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PROLOGUE

Over the black screen, and the sound of a bleak winter
wind, we hear an OLD.MAN's voice:

OLD MAN )
It isn't difficult to remember so ter-
zible a time as that. . .

EXT. FIELD - DAY

We cpen very close on a cross, made of iron. The whist-
ling wind is still heard. We begin to pull back from the
c:oss * L ] ®

OLD MAN (V.0.)
e « o«A time when kings were fichting
princes and princes emperors -- and
all in the name of the selfsame Saviour!

We have now pulled away from the cross sufficiently to see
that it is the ormamental top-piece of an iron helmet -- a
helmet that has fallen from the head of a slain soldier --
2 soldier who lies on a field littered with the bodies of
dczens, then hundreds, then thousands of men. . .all wear-
ing helmets with crosses.

EXT THE FIELD - DAY

Ve open en anothe: c:oss, this one atcp the staff held by
a Priest on another part of the same field. Behind hinm, a
ragged group of standing Soldiers watch as he crosses him-
self over one of the fallen, blessing him. . .

QLD MAN (Vv.0.)
As ever, men locked .-- -  to the
Church for answers. . .

Looking up, the Priest sees a Second Priest of ancother

order -- who is blessing the dead of the opposing army --
;nd an icy animcsity flickers across their respective
aces. . .

OLD MAN (V.0.)
But the Church herself was riven in two,
and men began to lock elsewhere. . .
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EXT. TOWN SQUARE - DAY

A squalid crowd of peasants -- toothless, dressed in rags,
half-starving -- has gathered to watch a Messianic Figure
whose chest is studcded with the scabby, self-inflicted

scars of a giant cross. They watch as he uses a knife to

igtlict'himself with false stigmata. . .

OLD MAN (V.0.)
From the poorest to the richest --

the most benighted to the wisest --
they 1ooked and loocked for answers. . .

INT. STUDY - NIGHT

Again, we open on a cross -- a small silver one with Jesus
elegantly carved on it -- hanging on a wall. . .

A thoughtful-lcoking man of f;tty sits at a wooden desk,
in candlelight, reading frcm an ancient text and tak;ng

notes.

Sudéenly, at the scund of heavy—trodding feet, he looks up
in fear. O0.S., we hear the door being kickeé open, and
the room is flooded with torchlight.

OLD MAN (V.0.)
It was then that the Church conceived
of a most formidable weapon: . . .

EXT. COBBLED STREET - DAY

We open on yet another cross -- a large yellow one stich-
ed on a pennant held aleft. _

OLD MAN (V.O.)
The Boly Inquzsition!

Pulling back, we see the shackled prisone’ (the scheolar
from the previous scene) being borne down the narrow,
crooked Medieval street by gruff Inguisitorial Guaris,
their tunics emblazoned with the Yellow Cross.

The mass of unwashed humanity that lines the street (and
who are like a Eieronymous Bosch tableau) watch these
events with terror and awe. The shopkeepers, peasants,
etc., eye the thoughtful-locking prisoner like a leper =--
©r the Devil himself. Some cross themselves; some turn
away, terrified. . .

ii.
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INT. BISHOP'S PALACE -~ DAY

An Inguisitorial trial. . .As the Inguisitorial Guards
stand grimly by, and a fierce, darked-eyed Inquisitor
raises an eyebrow in reproach, a Second Inquisitor, whom
we see only from behind, strives.to defend the priscner.

OLD MAN (V.0.) _
And those who questioned the answers of
the Inquisition soon learned its most
formidable rule:

07 INT. BISHOP'’S PALACE - LATER

08

We again see the Second Inguisitor from behind; he kneels
between two Inquisitorial Guards, while the dark-eyed In-
gquisitor stands abcve him, his eyes fierce with anger.

OLD MAN (V.0.)
Any man who disputed a sentence of her-
esy was himself a heretic., . .and subject
to be 'purified' in the same manner as
all heretics!

EXT. INQUISITORIAL PYRES - NIGHT

The Inquisitorial court -- the Guards, the dark-eyed In-
quisitor, the Bishops «- stand solemnly, their faces lit
by the yellow and gold of the roaring pyres. . .The ban-
ners with yellow crosses are everywhers, and the peasants
watch in awe. : ' .

