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A village priest grapples with a dark secret after a
killer begins targeting his parishioners, forcing himto
confront his own past.
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FADE UP FROM BLACK:
EXT. VILLAGE - DAY

The canera pans over a village bathed in golden sunlight.
Lively MJSIC plays in the background as peopl e nove about
cheerfully, the peaceful atnobsphere fills the screen.

Suddenly, a DI STANT SCREAM cuts through the air.
CUT TO
| NT. CHAPEL - DAY

Adimy lit chapel with stained glass wi ndows, lining the
wal I s and nave. FATHER LUCAS, M d 40s-50s, kind but worn out,
haunted by the past. Running his hand through his greying
hair when deep in thought, he tends to rub his thunb agai nst
hi s worn wooden crucifix whenever he is anxious. His face
carries the wei ght of unspoken sins, deep lines around his
eyes hint at years of guilt. His voice is warm and
reassuring, but when he speaks about faith, there's an
underlying trenor, a man trying to convince hinself as nuch
as others.

Lucas stands near a grieving famly: a MOTHER, FATHER, and
CH LD, all huddled together in tears.

Fat her Lucas, cal m and conposed, places a hand on the
father's shoulder. His voice is soft but reassuring.

FATHER LUCAS
We nust find solace in God' s plan,
even in tinmes |like these..

The fam |y nods, clinging to each other in grief. The nother
sobs into her hands. A ray of light shines through the

stai ned glass window, illumnating Lucas' face, which is
grow ng ever so worried. His eyes reflect that of a thousand-
yard stare.

CUT TO
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EXT. WOODS - DUSK

Yel l ow Police tape fills the screen, blinding red and bl ue
lights flash fromthe surrounding police cars, the crows
cawi ng, the sirens blaring. Alifeless corpse lays on the
danp forest floor, soon to be inspected by DETECTI VE TOM
m d- 30s, cl ean-shaven, nethodical, and determ ned. Al ways
wearing a tailored, spotless suit.

He kneels beside the |ifeless BODY sprawl ed on the danmp
forest floor. The victims clothes, once white, are now stiff
with dried crinmson, the fabric clinging to his formin

tw sted, winkled folds. The stale scent of iron lingers in
the cold night air. A disturbing detail stands out, a cross-
shaped snear of blood, deliberately drawn across the victinis
pale, rigid chest. The mark is uneven, as if nmade with a
trenbl i ng hand.

Tom cl enches his jaw, a habit when he's deep in thought. He
cracks his knuckl es absent m ndedly, his sharp eyes m ssing
not hi ng.

Tom's brow furrows as he stands, nodding a hint to the
FORENSI C OFFI CERS near by.

TOM
(To Forensic team
Bag everything, | want every inch of

this place conbed.

He pulls off his gloves, staring down at the gruesone
bi bli cal display on the body.

TOM
(Whi spers, under his breath)
What the hell is going on here?

H s PHONE BUZZES. He slowy reaches into his left breast
pocket, pulls out his phone, his hands trenbling. He answers
with a tense and uneasy tone.

(i nto phone)
"Il be right there.

CUT TO
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| NT. FATHER LUCAS OFFICE - N GHT

The sound of lightning strikes and rain are prom nent. Father
Lucas sits alone in his small but snug office, fireplace |it.

He sits at his dark oak desk, staring at a photograph of

hi nsel f and a young girl froma church service many years
back. He traces the image with his fingers, his face
darkening with guilt. He picks up a crucifix fromthe desk,
holding it tightly, steadying hinself.

FATHER LUCAS
(whi spers, softly to hinself)
| failed you... I'msorry... so sorry.

He quickly sets the photograph down, his hands trenbling
slightly. He notices a SMALL NOTE on his desk, his eyes
fixate on it. He unfolds it, his knuckles white fromgri pping
it too hard.

On the note, hastily scribbled in red ink: "CONFESS"

Fat her Lucas stares at the note, his face pale and full of
dread. He crunples it in his fist, his breath shaky and
shal | ow.

There's a sudden KNOCK at the door. Father Lucas flinches.

FATHER LUCAS
Come in.

The door creaks open, revealing MR HAYES, Late 70s, frai

but sharp, an old nman who knows too nuch, and an old friend
of Father Lucas. He takes slow but deliberate steps, |eaning
heavily on his aged wooden cane, he pauses before speaking,
as if every word is carefully weighed. H's cloudy blue eyes
have seen generations conme and go, they are filled with a mx
of concern and knowi ng.. His brown tweed jacket though old,
is always inmmacul ate, a man who clings to dignity in a
crunbling worl d.

Del i berately, he comes in, sniffs, scrapes his shoe, shuts

t he door, hangs up his jacket on the coat stand, and takes a
seat at Father Lucas' desk, keeping his cane in his trenbling
hands.

Created using Celtx



MR HAYES
Have you heard what's happened,
Fat her ?

Lucas nods, folding his hands together on the desk.

FATHER LUCAS

(quietly)
Anot her Soul | ost.

