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INT. ST. LUKE'S PARISH - QU NN S OFFI CE - DAY

FATHER FRANKLI N QUI NN (60s) sits at his desk, squinting his
old eyes as he tries to read a resunmé. He holds a gl ass of
wine in his hand and periodically sips fromit.

Across fromhimsits an unconfortabl e FATHER DAVI D MORRI S
(late 20s). He eyes the drink in Father Quinn's hand and
gl ances up at a ticking clock.

A small crinkle forns between Father Mrris' eyebrows.

QUI NN
(wi t hout | ooking up)
Probl enf?

Father Morris | ooks caught off guard.

FATHER MORRI S
Uh. ..

He stammers as he points up at the clock.

FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)
Your clock is off.

Qui nn gl ances behind himat the cl ock.

QUI NN

How so?

FATHER MORRI S
(conf used)
It's... not on the correct tine.

QUI NN

It's set to the tine in the Vatican.
He raises his wine glass to Father Morris.

QUI NN (cont'd)
Which is infallibly correct.

He gives a wink, takes a sip, and | ooks back down at his
paper to squint sone nore.

QUI NN (cont'd)
Mat i gnon Hi gh School. Harvard
undergrad. You're a |ocal boy.

FATHER MORRI S
Yes, Father. Gew up in Canbridge.



Fat her Quinn smacks his lips after taking another gul p of
Wi ne.

QUI NN
Is that why you requested this

pl acenent ?

FATHER MORRI S
No.

QUI NN
Then why did you?

FATHER MORRI S
I didn't.

QUI NN

Just coi nci dence?
Fat her Morris shrugs.

FATHER MORRI S
Provi dence.
(beat)
O maybe just bad | uck.

Fat her Quinn eyes himand then gives a small nod.

QUI NN
M nistering in your own backyard can
be. .. chall engi ng.

Fat her Morris smrks.

FATHER MORRI S

(quoting)
"“A prophet is not w thout honor

except in his own town."

QUI NN
Nobody |ikes to call that booger-
eating, altar boy, brat, they
remenber "Father".

FATHER MORRI S
Good thing I wasn't an altar boy
t hen.

Beat .

QUI NN

What was your parish?



Beat .

Qui nn nods.

FATHER MORRI S
Sai nt Vi ncent.

QUI NN
That's a lovely church, did you enjoy
it?

FATHER MORRI S
Yes, they're |ovely people.

QUI NN
| meant the buil ding.

FATHER MORRI S
Yes. It's wonderful architecture.

QUI NN
Well, let's get you settled in.

Father Quinn rises to his feet.

I NT. CLERGY HOUSE - BEDROCOM - DAY

Fat her Morris plops down his suitcase in a nodestly
furni shed bedroom

Fat her Quinn stands in the doorway.

QUI NN

My roomis across the way. Bathroom
is down the hall

(t hen)
Do you have an aut onobil e?

FATHER MORRI S
Yes.

QUI NN
Good.

(beat)
"1l let you unpack. Don't dally, you
have confession in thirty mnutes.

Father Morris | ooks up in shock

FATHER MORRI S
What ?



QUI NN

You' ve taken confession before,
haven't you?

FATHER MORRI S
No, not... not really.

QUI NN
Wel | then, here's your chance.

FATHER MORRI S
Father, is that wise? | haven't even
been introduced to the parishioners
yet.

QUI NN
Wiy woul d that nmatter?

FATHER MORRI S

Well... just for their confort, |
think it would be prudent if--
QUI NN

You are ordained. You are fully
capabl e of adm nistering the

sacranent .
(t hen)
Al'so, | don't want to.
(t hen)
You'll be fine. 1'Il be napping.

Qui nn spins around and shuffles down the hallway.

I NT. ST. LUKE'S PARI SH - CONFESSI ONAL - DAY

Father Morris slips on a purple stole and takes a seat on
his chair. He exhal es and checks his watch, clearly feeling
nervous.

Hi s eyes close and he MJUTTERS a prayer.

Fi ni shed, his eyes snap open, he breathes in deeply again
and gl ances around the inside of the confessional.

It's rather spacious for a confessional, and built out of
rich dark wood

Next to Father Morris is the typical screen for anonynous
confessions, and across fromhimis a chair for face-to-face
conf essi ons.

He checks his watch again and waits.



And waits.
And waits.
And waits.

I NT. ST. LUKE' S PARI SH - CONFESSI ONAL - LATER
Father Morris, still waiting, checks his watch again.

He fidgets on his hard-wooden chair, |ooking increasingly
unconf ort abl e.

Long beat.

He checks his watch again and gnaws a little on his | ower
lip, trying to decide on sonet hing.

Finally, he nmakes a decision, gets to his feet and hurries
out .
INT. ST. LUKE' S PARI SH - LATER

We hear the sound of a TO LET FLUSH and Father Morris steps
out into the main sanctuary.

He freezes.

Across the way is the exterior of the confessional. There
are two doors on each side of it and by default they're left
open, unl ess occupi ed.

And right now, one door is closed. Cccupied.

Father Morris grimaces and then quickly slips back inside

t he confessional .

I NT. ST. LUKE' S PARI SH - CONFESSI ONAL - CONTI NUOUS

Father Morris quietly enters the box. He can hear the soft
MUTTERI NGS com ng from the anonynous confessional, but can't
qui te make out the words.

He gingerly eases onto his chair.

Beat .

FEMALE VO CE (O S.)
Fat her ?



Fat her Morris clears his throat.

FATHER MORRI S
Uh... yes?

FEMALE VO CE (O S.)
My penance?

There's a certain quality to the voice, perhaps it's the
whi sper of it, but it sounds alnost... sultry.

He hesitates, unsure of what to do.
FATHER MORRI S

Unh... uh -- a Hail Mary and a decade
of the rosary.

Long beat.
FEMALE VO CE (O.S.)
Fat her Qui nn?
Beat .
FATHER MORRI S
No. It's Father Morris actually.
Beat .

There's a qui ck SHUFFLI NG sound and we hear her quickly exit
t he confessional .

Fat her Morris sighs and rubs his face with his hands.

INT. ST. LUKE' S PARI SH - CONFESSI ONAL - LATER

Father Morris still sits al one.
He gl ances down at his watch -- it's counting down.
Then it BEEPS as an al arm goes off -- the confession tine

finally over.
He | ooks relieved as he silences his alarmand just as he's
about to renove his purple stole a G RL suddenly enters the
conf essi onal .

Young (16), low cut shirt, cut jeans revealing skin, carries
herself wth a swagger.

This i s KAT BROGAN.



She | ooks surprised to see Father Mrris sitting there.

Fat her Morris flashes his best welcomng smle, snooths out
his stole and gestures to the chair across from him

FATHER MORRI S
My chil d.

KAT
You' re not Father Quinn.

FATHER MORRI S
Yeah. |'ve been getting that a | ot
lately. |I'm Father Morris.

Kat slips into the chair across fromhim

KAT
|'" m Kat .

FATHER MORRI S
I's that short for Kathryn?

KAT
_ (dryly)
No, it's short for pussy-kat.
She gives a little smrk and eyes him

KAT (cont'd)
You' re young.

FATHER MORRI S

Thank you.

KAT
Don't think |I've ever seen a priest
SO young.

FATHER MORRI S
Well they do exist. Al old priests
were once young priests.

Beat .

FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)
Your confession?

KAT
(by rote)
Bless nme Father, |'ve sinned, it's
been a week since ny |ast
confession -- yadda, yadda, yadda.