: - OLD MAN (V.0.)
How sorely did we wait for EHoly Mother
Church to heal our wounds again!

We reverse on the flames, fiercely licking the night- sky.

OLD MAN (V.0.)
But first, she had to heal her own!

The flames roar in an almost explosive wcosh; the screen
turns red, then black, in a sudden

FADE OUT

iii.




EXT. RIVER/FERRY - DAWN

The turbulence of the Prologue gives way to a chilly hush
as dawn breaks over a brooding winter landscape. On a
sluggish river, whose deep banks are laced with mist, we
see a ferryboat. It is about to set off for the far bank,
to which it is linked by a system of ropes, operated by

twe Ferrymen.

Several silent Peasants already are aboard: one holds a
cage of cackling chickens, ancther a sack of grain, a
third a £ilthy billygoat whose devil-eyes (with vertical
pupils) are uniquely unsettling. .

Just as the Ferrymen are about to push off, two Monks,
mounted on mules, appear at the top of the track which
leads to the boarding-ramp. Both of them wear the whitish

habit of the Franciscan Order.

The first is a tall man of about fifty with an air of live-
ly precoccupation. If we can read his thoughts at all, it
is only by loocking at his keen eyes -- which just now show
an almost hidden amusement at the clever navigational
ropes. '

The second monk is no more than sixteen, fair and hand-
scme. His face is open, clear-eyed, ingenuous -- and it
is evident at once he is a novice in the company of his
tutor. Both monks have small traveling bags, slung from
the backs of their saddles. _

As the monks dismount and lead their mules aboard (with a
clatter of hoofs on the woocden deck) all the Peasants make
diffident and swift signs of the cross. WILLIAM OF BASKER-
VILLE, the older of the monks, isn't looking at the peas-
ants; he's taking a hearty draught of mountain air and
admiring the scenery. ADSO OF MELX, on the other hand,
nods gratefully and politely to the other. passengers, as

if the sign of the cross is a form of salutation meant for
him perscnally.

(DELETE SCENE 2)

EXT. - MOUNTAINOUS TERRAIN -~ DAY

William and Adsc now ride on a track that ascends the
flank of a rocky, stark, jagged spur. Only a few trees
grow here, and their black branches are eerily silhouet-
ted against the white winter sky.
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INT. CLERICAL OFFICE - LATE AFTERNOON

The two monks stand just back from the window, careful
that they themselves are not seen. The room is dark,
lighted by a single dim candle, and the sinister air of
espicnage is heightened by the fact we at first see the
two monks from behind, their cowls outlined against the
dim light coming in the window. As they speak, thezr
heads follow William as he passes:

FIRST MONK
And what if -- God forbid! -- he learmns
of the crime on his own?

SECOND MONK
My Lord Abbot, you cover-estimate his pow-
ers of deduction. It is far better to
say nothing. o

Now the Second Monk, MALACHI, turns back toward the room,
and we see his face: it is as hard-boned and fleshless as
a bird of prey's, with deep-set glittering eyes. EHe turns
to address a third monk.

MALACEI '
What is your opinien, Venerable Jorge?

The Lord ABBOT now also turns back -- showing us his plump
and politic-face -- to hear what Brother Jorge has to say.

JORGE is blind, aged and venerable. His eyes are a milky
white, his ancient (uncowled) head as smooth as a skull.
He sits on a bench behind a stark table, his hand resting
on the leather cover of a massive Bible as if, in his
blindness and wisdcm, he need only touch the Book to read
it. He "stares" straight ahead, speaks in a voice coated

with peace and reascn.

JORGE )
Brothers -~ I leave these worldly matters
to younger men.

INT. WILLIAM & ADSO'S CELL - NEAR DUSX

The last of the pale winter sun comes through a narrow
ogee window. The cell is spartan in the extreme: a plank
bed, covered with a palliasse and two shapeless blankets,
a wooden table fixed to the wall, a pair of three-legged
stools, a crucifix of pale cak, a washbowl and a pitcher.

William is washing his face over the bowl; Adso sits en
the bed, but angled slightly forward and pinched, staring
at ;he floor, miserable. Without even looking up from the
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washbowl, William deduces what is troubling his modest pu-
pil.

WILLIAM
Adso._. .

ADSO
Yes, Master?

