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FADE IN:

EXT. CITY – DAWN

A slow aerial over a waking city.

Not the postcard version.

The real one.

Row houses packed tight like clenched teeth. Freeways already 
coughing. A church steeple pokes up through concrete like 
it’s been trying to breathe for a hundred years.

Sunlight spills in reluctantly, as if it’s been here before 
and knows what happens next.

From up here, everything looks orderly.

Forgivable.

The camera GLIDES toward an old STONE CHURCH wedged between a 
laundromat and a payday loan place. The bell tower is 
weathered. No grandeur. Just endurance.

The bell begins to toll.

Not celebratory.

Measured. Heavy.

TITLE OVER: THE SEAL 

CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH – CONTINUOUS

The doors are already open.

A few parishioners sit scattered—elderly, tired, habitual.

Faith here is routine, not revelation.

Candles flicker like they’re uncertain they’ll be allowed to 
finish burning.

At the altar stands FATHER MICHAEL O’CONNELL (late 60s).

Calm. Composed. Eyes that have seen too much and learned to 
hide it behind gentleness.



He prepares for morning Mass with the precision of muscle 
memory.

This is not a man searching for God.

This is a man who has been answering for Him for decades.

Michael checks the chalice. Straightens the cloth. Breathes.

A small sound—someone clears their throat in the back pew. 
Michael looks.

A YOUNG WOMAN sits alone, head down, hands locked tight.

She looks like she hasn’t slept in days.

Michael doesn’t approach yet.

He keeps moving.

Professional.

CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH – LATER

Mass is ending.

Michael’s voice is steady and practiced as he delivers the 
closing blessing.

FATHER MICHAEL
Go in peace.

The parishioners rise. Shuffle out. Life resumes.

The young woman stays seated.

Michael watches her as the church empties.

She looks up—meets his eyes—then looks away fast, 
embarrassed.

Michael approaches gently, but—

Before he reaches her—

A MAN IN A NICE COAT steps from a side aisle and heads 
straight toward the confessional corridor, moving like he 
knows the building better than the priest does.
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Michael clocks it.

Not curiosity.

Recognition.

Michael turns away from the young woman and walks toward the 
confessional hall.

The bell stops ringing.

The city keeps moving.

MOVE TO:

INT. CONFESSIONAL – MOMENTS LATER

The confessional is old. Polished by hands. Worn by secrets.

Michael settles in on the priest’s side.

He closes the little lattice door.

A beat.

On the other side, a male voice—mid 40s, controlled, 
educated.

VOICE (O.S.)
Bless me, Father, for I have 
sinned.

Michael closes his eyes, centering.

FATHER MICHAEL
How long has it been?

VOICE (O.S.)
A week.

A beat.

Unusual.

FATHER MICHAEL
And your sin?

A pause. Too long.
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VOICE (O.S.)
I lied.

Michael nods, almost automatic.

FATHER MICHAEL
To whom?

VOICE (O.S.)
Everyone.

That lands differently.

Not shame.

Report.

INT. CONFESSIONAL – CONTINUOUS

The voice continues, calm… almost conversational.

VOICE (O.S.)
I said what they needed to hear.

I framed it the right way.

Michael’s eyes open.

VOICE (O.S.) (CONT'D)
I didn’t break any laws.

I didn’t even feel bad.

Michael listens. Still. Practiced.

But something in his posture tightens—a fraction.

VOICE (O.S.) (CONT'D)
I got promoted.

They thanked me.

They shook my hand.

A quiet beat.

VOICE (O.S.) (CONT'D)
So I did it again.

Michael breathes in slowly, like he’s taking in smoke without 
coughing.
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FATHER MICHAEL
Do you believe what you did harmed 
anyone?

A pause.

Then—

VOICE (O.S.)
Eventually?

Yes.

No hesitation. No remorse.

VOICE (O.S.) (CONT'D)
But not me.

And not today.

Michael’s jaw sets.

A crack in the armor.

INT. CONFESSIONAL – LATER

Michael keeps his voice even.

FATHER MICHAEL
Why come here?

The man answers like he’s ordering off a menu.

VOICE (O.S.)
Because you’re not allowed to 
repeat this.

That’s the deal, right?

Silence.

That question lands like a weight.

FATHER MICHAEL
The confessional is sacred.

VOICE (O.S.)
That’s what I’m counting on.

A beat.

The voice lowers.
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VOICE (O.S.) (CONT'D)
I figure if God hasn’t stopped me 
yet…

maybe He understands how the world works.

Michael’s fingers curl around his rosary.

He’s heard thousands of sins.

But this one isn’t asking forgiveness.

It’s asking for immunity.

FATHER MICHAEL
God understands everything.

VOICE (O.S.)
Then He understands this.

A faint smile you can hear.

VOICE (O.S.) (CONT'D)
I just wanted you to know.

Someone should.

The booth door opens on the other side.

Footsteps fade.

Michael remains seated.

He does not pray.

He stares at the lattice screen like it’s a mirror.

For the first time in a long while—

bearing witness does not feel holy.

It feels heavy.

CUT TO:

EXT. CHURCH – DAY

Life moves on.

Traffic. Laughter. Construction.
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The church stands there like a witness nobody subpoenaed.

Michael steps outside.

The young woman from earlier is gone.

Across the street, an AMBULANCE creeps by—slow, no siren.

A tired PARAMEDIC stares out the window, face blank from 
repetition.

Not dramatic.

Just… routine.

Michael watches it pass.

Something shifts in him: a tiny, unwanted thought—

How many days have I blessed the city while it quietly 
bleeds?

He turns back into the church.

CUT TO:

INT. RECTORY – KITCHEN – NIGHT

Modest. Functional. Lived-in but unloved.

Michael sits alone at a small table. A cup of tea goes 
untouched.

A legal pad rests beside it.

Blank.

He opens a drawer and removes several old notebooks, each 
labeled by year in careful handwriting.

He flips one open.

Not names.

Never names.

Just descriptions.
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INSERT – NOTEBOOK PAGES

“Male. 30s. Finance. Repeated omissions. No remorse.”

“Female. 40s. Nonprofit director. ‘Necessary harm.’ 
Rewarded.”

“Male. 50s. Law enforcement. Evidence withheld. Promotion 
followed.”

Michael turns pages—faster now.

Patterns.

Categories.

Incentives.

This isn’t confession.

It’s trend analysis.

His eyes stop on a line:

“Confession used as maintenance.”

Michael closes the notebook hard.

