portraits of Marx on a bl ack
backdrop, Stalin on red, and "J. JASON STRYKER' on bl ue.

Royal |aughs hysterically as he sings to a simlar tune:

ROYAL
Be kind to your web-footed friends
For a duck may be sonebody's not her
She lives by a pond in the swanp
Were the weather is very very danp
Now you may think this is the end
But it's gonna start again --
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WHACK! The Deputy's night-stick nails his fingers as they
clutch the cell bars. Royal collapses with a how of pain.

INT. SHERIFF' S OFFI CE - HOLDI NG TANK - DAY

I gnace lays on the bunk with his face to the wall. He wings
his bruised fingers and weeps quietly.

The Deputy raps on the bars with his night stick.

DEPUTY
Hey! You sober in there?

Royal turns over and wi pes away his tears.

ROYAL
| don't drink.

DEPUTY
That's not what | heard. But if
you can wal k a straight line --

Royal rises and paces up and down in a fair approxi mation of
a straight |ine.

DEPUTY ( CONT. )
Good enough.

The Deputy unl ocks the cell gate. Royal steps out.

ROYAL
Thanks a m I lion.

DEPUTY
Don't nmention it. | know what it's
like to tie one on.

EXT. PARSONAGE - DAY

Royal shanbles to a halt in front of the rundown house. No
car is parked in the driveway. The blinds in one w ndow hang
down at the corner. The place | ooks deserted.

Royal draws his wallet fromhis back pocket. He opens the
bill pocket and shuffles out a few singles and a fiver.
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Royal puts away his billfold and closes his eyes to think.

PATSY (O S.)
Hey, you!

Pat sy stands on the front porch of the neighboring house.

PATSY (CONT.)
They let you out already?

EXT. PARSONAGE - DAY (A M NUTE LATER)

Royal and Patsy confer in front of the Parsonage.

ROYAL
Wn't you get in trouble talking to
me?

PATSY
My Fat her already forgot what
happened.

ROYAL

| should go speak to Artia now.

PATSY
You oughta think tw ce about
hel ping her. Artia, | nean. She's a

little atheist and a big-tine
Communi st. That's why everything

she touches falls apart. | don't
t hi nk you can help her -- no way,
no how.

ROYAL

Maybe you’'re right.

PATSY
You consi der where things stand.
["1l bring you sonething from our

table, so you don't starve.
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I NT. DEACON ABSHI RE' S HOUSE - PARLOR - N GHT

Hoke ki cks back in his easy chair and runmages through a
newspaper. Ms. Abshire attends to her enbroidery.

THE RADI O PLAYS A SPEECH BY "LEADER STRYKER' (1 gnace).

LEADER STRYKER (V. O, RADI O
| have been asked, What would I
sacrifice on the altar of the
Revol ution, to assure the future of
the Anerican people? My answer is
sinple: I would sacrifice
everything, beginning with nyself.
And | woul d expect each and every
American to say and do the sane.

Abruptly, Hoke's newspaper falls over him H's arns hang off
the easy chair. Ms. Abshire folds up atop her enbroidery.

THE VO CE ON THE RADI O DI SSCLVES | N PULSI NG STATI C.  SI RENS
WAIL I N THE DI STANCE.

I NT. PARSONAGE - LIVING ROOM - N GHT

G een flashes cone through the unevenly opened w ndow bl inds.
Royal peeks out.

W NDOW P. Q. V.: across the street, an older couple slunp in
awn chairs on their front porch

A KNOCK cones at the front door to the Parsonage.
I NT. FOYER/ FRONT DOCR

Pat sy stands there holding a covered plate, a thernos bottle,
and sone candles. Royal takes what’s offered.

PATSY
I waited until they's all knocked
out to bring this over. Ch. In case
you don't have a |ight --

She hands hi m sone nat ches.
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I NT. LI'VING ROOM - CORNER

Royal places the food on the floor, |eaving enough roomto
scoot down into the junction of two walls.

He takes the cover off the plate and picks up a fork hidden
i nsi de.
EXT. RAILROAD TRACKS/ STATI ON - ARMORED TRAI N - SUNRI SE

A RED LOCOMOTI VE haul s three steel coaches and a flatbed with
sandbagged nachi ne guns at either end, into the station.

The train halts in a gust of steam

The engi ne and coaches are enbl azoned with a stylized raised-
fist insignia in black inside a blue circle on a red field.

A banner featuring a stencil portrait of CGeneral Secretary
Stryker (AKA I GNACE) is draped m dway down the short train.

No one greets the new arrivals.

Om nous figures in red trenchcoats and ranger hats di senbark.
Levelling tommy guns, they sweep through the station.

From each coach, solitary but authoritative-I ooking
COVWWANDERS step onto the platformto oversee the operation.

