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FADE | N:
EXT. AM SH FARM - DAY 1

AMOS VWHEATON (29), an Am sh farnmer, full beard, traditiona
Am sh clothes, angrily works an awl on a | eather strap. The
awl slips, tears the strap and punctures his hand.

Anos fights an obscenity, slips the awl in a pocket, sucks
on his wound and crosses to a nearby shed. He grabs a three-
prong pitchfork | eaning against the structure. He pounds
the ground with the handl e of the pitchfork.

AMOS
Damm you! Damn you

Anos pauses to renove his wi de-brimed hat and w pe his brow
Sadness and anger in his eyes. He |ooks up.

AMOS
Damm you! Dam you, | say. | do
not know if | damm you for ny shane
or for ny actions. Relieve nme from
nmy shanme, and... | promse... I'll..
Anos bel l ows, throws the pitchfork.

AMOS
Dam!

A CHURCH BELL PEALS O. S.

Annoyed by the bell, chest heaving, Anpbs shakes his head.
He blows out a breath. He's surprised to see his breath
condense in the air.

He retrieves the pitchfork, and slans it against the side of
t he buil ding, prongs facing upward.

He enters the shed and bangs the door.
CUT TO BLACK:
A LOUD FI NGER SNAP.
| NT. ELEVATOR - DAY 2

Anmos blinks, taking in his surroundings. Confused. Muth
agape. He tugs on his beard, taking in..

A garish elevator. A polished control panel indicating ninety-
nine stories, including L & B. "99" is illum nated.

Amos has no idea what this is... where he is.



2.

Across the el evator stands ORCUS (agel ess), arns at his side,
gaze riveted on Anbs. He wears a hip outfit, a pair of horn-
rimed glasses. A hint of a smle.

ORCUS
Good day, Anpbs. | hear your |ament,
my good man. Perhaps we shoul d..
(mesmeri zi ng gesture)
...chat a spell

Qutside the elevator, pitch bl ack.
Anos bolts for the door.
ORCUS SNAPS his fingers. The door closes. Elevator is still.

Anmos backs into a corner of the elevator, stammering. Nothing
cones out.

Orcus renoves his glasses and slips themin a pocket with
panache. He engages Anps' eyes.

Anos clasps his hands in front of his groin.

ORCUS
Alife of pain... a life fraught
with grief... and shame... well,
that is nothing but intolerable.

Orcus | eans back, retracts a |l eg beneath him He notions
for Anbs to agree.

Anos dunbl y nods.
Orcus | ooks at his hands, rubbing his thunbs on his fingers.

ORCUS
| am Orcus. M charge is to ensure
that oaths are fulfilled, prom ses
kept .
(off no reply)
VWhat if | told you | could relieve
your pain?

AMOS
If it's too good to be true, it nust
be a deal with the Devil.

Orcus | ooks up fromunder his eyebrows, pronpts Anbs with a
si ni ster sneer.

ORCUS
Do I ook like the Devil to you?



AMOS
| know not what the Devil |ooks I|ike.
Wiy are you here?

ORCUS
| amhere to aid you in fulfilling
your prom se.
AMOS
What prom se?
ORCUS
Ah yes, that not fully issued prom se.
AMOS
What ?
ORCUS

Conme now. But a noment ago you were
petitioning with a prom se, were you
not?. "I promse... I'"Il... Hm®

ANDS St ammers.

ORCUS
Sonet hi ng... sonething possessed you
to seek solace fromyour grief in
the way you chose last night, did it
not ?

AnDs st ammer s.

Orcus SNAPS HI' S FI NGERS.

The face of REBECCA, an Am sh woman (20s), appears. Though
i nnocent in appearance, she's tussled, hay in her hair.
Satisfied pleasure. A beckoning smle. Love in her eyes,
she wants nore of Anos.

Anpos sags, knees buckl i ng.

Orcus waves his hand, the inmage fades.

Anos drapes his arns over his head.

Orcus noves a step closer, pacing back and forth, eyes | ocked
on Anpbs, who stares at his feet, shaking his head.

ORCUS
| have a question for you, AnDS.

AMOS
How do you know ny name?



ORCUS
| know many things. In fact, sone
say | know all things.

AMOS
Are you God?

ORCUS
One shoul d not ask questions for
whi ch one does not want the answer.

Confusion for Anbos. Hypnotic stare from Orcus.

AMOS
Then why are you asking nme questions?

ORCUS
| f one adheres to a creed and commts
toit, what is it called when one
viol ates that creed?

AMOS
What ?

ORCUS
Wul d you, Anos, agree that living a
life of pleasure is a healthy thing?
Even if part of that pleasure stands
out si de the bounds on ones stated
creed?

Anps' eyes dart about the el evator, bounci ng between O cus
and the door. He |ooks down, folds his hands, al nost
prayerful ly.

AMOS
| could not agree to that. It would
defy the doctrines of ny faith.

ORCUS
Doctrines of your faith? Wy do you
choose to have your life |[imted by
rul es? Rules based upon what?
(broad gesture)
VWhat about a life of freedon? The
freedomto savor a |life of pleasure..