He exhales, and it sounds like surrender.

But it isn’t.

It’s recognition.

CUT TO:

INT. RECTORY – STUDY – LATER

Michael sits at his desk.

The Catechism lies open, words unchanged for centuries.

But the air feels different.

He rubs his eyes—fatigue, not age.

In the next room, the old clock ticks like a metronome to a 
life he can’t speed up.

Michael stares at the blank legal pad again.
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Finally, he writes one word:

“PATTERN.”
He stares at it.

Then adds:

“REWARD.”
His pen hovers.

He doesn’t want to write the next word.

He writes it anyway:

“TRAINING.”
He leans back, disturbed by his own 
clarity.

Softly, to himself—

not prayer, not doubt—

FATHER MICHAEL
Silence is not neutral.

He stops.

That sentence scares him.

Because once spoken, it can’t be unheard.

CUT TO:

INT. CONFESSIONAL – NIGHT

Empty.

Dark.

Michael steps inside alone and closes the door behind him.

He sits… not on the priest’s side—

on the penitent’s side.

He looks at the lattice screen like it’s judging him.

He speaks quietly, testing the space.
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FATHER MICHAEL
Bless me, Father…

for I have remained silent.

The words hit differently when there’s no anonymity.

No absolution coming.

A beat.

Michael’s eyes glisten—not with tears, but with pressure.

Outside the booth:

A faint sound.

A FOOTSTEP in the church.

Someone else is here.

Michael freezes.

The confessional door handle on the other side slowly turns.

CUT TO BLACK.

INT. CONFESSIONAL – NIGHT

Michael sits frozen on the penitent’s side.

The handle turns.

The door CREAKS open.

A shape enters—but stops short.

It’s not the educated man.

It’s the YOUNG WOMAN from earlier. Early 20s. Pale. 
Trembling.

She hesitates, embarrassed to find someone already inside.

YOUNG WOMAN
Oh— I’m sorry, Father—

Michael exhales, relief disguised as calm.

He opens the door fully, steps out.

FATHER MICHAEL
No apology needed.
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She studies him—confused by his position inside the booth.

YOUNG WOMAN
I didn’t know where else to go.

Michael gestures gently.

FATHER MICHAEL
Sit.

She does.

He remains standing a moment—then sits on the priest’s side 
again.

The booth resets.

But something is already off.

INT. CONFESSIONAL – CONTINUOUS

The young woman grips the edge of the seat.

YOUNG WOMAN
I don’t think what I did is 
illegal.

Michael listens.

YOUNG WOMAN (CONT'D)
That’s what everyone keeps saying.

A beat.

FATHER MICHAEL
What did you do?

She swallows.

YOUNG WOMAN
I work intake.

Transfers. Processing.

Michael’s posture tightens—almost imperceptibly.

YOUNG WOMAN (CONT'D)
They told me to clear a backlog.

Push files through faster.

No delays.
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Her voice cracks—not from guilt, but fear.

YOUNG WOMAN (CONT'D)
I skipped a step.

Just one.

Silence.

YOUNG WOMAN (CONT'D)
A man collapsed during transport.

Michael closes his eyes.

INT. CONFESSIONAL – CONTINUOUS

Michael speaks carefully.

FATHER MICHAEL
Is he alive?

She shakes her head.

YOUNG WOMAN
They said it wasn’t my fault.

Said it would’ve happened anyway.

Her breath quickens.

YOUNG WOMAN (CONT'D)
They promoted my supervisor that 
same day.

There it is again.

Reward.

Michael absorbs this—pattern confirmation, not surprise.

FATHER MICHAEL
Why come here?

She laughs softly—broken.

YOUNG WOMAN
Because everyone else told me I did 
the right thing.

She lowers her voice.

YOUNG WOMAN (CONT'D)
And I don’t feel like I did.
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That line lands harder than the death.

Michael leans forward.

FATHER MICHAEL
What do you feel?

She hesitates.

YOUNG WOMAN
Replaceable.

That’s the truth.

INT. CONFESSIONAL – LATER

Michael chooses his words with care.

FATHER MICHAEL
Do you intend to do it again?

She freezes.

That question hadn’t occurred to her.

YOUNG WOMAN
I—

I don’t know.

A beat.

YOUNG WOMAN (CONT'D)
If I don’t, they’ll find someone 
who will.

Michael nods.

Systems don’t punish harm.

They outsource conscience.

FATHER MICHAEL
And if you do?

She looks down.

YOUNG WOMAN
Then I’ll get used to it.

That terrifies her more than the death.

Silence fills the booth.
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This is not a confession.

It’s a crossroads.

Michael realizes something chilling:

This girl is standing where the man in the nice coat used to 
be.

Before success taught him comfort.

INT. CONFESSIONAL – QUIET

Michael finally speaks.

FATHER MICHAEL
You are not evil.

She exhales—almost sobs.

FATHER MICHAEL (CONT'D)
But you are being trained.

She looks up sharply.

YOUNG WOMAN
Trained?

FATHER MICHAEL
By reward.

By fear.

By silence.

A beat.

FATHER MICHAEL (CONT'D)
That’s how it starts.

She absorbs this—not absolution, but clarity.

YOUNG WOMAN
What am I supposed to do?

Michael hesitates.

This is the first time in decades he feels the weight of the 
next sentence.

FATHER MICHAEL
You need to decide who you’re 
willing to become.
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She nods slowly.

Not comforted.

But seen.

She stands.

YOUNG WOMAN
Thank you, Father.

She exits.

Michael stays seated.

That answer did not end anything.

It began something dangerous.

CUT TO:

INT. RECTORY – MORNING

Michael pours coffee. Doesn’t drink it.

The radio murmurs in the background—local news.

RADIO ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
—internal review announced 
following an incident during a 
routine transfer—

Michael looks up.

The announcer keeps talking, unfazed.

RADIO ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
—officials stress no wrongdoing has 
been identified—

Michael turns the radio off.

He opens a drawer.

Pulls out the notebook again.

Adds a new entry:

“Female. Early 20s. Intake. First incident. No protection. 
Fear present.”
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He pauses.

Adds one more line:

“Outcome pending.”

That’s new.

CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH – DAY

Michael moves through routine.

Blessings.

Smiles.

Handshakes.

But now he hears subtext in every word.

A MAN shakes his hand too firmly.

MAN
Hard job you’ve got, Father.

Listening to all that.

Michael nods.

FATHER MICHAEL
It’s what I’m here for.