The Commanders are costunmed in red, wth doubl e-breasted
cowboy shirts, hats, and boots. They have twin six guns with
the grips reversed, holstered at their hips. The fist

i nsignia decorates their hats and shirts.

The Commanders woul d |l ook ridiculous if they weren't so dead
serious in their deneanor: they resenble patrons of a
Comuni st gay bar, from anot her 1980s.

One of the roam ng Guards drags out the STATI ON MASTER and
hurls himto the feet of a scow i ng COWANDER

STATI ON MASTER
Pl ease. | have a wife and ki ds.
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COMVANDER

The Revol ution has authorized us to
arrest all pastors, priests, and
rabbis in this town. In particular,
the mnister at --

(checks docunent)
"Cal vary Baptist Church." Doct or
of Divinity Royal Pryce.

STATI ON MASTER
I don't know nothing --

COVIVANDER
Then what good are you?

The Commander draws his pistols cross-handedly and fires
bot h guns point-blank into the Station Master's head.

COVIVANDER ( CONT. )
Si ¢ senper booshwah bourgeois.

The Station Master pitches face-fist onto the platform and
di sgorges a | ake of bl ood.

A WH STLE SHRILLS. Red-outfitted Praetorian Guards detrain.
Avoiding the spilled blood, they formup on the platform

I NT. PARSONAGE - LIVING ROOM - DAY
Royal curls up in the corner
QUTSIDE: A SIREN WAILS. A HARSH AMPLI FI ED VO CE DECLARES:

AVPLI FI ED VO CE
By order of our Revolutionary Team
Leader Jason Stryker: all residents
are hereby ordered to assenbl e at
the train station at twelve noon
today, for transport to designated
processi ng centers. Resistance to,
or failure to conply with, this
order is punishable by execution on
t he spot.
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EXT. STREET/ PARSONAGE

A red arnored car sprouting horn-shaped speakers drives by
t he Parsonage, repeating the above harangue. Royal bursts
out in tinme to see the arnored car fade down the street.

Next door, the Blauter parents and Patsy energe, rubbing
their eyes. Harley calls to Royal:

HARLEY
Hey! What are you doi ng over there?

ROYAL
You should be nore worried about
your famly getting sent to
a concentration canp than what |I'm
doi ng over here.

PATSY
Hol d on, Daddy.

Pat sy junps off the porch and cones over

ROYAL
Did you hear what they sai d?

PATSY
I was too busy sl eeping.

ROYAL
They want everybody at the train
station at noon, ready to travel.

PATSY
What are you gonna do?

ROYAL
Someone has to deal with Artia. W
need to get you out of here first.

HARLEY
Pat sy. Conme back over here.

PATSY
Cone with ne.
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I NT. BLAUTERS HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY

Royal sits at a table between Blauters, with Patsy opposite.
Cof fee cups and untouched sticky buns litter the table.

HARLEY
If you're a preacher, what does
Ephesi ans si x one say?

ROYAL
“Chil dren, obey your parents in the
Lord, for this is right." Wat does
it say in Matthew nineteen four?

HARLEY
You're the preacher. You tell ne.

ROYAL
"Jesus said, Suffer the little
children and forbid themnot to
come unto nme; for of such is the
Ki ngdom of Heaven."

MRS. BLAUTER
Patsy is hardly a little child.

ROYAL
Al'l the nore reason to |let her go.

HARLEY
Her Mother and | woul dn't | ast
a day out on that prairie --

PATSY
And | wouldn't last a day in
a concentration canp!

Ms. Opha Blauter -- a form dable m ddl e-aged woman wi th
whi t e-streaked bl onde hair -- says:
ORPHA

W was warned these tinmes was
com ng. The Book says people should
flee wi thout ever | ooking back.
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HARLEY
Those who could flee, should --

ORPHA
Maybe we can't. But she can.

Harl ey | eans over the table and squints hard at Royal .

HARLEY
And are you a true man of God, whom
we can trust with our only chil d?

EXT. BLAUTER HOUSE - BACK YARD - DAY

The Bl auter parents stand in the open backyard gate with
Royal and Patsy.

Royal wears a different jacket and has a knapsack hitched to
his shoul ders. Patsy wears boys' denins and cowboy boots.

O pha hugs her daughter.

ORPHA
Just lay |ow out there for awhile.
This craziness can't |ast forever.

HARLEY
They say the British and Gernans
may i nvade at any tine.

ROYAL
The British and Germans?

HARLEY
Anything is better than this run-
amuck Red Communi smthat Stryker
has brought down on our heads.

ROYAL
But how woul d they get over here
to invade in the first place?
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HARLEY
Don't you follow the news? The
British occupi ed Canada | ast year,
after the Germans took over Mexi co.
We didn't do nothing about it.

