G ve Bl ood
By
Ant hony J. Russo

(c) 2010 aj rscreenwor ks@eri zon. net



FADE | N:

EXT. H GH SCHOOL - N GHT

A sign on the snow covered | awn reads "BLOOD DRI VE TONI GHT -
7:00 PM - 9:00 PM'.

EXT. STREET QUTSIDE H GH SCHOOL - NI GHT

A large R V. is parked outside the school. A banner across
it reads "Most Precious Blood Catholic Charities".

I NT. H GH SCHOOL GYMNASI UM - NI GHT

A YOUNG WOMAN sits upright on a gurney while a PHLEBOTOM ST
noni tors her bl ood pressure.

Next to her is an ELDERLY MAN on a gurney. The man sm | es at
t he woman.

SI GN UP AREA

A FEMALE WORKER sits behind a long table, a clip board in
front of her.

Next to her stands FATHER MCCORM CK - graying, with a
reserved air. He observes with a tight-Iipped grin.

A BUSI NESSVMAN in a suit rushes up to the table.

FEMALE WORKER
H , wel conme! Thanks for com ng.
Have you ever donated bl ood before?

BUSI NESSMVAN
Hel | o, vyes...

The busi nessman reaches into his suit pocket.

BUSI NESSMAN ( CONT’ D)
Here’s ny donor card.

The femal e worker takes the card and scri bbles on the sheet.
She hands the businessman a form and a pen.

FEMALE WORKER
Awesone. Please fill this out and
we'll get you set up soon, okay?



The busi nessman bends over the table to wite. Father
McCor mi ck appr oaches.

FATHER MCCORM CK
Thanks for com ng, son.

The busi nessman continues to fill out the form head down.

BUSI NESSVAN
Sur e thing.

The busi nessman turns to | ook. ..

BUSI NESSMAN ( CONT’ D)
Ch, hey, Father.

FATHER MCCORM CK

Didn't expect a priest, | take it?
BUSI NESSVAN
Guess not. But... | try to donate

at | east once a year. And usually
t hese are during the day and |
can’t make it.

FATHER MCCORM CK
Yes, well, the school is of course
occupi ed during the day.

Fat her McCorm ck’s CELL PHONE RI NGS

BUSI NESSVAN
Even priests have ' em nowadays,
huh?

FATHER MCCORM CK
Excuse ne.

Fat her McCormick steps into a quiet corner. He answers.

FATHER MCCORM CK ( CONT’ D)
Yes... mmhmm .. Well, that's
unfortunate... tell Johnstown
they’ Il just have to manage it...
No, we can’t... we can’t do that..
Right... 1"Il be in soon.



INT. RV. - NGHT

CONNIE, a blonde waif in a |ab coat, snaps her cell phone
shut .

CONNI E
He said they' Il just have to
manage.

JERRY, a sinpleton, sits with his |lab coat draped across his
knees, intently sketching sonething on a pad. He | ooks up.

JERRY
Huh? How they s’ pose to manage
t hat ?

CONNI E

Wait until Sheehan hears about
this. He'll freak.

Jerry holds the sketch up for Connie.

JERRY
Vel | ?

Connie smles. She wal ks over to Jerry, then puts a hand on
hi s back.

CONNI E
Fantastic. As al ways.

They ki ss.

| NT. H GH SCHOOL GYMNASI UM - NI GHT
Fat her McCorm ck crosses in front of the busi nessnan.

BUSI NESSMAN
Oh, uh, Father?

Fat her McCorm ck stops and turns.

FATHER MCCORM CK
Yes, son?

BUSI NESSVAN
| wanted to make a check out to
your organi zation, but |’ve never
heard of it - Mst Precious Bl ood
Catholic Charities, is it?



FATHER MCCORM CK
Yes, we’'re a non-501C subsidiary of
Catholic Charities. And that’'s very
kind of you. WII you excuse ne?

EXT. STREET QUTSIDE H GH SCHOCOL - N GHT

A notorcycle ROARS up to the R V. A leather-jacketed person
di senbar ks.

INT. RV. - NGHT

SHEEHAN renoves his helnet. He is a bulldog of a nan. He
shakes his long hair wldly.

SHEEHAN
McCormck still inside?

CONNI E
He’s on his way in. W have trouble
i n Johnst own.

SHEEHAN
Tr oubl e? What troubl e?

CONNI E
The principal there is checking -

Conni e sees Father McCorm ck in the doorway.

FATHER MCCORM CK
Time for your shift, Sheehan.