AMOS
That woul d be sin.

ORCUS
You know, Anpbs, sin sinply nmeans to
m ss the nmark.

( MORE)



ORCUS ( CONT' D)
So you wander fromthe path... off
the straight and narrow, how big a
deal is that in the..
(broad gesture)
...entire schenme of things?

AMOS
No. Sin neans to oppose the will of
God.

Anps' eyes wi den. He stammers.

ORCUS

| know what you did.
Anpos gul ps.

ORCUS
| nmean... a man... known to be capabl e
and chaste... if he were to lust in
his heart... or worse, perform
unhal | owed carnal acts... well...

Anos replies with a guilty look. He wi pes at a tear.

ORCUS
Behavi or that contradicts beliefs,
conflicts the soul.
(off Anps' head shake)
... perhaps conflicted souls, such as
yours, will be banished to the
i nvisible ethers of the Unknown.

AnDS rushes the el evator door. He claws at it. Doesn' t
budge.

Orcus laughs, SNAPS his fingers. "B" illum nates.
The elevator jolts into notion. Anos braces.
Fl oors count down.
ORCUS

Al you need to do, Anps... IS press

one of these buttons. W nove to

that place... and you disenbarKk.

(wa-1a gesture)

Si npl e.
Orcus, with a sweeping notion, invites Anbs to do just that.
Anos rushes the control panel.

Orcus waves his hand at the control.



6.

Frantically Anbs presses every button. The el evator keeps

on, bypassing all floors. "92."
ORCUS
(chuckl es)

You know, good man, if you were to
di senbark on any of these floors..
per haps you woul d seize control of
your destiny. Then again, perhaps
you would tinker with your fate.

Anos shakes his head: "That is not possible!"
ORCUS

Per haps the outcone would be a life
of pleasure and good. Perhaps it

woul d exceed the horrors of... you
know. Once you choose, there is no
goi ng back. ..

Anos backs into the far corner, trenbling. Terrified of
Orcus, unable to | ook way.

ORCUS
| ndeci sion is purgatory.

Orcus waves his hand at the el evator panel again. He pulls
a pair of scissors out of what appears to be thin air. He
sni ps under his chin, hands the scissors to Anbs and notions
for himto cut his beard. "86."

Anos reluctantly takes the scissors. He exam nes them a
specul ative glance at Orcus. Could he rush himand drive
the scissors into his heart? Anps positions the scissors as
if a weapon. He raises his arm

Orcus perfornms a rolling hand gesture.

Anps appears frozen, arm quivering. Unable to nove, breathing
is nearly inpossible.

Eye contact. Orcus | ooks hi mdown.
Amos licks his |lips; even that's a struggle.

Orcus reverses the hand gesture, pronpts with a nod: "Cut
t he beard."

Anos cl oses his eyes, shakes his head.
AMOS

| cannot. It is a rem nder of ny
adul thood. .. of ny...



ORCUS
Adul t hood? Your adul t hood? Look at
nme.

Anos does.
Orcus makes a snip gesture.

Rel uctantly, Anps snips the slightest bit of beard. Wtching
it fall to the floor, he gasps. Angrily, Anmobs hurls the
sci ssors against the wall. They break.

Anot her FI NGER SNAP.

Rebecca appears in the flesh, standing directly before Anos.
She smles denmurely... so inviting.

Anmos shields his eyes with a hand. A glance at the panel.
7.

REBECCA
Anos, Anpbs. How | ong have we been
plotting our togetherness? Yes, we
t ook i nnocence fromone another. It
was ny will... and yours too as |
surm sed. Anpbs, do you not feel the
pure bliss? 1In the eyes of the
Divine... could this be anything
other than...?

Amos shakes hi s head.

She steps cl oser.

REBECCA
Anos, ny dear AnpDS... prom se ne.
Prom se me your heart... your soul.

She reaches to...

Anos, who tentatively reaches to her. Abruptly, he retracts
hi s hand.

AMOS
Send her away! Leave ne be!

ORCUS
Come now. Did you not feel better..
because of what you shared together?
(w ggl es eyebrows)
Ah, lust and pleasure. Dare | say
| ove? O are you not nman enough to
know?

Anos recoils, every nuscle tightens.



AMOS
Send her away.

Orcus SNAPS H' S FI NGERS. "68."

Rebecca norphs into a made-up harlot. She lustfully rushes
ANDS.

REBECCA
Anos, ny Anps. Since our innocence
i s gone, Anpbs, shattered by our
encounter. You mght as well...
(seducti ve)
... make sonet hing of your sins.

She grabs his shirt and pulls himnear, her nouth opening...
He ki cks at her.
Poof! Snoke. She is gone.
Anos falls backward into the elevator's walls. Stunned.
ORCUS
Poor form Anpbs. You rejected yet

another fruit of ny offering. You
are not endearing yourself to ne.

AMOS
Leave me be. Let ne go.
ORCUS
Way should I?
Orcus points to the panel. "59."
AMOS

(a gasp, then...)
Were are we goi ng?