ROYAL
VWhat about the Russi ans?

HARLEY
They' re barely hanging on, fighting
Hitler. Where have you been | ately?

THE SOUND OF MOTORS RUNNI NG FAST COMES FROM THE STREET,
foll owed by the SQUEAK of BRAKES.

HARLEY ( CONT.)
You two better nmke tracks.

Pat sy hugs her Father one last tinme, then breaks away and
flees with Royal down the alley.

EXT. STREET/ PARSONAGE

Two commandeer ed brown-and-white police venicles pull up in
front of the Parsonage, followed by a big red arnored car.

PRAETORI AN GUARDS pour out and stormthe house. They crash
t hrough the front door w thout bothering to try to open it.

EXT. ALLEY

Royal and Patsy scurry past garbage cans and fences. She
pushes himinto a space between a garage and side fence.

EXT. STREETS

They pause inside a hedge on a parallel street, to peek out
of an opening in the boxy shrub.

The street is clear. Patsy jogs across, followed by Royal.
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EXT. MAYFIELD KS - EDGE OF TOMN - ALLEY - DAY

Royal and Patsy creep from garbage can to garbage can until
they reach the nouth of an alley opening on a vacant lot. On
the far side of the lot, a stand of trees | eads off toward

a farm house.

A stone’s throw away, on a dirt road continuing out of town,
a red-unifornmed Praetorian Guard with a rifle stands picket.

A watch line of soldiers, separated fromeach other by a
t housand feet or so, surrounds Mayfield.

PATSY
I don't know. Not everybody
dies in a concentration canp.

ROYAL
You woul d.

PATSY
| know that's what | said.

ROYAL
Maybe you' ve got people you'd |ike
to help back in Mayfield --

PATSY
No. My Father's a poor man, and
t hat counts as nuch agai nst him
inthis town as if he was bl ack
as the ace of spades.

ROYAL
Then let's go. Don't | ook back.

He unhitches his knapsack from his shoul ders.

ROYAL ( CONT.)
Keep | ow.

Royal drops to his belly. He squirnms to the end of the fence
abutting the alley, and peeks out, |ooking both ways.
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Pushi ng the knapsack ahead of him Royal crawls across the
alley and into the weeds. Patsy follows, stopping every few
yards to whisper a prayer.

EXT. TREELINE - DAY (LATER)

Royal tries to recoup his strength, kneeling against a tree.
Patsy flops flat on the ground, breathing hard.

Royal offers her a bottle of water fromhis knapsack. She
twists off the cork and drinks thirstily.

He peeks around the tree at the Praetorian Guards, standing
with their backs to them watching sonething...

Above the rooftops, pillars of snoke join to nmake a nassive
gray-bl ack colum blotting out that side of the sky.
EXT. CALVARY BAPTI ST CHURCH - DAY

Fire envel opes the church neeting house, and | eaps fromthe
wi ndows of the Sunday School buil ding behind.

BULLETS BANG AND WHI NG. Praetorian Guards | augh as they toss
rounds into the fire.

EXT. CATHOLI C CHURCH

The parish edifice is a blackened shanbl es al ready col | apsi ng
inon itself.

EXT. METHCDI ST CHURCH

The Met hodi st church steeple plunges into the inferno bel ow.
EXT. TREELI NE - DAY

Pat sy rai ses her head enough to take in the conflagration.

PATSY
Are they burning down Mayfiel d?

ROYAL
Il think it’'s the churches.



PATSY
Oh God. | pray. Please stop them

ROYAL
If He's gonna do it, He better do
it fast.
PATSY
He will. The Germans or British
w Il show up before it gets worse.
ROYAL

Let's get going.

Royal dives to the ground. The two new refugees craw

EXT. M LES FROM MAYFI ELD - COUNTRY ROAD - DAY
Royal and Patsy hi ke al ong the road.

ROYAL
Remenber what it was |ike before?
Roosevelt was President, and Hitler
had attacked Britain and Russia?

PATSY
I knowit ain't |like that now.

ROYAL
Bring any of that brownie with you?

PATSY
No. | ate the last of it when they
took you to jail. | didn't want to

forget about you.

ROYAL
There's no telling what's going to
happen. Artia's like a dimw tted
surgeon operating on world history.
She doesn't have a single solitary
clue what she's doing. Not a clue
in hell.
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PATSY
For shanme. A mnister like you
cussing like that.

(beat)
But it's all right. It just shows

you're human |ike the rest of us.

EXT. COUNTRYSI DE - FARMHOUSE - SUNSET

Royal and Patsy come to an abandoned farnmhouse swanped by
an ol d sandhill

PATSY
You know what? | can hardly
remenber a darn thing now. And it
feel s good!