WILLIAM

(rinsing his face) .
The Brother Cellarer neglected to tell
us the privvy lies on the left side of
the courtyard, near the third arch. . . ]
Luckily, I saw a monk galloping to ;
that spot, then emerging at a peaceful
pace. .°. T . ) ;

" (he pats his face with a stiff towel, :
behind which he hides a gentle smile)

Otherwise, we might've been too modest .

to ask. : iy

ADSO
(standing, relieved)
Thank you. :

Adsc hurries out. As William fastidiously refolds the
towel, he lingers momentarily by the window; he locks at
something outside and knits his brow with curiosity. :

EXT. GRAVEYARD - NEAR DUSK

'We reverse on the gravéyard. Eve:yfhing locks ordinary
and peaceful -- dozen of identical graves, each with a raw
wooden cross.  We wonder. what aroused his curiosity.

INT. WILLIAM & ADSO'S CELL - NEAR DUSK

William turns toward the bed, on which his bag lies, and
begins to unpack a variety of strange objects: an Arab

compass, a pocket sundial, an hourglass, a plumb bob and
line, a flask of mercury, an astrolab with the signs of

the zodiac, and a pair of primitive eyeglasses (more or

less) made of wrought iron and thick glass lenses.

As William 4is laying out the last of the objects, the
Abbot, fingering his thick pectoral cross (which identi-
fies him as the Abbot) enters quietly. He is eyeing the
objects-on the bed with disaste and worry. Then William
turns to see him, and the Abbot's frown instantly turns to
the "sincerest" of smiles.



. ABBOT
Dominus vpbiscﬁm.

WILLIAM |
Hospis fui, suscepistis me.

The two men exchange a kiss of peace; it is on the lips,
according to custom. The Abbot speaks floridly, a soligd
old diplomat.

ABBOT
On behalf of the Benedictine Order, I
greet you, Brother William of Basker-
‘ville, and I pray that here in the mon-
estary entrusted to my care, and chosaen
for the long-awaited summit, Holy Mother
Church may again f£ind peace. ]

‘WILLIAM
(speaking a formula)
On behalf of the Franciscan Order, I
thank you, Lord Abbot.
(his own terse addendum)
We all want peace.

The Abbot, bows piously.

ABBOT
Brother William, I particularly praise
God that you are the first of the Fran-
ciscans to arrive.

WILLIAM
It was always so planned. . .

ABBOT
Yes, but -- the fact is, a small mat-
ter has come up, the sort of matter
to which your well-known skill in mat-
ters of -- worldly detection, might be
fzuitfully applied.

He smiles painfully while trying to think of how to desc-
ribe "the small matter." William, whose direct style is i
sg different from the Abbot's florid one, cuts to the 3

WILLIAM
Lord Abbot, would this matter have any-
thing to do with the brother who died
yesterday? - '

ABBOT
(suddenly alarmed)
Who told you?!



William gestures at the window and the confused Abbot
takes a look.

EXT. GRAVEYARD - NEAR DUSK

Again we see all the'gravgé, identical in the fading
light, and wonder how William can know that scmecne died
yesterday.

WILLIAM (0O.S.)
We have a saying in England, perhaps you
know it: A little bird told me.

And only now do we notice that, on one of the far-off
.graves, a crow sits perched on the wooden cross while a
-second crow pecks at the mound of dirt beneath. . .

INT. WILLIAM & ADSO'S CELL - NEAR DUSK

The Abbot is amazed. He paces, fingering his cross. EHe
speaks with a swift, grim determination -- eager to
disclose the nasty details as quickly as possible.

ABBOT
Then I must tell you what the birds can-
not. . .The victim was a young illumin-
ator, called Adelmo. EHe was endowed with
the greatest talent and the liveliest
imagination --

Adso re-enters guietly behind the Abbot.

My novice, Adso, youngest son of the
Baron of Melk ==

Adso kneels, but the Abbot, pac;ng and eager to d;sclose
all the worst details, doesn't seem tc have heard.

ABBOT
(overlapping, without a pause)
But what makes it doubly tragic is that
we found his body, horribly mutilateg,

Adso, still kneeling, looks up in confusion --

ABBOT (Cont'd) )
at the foot of the tower. . .HEe was
found beneath a window which -- how
am I going to say this --

WILLIAM
A window which was shut.
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ABBOT
Exactly. :
(almost hopefully)
A man can't slip and fall out a closed
window, can he, Brother William?