ORCUS
Where do you think?
(off a long | ook)
You |l eave ne wth no choice. | cannot
all ow you to exi st as you were.
M serable. Cowering. Afraid of
your shadow.

AMOS
| was following the WII of...

ORCUS
Pl ease. Spare ne the litany.
( MORE)



ORCUS ( CONT' D)
You went agai nst your scripture as
you tussled with that wonman... what
was her nanme?

Anmos gl ances at the floor, then the control panel..
AMOS
(barely audi bl e)
Rebecca.
ORCUS
Presently, | see no choice but for

you to suffer in the hell of
hypocrisy. Unless..

"49." Orcus steps closer, holds up a finger.
ORCUS
| wish to extend an alternative. An
opportunity if you will. An
opportunity you would do well to
relish.
Anmos gl ances at the control panel. "47."
AMOS
| cannot live in defiance of H's
Rul es!
ORCUS

H s Rules are ny rules.

"51."

Orcus prances about the elevator, eyes riveted on Anps.

sly chuckl e.

ORCUS
Sinply, when people |live caught
bet ween choi ces... perplexed by the
paradox of their options, that is
Hell... inits purest form

Anos defiantly shakes his head. "42."

ORCUS

Tell me, Anps, have you not spent
your days depriving yourself of
contentnent on Earth because you
intend to please...?

(gestures upward)
...tell me this woman is the only
source of joy you' ve ever rejected.

Anmos licks his lips. She is not.
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ORCUS
So, would you not concl ude by any
| ogic that the Omipotent One is
oblivious to your lot inlife?
Indifferent to your joy?

AMOS
What you' re suggesting. ..

ORCUS
...you think this is heresy?

AMOS
It i s blaspheny.

"37."

ORCUS
Is it blaspheny to assune the Divine
w shes you to suffer inlife? O
that the Divine w shes you
contentment, peace in your choices,
| ove?

Anpbs nods.
ORCUS
What sort of God woul d di sapprove of
you giving yourself to her and she
to you?
Anos ponders the question. The elevator jolts, accel erates.
Orcus checks the decreasing nunbers. Anps' eyes do the sane.
ORCUS

Do you honestly believe you should
be deni ed pl easure?

"31." AnDS snorts.

Orcus ceases his pacing, crosses his arnms, and | eans cl oser
to Anos.

ORCUS
The choice is yours, Anpbs. You cannot
live in both worlds.
Anos defiantly | eans toward Orcus. "27."
Faces inches apart, they can taste each others breath.

AMOS
And if | don't choose?



11.
Orcus angles his head: "Do you want that question answered?”

ORCUS
Do you want her?

Anos nods.  "21."
ORCUS
Say it, Anps. Wirds matter.
(off no reply)
You cannot do it. | own you.

Anos ponders the inplication. He nods slowy, then
feverishly. He takes a step toward O cus.

Orcus cocks his head, giving a | ook of adnonition.

Anps st eps back.

AMOS
Yes. Yes. | choose... | want...
want to be with her.
ORCUS
Then fight for her.
The el evator shudders violently. Lights flicker. It
accelerates. "17," "16."
Anos gl ances at the control panel. No clue. Exasperated,

he flaps his arnms at his side. "14," "13."
He feels sonething. "10," "9."

He renoves the awl from his pocket. He studies it, glances

at the elevator panel. "7," "6, 5.
Sweat drips from Anos' brow. H's breath is visible in the
air. He rushes the panel. Stares at it. Confusion.
11} 3. 11}
AMOS
| want. ..
ORCUS

Declare it, man. State your will!
"2." Amps raises the awl. He stabs the panel, nails "L."

AMOS
Her ! | want her! Rebecca!

ORCUS
Dam you.



12.
The button gl ows red.
A puff of snoke. Orcus is gone.
The elevator jolts to a violent halt. Snoke. Lights flicker.
Amos pulls the awl fromthe button. Rushes the door. Pries
at the door with the awl. It opens with renmarkabl e ease.
Anps stares into...
BRIGHT WHITE LIGHT. In the Iight, Rebecca noves forward.
I n one hand she holds the pitchfork. She reaches out with a
hand, devilishly delectable smle. A "cone hither" |ook for
t he ages.
Anpos stands. Wbbles. He hesitates.
REBECCA

Now, Anmpbs. Make haste. Before it

is too |ate.
Anos del i ber at es.

On nous, awful GRI NDI NG noi ses. FRYI NG SERVCS. SLI PPAGE
METALLI C CLANGS.

Rebecca nods, finger wave: "cone hither."
Anps steps out. ..
EXT. ELEVATOR - DAY

Anps reaches to Rebecca. He hesitates, | ooks back in the
el evat or .

More ELEVATOR NO SES.

He | ooks back to Rebecca. Her free hand urgently urges him
cl oser.

Anos turns away, nearly falling back into the elevator. He
steadi es hinsel f, debates. Suddenly, he throws the awl into
the el evator.

The doors slam shut. The el evator speeds away. Snoke and
light seep fromthe seal of the door

Anmos turns to Rebecca. He licks his |ips.
She beckons.

He reaches to her hand and just before they touch, we freeze
frame and...

FADE QUT.
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