ROYAL
W' Il stay here for the night.

Pat sy gives himan inpish | ook. She takes the | ead going in.
INT. FARVHOUSE - ROOM TO ROOM

It's a wooden shell, not nuch else. The w ndows are gaping
hol es, the scant furniture piled in a corner. The only
sal vageable itemis a portrait of Jesus on a hallway wall

Pat sy opens a creaking door to a boarded-up bedroom

The | ast sunshine, filtering through cracks, |ays slats of
dusty light over a mattress on the floor.

PATSY
At least we'll be out of the w nd.

Royal drops his knapsack and digs out a candl e and matches.
He fires up the wick. A cozy yellow glow fills the room

I NT. FARVHOUSE - BEDROOM - N GHT

Two tins of Vienna sausage, sone bread, and a bottle of water
are placed before Royal and Patsy. They sit, backs to the
wal | .
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ROYAL
Bl ess this food as nourishnment for
our bodi es and ourselves to Your
servi ce. Anen

Patsy cuts sone bread with a paring knife. She plucks vienna
sausage fromthe tin with her fingers.

PATSY
Are we going to drink fromthe
sane bottle?

ROYAL
Sorry. | didn't bring any gl asses.

PATSY
How about sl eepi ng arrangenents?

ROYAL
We have two bl ankets.

PATSY
Lucky it's sutmmer. O it'd be so
cold we'd have to sl eep together.

ROYAL
We could start a fire first. Before
we did anything |like that.

PATSY
Where? | don't see no fireplace.

ROYAL
We don't have to do the obvious.
Especially if it involves
the possibility of sin.

Pat sy gives hima sul ky | ook, and washes her bread and
sausage down with bottled water.
INT. FARVHOUSE - BEDROOM - NI GHT ( LATER)

They unroll bl ankets. Royal pushes the knapsack in Patsy's
di rection.



ROYAL
You can use this for a pillow

PATSY
Coul d you give ne a goodni ght Kkiss,
to make nme feel better?

ROYAL
Oh, all right --

He creeps over and puts his face quickly to hers for the
kiss. She throws her arns around his neck.

PATSY
Mmmm waah!

Royal pulls away, totally flustered.

ROYAL
Don't do that! | prom sed your
parents --

PATSY

I don't recall a darn thing about
my parents one way or the other.

ROYAL
Do you recall why we're on the run?

PATSY
From Communi st s.

ROYAL
And -- Artia? What about her?

PATSY
Who's that? Orsha?

ROYAL
You don't renenber visiting ny
brother in Nineteen thirty-five?

PATSY
Ni neteen thirty-five? You' re crazy.
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ROYAL
No. You're just forgetting.

PATSY
kay, then! Leave ne al one!

ROYAL
Yes. | think that's advi sabl e.

Royal snatches up the bl anket, and candl e, and heads for
anot her part of the house. Patsy turns away and puts her
head on the knapsack.

EXT. FARVHOUSE - SUNRI SE

Royal sets out, away fromthe sunrise. Patsy trails behind,
| ooking |ike she'd rather be anywhere el se.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY
Pat sy trai pses along a hundred feet behi nd Royal .

OUT OF THE DI STANCE COVES THE SOUND OF A MOTOR. Patsy hears
it first. She stops and turns, face lighting up.

Royal hears the RACI NG ROAR, and abandons the road.

ROYAL
Get out of sight!
PATSY
Wiy don't we see who it is first?
ROYAL
If you can see them they can see
you. If it's commes, you'll be

caught .
Muttering to herself, Patsy trudges off the road.
IN THE DI STANCE: a car cones into view, noving fast.

It's a chop-top convertible roadster. As it gets nearer, the
VWHOOPS and HOLLERS of the KIDS inside becone audible.
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PATSY
Them ain't Conmuni sts! Communi sts
don't carry on like that.

Pat sy stands just as the convertible streaks by, filling the
air with dust. She runs out to the mddle of the road,
wavi ng her arnms. The vehicle skids to a halt.

PATSY ( CONT.)
Hey, ya'll. Come on back here!

The roadster reverses, fishtailing as it returns. Patsy
steps aside as the vehicle plunges to a stop in front of her.

There are three guys and two girls inside. Al wear denins
and snoke cigarettes. They look Iike country kids --
rawboned, sun-burnt, big-toothed.

DRI VER
What | tell you? We ain't the only
ones hitting the road.

G RL I N FRONT SEAT
Hey, honey. You |l ooking for a ride?

PATSY
| sure am Were ya'll headed?

DRI VER
We' re going down South, to neet
them Germans that’s marching up
from Mexi co

I N THE ROADSI DE WEEDS: Royal |ays |ow, breathing heavily.

PATSY
"Cermans marching up from Mexi co?"