The man leans closer, lowers his voice.

MAN
Careful it doesn’t get to you.

That’s not concern.

It’s warning.

Michael clocks it.

CUT TO:
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INT. RECTORY – FRONT ROOM – AFTERNOON

A knock.

Michael opens the door to FATHER THOMAS (50s)—polished, 
administrative calm.

This is not a pastoral visit.

FATHER THOMAS
Michael.

Hope I’m not intruding.

Michael gestures him in.

FATHER MICHAEL
Of course not.

They sit.

Two men who’ve said these words a thousand times.

But today, they carry weight.

FATHER THOMAS
I’ve had a few calls.

There it is.

INT. RECTORY – CONTINUOUS

Father Thomas folds his hands.

FATHER THOMAS
Some parishioners feel…

unsettled.

Michael waits.

FATHER THOMAS (CONT'D)
They say confession has been… heavy 
lately.

That word again.

Heavy.

FATHER MICHAEL
Confession isn’t meant to be light.

A gentle smile from Thomas—tight at the edges.
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FATHER THOMAS
No.

But it is meant to be healing.

A beat.

FATHER THOMAS (CONT'D)
People come here to leave things 
behind.

Translation:

Don’t hand them back their conscience.

Michael nods—not agreement.

Recognition.

INT. RECTORY – CONTINUOUS

Father Thomas stands.

FATHER THOMAS
We’re entering a sensitive period.

Funding reviews. Public attention.

He places a hand on Michael’s shoulder—friendly, firm.

FATHER THOMAS (CONT'D)
Just… be mindful of the larger 
picture.

He exits.

Michael remains seated.

He looks at the notebooks on the table.

At the door Thomas just closed.

At the silence filling the room.

This is the first external pressure.

Not force.

Alignment.

Michael understands now:

He has been noticed.
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And once a system notices you—

it doesn’t stop watching.

CUT TO BLACK.

INT. CHURCH – NIGHT

Rain taps against stained glass.

The church is mostly empty. Evening Mass has ended.

Candles burn low, like they’re deciding whether it’s worth 
it.

Michael enters the confessional corridor.

He stops.

The door on the penitent’s side is already closed.

Someone is inside.

That alone is unusual.

Michael sits. Centers himself.

FATHER MICHAEL
Bless me, my child—

VOICE (O.S.)
—for I have sinned.

Older than the others. Controlled. Educated.

This voice knows how rooms work.

Michael’s fingers tighten slightly around his rosary.

FATHER MICHAEL
How long has it been?

VOICE (O.S.)
Long enough to know better.

That’s not repentance.

That’s positioning.
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INT. CONFESSIONAL – CONTINUOUS

VOICE (O.S.)
I need you to listen carefully, 
Father.

This isn’t about forgiveness.

Michael stays calm.

FATHER MICHAEL
Then why are you here?

A pause.

VOICE (O.S.)
Because this is the last place 
without consequences.

That lands heavy.

Michael’s jaw tightens.

VOICE (O.S.) (CONT'D)
I signed off on something today.

Perfectly legal.

Fully reviewed.

Multiple safeguards.

A faint scoff.

VOICE (O.S.) (CONT'D)
On paper.

Michael listens—not with faith now, but analysis.

INT. CONFESSIONAL – CONTINUOUS

VOICE (O.S.)
A facility will be shut down.

Budgetary reasons.

Compliance issues.

A pause.

VOICE (O.S.) (CONT'D)
People will be transferred.
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Another pause—longer.

VOICE (O.S.) (CONT'D)
Some of them won’t survive the 
transfer.

No drama.

No emotion.

Clinical.

Michael closes his eyes.

FATHER MICHAEL
How many?

Silence.

VOICE (O.S.)
Enough that I didn’t want to carry 
it alone.

This isn’t guilt.

It’s load-sharing.

Michael recognizes it instantly.

INT. CONFESSIONAL – TIME STRETCHES

Michael chooses his words carefully.

FATHER MICHAEL
Are these people in danger now?

VOICE (O.S.)
Not yet.

The worst possible answer.

VOICE (O.S.) (CONT'D)
But they will be.

Michael inhales slowly.

This is not a past sin.

This is future harm.

Confession is meant to reconcile what has been done—

not insulate what is about to happen.
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FATHER MICHAEL
You’re asking me to absolve intent.

A beat.

VOICE (O.S.)
I’m asking you to do what you 
always do.

That’s the knife.

INT. CONFESSIONAL – PRESSURE BUILDS

FATHER MICHAEL
Have you sought alternatives?

VOICE (O.S.)
Of course.

FATHER MICHAEL
And?

VOICE (O.S.)
They cost more.

A shrug you can hear.

VOICE (O.S.) (CONT'D)
This way, I keep my position.

Which means I can do more good later.

Deferred morality.

Interest-bearing conscience.

Michael hears the pattern completing itself.

FATHER MICHAEL
Why tell me now?

A calculated pause.

VOICE (O.S.)
Because once I leave this booth…

no one can say they weren’t warned.

Michael freezes.

This isn’t confession.

It’s liability transfer.
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INT. CONFESSIONAL – THE LINE

VOICE (O.S.)
You’ll keep my confidence.

That’s the vow.

A beat.

VOICE (O.S.) (CONT'D)
And if something goes wrong…

at least God knows I spoke to someone.

Silence fills the booth.

Michael realizes the truth with terrifying clarity:

If he stays silent now,

he is no longer bearing witness.

He is participating.

Michael opens his eyes.

His voice is steady—but changed.

FATHER MICHAEL
You have confessed knowledge of 
harm

that can still be prevented.

The voice stiffens.

VOICE (O.S.)
Father—

FATHER MICHAEL
—I cannot absolve intent.

A beat.

FATHER MICHAEL (CONT'D)
Only repentance.

Silence.

Heavy.

Dangerous.
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INT. CONFESSIONAL – STANDOFF

The man breathes—controlled, displeased.

VOICE (O.S.)
Be careful.

There it is.

VOICE (O.S.) (CONT'D)
Some systems collapse when you look 
at them too closely.

Michael doesn’t flinch.

FATHER MICHAEL
Or they reveal what they were built 
to do.

Silence.

For the first time, the man has no answer ready.

The booth door opens.

Footsteps retreat—faster than before.

Michael remains seated.

His hands tremble slightly now.

Not fear.

Adrenaline.

CUT TO:

EXT. CHURCH – NIGHT

The man exits through a side door.

