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I NT. GARACE - NI GHT

In a dark enpty garage, LEWS is sat |ighting CANDLES ar ound
a PENTAGRAM with the intent to performa ritual that his
friend BEN i s maki ng hi mdo.

LEW S
Can't fucking believe | lost Ben's
stupid bet. Shit's ridicul ous.
(l'ighting candl es)
Bet you can't get this in the w ndow
in just one go. Dick.
(si ghs)
Lets get this shit over wth.
(pull's NOTE out of pocket)
Repeat three tinmes, take a picture
each time.

Sat an, Lucifer, Beel zebub, hear ny
pl ea. When the w tching hour rings
true, bring yourself to nme. O her
soul s who hear ny call nustn't |eave
the sacred place. Only the one known
as The Devil may enter this space.

Lew s takes the POLARO D CAMERA, |lines his eye up with the
viewfi nder and takes a photo. He renoves the PHOTO fromthe
canera and shakes and blows on it. The photo finally devel ops
and shows not hing paranormal. He stuffs the photo in his
JACKET pocket.

LEW S
(di sappoi ntingly)
Not hi ng, alright.

Sat an, Lucifer, Beel zebub, hear ny
pl ea. When the w tching hour rings
true, bring yourself to me. O her
soul s who hear ny call nustn't |eave
t he sacred place. Only the one known
as The Devil may enter this space.

Lew s takes the polaroid canera again and takes anot her
photo. He shakes and blows on the film and the photo shows
not hi ng, yet again. He puts the second photo in his pocket
with the first photo.

LEW S
Come on man... Am | doing this right?
Sat an, Lucifer, Beel zebub, duh duh duh
duh. Yeah that's right what the fuck?



Lewi s | ooks at the note and sees that there is one part that
hasn't been unfol ded. He unfolds the note and sees an extra
nmessage witten by Ben. The note reads "Don't forget the
bl ood, don't be a pussy” with a smley face drawn at the end
of the nmessage. Lewis takes a PEN KNI FE from hi s pocket,
pl aces the blade in his opposite hand and begins to cut.

LEW S
(W nci ng)
Agh! Fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.

Lews lifts his hand in front of himand allows his blood to
drip onto the mddle of the pentagram The bl ood begins to
forma small puddle. He picks up the note, holding it tightly
whil e he cradles his bleeding | eft hand.

LEW S

(gul ps)
Sat an, Lucifer, Beel zebub, hear ny
pl ea. When the w tching hour rings
true, bring yourself to ne. O her
soul s who hear ny call nustn't |eave
the sacred place. Only the one known
as The Devil may enter this space.

(in pain)
Come on, one | ast picture.

Lewi s takes one | ast photo of the ritual space while keeping
hi s hand cl enched by his stomach. He places the canmera on the
floor and hurriedly fans the polaroid so it devel ops.

LEW S
(W th suppressed infuriation)
Not hing... Fuck this, I"'moutta here.

Lew s gets up and briskly nmakes his way to turn the lights
on. The lights cone on and he heads towards the garage door
with intent to | eave.

LEW S
(angrily)
Making me do this ritual for a
bul I shit bet... You can cone get your

canmera yourself.

Lewi s | eaves the garage with a bl oodi ed hand. He | eaves the
canmera, candl es and pentagram behind with the light still on.
After a few nonents, the polaroid canera flashes and takes a
photo on its own w thout anyone having pressed the button.
The phot ograph cones out the top of the canera and it slowy
devel ops to show a hand reaching fromthe side of the frane



with the forefinger and thunb connecti ng.

THE END.