G RL I N BACK SEAT
Them and the Texans -- them Texans
as are Wiite, anyway -- joined
forces. They’'re headed this way to
unite with the British com ng down
from Canada.
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G RL I N FRONT SEAT
You could | ead the parade, honey,
wi th those gol den | ocks.

PATSY
That sounds swel | !

DRI VER
Vll, clinb aboard. 1'Il get us
there before the next sun comes up.

Pat sy puts her hand to her nouth and calls:

Royal

PATSY
Preacher! You com ng?

DRI VER
Preacher? We don't have room for
anot her fellow in this boat.

PATSY
Me and himtravel together since --

t akes a deep breath and pushes hinself to his feet.

ROYAL
Come on, Patsy. You don't need to
run off with people you don't know.

PATSY
| didn't know you until we got
stuck in the same jam together

ROYAL
Your parents gave nme charge of you

PATSY
I don't have any parents thanks to
the Commes. | want to join them as

will do sonething about it.

G RL I N FRONT SEAT
You tell him girl. Don't listen
to that sorry wad.
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ROYAL
Pat sy. Pl ease. Don't you renenber
t he good tines we had together?

Pat sy frowns. But her eyes renain vacant.

PATSY
Sorry, Mster. Tinme for nme to nove
on. I"'mgrateful to you for --

(thinks, can't recall)
VWhatever it is. Anyway. Good- bye.

Patsy clinbs into the back of the roadster.

DRI VER
CGet that gal a beer

The Big GQuy in back cracks a can with a church key.

The roadster accel erates down the road, with those inside
rai sing a continuous ruckus, until it fades in the distance.

Royal stands, alone at last. A tear runs down his cheek.

EXT. SECOND FARVHOUSE - FARMYARD/ DOORSTEP - DAY

It's anot her deserted-|ooking hulk out in the big nowhere.

Royal plies the lever of a water punp in the farnyard. |IT
CREAKS AND SQUEAKS, but the arched pipe yields no water.

He picks up his knapsack and crosses to the saggi ng wood
porch. The front door hangs open. Royal goes inside.

I NT. SECOND FARMHOUSE - ROOM TO ROOM CELLAR

The interior is dusty. THE PLANK FLOORS SQUEAK, but are
solid underfoot. Beyond a doorway...

IN THE PARLOR

Furni ture has been pushed about and left at odd angl es.
Royal tries a light switch. The overheads remai n dark.
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I N THE KI TCHEN

The cabinets are enpty. Water standing in the sink is green.
He tries the faucet. It coughs a few tines, and stays dry.

Royal continues through a door down a flight of stairs to...
THE CELLAR

Dirty brown |ight cones through the high bul khead w ndows.
O l-cloth-covered furniture is heaped all around. Under a
w ndow, a sewing nachine sits on a table next to an antique
hand- cr anked radi o.

Royal crosses to the radio. He works the crank and tries the
selector dial. Turns the crank again.

A STATI CKY VO CE cones through the cloth speaker:

VO CE
-- moving in colums toward the
Kansas and M ssouri state lines. W
advi se everyone not involved in
this fight to stay indoors and obey
the orders of the mlitary
commander s of whi chever district

you find yourself in --
The VO CE dies. Royal turns the dial until he cones to...:

SECOND VA CE
(with a Texas accent)
The CGodl ess Conmuni sts have nade
this fight personal. W won't back
down until all of their Satanic
breed is chased fromthese shores --

Royal sinks to his knees, and clasps his hands together.

ROYAL
O God. What should | do? Wat
should I do? What should I do?
(in response:)
Thy knowl edge be ny strength. Thy
knowl edge be ny strength.
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Royal gets to his feet. He heads back up the stairs.

EXT. M LES FROM MAYFI ELD - COUNTRY ROAD - SUNSET
Royal hikes toward the flam ng hol ocaust of a Western sunset.

THE MASSED DRONE OF PROP- DRI VEN PLANES RI SES | N THE DI STANCE
Royal junps into the shallow ditch by the road.

A FLI GHT of Messerschmtt 189s cone on fast, at tree-top
| evel. The dozen or so aircraft grow fromfly-size
to real-size, seemngly in the space of a few seconds.

One follows the road. It casts a huge shadow over Royal as
it vaults overhead and is gone, sooner than it cane.

THE ONLY SOUND LEFT IS THE FADI NG BUZZ OF THE Al RCRAFT.
Royal stands. He sets out, into the glinmering sunset.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT (A M NUTE LATER)
The horizon toward which he's traveling lights up suddenly.