( MORE)



KAT (cont'd)
(t hen)
|'ve masturbated. Probably about
three tines just today.

FATHER MORRI S
Busy day.

KAT
| lied to ny parents. Lied to nost
everybody. Cheated at school. |
sucked of f Ben Coughlin in third
period -- he tasted weird.

Father Morris' eyebrow arches.

Kat snorts a | augh.

He m ght

Beat .

be.

KAT (cont'd)
You' re bl ushing.

FATHER MORRI S
| don't believe | am

KAT
Are you unconfortable with this?

FATHER MORRI S
No.

KAT
It's fine if you are--

FATHER MORRI S
' m not - -

KAT
You guys tend to be weird about sex--

FATHER MORRI S
Weird? We're not - -

KAT
You' re not one of those pedophile
priests are ya?

FATHER MORRI S
O course not.



KAT
Oh.
(beat)
Too bad.
Kat bites her lower |lip and seductively spreads her | egs.
Father Morris stares at her, flabbergasted.
She | aughs and he scowl s at her.
FATHER MORRI S
Are you... trying to get a rise out
of nme?

KAT
Trying to get sonmething to rise.

She fl ashes a sm | e.
He doesn't snil e back.

FATHER MORRI S
And why is that?

She rolls her eyes.

KAT
Rel ax, gees, | was just having sone
fun.

FATHER MORRI S
Fun?

He nods.

FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)

| see.
(beat)

So are any of these confessions
genui ne?

KAT
They're all true if that's what you
nmean.

FATHER MORRI S
That's not quite what | nean

KAT
| did them-- what do you want from
nme?



FATHER MORRI S
Genuine acts is not the sane as
genuine contrition. Are you...
gri eved over the things you' ve done?

KAT
Gieved?

FATHER MORRI S

Are you sorry?

KAT
(flippant)

Sure. Yeah. \WWat ever.

FATHER MORRI S
And you regret the choices you' ve

made?

KAT

| certainly regret giving Ben
Coughlin a bl ow ob.

her, uncertain with howto

FATHER MORRI S
Is... is this how you normally do

Fat her Quinn doesn't mnd. He calls

Fat her Morris just stares at
proceed.
conf essi on?
KAT
Yeah. More or |ess.
She shrugs.
KAT (cont'd)
it "inperfect contrition".
Fat her

Morris considers the idea for a second, and then
reluctantly nods.

FATHER MORRI S

Yes. | suppose that's true. And we're
all inperfect in our contrition.
(t hen)

My apologies if

cane acCross as...

judgnmental . I'mnew at this.

He offers an apol ogetic smle.

10.



KAT
Is this your first tinme? Am
your cherry?

FATHER MORRI S
That's a little vul gar.

KAT

11.

poppi ng

Oh there you go being judgnental

agai n.

FATHER MORRI S
It's not judgnental it's--

KAT
It's fine. | like it.
(1 ong beat)

Actually | think |I prefer you over

Fat her Qui nn.

FATHER MORRI S
Real | y? Way is that?

KAT
Fat her Qui nn doesn't care.

FATHER MORRI S
| very nuch doubt that.

KAT

I very much don't. He doesn't care

that 1'ma whore, at |east you
it out.

FATHER MORRI S
I don't think you're--

KAT
It's fine. I am a whor e.

There's an awkward sil ence between them

FATHER MORRI S

cal |

This is a place of forgiveness.

She snorts a | augh.

KAT

| don't care about forgiveness.

Beat .

She | ooks to him eyes staring intently at

hi m
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KAT (cont'd)
| don't want to be forgiven
(beat)
I want to be judged.

She turns her gaze to Father Morris.

KAT (cont'd)
WIIl you judge ne, Father?

He eyes her a nonent.
FATHER MORRI S
And what would | be sitting in
j udgnment on?

She | eans in, alnobst seductively.

INT. ST. LUKE' S PARI SH - DAY

Kat exits the confessional and heads out the church doors.

I NT. ST. LUKE' S PARI SH - CONFESSI ONAL - CONTI NUOUS

Father Morris sits in the confessional |ooking sonmewhat
shaken.

He exhal es and rubs his tenples.

I NT. GROCERY STORE - N GHT
Father Morris stands at the checkout.

FATHER MORRI S
(to cashier)
Thank you.

He scoops up his bags in his arns and heads toward the exit.
Suddenly sonet hi ng catches his eye.

He freezes and peers intently down an aisle.

H s gaze is fixed on a WOVAN (late 20s) with a small G RL
TODDLER riding in her grocery cart.

The woman we'll come to know as JENNI FER CONNER. Beauti f ul
in an understated way. The kind of girl that infatuates nen
who know her, but who wouldn't give her a second | ook if

t hey just passed her on the street.



13.

She scans the shelves, oblivious to the fact that she's
bei ng wat ched, and flashes a bright, playful, smle at her
daught er.

Fat her Morris stays where he is, transfixed.
Jenni fer | ooks up.

Fat her Morris spins around, pretending not to notice her and
makes a beeline for the exit.

She spots himand her snml|le fades as she watches himl eave.

INT. ST. LUKE' S PARI SH - DAY

It's Mass, and the pews are filled. Father Quinn stands
before the parishioners finishing off his homly with a
prayer.

Father Morris sits in the front pew staring up at him

QUI NN
(in prayer)
so that through the enbracing of
your calling, your joy may be
conplete in Hm in H's nost holy
name, amen.

The PARI SHI ONERS MUTTER AMEN.
Quinn turns to Father Mourris and extends a hand.

QUI NN (cont'd)
Father Morris if you could stand
pl ease.

He does.

QUI NN (cont'd)
(to the parish)
We are blessed to add to our parish
staff at Saint Luke's--

RING RING R NG

Father Morris frantically hikes up his vestnments to sil ence
t he phone in his pocket.

RI NG RI NG

He silences it and stuffs it quickly away, feeling
absolutely nortified.
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Fat her Quinn clears his throat.

QU NN (cont'd)
We are bl essed to have our new
parochi al vicar, Father David Mrris
joining us.

Father Morris smles broadly and gives a slight bow

QU NN (cont'd)
Be sure to extend hima warm wel cone
to our comunity.

EXT. ST. LUKE' S PARI SH - DAY

Father Morris is all polite smles as he shakes hands with
PARI SHI ONERS who are exiting the buil ding.

The BROGAN FAM LY approaches him

CHRI S BROGAN (40s) gives Father Mrris a firm handshake.
He's a dad's dad, receding hairline, paunchy gut, and
cl othes that were fashi onabl e a decade ago.

CHRI' S
(as an introduction)
Chri s Brogan.

FATHER MORRI S
Pl easur e.

H's faithful wife LAUREN BROGAN (40s) stands at his side
with a broad smle. She has a sweet deneanor and slightly
nore fashion sense than her counterpart.

LAUREN
W' re very pleased to have you at our
pari sh.

FATHER MORRI S
Thank you.

CHRI S
This is ny wife Lauren. My daughter
Kat hryn. ..

He points to a nore respectable | ooking Kat. She stares at
Fat her Morris deadpan, and Father Morris gives a polite nod.

CHRI'S (cont'd)
nmy sons, Sam Mark, and Garret.
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SAM (13), MARK (11) and GARRET (9), all dressed in suits
with ties.

Fat her Morris sml es.

FATHER MORRI S
You have a lovely famly.

CHRI S
Thank you, Fat her.

Father Morris | ocks eyes wth Kat as she follows her famly
down the steps of the church

VO CE (O S.)
Fat her Morri s.