No music.

No villain moment.

Just a coat pulled tighter against the rain.

Michael watches from inside the doorway, unseen.

The city absorbs him immediately.
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Michael realizes:

Nothing he just said will stop what’s coming.

Unless something changes.

CUT TO:

INT. RECTORY – LATE NIGHT

Michael sits at his desk.

The notebooks are spread out.

But now, something is different.

He adds dates.

times.

sequences.

This is no longer reflection.

It’s documentation.

He hesitates.

Then writes a sentence at the top of a fresh page:

“If silence is sacred, why does it keep asking for more?”

Michael leans back.

This is the moment he understands:

Whatever he does next—

There is no version of this

where he remains untouched.

CUT TO:
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INT. CHURCH – VERY LATE NIGHT

Michael kneels in the back pew.

Not before the altar.

Away from symbols.

He whispers—not to God, but to himself:

FATHER MICHAEL
If I act, I lose the Church.

If I don’t…

A beat.

FATHER MICHAEL (CONT'D)
…I lose the reason I stayed.

That’s the fulcrum.

No safe exit.

The bell outside begins to toll again.

Same sound.

Different meaning.

Michael stands.

Decision forming—but not yet spoken.

CUT TO BLACK.

INT. RECTORY – MORNING

Michael dresses slowly.

Same collar.

Same mirror.

But the reflection feels altered—like a photograph taken just 
a second too late.

He buttons his shirt.

Pauses.

Unbuttons the top button.
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Leaves it open.

A small rebellion.

Almost unconscious.

INT. CHURCH – DAY

Confession line is longer than usual.

Michael notices.

People aren’t coming for absolution.

They’re coming to test the temperature.

Inside the booth—

A MIDDLE-AGED MAN speaks rapidly.

MAN (O.S.)
—I did what they told me to do.

I followed protocol.

Everyone signed off.

Michael listens, eyes closed.

MAN (O.S.) (CONT'D)
Someone died.

But they say it wasn’t preventable.

A beat.

MAN (O.S.) (CONT'D)
Is that a sin?

Michael opens his eyes.

This question used to be theoretical.

Now it’s operational.

INT. CONFESSIONAL – CONTINUOUS

Michael answers carefully.

FATHER MICHAEL
What matters is what you do next.
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The man exhales, relieved.

MAN (O.S.)
Good.

Because they’re asking me to do it again.

Michael freezes.

The repetition is accelerating.

FATHER MICHAEL
Have you agreed?

A pause.

MAN (O.S.)
Not yet.

That “yet” screams.

Michael leans forward.

FATHER MICHAEL
Then you still have agency.

The man hesitates.

MAN (O.S.)
For how long?

That’s the real question.

INT. CONFESSIONAL – MOMENTS LATER

Michael hears the fear beneath the words.

FATHER MICHAEL
If you come back next week—

what do you want to be confessing?

Silence.

That question lands.

The man stands.

MAN (O.S.)
I’ll think about it.

He leaves.
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Michael stays seated.

That’s three.

Three separate people.

Same structure.

Same incentives.

This is no longer coincidence.

EXT. CHURCH – AFTERNOON

A BLACK SEDAN idles across the street.

Not obvious.

Not hidden.

Watching.

Michael exits the church, notices it.

The window rolls down just enough to show a 
DRIVER—expressionless.

The car pulls away slowly.

Not a threat.

A reminder.

CUT TO:

INT. RECTORY – EVENING

Michael listens to voicemail.

VOICEMAIL (V.O.)
—Father O’Connell, this is the 
diocesan office—

we’d like to schedule a wellness check-in—

Michael deletes it.

Not angry.
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Resolved.

The phone rings immediately after.

He hesitates.

Answers.

FATHER MICHAEL
Yes?

INTERCUT – MICHAEL / ANNA

ANNA (late 20s) speaks fast, hushed.

ANNA
It happened again.

Michael sits.

FATHER MICHAEL
Tell me.

ANNA
Transfer overnight.

Heat delay.

Medical team understaffed.

She swallows.

ANNA (CONT'D)
Two this time.

Michael closes his eyes.

Not shock.

Confirmation.

FATHER MICHAEL
Do you have documentation?

A beat.

ANNA
I made copies.

That word changes everything.
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INT. RECTORY – CONTINUOUS

Michael stands, pacing.

FATHER MICHAEL
Anna, I need you to listen 
carefully.

ANNA
I am.

FATHER MICHAEL
You cannot bring anything into 
confession.

Ever.

ANNA
I know.

FATHER MICHAEL
But outside of that—

there are people who understand patterns.

She hesitates.

ANNA
If I give this to anyone—

I lose my job.

Michael stops pacing.

FATHER MICHAEL
If you don’t—

you lose something else.

Silence.

She understands.

CUT TO:

INT. RECTORY – NIGHT

Michael sits alone at his desk.

He pulls out an old address book.
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Flips pages.

Stops on a name:

M. CALDER
He hasn’t spoken to him in years.

Michael writes a letter.

Not an email.

Ink. Paper. Deliberate.

He writes without names.

Only dates.

Outcomes.

Patterns.

He seals the envelope.

Holds it.

This is the point of no return.

CUT TO:

EXT. POST OFFICE – NIGHT

Michael drops the letter into the slot.

Metal clang.

Final.

As he turns away—

A TV in the window beside him plays muted local news.

A lower-third headline scrolls:

“INTERNAL REVIEW LAUNCHED FOLLOWING TRANSFER-RELATED DEATHS.”

Michael watches.

No satisfaction.

32.



Just awareness.

The system has noticed itself being watched.

Michael walks off into the night.

The bell tolls again in the distance.

Slower now.

Measured.

CUT TO BLACK.

INT. DIOCESAN OFFICE – DAY

Sunlight through tall windows. Soft. Reassuring.

Too reassuring.

MONSIGNOR KELLEY (60s) sits behind a polished desk. Calm. 
Immaculate.

Father Thomas sits nearby, hands folded.

Father Michael sits opposite them.

No tension on the surface.

That’s the trick.

MONSIGNOR KELLEY
Michael, thank you for coming in.

Michael nods.

FATHER MICHAEL
Of course.

INT. DIOCESAN OFFICE – CONTINUOUS

Monsignor Kelley smiles warmly.

MONSIGNOR KELLEY
You’ve carried a heavy load for a 
long time.

There’s that word again.

Heavy.
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MONSIGNOR KELLEY (CONT'D)
Decades of service. Listening. 
Absorbing.