THE CRASH AND BOOM OF FAR- OFF EXPLOSI ONS ECHCES OVER THE
LANDSCAPE, JO NED BY THE CHATTER OF MACHI NEGUN FI RE

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - WRECKED ARMORED CAR - NI GHT (M DNI GHT)

A snoky mass pushes out of the darkness. It's a shattered
arnored car, skewed across the road. Bodies hang fromthe
burst passenger bay and the bl own-out cab in front.

Royal prowl s the scene of carnage. Digging through pockets,
openi ng backpacks.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - BEYOND WRECKAGE - NI GHT (AFTER M DNI GHT)

Royal goes on his way, a rifle hitched to his shoul der and
a Walther PKin his belt. As he walks on, he eats rations
from a can with the fork attachnment of a swiss arny knife.
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EXT. QUTSI DE MAYFI ELD - COUNTRY ROAD - DAWN

A shanbles cuts off the road: a bonbed-out barricade, with
nore bodies littering the ground thereabouts. In the grow ng
light, their Praetorian Guard uniforns are plain to see.

Royal approaches with the rifle cradled in his armns.

A BI RD WH STLES. He abandons the road, cutting across a
field toward the | ow, scorched skyline of Muyfield.

EXT. OUTSI DE MAYFI ELD - VACANT FlI ELD - DAWN

The town line is clear, no sentries standi ng about.
But every structure in sight has been put to the torch. The
only things still nostly conplete are trees too lush to burn.

Royal steps onto a paved street |eading into town, and
conti nues down the short side of a block of incinerated
houses.

The few vehicles | eft behind are bl ackened shells. Bodies in
the street wear the uniforns of Praetorian Quards.

EXT. DRI VEWAY
A CITIZEN sits dead behind the wheel of a pickup truck.

A single round through the driver's side w ndow has sprayed
the ceiling of the cab with his brains and bl ood.

THE DRI VER S DOOR OPENS WTH A GROAN. The Driver pitches out
onto the ground.

Royal rifles through the man's pockets. He spots the keys
still in the ignition.

EXT/ I NT. MAYFI ELD KS STREETS/ Pl CKUP TRUCK - DAY

Royal drives the truck toward the grain el evators.

At an intersection, he glances down the adjoining street to
see Cal vary Baptist Church, now a ragged hill of ashes.
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EXT/ I NT. GRAIN ELEVATORS/ PI CKUP TRUCK

Several of the silos have blown up. Gain disgorges in steep
sl opes around the broken concrete barrels that remain.
Hundreds of birds fly in and out of the ruins.

Royal swerves around huge pieces of concrete fromthe bl own
el evators. He turns onto the highway | eading out of town.
Crossing the tracks, he | ooks down the rails to see...

The coaches and | oconotive of the arnored train, |aying on
their sides |like so many jackstraws.

A M LE O\
The ravi ne cones into view.

Royal stops where the highway turns away. He kills the
engi ne, fetches his rifle and knapsack, and clinbs out.

Royal slanms the truck door, crosses to the edge of the field,
ducks through the barb wire, and heads for the ravine.

EXT. QUTSI DE MAYFI ELD - RAVINE - DAY (TEN M NUTES LATER)

He strides downhill, gaining nonentumuntil he stunbles the
|last few feet to the enerald-1i ke seam at the bottom

He drops to his knees and cl asps his hands together around
the barrel of his rifle.

ROYAL
Thy knowl edge be ny strength. Thy
know edge be mny strength.

He creeps to the cave nouth. In the distance, he hears...

SI RENS. Royal unshoulders his rifle and goes in, follow ng
the cave as it curves out of sight on a downward arc.

I NT. UNDERGROUND - RECEPTI ON CHAMBER - DAY

A tube pops into a hole in the wall, and extends to deposit
Royal on a hangi ng gurney. The shell w thdraws around him
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ARTI A
So you' re back agai n.

Royal raises his head |like a soldier peeking froma foxhole.
Artia Totalia stands front and center before him

Royal junps off and stands, squaring his shoul ders and
strai ghtening his clothes. The weapons he cane with are
nowhere to be seen

ARTI A (CONT.)
This tinme, we'll send you back
to a week before the last visit.
See if it makes a difference.

ROYAL
| just want this to be over wth.

INT. PH LADELPH A PA PARTY H.Q - COMMANDER S SUITE - NI GHT
(1935)

It's arec room full of pool and ping-pong tables. One Iong
wall is paneled with mrrors. In front of that wall

Ignace, in red |eather trimmed with stainless steel
bri ghtwork, marches up and down, gesticulating as he rants:

| GNACE
Shoot these rabid dogs. Death to
t hose who hide their rats' claws
fromthe people! Down with vulture
politicians fromwhose nouth bl oody
venomdrips, putrifying the ideals
of denocracy! Exterm nate the nmad
dogs of capitalism who desire only
to tear to pieces the flower of our
new Anerican revol ution!