Fat her Morris breaks his gaze and turns back to see TOMW
MCALI STER (|l ate 20s). A lanky man, all smles, and a thick
Bost on accent, waps Father Mrris up in a hug.

TOMWY
It's good to see you.

Father Morris gives hima sideways gl ance and then genuinely
smles as he recognizes him

FATHER MORRI S
Tomry? What are you doi ng here? You
go to Saint Luke's?

TOMW
Last few years, yeah.
(t hen)
You renenber ny wife, right?

He gestures to M SSY MCALI STER (| ate 20s) who's cl utching
onto an INFANT G RL in swaddling cloth.

FATHER MORRI S
O course | do.

M SSY
(not expecting himto
r emenber)
M ssy.

FATHER MORRI S
I renmenber. And who's this little

guy?

M SSY
Grl.



FATHER MORRI S
Grl -- sorry.

TOMWY
My daught er, Savannah.

Father Morris smles, admring the child.

FATHER MORRI S
She's a beauty Tommy.

TOMW
Ain't she though?
(t hen)
Hey whatcha doing for |unch?

FATHER MORRI S
Um -

TOMWY
You're comng to ny place.

FATHER MORRI S
[ - -

TOMWY
You' re com ng over.
(gesturing to M ssy)

She's a great cook -- she's a good
cook. You'll love it -- even nmen of
the cloth got to eat, right? Done
deal .

Father Morris just grins.

I NT. MCALI STER RESI DENCE - DAY
LAUGHTER from Tommy and Fat her Morri s.

TOMW
Renenber when we used to shoot those
bottl e rockets out of those plastic
basebal | bats? Cut a hole in the
handl e, light it, drop it in--

FATHER MORRI S
Yeah, yeah--

TOMWY
Like a littl e bazooka.



FATHER MORRI S
Yeah. Totally.

TOMWY
And you hit that car--

FATHER MORRI S
Went off right in front of the
wi ndshi el d.

TOMWY
And the guy junps out of the car and
you start running, and the driver
starts chasing after you--

FATHER MORRI S
No Joey started running. | ducked
down in the grass -- the driver
al nost stepped on ne.

Tommy snorts.

FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)
That still mght be the scariest
nmonment of ny life.

M ssy clears the plates.

M SSY
You done, Father?

FATHER MORRI S
Yes, thank you. It was very good.

She takes his plate and Tomy stares at Father Morris.

shakes hi s head.

TOMWY
Fat her .
(beat)
That' s quite sonet hing.

Fat her Morris gives a weak smle

FATHER MORRI S
It's an adjustnment for ne too.

TOMW
Who woul d' ve t hought, eh?
(t hen)
GQuess your nom woul d be proud.

Father Morris just nods.

17.
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TOMMY (cont' d)
You' ve seen your dad yet?

Beat .

FATHER MORRI S
I"mstill just getting settled in.

Tomry gi ves an under st andi ng nod.

TOMWY
You know | gotta say |'m surprised.

Father Morris eyes Tomy.

TOMMY (cont' d)
When | heard you were going to
sem nary.
(beat)
| didn't think you' d stick with it.

FATHER MORRI S
Oh yeah? Wiy's that?

Tomry shrugs.
TOMWY
I dunno. Just... didn't seemlike
you, is all. | nean out of all us

ki ds who woul da pegged you to be the
one in the priesthood?

A sonmewhat awkward nonent.

TOMMY (cont' d)
Don't get me wong, | think it's

great and all, it just seened like
that was nore your nonmlis dreamthan
yours.

Father Morris gives a cold stare at Tonmy.

FATHER MORRI S
You can just call me David, if it
makes it easier.

TOMWY
No, no, no, | wouldn't want to be
di srespectful .

FATHER MORRI S
Maybe a little late for that.
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Tomry arches an eyebrow.
Father Morris gets to his feet.

FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)
| cane to the priesthood froma
full ness of heart, Tonmy. Not a
br oken one.

TOMW
Oh hey, | didn't nmean nothin' by it.

FATHER MORRI S
Thanks for | unch.

TOMW
Fat her - -

FATHER MORRI S
Don't worry about it.

TOMWY
I was just sayin--

FATHER MORRI S
I know what you're saying.

Long beat.

FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)
Thanks agai n.

TOMW
Fat her. ..

Fat her Morri s heads out.

Tommy flings his napkin on the table and gives a heavy sigh.

I NT. CLERGY HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAY
Father Morris lies on his bed staring up at the ceiling.

Fat her Qui nn appears at the doorway.

QUI NN

Cone on.
Fat her Morris furrows his brow

FATHER MORRI S
VWher e?
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QUI NN

Gief counseling.

EXT. SCHRI VER RESI DENCE - DAY

Fat her Quinn pulls his beat-up Buick next to the curb. He
hops out of the driver side door, followed by Father Mrris,
carrying a muffin basket.

QUI NN

Their son's nane was Tanner. WMot her
is Enma, father is Aaron.

FATHER MORRI S
How ol d was he?

QUI NN

Si xt een.
They wal k up the steps together to the porch.
QU NN (cont'd)
Now | isten, you don't know them
don't pretend you do. Don't overstate

your enpathy, it nakes it worse.
Mostly, just let thembitch at you.

Fat her Morris arches an eyebrow as Father Quinn rings the
door bel | .

QUI NN (cont'd)
And turn your cell phone off.

Fat her Morris scranbles for his pocket, turning the phone to
vi brate as EMVA SCHRI VER (40s) opens the door.

Fat her Quinn gives her a soft smle.

I NT. SCHRI VER RESI DENCE - DAY

Emma sits across from Fat her Quinn and Father Morris,
staring blankly.

She | ooks gaunt and frail.

QUI NN

Didn't see you on Sunday.

EMVA
No. |...
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Her voice just trails off and she doesn't bother to forma
sent ence.

Beat .

Father Morris glances at a | arge photo of a boy (TANNER)
hanging in the room Strong jaw, blue eyes, curly blonde
hair, athletic build. Looks |ike the kind of kid that would
be popul ar at school .

QUI NN

I's Aaron in?
Her eyes flick to the backdoor.

EMVA
He doesn't want to talk.

QUI NN
That's quite all right. He doesn't

have to, but it m ght help--

EMVA
| don't think it woul d.
(beat)
He doesn't... appreciate, like |I do.
| -- | appreciate what you're trying
to do for us, Father

Fat her Quinn forces a smle.

EXT. SCHRI VER RESI DENCE - DAY

Fat her Quinn cl oses the front door and takes off down the
steps with Father Morris foll ow ng behind.

QUI NN
Six nonths and they're stil
wal lowing init.

FATHER MORRI S
Peopl e grieve in different ways.

Qui nn spins back to face Father Mrris.

QUI NN

I'"ve seen a |lot of grief, Father.
He points a bony finger at the house.

QUI NN (cont'd)
And they suck at it.
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VRRMW - Father Mrris' cell phone VIBRATES. He pulls it out
and his eyes go w de.

ON SCREEN: Is an image of exposed FEMALE BREASTS.

QU NN (cont'd)
(of f his expression)
Probl enf?

FATHER MORRI S
Uh. ..

Fat her Morris quickly stuffs the phone back inside his
pocket .

FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)
No, no.
(t hen)
Coul d you drop ne off at the school ?

EXT. ST. LUKE' S CATHOLI C HI GH SCHOCL - DAY
Kat stands anong a small CGROUP of her friends.
Father Morris stornms over to her and grabs her by the el bow

FATHER MORRI S
Excuse ne.

