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Bl G GOLDEN LI GHT
It plays across the concrete ground of an urban area.

FADE | N:

EXT. CTY BLOCK - DAY

The sun’s fury beats down on the city. Trees sway lightly in
the breeze. There's a train station at the end of the bl ock.

MATT, an unruly boy of sixteen, treads to the station while
snoki ng a bl unt.

A kind eyed PASTOR (40) hands Bibles to pedestrians up
ahead. Matt shakes his head in annoyance and wal ks on the
far end of the sidewal k to avoid the Pastor.

Somet hi ng SLAMS into his chest.

PASTOR
The word of God, ny son.

He holds one Bible to Matt’'s chest, wields the other |like a
sword. Startled, Matt shakes hi s head.

MATT
How t he hell did you-

He decides to forget it, pushes the Bible away and steps
forward. The Pastor steps in his way. Matt advances. The
Past or bl ocks hi m agai n.

He pierces Matt with an intense glare, offers himthe Bible
one nore tine.

Matt takes the book, but shoves it right back into the
Pastor’s hand as he forces his way past him

The Pastor watches a bewi | dered Matt toss the snmoked bl unt
and di sappear into the subway.

| NT. TRAIN CAR - UNDERGROUND

Matt sits alone. The train starts to nove.

A SEXY LADY wal ks by, seizing Matt’'s attention. He rises
fromhis seat, on the hunt. Catches up to her.



MATT
Hey. CGotta seat for you right here.

She stops wal king - but doesn’'t respond. Matt grabs her
shoul der and she swings around to face him

A HUGE CROSS MADE OF ASHES mar ks her forehead.

MATT ( CONT' D)
Whoa, what'’'s that about?

The woman shoots hima bl ank stare.
MATT ( CONT' D)
Kind of freaky. Nane’s Matt by the
way.
Si | ence. .

As she runs her finger over the cross. Matt scowl s. Wirdest
rejection nove ever.

MATT ( CONT’ D)
VWhat ever. ..

That’ s when, w thout warning, she shoots a right hook. Matt
ducks. Left cross conmes at himnext. Matt steps back. She
charges himlike a bull.

Matt falls backwards into a seat. She’s on top of himnow,
scratching and clawing like a feral beast.

MATT ( CONT’ D)
WHAT THE FUCK - GET OFF ME!

He shoves and Kl CKS her off of him

She falls into the seats across the aisle and, upon inpact,
turns into SMOKE and ASH. She’s conpl etely gone.

Matt is frozen in confusi on and shock.

MATT ( CONT' D)
.1 seriously gotta stop snoking.

On the floor, a newspaper headline reads: "Mre People Seek
God I n Wake of G obal Disasters!”

MATT
God ny ass.

Matt rips the paper and tosses it.

Turni ng around, he sees peopl e occupying the seats now.



A BUSI NESS MAN sits opposite Matt. He | ooks up. The sane
strange ash cross is marked on his forehead.

An OLD MAN has his face buried into a newspaper a few feet
away. He | ooks up at Matt, revealing a cross branded on his
forehead too. And runs his finger through it.
Ajolt of fear flows through Matt’s body.
MATT
(to Busi ness Man)

Dude, what’s with all the crosses?
He is net with a cold, hard gaze. Matt | ooks around.
No one in the train talks or interacts in any way. The eerie
silence is acconpani ed only by the snooth novenent of the
train.

The Business Man and the O d Man both stare at Matt with an
eerie enptiness. They trace their crosses together.

Matt is struck with anxiety.
The train stops. The doors open and Matt LEAPS UP to exit.

BODIES POUR into the train, colliding with Matt as he
struggles to the doors.

MATT ( CONT' D)
Fuck! Let ne through!

Finally, he reaches the door - it shuts in his face!

Matt RAMS his fists into the door. Facing his reflection, he
notes that his forehead is not nmarked.

Matt blinks several tines and smacks his face as if this
were a dream he could wake up from

I NT. TRAI'N TUNNEL - UNDERGROUND

The train roars through the tunnel now.

| NT. TRAI'N CAR - UNDERGROUND
Rel uctantly, Matt turns around.

The car is overcrowded.



A MAN - nmarked and bl ank-faced, stands so close to Matt that
their noses are nearly touching. Matt waves his hand in
front of The Man’s eyes. He doesn’'t even blink.

Matt | ooks everywhere.

A YOUNG COUPLE - marked. A WOVAN and her NEWBORN BABY,
mar ked. An innocent-I| ooki ng OBESE KID - marked.

MATT

Freaki ng out.

THE PASSENGERS

Al'l of them marked, turn to stare at Matt.

Wth dozens and dozens of dead eyes fixated upon him Matt
cringes and his eyes get watery. He tries to nove but he's
pi nned. No way out.

MATT
What the hell is wong with you
freaks?! Let ne through!

As if he were in conplete control of them the bodies part
out of his way. In sync. An isle is cleared.

Slowy, and very aware of the stares, Matt starts to
nove down to the next car.

The dead eyes follow him Their bodies follow next, closing
the gap behind Matt as he wal ks.

The passengers raise their fingers together and trace their
crosses. Again. And again. Faster and harder with each
stroke, drawing blood with their fingernails.

Matt nmakes it to the end of the car. He sees the next car is
conpletely enpty and tries to open the dividing door. It’s
stuck. Matt tries over and again, using all of his strength.
But the door w il not open.

MATT ( CONT’ D)
No, no, no! Let nme out! Let nme out!

And this is when the commuters attack Matt, pinning himto
the door, scratching at his skin.

He sw ngs around and shoves and bl ocks and punches. Wth
each connecting hit soneone vani shes into SMXKE and ASH
Matt bl ocks. Kicks. More SMOKE and ASH.



Everyone on the train vanishes as Matt fights back. It’s
chaos. And then --

Stillness. SURREAL SILENCE. Snoke billows throughout the
car.

Tired and terrified, Matt balls up in a corner. He closes
his eyes for a long tinme, groaning like a child.

Matt finally opens his eyes. Sees a WOVAN t hrough the snoke.
She | ooks famliar.

MATT ( CONT’ D)
MonR! Oh, nom

He rushes to hug her. Pulls back. Sees it on her too. The
ash-cross.
| NT. TRAI'N TUNNEL - CONTI NUOUS

The train zoonms down the track at dangerous speed.

I NT. TRAI'N CAR - UNDERGROUND

Matt’ s not her bends down to kiss his enpty forehead. She
| ooks utterly devast at ed.

MATT S MOM
|’msorry it had to be this way.

She gracefully traces her cross. And di sappears.
Matt is totally al one now.
The train cones to a swift stop. Doors open

Matt dashes out of the car SCREAM NG

EXT. TRAIN STATIOV CI TY BLOCK - N GHT

Wnd HOALS as a violent thunderstormrages. This urban
nei ghborhood is conpletely vacant. No |ights anywhere.

The station doors BLAST open.

Matt barges out. Rounds the corner. Searching. Crying
uncontrol | ably, he w pes his eyes and sees a FIGURE in the
di stance. Matt shanbles to the figure...

lt'’s the Pastor! Matt runs over and falls into his arns.



MATT
Hel p ne father, PLEASE

The Pastor |ooks at himin sadness and disbelief. A single
tear rolls down his cheek.

PASTOR
Behol d, | stand at the door, and
knock: If any man hear ny voice,
and open the door, | will cone in

to him

FADE TO BLACK



