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EXT. FIELD - DAY

JAMES REGAN, (55) a salt and pepper, perfectly tailored, wolf 
of a man struts around the beautiful green, typically English 
countryside as if he owns it. Because he does.

He is followed by DUNCAN, (27) a bed-headed Englishman in a 
crinkled charity shop suit carrying a video camera on his 
shoulder.

James’ Texan drawl suggests old money.

JAMES
Right here, Duncan, my son, is 
where the entrance will be. Thirty 
feet that way and thirty feet that 
way. A huge circle, it will be, 
with a glass ceiling to gaze up 
during quiet prayer. Gaze up at the 
Lord’s heavenly seat.

Duncan is filming James’ every word.

JAMES (CONT’D)
This is the land of my forefathers, 
Duncan, have I told you that?

DUNCAN
No sir.

JAMES
It truly is, my daddy James Regan 
sr. came to the United States when 
he was a bitty baby. And my 
Grandaddy, God rest h’soul spoke 
with an English accent ‘till the 
day he died. Lord how he tried to 
shake it, but some things you just 
can’t shake.

DUNCAN
Is that why you came to the UK?

James looks at Duncan.

JAMES
Ah had to come somewhere, 
y’understand? My... exile from 
m’own church certainly seemed like 
a harsh punishment to my many 
supporters but y’ask me... it was 
just. I sinned, my son, I committed 
a heinous sin. A sin of the flesh. 
I entertained a young man in my 
hotel room. An adult man, mind you, 
none of that Catholic stuff, and I 
deserved to be punished.



James is deeply sad for a moment before quickly shaking it 
off and playing to the camera.

JAMES (CONT’D)
And did those feet in ancient time.
Walk upon England’s mountains 
green:
And was the holy Lamb of God,
On England’s pleasant pastures seen

DUNCAN
I’m sorry, what’s that?

JAMES
William Blake, son. He believed 
that Jesus came here with Joseph of 
Arimathea. Walked these very lands. 

DUNCAN
Is... Is that true?

JAMES
It’s true that he believed it.

James throws his arms out like Jesus.

JAMES (CONT’D)
Right here, Duncan, my son, will be 
the holy cross. Thirty feet high in 
blue neon light. It will be seen 
for miles around, drawing in the 
lost and the needy- They tried to 
sell me the pink neon, can you 
‘magine that? So ostentatious! Pink 
neon.

James looks out over the hills. He seems distant.

JAMES (CONT’D)
How about a reading from the bible? 
I find it gives me comfort, 
whenever I feel far from Him I can 
simply open up the good book to a 
random page and read.

He opens his small bible to a random page and reads.

JAMES (CONT’D)
“And she doted upon their 
paramours, whose flesh is as the 
flesh of asses, and whose... issue 
is... like the issue of horses.”... 
Damned Ezekiel. 

James looks over at the camera, simply embarrassed. 
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