KAT
Hey, what the hell?

He pulls her away from her friends and holds up his cel
phone to her.

FATHER MORRI S
(hushed tone)
Is this you?

Kat sm | es w ckedly.

KAT
Did you like it?

FATHER MORRI S
Thi s does not come under the seal of
confession. | will go to the police,
and | will report you for
transm tting pornographic inmages of a
m nor -- which is a fel ony.



KAT
Pl ease, | wish | had those boobs.

FATHER MORRI S
So this is not you?

KAT
O course not.
(t hen)
We done?

Fat her Morris gl owers.

FATHER MORRI S
No. Sendi ng pornography and calling
me during Mass is not why | gave you
ny cell phone nunber

KAT
Wiy did you give it to nme?

Fat her Morris cocks his head at her.
He clears his throat.
FATHER MORRI S
| can't tal k about that unless you
gi ve ne perm ssion.
(t hen)
Do | have your perm ssion?

KAT
No.

She turns on her heels and wal ks of f.

Father Morris shakes his head in di smay.

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

Fat her Morris carries a bouquet of flowers as he wal ks
t hrough the cenetery.

He comes to a grave and stops.

Fresh flowers are already laid by the grave.

The corner of Father Morris' nouth twitches with a smle.

fades qui ck though as he thinks for a nonment.

Then, he delicately places his bouquet next to the other
fl owers.

23.
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EXT. MORRI'S RESI DENCE - N GHT

Fat her Morris wal ks al ong a sidewal k and nmakes his way up
the stoop to a house.

Sounds of LAUGHTER and MJSI C emanate fromthe house and
cause himto freeze.

He gl ances around and notices several cars parked along the
street. Sone kind of party is going on.

He rushes back down the stairs just as the front door opens
and his father, PATRICK MORRI S (50s) exits the building. He
hol ds a garbage bag filled with enpty bottl es.

Patrick freezes as he spots Father Morris.

PATRI CK
Davi d?

Father Morris winces as he turns back to face him

FATHER MORRI S
| should ve called first.

PATRI CK
What are you doi ng here?

FATHER MORRI S
| was just... in the nei ghborhood.
(t hen)
You having a party?

Patrick | ooks back toward his house.

PATRI CK
Just a little gathering with sone of
ny students -- | do it every year.

He dunps his garbage into the garbage can. The bottles
CLANK.

PATRI CK (cont' d)
So are you in town for a while or...?

FATHER MORRI S
I"mserving at Saint Luke's.

PATRI CK
Saint Luke's that's in... that's
in...
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FATHER MORRI S
Bel nont .

PATRI CK
Ri ght .

Ankwar d beat .

PATRI CK (cont' d)
When did you get back in town?

FATHER MORRI S
Just. Still settling in.

Patri ck nods.
Anot her unconfortabl e sil ence.

FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)
| should've called first.

PATRI CK
Nah, nah, nah -- you wanna come up?

FATHER MORRI S
| don't know if--

PATRI CK
Cone on, cone up

Fat her Morri s hesitates.

PATRI CK (cont' d)
Cone on.

Patrick turns around and heads up the steps w thout waiting
for Father Morris' reply.
I NT. MORRI'S RESI DENCE - CONTI NUOUS

Patrick | eads Father Mrris up the steps, through the
doorway where he is greeted by a horde of graduate STUDENTS.

Father Morris gives a quick survey of the place.

The vibe of the "gathering" is a clash between a frat party
and a cocktail party. Bottles of beer wth chips, dip and
weed, m xed al ongsi de gl asses of wine, cigars, and hors

d' oeuvres.
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PATRI CK
Everyone, this is ny son, David.
David, this is everyone.

STUDENTS
Hi .

Fat her Morris nods politely at themand slips off his coat.

You coul d al nost hear a record scratch as the students al
notice his white collar and bl ack shirt.

Beat .

PATRI CK
(to Father Morris)
"Il take your coat.

Patrick grabs it and slips off to a bedroom brushing past a
FEMALE STUDENT (20s), who stares intently at Father Morris,
with a glass of wine in her hand.

W' ||l come to know her, nonentarily.

Father Morris steps further in. The CHATTERING slowy starts
to build back up as he grabs a bottle of beer and pops off
t he top.

He takes a hefty swig and eases hinself onto the sofa next
to a STUDENT with bl oodshot eyes, and is clearly stoned.

STONED STUDENT
Are you a priest?

Fat her Morris gestures at his attire.

FATHER MORRI S
Either that or a stripper.

The student LAUGHS, al nbst too | oudly.

STONED STUDENT
Knowing Dr. Morris, |'d guess
stri pper.
(t hen)
"' m gonna be honest, man -- can | be
honest ?

FATHER MORRI S
Sur e.
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STONED STUDENT
| don't get it. | nmean... it's the
twenty-first century, right?

FATHER MORRI S
Last | checked a cal endar.

STONED STUDENT
You' d think we woul d' ve evol ved by
now to a species that could actually
be evi dence-driven.

Father Morris cranes his neck and spots his father in the
kitchen with the femal e student.

They' re standing cl ose together and exchangi ng words.
Father Morris' eyes narrow.

STONED STUDENT (cont' d)
| nean, objectively, you |l ook at
hi story and you see that every nmjor
atrocity has its roots in religion.

Across the way, the femal e student puts her hand delicately
on Patrick's chest as she WH SPERS sonething to him

Patrick grins.
Fat her Morris gl owers.

STONED STUDENT (cont' d)
O course I'mnot saying all evil,
but there's exclusive evil that only
conmes out of religion. Did you know
t hat eighty-two percent of Egyptians
favor stoning adulterers? | nean --
how nmessed up is that?

FATHER MORRI S
Excuse ne.

Fat her Morris crosses to the kitchen to Patrick with his
f emal e student.

Patrick forces a sml e.

PATRI CK
Hey. This is uh... Alyssa.

He gestures in the direction of ALYSSA FAY. Skinny. Pretty.
Has a tattoo that runs along her right shoul der.
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PATRI CK (cont' d)
She's one of ny best students.

Alyssa flashes a smle and extends her dainty hand.

ALYSSA
Hi .
Fat her Morris gl ances sideways at her and doesn't shake it.
FATHER MORRI S

(to Patrick)
Could I get ny coat please?

PATRI CK
What are you ki dding me? You just got
her e.

Father Morris nods in the direction of the living room

FATHER MORRI S
Several of your students are clearly

st oned.

(beat)
It's probably not a good idea for ne
to be here... man of the cloth and
all.

Patrick rolls his eyes.

PATRI CK
(munbl es)
Jesus Chri st.
(t hen)
Sure. No problem

He exits to grab his coat |eaving Al yssa and Father Morris
al one.

ALYSSA
Your father is pretty great.

FATHER MORRI S
Is he?

ALYSSA
Well | nmean, he's a great professor.

An awkwar d beat.

ALYSSA (cont'd)
You know he tal ks about you.



Fat her Morris's eyes flick back over to her

ALYSSA (cont'd)
In -- in class, he tal ks about you.

Fat her Morris snooths out his white coll ar.

FATHER MORRI S
I"'msure |'ma useful foil.

ALYSSA
Not about your religion, if that's
what you nean. Actually, you being a
priest is kind of a shock.

FATHER MORRI S
My not her was devout.

He | ooks coldly at her.

FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)
Does he tal k about her?

ALYSSA
Uh. ..

Patrick reenerges and tosses the coat to Father Morris.

PATRI CK
Call first next time.

Fat her Morris catches his coat and heads for the door,
slipping it on as he does.