Michael says nothing.

MONSIGNOR KELLEY (CONT'D)
We worry sometimes about the toll 
that takes.

Father Thomas nods in agreement.

FATHER THOMAS
Burnout is real.

The framing begins.

INT. DIOCESAN OFFICE – CONTINUOUS

Monsignor Kelley slides a thin folder across the desk.

Michael doesn’t touch it.

MONSIGNOR KELLEY
This isn’t disciplinary.

Important to say first.

MONSIGNOR KELLEY (CONT'D)
A sabbatical. Retreat center. 
Quiet.

A pause.

MONSIGNOR KELLEY (CONT'D)
Time to rest.

Michael finally opens the folder.

Inside:

Medical assessments. Stress language. Soft diagnoses.

MONSIGNOR KELLEY (CONT'D)
No stigma. Just care.

Care as containment.

INT. DIOCESAN OFFICE – CONTINUOUS

Michael looks up.
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FATHER MICHAEL
And my parish?

MONSIGNOR KELLEY
Temporarily reassigned.

Careful word.

MONSIGNOR KELLEY (CONT'D)
Continuity is important.

Michael closes the folder.

FATHER MICHAEL
People are being harmed.

Silence.

Monsignor Kelley’s smile tightens—barely.

MONSIGNOR KELLEY
Tragedies happen.

Michael holds his gaze.

FATHER MICHAEL
Patterns don’t.

INT. DIOCESAN OFFICE – COUNTERPRESSURE

Father Thomas leans forward.

FATHER THOMAS
Michael, no one’s asking you to 
deny your conscience.

That’s not true—but it sounds reasonable.

FATHER THOMAS (CONT'D)
Just to trust the process.

There it is.

Michael nods slowly.

FATHER MICHAEL
Whose process?

A beat.

Monsignor Kelley answers smoothly.
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MONSIGNOR KELLEY
The Church’s.

Which really means: the institution’s survival.

INT. DIOCESAN OFFICE – THE OFFER

Monsignor Kelley folds his hands.

MONSIGNOR KELLEY
Step back now, and this ends 
quietly.

Michael hears what’s not said.

MONSIGNOR KELLEY (CONT'D)
You’ve earned peace.

Michael looks at the crucifix on the wall.

Not inspiration.

Leverage.

FATHER MICHAEL
And if I don’t?

The room cools.

INT. DIOCESAN OFFICE – SHIFT

Monsignor Kelley’s tone changes—not hostile.

Administrative.

MONSIGNOR KELLEY
Then we’d have to ask

why a priest is involving himself in civic matters.

That’s the warning.

MONSIGNOR KELLEY (CONT'D)
Perception matters.

Michael understands immediately:

This isn’t about truth.

It’s about narrative control.

CUT TO:
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EXT. DIOCESAN BUILDING – DAY

Michael exits into harsh sunlight.

The city sounds louder out here.

Unfiltered.

He exhales, like he’s been underwater.

Across the street—a REPORTER watches him.

Notebook closed. Waiting.

Michael keeps walking.

CUT TO:

INT. RECTORY – NIGHT

Michael packs a small bag.

Not clothes.

Books. Notes. One remaining notebook.

He stops.

Pulls out a single page—Anna’s handwriting.

Dates. Times. One name.

Enough.

His phone rings.

Unknown number.

He answers.

FATHER MICHAEL
Yes?
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INTERCUT – MICHAEL / CALDER

CALDER (V.O.)
You were right to write.

Michael closes his eyes.

Not relief.

Resolve.

CALDER (V.O.)
They won’t thank you for this.

FATHER MICHAEL
I didn’t do it to be thanked.

A beat.

CALDER (V.O.)
Then we proceed carefully.

Michael looks around the rectory.

Simple. Finite.

FATHER MICHAEL
I stopped controlling outcomes a 
long time ago.

He hangs up.

Michael sits in silence.

Not holy.

Purposeful.

CUT TO BLACK.

INT. RECTORY – MORNING

Michael wakes to his phone vibrating nonstop.

Missed calls.

Voicemails.

Texts.

He scrolls.

A headline link catches his eye.
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“PRIEST’S ACTIVISM RAISES QUESTIONS ABOUT ROLE IN ONGOING 
INVESTIGATION.”

Questions.

Always questions.

Michael sets the phone down.

Doesn’t react.

Yet.

CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH – DAY

Michael enters to find the atmosphere changed.

Whispers move faster than prayer.

A WOMAN avoids eye contact.

A MAN pulls his child a little closer as Michael passes.

Nothing overt.

Just drift.

Michael spots Father Thomas speaking quietly with two parish 
council members.

Their conversation stops when Michael approaches.

FATHER THOMAS
Morning, Michael.

FATHER MICHAEL
Morning.

The council members nod politely—and leave.

The space they leave behind is loud.

CUT TO:
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INT. CONFESSIONAL – DAY

Michael sits.

The booth is empty.

Minutes pass.

No footsteps.

For the first time in years—

no one comes.

Michael realizes what this is.

Containment works best when it’s invisible.

CUT TO:

INT. RECTORY – AFTERNOON

Michael listens to voicemail on speaker.

PRESS OFFICER (V.O.)
—Father O’Connell, we’re putting 
together a balanced piece—

just want to give you the opportunity to clarify your state 
of mind—

Michael deletes it mid-sentence.

The phone rings again.

He answers.

INTERCUT – MICHAEL / ANNA

Anna looks exhausted. Eyes red. Sitting in her car.

ANNA
They escorted me out.

Michael closes his eyes.

FATHER MICHAEL
When?
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ANNA
This morning.

A beat.

ANNA (CONT'D)
They said it was restructuring.

No cause.

She laughs once—hollow.

ANNA (CONT'D)
My badge stopped working before 
they finished the sentence.

Silence.

FATHER MICHAEL
Do you still have the copies?

She nods.

ANNA
Three places.

She looks at him.

ANNA (CONT'D)
Was it worth it?

That question lands harder than any threat.

Michael doesn’t answer immediately.

INT. RECTORY – CONTINUOUS

Michael speaks quietly.

FATHER MICHAEL
It will be.

Not confidence.

Conviction.

Anna exhales.
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ANNA
Then tell me what to do next.

Michael hesitates.

This is the moment where guidance becomes leadership.

FATHER MICHAEL
You protect yourself.

You don’t rush.

You don’t speak unless someone who understands patterns is 
listening.

She nods.

ANNA
And you?