M. Hayes steps closer, his tone at al nost a whi sper.
MR. HAYES
It's happening again. The sins of the past... you can't hide
fromthem forever, if you want this to be the last corpse to
appear you know what you nust do.
Lucas stiffens, trying to maintain conposure.
FATHER LUCAS
|"mdoing all | can to keep this
village safe, M. Hayes.
M. Hayes leans in, his voice barely audible.
MR. HAYES

You can't keep secrets fromthe Devil,
Fat her. He knows... And he's here.

Sl ow push in on the fathers distraught face. Hs face
tightens with the weight of his past creeping up on him

FADE QOUT:
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FADE | N:
EXT. VILLAGE SQUARE - DAY

The next norning, the village is quiet, the sky is grey, and
an unsettling stillness hangs in the air. A aggressive breeze
bl ows agai nst the police tape that surrounds the nurder site.
Vil l agers whi sper to one another, fear is evident in their
faces.

CUT TO
I NT. CHURCH - DAY

Fat her Lucas stands at the altar, delivering a sernon. H's
voi ce cracks under the weight of his inner guilt.

FATHER LUCAS
(Nervously)
We live in uncertain tines, where we
must hold on tight to faith, but we
are not wthout sin. None of us are.

H s eyes dart toward the back of the chapel between the pews,
where Detective Tom stands, arns fol ded, observing him
closely from A Stare-down ensues between them

FATHER LUCAS

(stunbling)
We nust believe in redenption, in
forgiveness, for we are all in need of

it.

His voice trails off, lost in thought. He stares down at the
pul pit, visibly unsettl ed.

CUT TGO
| NT. DETECTIVE TOM S OFFI CE - LATER THAT DAY

Tomis at his desk, pouring over files. Photographs of the
crime scenes are spread out in front of him each peeking out
of a manila docunent file. The biblical references etched
into the bodies - crosses, thorns, denonic synbols, all of
the evidence | eads Tomto believe the nurders are connected
to Father Lucas one way or another.He skins through a file

| abel ed "CONFESSI ONS, " noticing a disturbing pattern, each
victimhad recently confessed their sins to Father Lucas, his
face visibly uneasy.
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CUT TO
EXT. MR HAYES COITAGE - N GHT

The wind hows. A singular CANDLE flickers in the cracked.
Through the wi ndow, M. Hayes is seen sitting by the fire,

bl ow ng dust off his old |leather journal, it |ooks |like a
relic, as if it had been kept for decades, his hands shaking
slightly. The pages are filled with notes, scribbled nanes,
accounts of things |ong buried.

A SHADOW | oons outside his window. The candlelight flickers
violently. He freezes, sensing sonething. H's body stiffens.
A heavy CREAK on the wobbly wooden fl oor boards behind him
startles him

MR HAYES
(whi spering, breathl ess)
No... not now. ..

The shadow grows | arger, swall ow ng the di mcandl elight
until...

A LOUD THUD

CUT TO BLACK:
| NT. DETECTIVE TOM S OFFI CE - N GHT

Tomsits at his desk, trying to piece the files together when
hi s phone RINGS. He answers w thout hesitation.

TOM
(into phone)
Detecti ve Tom

ANONYMOUS VA CE

(whi spering)
M. Hayes is dead. Go see for
your sel f.

CLI CK. The call disconnects. Tom exhal es sharply, his grip

ti ghtening on the phone. He calls for backup, junps up from
his desk, slides into his clean black overcoat and dashes out
of his office within seconds.

CUT TO
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EXT. MR HAYES COTTAGE - N GHT

Blinding red and blue lights flash, illum nating the cottage
as a swarm of troubl ed, shook-up police officers and forensic
teans work the scene. Detective Tom steps out of his old

j unkbox silver car, at least 20 years old. H s eyes narrow as
he takes in the sight of the lifeless old man through the
cracked wi ndow. The crows caw relentlessly. Upon entry, Tom
creaks the floorboards with every step he takes.

He hurries over to the corner of the room where M. Hayes
sits notionless in his chair, his head tilted unnaturally to
one side. H s dead eyes stare blankly into the void, his
mouth slightly agape as if caught m d-sentence. A deep,
gruesonme gash runs across his throat, the bl ood now a dark
stain on his winkled shirt.

H s | eather journal rests on his lap, its pages marked with
frantic handwiting and passages from scripture,the | ast
entry hastily scraw ed:

"HE KNOA6. GOD HELP ME. "

Pinned to his chest with a rusted nail is a YELLOAED NOTE,
the jagged and erratic words are witten using M. Hayes own
bl ood:

"SEEK HHM IN THE HOUSE OF GOD. THE SI N REMAINS. "

A SHADOW | ocons in the doorway. A villager, one of the few
remai ning friends of M. Hayes stops by. She GASPS and drop
her lantern, The glow flickers wildly, casting chaotic
shadows across the walls as the scream of another wi tness
echoes through the quiet night.
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