STONED STUDENT
Hey, you |l eavin' bro?

FATHER MORRI S
Father. Not "bro" not "man," Father.
And as nmuch as | enjoyed your inane
regurgitati on of someone else's
t houghts, | have better things to do
t hen di scuss the supposed evils of
religion with a stoned noron.

STONED STUDENT
| go to Harvard, douche.

FATHER MORRI S
Whi ch nakes you a highly educated
nor on.

29.



The crowd,
exchange.

and Patri ck,

STONED STUDENT
What ever bro, have fun not having sex
for your fairy father in the sky.

FATHER MORRI S
Riiiight. | forgot. You're "evidence-
driven." O course if you actually
took a mcrosecond to exam ne your
position, you'd actually find that
apart from God you can't be evidence-
driven, you can only be chemically
driven since determnismis
i nescapabl e from net aphysi cal
naturalism But maybe you'll get to
t hat next senmester and you can bore
us all with your theory of how
immaterial realities -- like |ogic,
or volition or objective norality are
illusory. And speaking of norality --
what was it about those terrible
Egyptians agai n? Oh, | renenber, they
puni shed adultery and you're in favor
of adultery? You find adultery to be
noral ly virtuous?

STONED STUDENT
No- -

FATHER MORRI S
No? So the problemis that they
puni sh i mmoral behavi or? We shoul dn't
puni sh i moral behavior, is that it?

STONED STUDENT
They shoul dn't be stoned.

FATHER MORRI S
They shoul d be shot?

STONED STUDENT
No- -

FATHER MORRI S
So it's not the neans that nakes it
evil. It's evil because they punish,
what you admt, is an imoral act?
And you are good because you're
agai nst puni shing, what you admt, is
an i moral act?

30.
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St one Student crinkles his forward.

STONED STUDENT
They shoul dn't be stoned.

FATHER MORRI S
You said that already. Wat you
haven't said is how you ground your
norality. You say things are "evil"
or "good" as though that's
authoritative, but maybe it's the
Egyptians who are nore norally
evolved -- who's to say? Certainly
not you, your worl dview precludes
objective norality.

(t hen)
And as long as we're tal ki ng about
atrocities, | hear Harvard has a good

library, maybe you could crack open a
hi story book and study about the

at hei stic regi mes of Mao Tse-tung.

Pol Pot. Stalin. These nanes ring a
bell? Surely you' ve heard of Hitler

at |east.

STONED STUDENT
Hitler was rai sed Catholic.

FATHER MORRI S
So was he.

He points to Patri ck.

FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)
Does that nmke hima theist, npron?

Father Morris pulls open the door.
He spins back around.
FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)

And by the way, it is only the

twenty-first century because of the

person of Jesus of Nazareth
SLAM -- he stornms out of the house and sl ans the door behind
hi m
I NT. CLERGY HOUSE - KI TCHEN - NI GHT

Father Morris stews over a glass of whiskey.
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Qui nn enters and eyes Father Morris.

QUI NN
You broke into ny whiskey?

Father Morris glances up at him

FATHER MORRI S
I thought it was the house whiskey.

Qui nn grabs the bottle and pours hinself a gl ass.

FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)
| thought you were on Vatican tine.

QUI NN

I'"man Anerican.

He smrks, then puts the bottle away and eases into a chair
across from Father Mrris.

VRRMW VRRRRM
Father Morris' cell phone goes off.

He gl ances down at it and ON SCREEN sees a cl ose-up inmage of
an ANUS.

Fat her Quinn squints his eyes.

QUI NN (cont'd)
What is that?

FATHER MORRI S
Self-portrait.

He rubs his face and takes a hefty swig of his drink.
VRRRMM Hi s phone vi brates again.
It's a call. He answers it.

FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)
Hel | 0?

KAT (O S.)
(1 owering her voice)
Hello. This is Detective Harry Butts,
we have reason to believe that
por nogr aphi c i mages of a m nor have
been sent to your phone.

Father Morris rolls his eyes.
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FATHER MORRI S
Goodni ght .
KAT (O S.)
(1 onered voi ce)
You know that's a felony...

He hangs up.

| NT. CLERGY HOUSE - BEDROOM - NI GHT

Li ghts are out.

Father Morris lies in his bed staring up at the ceiling,
unabl e to sl eep.

I NT. ST. LUKE' S PARI SH - DAY

Father Morris sits in a pew, staring up at Jesus hangi ng on
t he cross.

A WOMAN (40s) enters the sanctuary and takes a seat a few
rows behind him

He gl ances over his shoul der at her.

She's a plunp wonman, conservatively put together, but seens
troubl ed or unconfortable.

Fat her Morris gives her a reassuring smle and turns back to
t he cross.

After a nonent the woman noves out of her row and slides in
ri ght behind him

VWOVAN
Fat her Morri s.

Her voice seens sonewhat famliar.
Fat her Morris gl ances back at her.
WOVAN (cont ' d)
I just wanted to apol ogi ze to you,
for the other day.
Fat her Morris' nose crinkles.
FATHER MORRI S

(conf used)
I"msorry?



WOVAN
(whi spers)
You know... in the confessional.

(beat)
| thought you were Father Quinn --
the whole thing is nortifying.

FATHER MORRI S
Oh. There's no need to be
enbarrassed.

WOVAN
Vell, | am enbarrassed.

Fat her Morri s nods.

FATHER MORRI S
I can understand that confessing to a
new priest could be unconfortable.
" m sure you' ve devel oped a trust
wi th Fat her Quinn.

VWOVAN
Ri ght. Yes. Exactly.

FATHER MORRI S
Let nme just assure you that the seal
of confession is absolute, and we all
treat the sacranent as a sacred
trust.

She gives hima confused | ook.

WOVAN
Sur e.
(beat)
Anyway, |'mjust sorry you heard al
t hat .

FATHER MORRI S
You needn't apol ogi ze for confessing
sins.

She cocks an eyebrow, and her nouth opens, about to say
sonet hi ng, but nothing comes out.

Finally...
WOVAN
Okay. Well, um.. thanks for being so
under st andi ng.

She backs away, heading towards the exit.

34.
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FATHER MORRI S
I"l'l see you at Mass.

Father Morris gives her a warmsmnle

WOVAN
Oh. No. I'mnot -- I"mnot Catholic.

Fat her Morris' smle fades.

He cocks his head at her as she exits through the |arge
doubl e doors.

Before Father Mrris can think any nore about it -- VRRRM
VRRRM

He pulls his cell phone out of his pocket and glances at the
i ncom ng nunber.

FATHER MORRI S
(answeri ng)
Good norning Detective Butts.

VO CE (O S.)
Hel | 0?

The voice is female, but it isn't Kat's.
Father Morris clues in inmmediately.

FATHER MORRI S
Yes, hell o?

VO CE (O S.)
Who is this?

FATHER MORRI S
This is, Father Mrris.

H s eyes narrow in concern

I NT. HOSPI TAL - WAI TI NG ROOM - DAY

Fat her Quinn and Father Mrris enter the waiting room

The Brogan famly is seated in the corner. Chris has his arm
draped around a di straught Lauren. She stares out bl ankly,
eyes puffy and red.

Qui nn eases into a seat across from her and takes hol d of
her hand.
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Fat her Morris hangs back, keeping his distance.

QUI NN
(softly)
How are you doi ng?

CHRI' S
We don't know anything yet. They
won't tell us anything.

Lauren's eyes flick over to Father Murris. There's a
col dness to her, an anger buil ding.