Michael looks at the collar folded on the chair.

FATHER MICHAEL
I stop pretending this stays inside 
the Church.

CUT TO:

INT. DIOCESAN COMMUNICATIONS OFFICE – DAY

A PRESS RELEASE is drafted.

Neutral language.

Concerned tone.

“PASTORAL SUPPORT FOR FATHER MICHAEL O’CONNELL.”

Support means supervision.

Care means control.

A finger hovers over SEND.

Clicks.

CUT TO:
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EXT. CHURCH – EVENING

A LOCAL REPORTER waits by the steps.

Casual stance. Microphone lowered.

Michael exits.

The reporter approaches.

REPORTER
Father O’Connell—just a quick one.

Michael stops.

REPORTER (CONT'D)
Some say you’ve been under a lot of 
stress lately.

Do you feel fit to continue your duties?

That’s the question.

Not about harm.

About him.

Michael looks at the church behind him.

At the door.

At the people watching from a distance.

He answers carefully.

FATHER MICHAEL
I feel clear.

The reporter waits.

That’s not enough.

EXT. CHURCH – CONTINUOUS

REPORTER
Are you saying the Church is 
ignoring wrongdoing?

Michael meets the reporter’s eyes.

43.



This is the fork.

He can deflect.

He can retreat.

Or—

FATHER MICHAEL
I’m saying silence can become a 
system.

The reporter’s posture changes.

This just became usable.

REPORTER
Can you explain that?

Michael pauses.

Just long enough to make the moment real.

FATHER MICHAEL
Not here.

He walks away.

The reporter watches him go—already rewriting the headline.

CUT TO:

INT. RECTORY – NIGHT

Michael packs again.

This time, it’s different.

He removes the collar from his bag.

Sets it on the table.

Not dramatic.

Deliberate.

His phone buzzes.

A text from Calder:
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“Public forum. Community oversight meeting. Tomorrow night.”

Michael stares at the message.

He looks at the confessional booth through the open doorway.

Then back at the phone.

This is the step that ends insulation.

Michael types back:

“I’ll be there.”

He sets the phone down.

Sits.

For the first time since this began—

he’s not waiting for permission.

CUT TO BLACK.

INT. COMMUNITY CENTER – NIGHT

Fluorescent lights. Folding chairs. Cheap coffee.

A banner taped crookedly to the wall:

COMMUNITY OVERSIGHT FORUM

City officials sit behind a long table. Defensive posture 
disguised as professionalism.

Reporters linger at the edges. Phones ready. Not recording 
yet.

Michael enters quietly.

No collar.

A few heads turn.

Recognition without authority.

That’s dangerous.

INT. COMMUNITY CENTER – CONTINUOUS

Michael takes a seat in the back row.
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Calder sits beside him—older now, thinner, alert.

CALDER
Once you speak, you don’t control 
what survives.

Michael nods.

FATHER MICHAEL
I stopped controlling that already.

Onstage, a CITY OFFICIAL adjusts the microphone.

CITY OFFICIAL
We’re here to listen to concerns—

Michael exhales.

He’s heard this cadence before.

INT. COMMUNITY CENTER – FORUM IN PROGRESS

A COMMUNITY MEMBER speaks angrily.

A POLICY REP responds smoothly.

Deflection. Delay. Process.

Michael watches the rhythm.

This isn’t dialogue.

It’s insulation.

The moderator scans the room.

MODERATOR
Anyone else?

A pause.

Michael doesn’t move yet.

He waits.

Systems reveal themselves when given enough silence.

INT. COMMUNITY CENTER – MICHAEL STANDS

Michael rises slowly.

The room quiets—not because he’s important.
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Because stillness reads as intent.

He walks to the microphone.

No notes.

No clearing his throat.

FATHER MICHAEL
My name is Michael O’Connell.

A beat.

FATHER MICHAEL (CONT'D)
I’m not here to accuse anyone.

That disarms half the room.

FATHER MICHAEL (CONT'D)
I’m here to describe a pattern.

That hooks the other half.

INT. COMMUNITY CENTER – CUTAWAYS

Officials stiffen.

Reporters lean in.

Patterns imply design.

FATHER MICHAEL (O.S.)
Over many years, people from 
different parts of this city—

different jobs, backgrounds, beliefs—

Michael’s voice is calm. Measured.

FATHER MICHAEL (O.S.) (CONT'D)
—have described the same sequence 
of events.

The room listens now.

Not emotionally.

Intellectually.

That’s worse.
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INT. COMMUNITY CENTER – CONTINUOUS

A CITY OFFICIAL interrupts.

CITY OFFICIAL
Sir, are you alleging misconduct?

Michael turns to him.

Not defensive.

FATHER MICHAEL
I’m alleging predictability.

Murmurs ripple.

Michael continues.

FATHER MICHAEL (CONT'D)
When harm becomes predictable,

it stops being accidental.

That line lands.

You can feel it.

INT. COMMUNITY CENTER – REPORTER

A reporter raises a hand.

REPORTER
Father—are you violating 
confidentiality?

The trap.

Michael expected it.

FATHER MICHAEL
I am not sharing names.

I am not sharing confessions.

A beat.

FATHER MICHAEL (CONT'D)
I am sharing what repeats.

That distinction matters.

Legally.
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Morally.

The reporter nods—this is usable.

INT. COMMUNITY CENTER – MICHAEL (FINAL TURN)

Michael grips the podium.

Not for balance.

For restraint.

FATHER MICHAEL
I believed for a long time that 
listening was enough.

His voice tightens—just a degree.

FATHER MICHAEL (CONT'D)
That bearing witness preserved the 
soul.

Silence fills the room.

FATHER MICHAEL (CONT'D)
I was wrong.

That confession costs him more than any other.

INT. COMMUNITY CENTER – MICHAEL

FATHER MICHAEL
When silence protects outcomes we 
would never defend openly—

He pauses.

Not for drama.

For honesty.

FATHER MICHAEL (CONT'D)
—it stops being holy.

He steps back from the microphone.

No applause.

That’s good.

Applause would let people feel finished.
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EXT. COMMUNITY CENTER – NIGHT

Reporters swarm.

Questions overlap.

Michael doesn’t answer yet.

Calder steps in, protective.

CALDER
Tomorrow.

They move through the crowd.

Across the street, someone films on a phone.

Not press.

Citizen.

Michael clocks it.

This is no longer contained.

He looks back at the building.

At the people still arguing inside.

This didn’t solve anything.