Sheehan turns to face McCorm ck.

SHEEHAN
VWhat about Johnst own?

Fat her McCorm ck | ooks at Conni e and sighs.

FATHER MCCORM CK
| see Connie told you.

SHEEHAN
Sure as shit she told ne.

Fat her McCorm ck pushes past. Sheehan grabs his shoul der and
spi ns hi m ar ound.



SHEEHAN ( CONT’ D)
What are they gonna do?

FATHER MCCORM CK
They’' Il handle it. Contain it.

Sheehan | ooks past Father M:Corm ck at Conni e.

SHEEHAN
Connie, howbad is it?

Fat her McCorm ck spins, then points at Connie.

FATHER MCCORM CK
Conni e, don’'t!

Sheehan steps in front of Father MCorm ck, face to face.

SHEEHAN
| " m out .

FATHER MCCORM CK
You are not "out". | told you they
will handle it. And, if necessary,
| will assist.

Sheehan sits next to Jerry, who holds his sketch up, beam ng
with pride.

JERRY
Whaddya t hi nk? Pretty good, huh?

SHEEHAN
Good Jerry, the forging | essons are
payi ng of f.

JERRY
Ain't never taken a forging | esson?
Sel f taught!

CONNI E
He knows, Jerry.

JERRY
Look Sheehan, this is our |icense
to coll ect -

SHEEHAN
| know what it is, Jerry.

Fat her McCorm ck’s CELL PHONE RI NGS. He answers.



FATHER MCCORM CK

Yes... tell nme... okay... | see..
Well, that’s diasppointing... Tel
him.. | disapprove.

Fat her McCorm ck hangs up. Sheehan gets up and faces him

SHEEHAN
They took the principal out, right?

Fat her McCorm ck’s sil ence speaks vol unes.

SHEEHAN ( CONT’ D)
Wiy is that okay, MCorm ck?

FATHER MCCORM CK
It’s not.

A BABY' S CRY emanates fromthe back of the R V. Connie gets
up and goes to a basinette. She |eans in.

CONNI E
Oh, is ny little baby hungry? Yes
she is! Yes she is!

Conni e reaches into an overhead counter. She produces a
bottle filled with DARK, CRIMSON LIQUI D... and gui des her
hand into the basinette.

Sheehan spins to face the basinette. H's EYES GLOVNIi ke
FIRE. ..

SHEEHAN
(grow i ng)
| * m hungry tool!

Sheehan whirls and attenpts to wal k past Fat her M Corm ck,
who restrains him Father McCorm ck’s EYES LI GHT UP..

FATHER MCCORM CK
Not so fast. | will NOT let you
j eopardi ze our entire operation.

SHEEHAN
It’s too |late, McCorm ck. This was
bound to happen. First Johnstown,
then what? It will all break down.
| was willing to follow you at
first because you' re a genius..
but now... | NEED TO FEED!



CONNI E
Sheehan, no! You can't!

Sheehan violently throws McCorm ck aside. He stops at the
door and turns back.

SHEEHAN
VWE have the power. Not them Look
at nmel I'’mstarving! Trying to live
on the norsels you provide. | wll

feed tonight!
Sheehan turns toward the door. MCorm ck steps forward.

FATHER MCCORM CK
There was anarchy before | arrived.
Did you enjoy being hunted |ike an
ani mal ?

Sheehan turns back and approaches Fat her M Corm ck.

SHEEHAN
At least as an aninmal | was -

Fat her McCorm ck THRUSTS A WOODEN STAKE i nto Sheehan’s
heart. ..

Sheehan stares at McCorm ck in shock... wondernent... then
collaspes to the floor. H's body begins to SIZZLE.. and
shrivel... until it EXPLCODES | NTO DUST.

Conni e SHRI EKS. Jerry runs up to her and shields her
qgui veri ng body.

Fat her McCormck calmy puts the stake back into a cabinet.

CONNI E
Vhy ?

FATHER MCCORM CK
You know why, Connie. | will not
| et one rogue destroy all that
we’'ve built. He who di shonors the
code nust be puni shed.

Fat her McCorm ck approaches the shaking duo.

FATHER MCCORM CK ( CONT’ D)
Now say it with me.

JERRY
Aw, ¢’ non, MCorn ck, we know -



FATHER MCCORM CK
SAY | T WTH ME. .

Connie and Jerry reluctantly nod their heads.
FATHER MCCORM CK/ CONNI E/ JERRY

"You can shear a sheep many tines,
but you can skin himonly once..."

FADE QOUT.



