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OVER BLACK.

The sound of waves is heard. A herring gull squawks overhead.

CUT TO

EXT. OCEAN. EARLY DAWN.

CLOSEUP OF SMALL SHADOWED BOAT.

The lapping sounds of the ocean become louder against the 
tiny vessel. The sky is still a dark purple and a silhouetted 
figure stops rowing and sits. Looking off into the seas 
horizon, he begins to put two large stones into what seems to 
be a robe. The sound of chains rattle. He wraps the chains 
around his shoulders and neck. He heaves himself over the 
boat into the waves.    

UNDERNEATH THE WATER. CAMERA LOOKS UP TO SURFACE.

The figure is still silhouetted by the moons rays as he 
floats his way down into the dark waters.

EXT. GULF OF MEXICO. TEXAS. DAY

WIDE.

The tall grass sways and gives way to the beach, which gives 
way to the vast gulf ocean. Monks can be seen working in the 
fields all the way down to the shore. Caring for the lemon 
trees, beehives and tilling the field as they begin to plant 
for the next season. Most are silent as they continue each 
task but the humble chanting of Orthodox hymns can be heard 
all around. Seagulls fly above, the breeze and the grass 
continue their sway, almost to dance. It’s peaceful here.   

As the monks continue their daily task, the sound of a 
vehicle in the distance begins to disrupt this peacefulness. 
A car franticly enters frame driving up the road. Dust begins 
to kick up on the road and the car’s brakes squeaks as it 
makes it’s turns. In the distance the driver rolls down the 
window and can be faintly heard talking to one of the monks 
by the lemon tree. The tall bearded monk points up to the 
hill. The car jerks a bit as it proceeds up the long drive.

STILL ON THE WIDE.

A short, balding and sweaty man in a wrinkled and disheveled 
suit, fumbles his way out of the car grabbing his hat and 
briefcase. He looks in his side view mirror, fixes his tie 
and wipes his head with a handkerchief. The briefcase flings 
open and all of the papers begin to fly around. He scrambles 
frantically to capture the blowing papers. 
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The monks never distracted, tend to their duties. The short 
man gathers as many papers as he can and stuff them in his 
briefcase. He walks closer to the steps that have been in 
frame. He knocks on the door, looks down and realizes his 
pants zipper is down. While fixing this, the door quickly 
opens. The short man stumbles off of the porch. Falls to the 
ground. Zipper still open. 

STILL ON THE WIDE.

A figure steps onto frame and out of the door. The sopping 
wet black cassock and black cowboy boots of a priest can be 
seen. Standing now in a puddle of water. 

The small man tries to speak but can’t gather his words. He 
just stares up as he stands and gathers his things. 

He stutters at bit and wipes his forehead with a hanky. He 
puts it in his pocket and tries to gather his composure. As 
he looks up at the figure he begins to tear up.

LITTLE MAN
Brother? My beautiful brother! It 
is you... Your eyes are the same as 
I remember. I've found you at last, 
after all these many years! I was 
just a kid when you left home. I 
was so scared you were lost... But 
here you are. Packing up things at 
the old house I found some mail 
from you. This address. I found a 
letter in mom’s drawer. It said 
that you renounced that life back 
home and that your brothers are now 
those who live at the monastery. 
That you have no others.

There is a long pause. The little man stands trying to thinks 
of something to say.

Still only seeing his cassock from the waist down and his 
boots, the man in black turns away to go back inside.

The little man is tearing up, and quickly tries to explain.

LITTLE MAN (CONT’D)
I know things weren't right at all 
back then. I know why you left. I 
was glad. I knew you were scared of 
him. He's gone now. Momma too.

The man in black stops in his tracks. Still faces away from 
the little man.
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LITTLE MAN (CONT’D)
I have some paper work. I brought 
it all the way here. Just some 
paper work that me and our sisters 
need you to sign so we can divvy up 
the land and all.

The little man lowers his head to not make eye contact. His 
voice quivers.

LITTLE MAN (CONT’D)
Now you're not in the will but...

The man in black quickly turns around and grabs the papers. 
he snatches the pen from the little mans other hand.

He signs and hands the now crumpled papers back.

LITTLE MAN (CONT’D)
It’s nothing personal. I only beg 
you take this small gift to 
remember us by. It's not much but 
it's something.

The little man reaches into his jacket pocket for an 
envelope. His hands are shaking. He extends his arm out, and 
puts the envelope on the steps so to not get too close to the 
man in black. He stumbles back. Head down to not make any eye 
contact.

WIDE STILL.

The little man begins to put back the paper-work in his 
briefcase. He begins to speak and looks up.

LITTLE MAN
Now brother if you're ever...

The man in black is gone from frame. The door is heard 
closing. The little man starts his walk back to the car. As 
he walks down the trail he briefcase comes open with papers 
flying as he chases them down the dusty road out of sight.

The monks continue to work in the grass and on the shore, 
unaware of the little man.

The sound of the ocean waves and seagulls return. All is back 
to normal on the island.

HARD CUT TO:
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CLOSEUP OF DOOR.

The doors speakeasy latch opens.

We see the weary eyes of the man in black. Tears are welling 
up. This is FATHER JOHN.

The little man's car door is heard shutting, starting up and 
driving away.

CLOSE ON FATHER JOHN'S EYES.

Father John continues to peer out of the door, and focuses on 
the monks that are continuing their tasks in the field.

WIDE OF FIELD. 

LOUD ORTHODOX HYMN WITH MODERN BEAT IS HEARD

The monks that were working, are now all DANCING in unison 
together. Choreographed. They move in calm and fluid motion, 
in total peace and perfect harmony with one another.

CLOSE ON FATHER JOHN'S EYES.

WIDE OF FIELD.

The monks are now working once again... As if nothing ever 
happened. Only the sound of the seagulls are heard, and the 
breeze that blows the tall grass...

CLOSE ON FATHER JOHN'S EYES.

The speakeasy latch slams shut. Across it are the words:

“EL TONTO POR CHRISTO”

CUT TO:

int. living quarters - MIDNIGHT

Father John is fast sleep in his cell. It is quiet. Unusually 
quiet. We stay on this for a long time. Suddenly...

... the sound of LOUD BANGING is heard from the main 
entrance. He does not react. Silence. Then AGAIN, only this 
time it is much louder and much more repetitive. 
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