QUI NN
Let's go to God in prayer

Fat her Quinn eases hinself to the floor and places a hand on
both Chris and Lauren.

He bows his head and closes his eyes -- Chris does |ikew se.
Lauren doesn't.

She stares at Father Morris. Unflinching. A penetrating
stare as Quinn prays.

QU NN (cont'd)
O Father, we pray that your spirit
woul d be over us.

Father Morris |lowers his head, but his eyes stay on Lauren.

QUI NN (cont'd)
We pray for your nercy. That you
woul d heal her body, and her spirit
in your nost holy nanme. Anen.

CHRI S
Anen.

Fat her Morris crosses hinself.

Lauren still stares.
QUI NN
Have you had anything to eat?
CHRI S
No.
LAUREN

We're not hungry, Father.
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QUI NN
What about the boys? Have they had
anyt hi ng?

Chris just shakes his head.

QU NN (cont'd)
How about | take them and get them
sonet hi ng? You two can stay...
(beat)
It could still be a while.

Chri s nods.

QU NN (cont'd)
(softly)
kay.

Quinn rises to his feet.

QU NN (cont'd)
Conme on boys.

He beckons themto get up off their seats.
They do.

QU NN (cont'd)
Conme on. Let's go find sonething to
eat .

Qui nn passes by Father Mrris.

QUI NN (cont' d)
(whi sper ed)
Stay with them
(then to the boys)
What do you like to eat?

Fat her Quinn and the Brogan boys di sappear down the hal |l way.

Fat her Morris takes a step closer to Lauren and Chris, but
stays standi ng.

LAUREN
(to Father Morris)
Wiy did she call you? Last night.
Father Morris opens his nouth to reply.

LAUREN (cont' d)
Wiy was your nunber in her phone?
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Father Morris hesitates a nonent, carefully choosing his
wor ds.

FATHER MORRI S
| gave her ny nunber

LAUREN
Wy ?

He consi ders answering, but refrains.

LAUREN (cont' d)
You were the |l ast nunber she call ed.

CHRI S
(tenderly)
Honey. ..

Chris puts his hand on her knee.

LAUREN
No! | wanna know why our teenage
daughter is calling him

FATHER MORRI S
It's nothing like... that.

LAUREN
VWhat is it not |ike?

She gets to her feet and storns over to him
Chris junps up next to her

LAUREN (cont' d)
No really, what is it not |ike?
(beat)
Way did you give our teenage daughter
your private cell phone nunber?

Long beat.
FATHER MORRI S
| did it because... | wanted her to
be able to reach nme... if she ever
needed to talk. As a priest.
Tears start to fill Lauren's eyes, bubbling from sadness or

anger or a m xture of both.

LAUREN
You knew.
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Beat .

FATHER MORRI S
I"'mnot at |iberty--

LAUREN
You knew and you sai d not hi ng!

CHRI S
Honey- -

FATHER MORRI S
Laur en- -

LAUREN
Ms. Brogan. |'mtwenty years your
senior, you treat me with sone
goddanmm respect.

CHRI S
Honey- -

FATHER MORRI S
M's. Brogan, please understand--

LAUREN
| don't understand! You shoul d' ve
told us! We coul d' ve done sonet hi ng,
we could've tal ked to her, we
could ve figured it out, we

could ve... we wouldn't be here!

(t hen)
W had a right to know | had a right
to know

She stands there shaking. Chris puts his armaround her as
she starts to sob

The entire waiting area is staring at them

I NT. HOSPI TAL - CAFETERI A - DAY

Father Morris sits by hinself, holding a cup of coffee, but
not drinking fromit.

Fat her Qui nn appr oaches.

QUI NN
Spoke with the doctor.

Father Morris notions to get up, but Quinn pronpts himto
stay seat ed.



Fat her Qui nn

Beat .

QU NN (cont'd)
Famly is with her.

FATHER MORRI S
How i s she?

QUI NN
Had a rough night, but doesn't | ook
like there's anything too serious.

FATHER MORRI S
Thank God.

nods.

QUI NN
Is there anything I should know?

FATHER MORRI S
Have you taken her confession?

QUI NN
Not yet.

FATHER MORRI S
| nmean | ately.

Qui nn eyes Father Mrris carefully.

Long beat.

QUI NN
| can't tal k about that and neither
can you.

FATHER MORRI S
Then no, Father. There's nothing you
shoul d know.

A norent, then Quinn nods.

QUI NN

There are tinmes you may want to

guestion the sacranent. Don't.
(beat)

There's far nore at stake than a

m sgui ded teenage girl.

FATHER MORRI S
I"'mnot sure the Brogans under st and
t hat .

40.
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Father Quinn leans in close to him

QUI NN
That's why they're not on the other

side of the screen.

Quinn pats himreassuringly on his shoulder and turns to
| eave.

A thought suddenly drifts into Father Morris' m nd.

FATHER MORRI S
Fat her. ..

Qui nn st ops.

FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)
There was a woman who canme to see ne
today -- | didn't catch her nane --
it was kinda odd, she was...
apol ogi zing for her confession.

Qui nn's forehead furrows.

QUI NN
Apol ogi zi ng?

FATHER MORRI S
Yes. She's not Catholic and | think
she felt she was doi ng wong by
partaki ng of the sacranent.
(t hen)
Do you know who |I'mtal king about?

Qui nn hesi tates.

QUI NN

No. I'mnot sure | do.

Father Morris opens his nmouth to reply, but Quinn turns and
wal ks of f.

Father Morris gives a puzzled | ook.

INT. ST. LUKE' S PARI SH - CONFESSI ONAL - DAY

Father Morris is once again sitting patiently in the
conf essi onal .

Suddenly Jenni fer Conner cones barging in and cl oses the
conf essi onal door behind her.



JENNI FER
Hel | o, Fat her.

Father Morris' eyes go wi de.

Jennifer plops down in the seat across from himand folds
her arnms across her chest.

FATHER MORRI S
Hi .
JENNI FER

That's it? "H"? No, "nice to see
you"? "How have you been"?

FATHER MORRI S
Are you here for confession?

JENNI FER
I've been fine, thanks. How have you
been, Father?

FATHER MORRI S
So you're not here for confession?

JENNI FER
It's nore of a confrontati on.

FATHER MORRI S
Then you can confront ne |ater.

JENNI FER
But |'mfree now.

FATHER MORRI S
I'"'mnot, and confessionals are for
conf essi ons. Hence the nane.

JENNI FER
Fine, 1'll confess. These are ny
sins: | was rude. Very rude to a good
friend -- a friend, | hadn't seen in
areally long tine. And instead of
going up to her -- like a decent
human being -- and reconnecti ng,

pretended I didn't see her and ran
for the exit.

(beat)
Sort of a dick nove, right?

Father Morris shrugs his shoul ders.
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FATHER MORRI S
Wll... | wouldn't be too hard on
yoursel f. Sonetimes reconnecting can
be a bit awkward, especially wth

peopl e who were... such good friends.
JENNI FER
Still a dick nove.

FATHER MORRI S
But hardly a nortal sin.

JENNI FER
A penile sin?

FATHER MORRI S
Venial is the word I'"'mgoing to
pretend you were | ooking for.

She gives a smrk.

JENNI FER
So, for ny penance?

FATHER MORRI S
How about an apol ogy?

JENNI FER
Mmm -- |'mnot sure you should | et
me of f that easy.

FATHER MORRI S
Well |'ma graci ous guy.

She sm rks.
Beat .

FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)
|"msorry.
(beat)
I wasn't expecting to see you and..
(t hen)
And frankly | didn't know if you even
wanted to see ne.