It changed the weather.

Michael walks into the night.

The bell tolls faintly in the distance.

Not louder.

Just unavoidable.

CUT TO BLACK.

INT. NEWSROOM – MORNING

Muted TVs line the walls.

Michael’s face appears on one screen—no sound.

A LOWER THIRD reads:
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“FORMER PRIEST QUESTIONS SYSTEMIC FAILURES”

Former.

That word did work overnight.

A PRODUCER leans toward a REPORTER.

PRODUCER
He’s calm. That’s the problem.

The reporter nods.

Calm doesn’t read as unstable.

It reads as credible.

CUT TO:

INT. RECTORY – DAY

Michael packs the rest of his belongings.

Books into boxes.

Notes into a folder.

The notebooks—gone.

Burned earlier.

The collar remains on the table.

Michael picks it up.

Considers.

Sets it back down.

A knock at the door.

INT. RECTORY – CONTINUOUS

Father Thomas stands in the doorway.

Not hostile.

Tired.
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FATHER THOMAS
You didn’t give us time.

Michael meets his eyes.

FATHER MICHAEL
I gave decades.

Silence.

Thomas exhales.

FATHER THOMAS
They’re suspending your duties.

Careful phrasing.

FATHER MICHAEL
I assumed.

FATHER THOMAS
Temporarily.

Michael nods.

They both know what temporary means.

INT. RECTORY – CONTINUOUS

Father Thomas hesitates.

FATHER THOMAS
Off the record…

Michael waits.

FATHER THOMAS (CONT'D)
You weren’t wrong.

That matters more than permission.

FATHER MICHAEL
Then why does it feel like this?

Father Thomas has no answer.

He leaves.

Michael closes the door gently.

Not angry.

Finished.
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EXT. STORAGE FACILITY – DAY

Michael carries boxes to a small storage unit.

No ceremony.

Just downsizing a life.

A man watches from a distance.

Not threatening.

Observing.

Michael clocks it—but keeps moving.

Some habits don’t disappear.

INT. SMALL APARTMENT – NIGHT

Michael’s new place.

Smaller. No religious symbols.

Boxes stacked.

A kettle whistles.

Michael pours tea.

Sits at the table.

For the first time, there’s noise from neighbors.

Life pressing in.

He opens his phone.

Messages scroll by:

Support.

Condemnation.

Fear.

Gratitude.

One message stands out.

From ANNA:

“They paused transfers.”
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Michael exhales.

Not victory.

Interruption.

But interruption saves lives.

CUT TO:

INT. LEGAL AID CLINIC – DAY

A hand-painted sign:

LEGAL AID – INTAKE

Michael sits at a folding table.

Not in charge.

Helping.

A woman hands him a form.

WOMAN
Can you explain this part?

Michael reads.

Listens.

Explains carefully.

This is different.

No absolution.

Just clarity.

INT. LEGAL AID CLINIC – CONTINUOUS

Anna sits across the room with a stack of files.

She looks thinner.

But aligned.

She catches Michael’s eye.
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Nods.

They didn’t win.

But they didn’t disappear.

That counts.

EXT. PARK – LATE AFTERNOON

Michael sits on a bench.

Children play nearby.

Life continues—oblivious and perfect.

Calder sits beside him.

CALDER
They buried half the findings.

Michael nods.

FATHER MICHAEL
Of course they did.

CALDER
But procedures changed.

A beat.

CALDER (CONT'D)
Slower transfers.

Independent reviews.

Not justice.

Friction.

EXT. PARK – CONTINUOUS

Calder looks at him.

CALDER
You know you won’t get the parish 
back.

Michael watches a child fall—then get up.

FATHER MICHAEL
I didn’t lose it.
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Calder waits.

FATHER MICHAEL (CONT'D)
I outgrew it.

They sit in silence.

Not holy.

Honest.

The bell tolls faintly in the distance.

Same sound.

Different weight.

Michael doesn’t look toward it.

He stays where he is.

CUT TO BLACK.

INT. SMALL APARTMENT – MORNING

Morning light through cheap blinds.

Michael wakes on a mattress still too close to the floor.

No bells.

No schedule.

Just time.

He sits up, listens to the city waking outside his window.

For the first time in decades, nothing is waiting for him.

That’s both freedom and loss.

INT. KITCHEN – CONTINUOUS

Michael makes coffee.

He drinks it this time.

On the counter: mail he’s been avoiding.

One envelope stands out.

Diocesan letterhead.

56.



He opens it.

INSERT – LETTER

“Your request for reinstatement into active parish duty has 
been denied at this time.”

No explanation.

No signature.

Just policy.

Michael folds the letter neatly.

Sets it down.

No reaction.

He already knew.

CUT TO:

EXT. LEGAL AID CLINIC – DAY

Michael approaches the clinic again.

Same sign.

Same folding tables inside.

But today, a line stretches out the door.

People waiting.

He hesitates.

This isn’t sacred space.

It’s exposed.

He steps inside anyway.

CUT TO:

57.



INT. LEGAL AID CLINIC – LATER

Michael helps an ELDERLY MAN fill out a form.

The man squints at the paper.

ELDERLY MAN
You a lawyer?

Michael smiles gently.

FATHER MICHAEL
No.

The man waits.

ELDERLY MAN
Then why are you doing this?

Michael considers the question.

FATHER MICHAEL
Because someone listened to me 
once.

It mattered.

The man nods, accepting that.

They continue.

INT. LEGAL AID CLINIC – AFTERNOON

A YOUNG MAN hovers nearby.

Early 20s. Nervous.

He waits until Michael finishes with someone else.

Approaches carefully.

YOUNG MAN
You’re… the priest, right?

Michael stiffens slightly.

FATHER MICHAEL
I was.

The young man swallows.

YOUNG MAN
I heard you speak.
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At the forum.

Michael nods.

YOUNG MAN (CONT'D)
It cost me my job.

That lands.

The young man rushes on.

YOUNG MAN (CONT'D)
But it stopped something worse.

Silence.

This is the real ledger.

INT. LEGAL AID CLINIC – QUIET CORNER

Michael and the young man sit.

No booth.

No screen.

Just chairs.

YOUNG MAN
I don’t know what I am now.

Michael listens.

Not professionally.

Humanly.

FATHER MICHAEL
Neither do I.

That honesty matters more than guidance.

The young man exhales.

Relieved.

CUT TO:
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INT. SMALL CHURCH – EVENING

A different church.

Smaller.