Royal quietly energes froman adjoining hallway. He appears
in the mrror behind Ignace.

The sight of Royal in the flesh seens to pull his right eye
hal f out of its socket. He says to the mrror:



| GNACE
Well, 1'll be goddamed.

ROYAL
Hel | o, | gnace.

| GNACE
Artia nust have sent you. What's
W ong now?

ROYAL
It's what you're going to do next,
brother. The big | eap to nowhere
you’' re about to make.

| GNACE
Hey. I'mjust along for the ride.

ROYAL
You don't care how it all ends up?

| GNACE
Has it ever occurred to you that if
how things end up is really that
i mportant, they wouldn't keep
ending up a mllion different ways?

ROYAL
It's Iike nusical chairs.
Eventual | y your ass occupi es one or
the other for keeps. And | don't
t hi nk even you will enjoy seeing
the human race die off by the year
Ni net een Seventy.

| GNACE
Wiy would it do that?

ROYAL
Because of you, brother.
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| GNACE

Bullshit. I'"mgoing to be the best
thing that ever happened to this
world or history itself for that

matter.

ROYAL
You could be. Wth
direction.

| GNACE

alittle

Direction fromwho? You?

ROYAL

That's the i dea we'

I gnace turns to face Royal

| GNACE

re working wth.

Fuck you. You had your chance, big
brother. | can notivate nyself by
nysel f al one, thank you very mnuch.

ROYAL
If the tables were

turned and you

paid me a visit, |I'd at |east

listen to what you

| GNACE

had to say.

Oh yeah. Like you have so many
times before. Get the hell out.

Do you hear ne? This is my show
now Not yours, not hers, and | east
of all your fucking God's --

Royal starts toward | gnace.
revol ver froma side holster.

| gnace draws a silver

| GNACE (CONT.)
Don't even think about it. |'ve
been eating ny pork and beans, in
case you haven't noticed. But you
aren't worth the tine and energy to
beat into subm ssion. Now git!

98.
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Royal powers up the el usion bubble device, in his hand.

ROYAL
You can't w n agai nst her, Ignace.

| GNACE
It's a fucking machine, don't you
understand? And | don't care if
it's atrillion tinmes as snmart as
me, the damm thing is not alive! It
has no conmmpn sense.

ROYAL
Is it comon sense to outl aw
religion before the human race has
t he chance to grow out of it?

| GNACE
Is that what |'m gonna do? Well,
good. The bi ggest |et-down of ny
life was not when the parents died,
but when you becane a preacher.
That was nore obscene than if you'd
ended up as one those fruit flies
who suck other guys' juice--

Royal noves one step closer to |Ignace.

ROYAL
Says the man with the typhoid
hands.

| GNACE

Stop right there.
He brings up a whistle and PRODUCES AN EAR- SPLI TTI NG SHRI EK

Royal hurls hinself at his brother. The elusion bubble
strikes Ignace, throwng himto the floor

Royal bounces off and cones to rest floating a few inches off
the fl oor.

Clumsily, he levitates hinself to a sitting position.
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I gnace backs away from Royal. He feels around for the gun,
can't find it. He tries to yell for help, but the breath's
been knocked out of him

Royal powers off the elusion bubble. He plunks down on the
floor, scoots hinself upright, and junps on |gnace.

The two go down in a scranble. For a nonent the issue is in
doubt. Then Ignace grips Royal's shoul ders.

Wth a taut grin of triunph, he forces himback, and down.

Royal fidgets with the device still in his hand. The el usion
bubbl e conmes back on..

Smashing into Ignace |ike a body-w de karate chop, flinging
hi m across the roomonto a couch by the wall.

Bef ore he can recover, Royal turns off the device, rushes
around the table, and |l ands on Ignace with both knees.

He pummels his brother's face with his free fist, then,
setting aside the avoi dance device, grips |Ignace's throat
with both hands and digs his thunbs into his adam s apple ..

ARTIA (V.Q)
Stop it! You have to work together.

Royal presses down hard with knees and thunbs.
Artia appears. She flies at Royal wailing |ike a banshee.
And passes right through him Royal grins in triunph.

Ignace's eyes roll up in his head. His face turns blue. A
seam of pink froth appears between his tw sted |ips.

Artia shrieks Royal's ear:

ARTI A
If you do this, you' Il have shown
yourself unworthy. I'll start over

again wthout either of you.
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ROYAL
We are unworthy. See how quickly
and easily we die --

Ignace's face is purple. The slits of his eyes have gone
red. He's finished.

Royal pushes away from I gnace, who flops aside.

ROYAL ( CONT.)
It had to be done. It's done.

He | ooks around. Artia is gone. But...

GUARDS appear in the doorway. They see what's going on, and
reach for their hol stered weapons.