Jenni fer gives an understandi ng nod.
There's a nmonent of silence between them

JENNI FER
So you're a priest now, eh?
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FATHER MORRI S
Seens like it.

JENNI FER
It's weird.

FATHER MORRI S
Yeah, for me too.

JENNI FER
It's hard not to take it
personally -- like | turned you gay

or somet hi ng.

He shakes his head.

She chuckl es.

Beat .

FATHER MORRI S
| cane to this froma full ness of
heart, not a broken one.

JENNI FER
That sounds rehearsed.

FATHER MORRI S
You didn't turn me gay for Jesus,
how s that sound? Better?

JENNI FER
I's your dad freakin'?

FATHER MORRI S
| dunno.

JENNI FER
Have you spoken to hin®

FATHER MORRI S
Yeah.

JENNI FER
And?

FATHER MORRI S
And it didn't conme up

JENNI FER
You got a collar on your neck, it
didn't come up?



Beat .

FATHER MORRI S
How s your husband?

JENNI FER
Br ent .

FATHER MORRI S
Brent. How s Brent?

JENNI FER
Fi ne.
(beat)
He' s been depl oyed agai n.
She runs a hand through her hair.

FATHER MORRI S
That must be tough.

JENNI FER
It's not tough, it's brutal.

Fat her Morris nods.
FATHER MORRI S
Wul d you like ne to pray for you?
For hi n®?
JENNI FER
Nah, I"'mnot... | don't really
believe in this anynore.
Long nonent .

FATHER MORRI S
| saw your baby.

Jenni fer sm | es.
JENNI FER
Yeah. That's ny Nellie. She's a
sweet i e.
Beat .

FATHER MORRI S
"' m happy for you.

JENNI FER
"' m happy for you too, Father.

45.
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She shakes her head.

JENNI FER (cont "' d)
I"'mnot going to get used to that. |
think you'll always just be David to
ne.

She sni | es.

JENNI FER (cont ' d)
My Davi d.

She gets back up on her feet and points an accusing finger
at him

JENNI FER (cont "' d)
You say hi to nme next tine you see
ne.

FATHER MORRI S
Il will. And I'll pray for you. And
Brent .

She gives hima nod and then starts for the door.
St ops.
Turns back around and waps Father Mrris in a hug.

JENNI FER
It's good to see you.

And with that she heads out.

INT. ST. LUKE' S CATHOLI C HI GH SCHOOL - CLASSROOM - DAY

Fat her Morris stands in the corner as a COUNSELOR wraps up a
talk to a group of STUDENTS

COUNSELOR
And it doesn't even have to be
Cat hol i c assi stance. We've given you
some prevention hotlines you can
call -- those are good resources. And
you can al ways, always, talk to any
of your teachers, or to Father Quinn,
or Father Morris.

He gestures to Father Mrris, who nods.

COUNSELOR (cont' d)
Are there any questions?



INT. ST. LUKE' S CATHOLI C HI GH SCHOCL - HALLWAY - DAY

Lauren Brogan conmes up to Father Morris.

LAUREN
Fat her .

Father Morris | ooks surprised to see her.

FATHER MORRI S
Ms. Brogan. How are you doi ng?

LAUREN
We're fine.

FATHER MORRI S
She' s hone now?

LAUREN
Yes.
(beat)
And she is -- uh -- ready to make
confession... for her sin. She wants
to.
FATHER MORRI S
Right. I'lIl tell Father Quinn.
LAUREN
She requested you.
(beat)

In fact she won't do it otherw se.

Her eyes dart away, | ooking unconfortable.

LAUREN (cont' d)
If you wouldn't m nd.

FATHER MORRI S
["1l be right over.

I NT. BROGAN RESI DENCE - KAT'S ROOM - DAY

Kat sits up in her bed,

behi nd her
bri ght red,

Her roomfeels nothing like Kat. Bright colors, stuffed

animals, it feels better suited for a younger girl.

47 .

resting against a stack of pillows
back. Her mouth and all around her |ips are
and there's some signs of bruising.

There's a soft KNOCK on her door and Father Mrris enters.
Hi s purple stole draped around his neck.



FATHER MORRI S
Hey.

She | ooks his way but doesn't say anyt hing.
Father Morris grabs a chair and plops it next to her

FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)
How are you feeling?

KAT

(flatly)
Like a mllion bucks.

FATHER MORRI S
Taki ng some pills and downing a
bottl e of bl each was not the penance
| prescribed.

KAT
Yeah, well, | was just trying to get
Ben Coughlin's taste out of ny nouth.

FATHER MORRI S
The Holy Spirit cleanses better.

Kat snorts a | augh.

FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)
Certainly burns |ess.

KAT
Man did it burn -- hurt like hell.
(beat)
Stupid way to do it.

FATHER MORRI S
(poi ntedl y)
There's no smart way to do it.

KAT
Ri ght .

Beat .
FATHER MORRI S
Your nother tells nme, you want
absol ution for your sin. Is that
true?

She thinks for a nonent.

bed.

48.
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KAT
If I died, would you still have to
keep ny confessions a secret?

He stares intently at her.

FATHER MORRI S
Death doesn't set us free. The truth
does. And w Il fully neglecting your
penance i s grave.

Kat snorts anot her | augh.

KAT
You don't say "grave" to someone who
is suicidal -- what's wong with you?

FATHER MORRI S
This isn't a joke, Kat. This is
serious. This about your very soul.

She | ooks away.
There's a beat.

KAT
(apat heti c)
I"mready for ny confession, Father.

I NT. PATRI CK'S OFFI CE - DAY
Father Morris sits alone in his dad's office.

He notices a picture on his shelf. It's of him his father
and a WOVAN we haven't seen. It's his MOTHER

Suddenly the door behind himopens and Patrick steps in and
Wi t hout m ssing a beat...

PATRI CK
For the record, netaphysical
nat ural i sm does not necessarily |ead
to determ nism

FATHER MORRI S
You're only saying that because of a
brain state.

PATRI CK
"' m saying that because |'ve read
sonet hi ng besi de Descartes.



Patrick smrks and eyes Fat her

Beat .

FATHER MORRI S

You're right, | should broaden ny
mnd -- if only there were such a
t hi ng.

PATRI CK
As nmuch as | mght enjoy it, | don't
think you're here to tal k about the
m nd- body probl em

FATHER MORRI S
I wanted to apol ogi ze for the other
ni ght .

PATRI CK
For what ?

FATHER MORRI S
My behavi or.

PATRI CK
What about it?

FATHER MORRI S
It was w ong.

PATRI CK
You called a noron, a noron, what's
wrong about that?

FATHER MORRI S
It was uncharitabl e.

PATRI CK
So?

FATHER MORRI S
So ny behavior matters to nme, and |
want to apol ogize for it.

PATRI CK
| liked it. It was honest. It was an
honest nonent fromyou, not this
bul | shit.

He gestures at Father Morris.

Morris for a nonment.
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PATRI CK (cont' d)
You don't really feel bad, you just
t hi nk you shoul d.

FATHER MORRI S
Aspiring to be better than | actually
amis not BS.

PATRI CK
Jesus, you can't even say the word?
You know, you used to be interesting.

FATHER MORRI S
I nteresting?

(beat)
Well we can't all be interesting,
i ke you dad.
PATRI CK

What the hell does that nean?
FATHER MORRI S
Sl eeping with your students, that's
very interesting.
Patrick stares daggers at him

PATRI CK
That' s none of your business.