Unremarkable.

Michael sits in the back pew.

No one recognizes him.

The PRIEST at the altar speaks softly about mercy.

Michael listens—not as gatekeeper, not as authority.

As a man among others.

Listening feels clean again.

CUT TO:

EXT. SMALL CHURCH – NIGHT

The bell rings.

Same sound.

But now it’s just sound.

Michael steps out into the street.

He pauses.

Looks back once.

Then turns away.

EXT. SIDEWALK – CONTINUOUS

A PASSERBY drops something—papers scatter.

Michael kneels, helps gather them.

Hands them back.

The passerby nods thanks.

Moves on.
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Unnoticed.

Necessary.

Michael continues down the sidewalk.

Not absolved.

Not restored.

But intact.

The city swallows him gently.

FADE OUT.

EXT. CITY – OVERCAST DAY

The city looks unchanged.

That matters.

Reform doesn’t alter skylines.

It alters processes—slowly, invisibly, and never all the way.

A muted TV in a storefront window plays news.

INSERT – TV SCREEN

A lower-third scrolls:

“INDEPENDENT OVERSIGHT COMMISSION RELEASES FINDINGS”

No names.

No arrests.

But one word appears repeatedly:

SYSTEMIC
The anchor moves on.

The city doesn’t stop.

CUT TO:
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INT. SMALL APARTMENT – DAY

Michael watches from across the street through the glass.

He turns away before the segment ends.

He’s learned something important:

Watching outcomes too closely feels like ownership.

He doesn’t want ownership anymore.

CUT TO:

INT. LEGAL AID CLINIC – DAY

Anna sits alone at a table.

Stacks of folders.

She looks thinner. Sharper.

Michael approaches.

FATHER MICHAEL
You don’t have to stay.

Anna looks up.

ANNA
Neither did you.

That lands.

They share a look—not gratitude.

Alignment.

INT. LEGAL AID CLINIC – CONTINUOUS

Anna slides a folder toward Michael.

ANNA
They reopened three cases.

Quietly.

Michael opens it.
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Names he’s never heard.

Outcomes he recognizes.

FATHER MICHAEL
How many paused?

ANNA
Seven.

That’s the new math.

Not justice.

Interruption.

CUT TO:

EXT. PARK – DAY

Michael sits on a bench.

Across from him, a MAN IN A NICE COAT—different from before, 
but similar energy.

The man sits beside him uninvited.

MAN
You made things complicated.

Michael doesn’t look at him.

FATHER MICHAEL
Complication slows harm.

The man exhales, annoyed.

MAN
You didn’t win.

Michael finally looks at him.

FATHER MICHAEL
I didn’t try to.

The man leaves.

Systems hate conversations they can’t convert.

CUT TO:
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INT. SMALL APARTMENT – NIGHT

Michael opens a drawer.

Inside: the last notebook.

He hesitates.

Then tears out every remaining page.

Feeds them into the sink.

Lights a match.

The flame reflects in his eyes.

This isn’t erasure.

It’s release.

CUT TO:

INT. COMMUNITY CENTER – EVENING

A small group meeting.

No banners.

No press.

People talk quietly.

Michael listens.

A WOMAN speaks.

WOMAN
I didn’t stop it.

But I delayed it.

Michael nods.

That matters.

Another man speaks.
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MAN
I lost my job.

A pause.

MAN (CONT'D)
But my daughter didn’t lose her 
father.

Silence.

This is the ledger now.

CUT TO:

INT. COMMUNITY CENTER – LATER

A TEENAGE GIRL approaches Michael.

Curious. Guarded.

TEEN GIRL
Are you the guy from the news?

Michael smiles gently.

FATHER MICHAEL
Sometimes.

She studies him.

TEEN GIRL
Do you still believe in God?

That’s the question people really want answered.

Michael considers.

INT. COMMUNITY CENTER – CONTINUOUS

FATHER MICHAEL
I believe in responsibility.

The girl thinks about that.

Satisfied.

She walks away.
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Michael remains.

For the first time, he doesn’t feel like he owes anyone a 
doctrine.

EXT. OLD CHURCH – DAY

Michael walks past his former parish.

The doors are closed.

A new banner hangs:

“WELCOME HOME”
Corporate font.

Soft colors.

Michael doesn’t stop.

He keeps walking.

CUT TO:

INT. SMALL CHURCH – EVENING

Michael sits in the back pew again.

Unrecognized.

The PRIEST speaks about forgiveness.

Michael listens carefully.

Forgiveness used to feel like erasure.

Now it feels like a choice.

EXT. SMALL CHURCH – NIGHT

As Michael exits—

A MAN approaches him nervously.

Early 40s. Clean-cut. Haunted.

MAN
Can I talk to you?
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Michael pauses.

This is familiar territory.

But there’s no booth now.

No seal.

Just air.

EXT. CHURCH STEPS – CONTINUOUS

They sit.

The man struggles.

MAN
I did something.

They rewarded me for it.

Michael listens.

He doesn’t close his eyes.

He doesn’t nod automatically.

This is different.

EXT. CHURCH STEPS – CONTINUOUS

MAN
I was hoping you’d tell me it’s 
okay.

Michael waits.

Longer than is comfortable.

Then—

FATHER MICHAEL
What happens if you don’t do it 
again?

The man freezes.

This is not absolution.

This is agency.
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EXT. CHURCH STEPS – CONTINUOUS

The man exhales, shaken.

MAN
I don’t know.

Michael nods.

FATHER MICHAEL
That’s where responsibility starts.

The man sits with that.

Hard.

Necessary.

EXT. CITY STREET – NIGHT

Michael walks home.

The city hums.

Deals made.

Lines crossed.

Silences purchased.

All ongoing.

And yet—

something has changed.

Friction exists now.

CUT TO:

INT. SMALL APARTMENT – NIGHT

Michael removes his jacket.

Sits at the table.

Opens a blank notebook.

Not a ledger.
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Not a record.

Just paper.

He writes one sentence:

“Witness without action is rehearsal.”

He closes it.

CUT TO:

EXT. CITY – DAWN (MIRROR OF OPENING)

The city wakes again.

Same rooftops.

Same freeways.

Same steeples.

But now—

the camera does not pull away.

It stays.

EXT. SIDEWALK – MORNING

Michael helps an elderly woman across the street.

No one notices.

No bell rings.

The light changes.

They cross safely.

Michael steps back onto the curb.

The city moves on.

So does he.

FADE OUT.
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