Royal dives to the floor and scoops up the el usion device
just in tinme. Wth a SERIES OF BLASTI NG REPORTS. .

The air around himsparks. Bullets ricochet off the bubble.

A ROUND THUMPS | NTO THE SI DE OF | GNACE' S HEAD, suppressing
whatever life remains in the Wrld Dictator-in-waiting.

Royal charges through an adjoining door. He dives into...
I NT. CLOSET

And keeps diving. He's falling through the air.

EXT. MAYFI ELD KS - SKY - N GHT
Royal plunmets through RAIN AND HAI L. THUNDER BOOVS NEARBY.

Artia materializes beside him Both pick up speed as he
falls faster and faster.

ARTI A
You knew this woul d happen. Wy
did you kill your brother?

ROYAL
W both needed to die.
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ARTI A
"Il never understand human bei ngs.
I"mglad I"mnot alive. Living
seens to be bad for everyone
concer ned.

Royal grins and closes his eyes. He extends his arns as if

he's trying to fly -- or imtating sonmeone crucified.
HUGE | MPACT.

BLACK SCREEN
FADE | N:

EXT. MAYFI ELD KS STREETS - N GHT

LI GHTNI NG FLASHES. @ THUNDER ROLLS. Rain gushes down thick as
a vertical flood, scouring rooftops and trees.

A GALE WND BLOANB. GARBAGE CANS CLATTER out of alleys,
bounce into fences and houses.

W ndow screens fly through the air, along with torn branches,
uprooted flowers, and nyriads of | eaves.
EXT. MAYFI ELD KS STREETS - SUNRI SE

It's a bright glorious norning, the streets of the town
rinsed clean by the storm Fallen | eaves and branches add
color to the gutters.

BIRDS SING IN THE TREES. | N THE DI STANCE, A LOCOMOTI VE
HOOTS.
I NT. CALVARY BAPTI ST CHURCH - PASTOR S OFFI CE - DAY ( SUNNY)

The NEW PREACHER sits with his back to us and his chair
swivelled toward the one-way mrror w ndow | ooking into...

The sunshi ne-spl otched Cal vary Church Meeting Hall.
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I NT. CALVARY BAPTI ST CHURCH - OFFI CES - DAY

Harl ey and Patsy Bl auter push a cart | oaded with cl eaning
supplies down the corridor to the Meeting Hall.

Harl ey pulls up short, outside the Meeting Hall doors.

HARLEY
Go check the auditorium 1'11
i nspect the offices.

Pat sy grabs a whi sk broom and dustpan and conti nues on into
the Meeting Hall.

The door slips shut. A nonent |ater..
The door flies open again and Patsy rushes back out.

PATSY
Oh, Daddy, you have to conme see
-- | don't know what it is.

Harl ey sets his broom aside and follows Patsy into...
I NT. MEETI NG HALL

WATER DRI PS WTH A SI LVERY TRI NKLI NG SOUND from the vaul ted
ceiling, acconpanied by Bl RD SONG from out si de.

Because there's a hole in the roof.
A RAGGED, UNEVEN HOLE SHAPED LIKE A MAN wi th arnms outfl ung.

HARLEY
What in tarnation -7?

PATSY
Daddy. Look. Over in the pews.

Harl ey | ooks. He says with quiet urgency:

HARLEY
Go fetch Reverend Pryce. Now.
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PATSY
VWhat is it?

HARLEY
Go, girl! Now

Patsy hurries out. Harley waits until she's gone, then
rushes up the aisle to the mddle of the church.

Directly below the hole in the roof, the pews have been
smashed by a large falling object.

It lays now, belly to the floor, a sodden, ruptured mass, but
with the head tw sted around on a broken neck...:

THE FACE OF ROYAL PRYCE stares up with wide, startled eyes at
an alien and unforgiving tinme and pl ace.

The Meeting House doors adjoining the altar open and a figure
in a conservative dark blue suit and tie enters.

He stops when he sees the grimexpression on Harley's face.
I gnace Pryce waves Patsy back

| GNACE
It's all right. Your Father and
I will take care of it.

Patsy retreats, hurrying through the door into the offices.

I gnace stands with Harl ey, gazing solemmly down at the
remai ns of his brother.

| GNACE (CONT.)
Goodness graci ous. Wo coul d that
be? And how did he get in here?

HARLEY
Coul d he have fallen from an
airplane? O -- a dirigible?
| GNACE

It was sonme kind of bad | uck,
ei ther way.



105.

For a nonent, the Men stand stock still. Then they begin
pul | ing away pieces of wood to free the body.

A SPARROWflutters into the high space of the nave.

CHEEPING IN PANIC, it flies as far as the nearest stained
gl ass wi ndow, bounces off, and tunbles to the floor.

FADE TO BLACK.