FATHER MORRI S
O course not.

He shakes his head.

FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)
| don't know why | bother.

He gets to his feet.

PATRI CK
Yeah, being around ne nust be hard
for such a good Christian, |ike you.

| should be nore grateful that you're
trying to save ne. You're a real
martyr.

FATHER MORRI S
That's not why | cane -- it has
nothing to do with Christ or this..

He gestures at his white collar.



FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)
It should. But it doesn't. That's not
why | canme by. That's not the reason
| -- 1 doit for nom

(1 ong beat)

| went by her grave, and | saw fresh
flowers laid there and | thought...
maybe | was w ong. Maybe, just naybe,
you weren't so damm interesting.

He shakes his head and wal ks out.

I NT. CLERGY HOUSE - BEDROOM - NI GHT
Father Morris lies in his bed. Wde awake.

He ri ses.

I NT. CLERGY HOUSE - QUINN' S ROOM - NI GHT
He slips into Quinn's dark room

FATHER MORRI S
Fat her Qui nn.

Quinn is spraw ed out and SNORI NG soundly on his bed.
Father Morris takes a seat on the mattress.

FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)
Fat her Qui nn.

He flicks on the | anp near the bedside.
Quinn's face scrunches as the |ight cones on.

FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)
Fat her Qui nn.

The old man's eyelids flick open.

There's a monent of confusion and then his mnd starts to
catch up to his senses.

QUI NN

What on earth are you doing here?
What tinme is it?

FATHER MORRI S
It's late norning at the Vatican.
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QUI NN
(rmunbl i ng)
Oh screw the Vati can.

FATHER MORRI S
| need confession, Father.

QUI NN
Now?

FATHER MORRI S
Mortal sins shouldn't wait.

QUI NN
They can wait till norning. What do
you think is going to happen to you?

FATHER MORRI S
(softly)
Fat her, please.

Quinn sighs, irritated.

QUI NN
Get ny stole.

Father Morris retrieves the purple stole and hands it to

Qui nn.

Quinn drapes it over his neck and then |ies back down on the
bed. He closes his eyes and folds his hands across his
chest.

FATHER MORRI S
Fat her ?

QUI NN

Go on. I'mlistening.
Beat .

FATHER MORRI S

Bl ess nme Father, for | have sinned.
It has been three weeks since ny | ast
confession. These are nmy sins: | hate
being here. | never wanted to cone
back, | thought semi nary was gonna be
ny fresh start.

(beat)
And | feel like I'"'malready failing
as a priest.
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QUI NN

Beat .

FATHER MORRI S
| enmbarrassed the sacranent of

penance. | granted absolution for a
confession | did not hear.

QUI NN
What ?

Father Morris rubs a tired hand across his face.

FATHER MORRI S
(enbarrassed)
| slipped out to go to the bat hroom
and when | got back there was soneone
already in there and | just--

Qui nn chuckl es.

QUI NN
(of f his | augh)
Sorry.

Fat her Morris thinks for a nonent.

QUI NN (cont'd)
You know we have a sign -- you just
hang it over the confessional--

FATHER MORRI S
I know that now, thank you

QUI NN
Sorry. Go on.

Father Morris hesitates a nonent.

FATHER MORRI S

Lust. 1've lusted. Shanefully | usted.
' ve viewed pornographic inmages, and
it elicited... arousal.

(beat)
|'ve been profane. Struggled to tane
ny tongue.

(beat)
I was unkind, and uncharitable to ny
fellow man. 1've held hatred in ny
heart.

( MORE)
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FATHER MORRI S (cont' d)
(beat)
|"ve been proud. | resented it when
Ms. Brogan accused ne -- or
suggest ed. . .
(beat)
To the extent that... | was al nost
gl ad that she suffered.
(beat)
| judged rashly. 1 judged you.
(beat)
And I'"mstarting to question ny
cal l'i ng.

Beat .

QUI NN
Fat her ?

Beat and then SNNNNNOORE, Father Quinn is deep in sleep.

Father Morris sits at his bedside, just listening to Father
Qui nn br eat hi ng.

A thousand thoughts seemto swirl around in his troubled

m nd. And we PULL BACK, |eaving Father Mdrris to ponder over
many t hi ngs.

| NT. BROGAN RESI DENCE - KAT'S ROOM - NI GHT

Kat sits up in bed with a | aptop on her lap, staring
intently at the screen.

There's a soft KNOCK at her door.

Kat quickly closes her laptop and dunps it on her
ni ght st and.

KAT

(as "cone in")
Yeah.

The door creaks open and her nother sticks her head in.

LAUREN
You ready for bed?

KAT
Yeah.

Lauren lingers a nonent.



LAUREN
You know you can take a few days off,
you don't need to junp back into
school right away.

KAT
No. |'m al ready behind on ny work.
LAUREN
I can get you your school work. 1'l]
talk to the school -- we can work
that out if you want to take sone
time--
KAT

Mom |I'mfine. Really.
Beat .

LAUREN
I think you should take sone tine.

Kat shoots her a sideways gl ance.

KAT
Are you asking nme, or telling nme?

LAUREN
" m asking you to take sone tine.

Lauren eases herself onto Kat's bed.

She reaches out a hand and brushes sone hair from her
daughter's face.

LAUREN (cont' d)
You' ve been through a lot lately.

KAT
I'"mfine.

Long beat.

LAUREN
How di d your confession go with
Fat her Morris?

KAT
Fi ne.

LAUREN
Anything | should know?
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Kat gives a dramatic sigh and flops back agai nst her

pillows.

LAUREN (cont' d)

"' mjust asking--

KAT

I don't ask about your confessions.

LAUREN

You're not ny nother. And if there's
sonmet hing going on with you, | want
to know about it.

KAT

There's nothing going on. | just -- |
was enotional for a moment and | made
a stupid m stake. Ckay? It was a

m stake, it was a m stake and | swear

never do it again. Ckay? |

swear. | won't do it again.

Tears start to well up in Lauren's eyes and she w pes them

awnay.

LAUREN

I just don't understand.

(t hen)

You know you can conme to me, right?
About anything, you can talk to ne.

KAT

I know.

Laur en shakes her

Mom

head. Doesn't believe her.

KAT (cont'd)
I'"'mfine. You don't need to

worry about nmne.

Her nother |ooks intently at her.

LAUREN

Kat hryn, that's what you woul d' ve
told me, right before | had to cal
an anbul ance.

Beat .

Kat | eans across and waps her arns around her nother.

Mom

KAT
' m okay.
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She hol ds her tight.

KAT (cont'd)
| prom se.

Lauren nods and then gets to her feet.

LAUREN
You're still staying home for awhile.

Kat reluctantly nods in agreenent.

LAUREN (cont' d)
I love you.

KAT
| love you too.

Beat .

LAUREN
Goodni ght .

Lauren exits her daughter's bedroominto the..
HALLWAY

She stands with her back agai nst the door, seem ng troubled
by her thoughts.

Then she pulls out her daughter's cell phone from her
pocket. She eyes it a second and unl ocks the screen as she
heads down the hal |l way.

| NT. BROGAN RESI DENCE - KAT'S ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

Kat retrieves her laptop fromthe nightstand and opens it.

ON SCREEN

W see the Facebook page of a TEENAGE BOY. Hi s picture seens
somewhat famliar

W' ve seen himbefore at the Schriver residence.
It's TANNER SCHRI VER. The dead boy.

Kat stares blankly at the screen for a nonment and then
THUNK -- snaps the | aptop cl osed.



FADE TO BLACK.
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