. WILLIAM .
I suppose all things are possible in
God's universe. . .

The Abbot angles forward hopefully, waiting for a plaus-
ible and innocent explanatien. . .

- WILLIAM (Cont'g)
But not that.

"« « .The Abbot nods,. dejected. He sees Adsoc seemingly for
the first time. He's still in a kneeling posture.

ABBCT
This is ".?'

WILLIAM
My novice, Adso.

Still distracted, the Abbot vaguely blesses Adsc. Then he
tgrns to William, cultivating a more self-possessed air.

ABBOT

Brother William, I've troubled you with

these disguieting facts for one reason

alone: the vital importance of the com-

ing summit. But I want you to rest as-
_.sured that this monestary is now what it

has always been -- for scme 700 years:

a perfect sanctuary of harmony and peace!

A blood-curdling cry is heard -- exactly like that of a
mortally wounded man. . .On the cry, we

SHOCX CUT TO:
EXT. PIGPENS - DUSK
As the shrill cry continues, we now see its source: two
abbey servants have cut the throat of a pig. It struggles
convulsively, then dies; blood gushes from its severed
throat, flows into a floor-sluice.
EXT. BAILEY (IN FRONT OF PIGPENS) - DUSX

An encrmous stoneware jar is. propped up on timber-balks
beneath the pigpens’ overhanging roocf. A perspiring Monk

- in a bloody apron stirs the blood in the jar; he stands
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on a log for extra height.

Another Monk carries a heavy wococden bucket out of the pig-
pens, joins the first and, together, they tilt a fresh
batch of streaming bloced inte the jar.

In the background, we now see William and Adsc traversing
the bailey, toward the church. As ever, William seems to
be thinking his own thoughts while Adso watches the blcod-
rite with a dread fascination, c:anzng his neck as he
passes, whita-faced. o .

INT. CHURCH - DUSK

A carved wooden Madenna and Child are illuminated by the
waverin? light of candles in a heavy bronze tripoed. The

Madonna's enigmatic smile seems to be directed at the
Monk who kneels at her feet -- a white-clad Franciscan.
ADSO (0.S.)
(whispering)

Eave the other Franciscans arrived?

We now find Adso and William standing in the nave,'keeping
a respectful distance in the gloomy church.

WILLIAM
No, no. He lives here. It is the
great Ubertinc de Casale. Have you
read his bock, "Arber Vitae Crucifixae"?

ADSO :
I tried to, but my father --

You should. Ee proved that Ch:ist and
the apostles had no earthly goods and
£rom this he concluded absolute pover-
ty must be the goal of every member of
the church...¥ou can guess how well this
theory was greeted by all the rich
priests in the Pope's palaces.

ADSO
I don't have to guess.

WILLIAM
(a hidden smile)
Your father 'S reaction was not dissim-
ilar.

Adso nods.
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WILLIAM
(more soberly, looking back to
Ubertino)
Be's a saint. But neow he must live like
an outlaw -~ at the mercy of any abbot
. who will have h;m.

As Adso nods, Ubertino, finished with his devotions, rises
and turns around. Ee moves more gquickly than woe would
imagine, given his age. He has electric blue eyes that
are ablaze with mystical ferver. When he sees his two
fellow Franciscans, he stops short. EHe speaks rapidly, as
if over-charged by a lifetime of saintliness.

UBERTINO
Fellow Franciscans, you might as well
go home now! The Devil's locse in
the abbey.
(he sniffs the air)
I don't smell him just now, do you?
(muttering)
You'd know it right away, it's a fright-
ful stench! really ghastly. . .

WILLIAM
(starting forward, overlapping)
Ubertino, it's William. William of
Baskerville.

UBBRTINO
No, no, no -- William is dead. It's a
horrible, sad story, what happened to
poor William -- horrible!

He cowers as William approaches == then blinks his eyes
with disbelief, .

UBERTINO -
william!

He holds open his arms and William kisses him ch either
cheek.

UBERTINO
I hope you're not insulted I thought you
were dead.

WILLIAM
To the contrary. I've done my best to
be forgotten.

Hold on Adso, who wonders what they are talking about in
William's past.
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' UBERTINO
That was a terrible time. . .But no
worse than this.

William neods, sobe:;y. Ubertino notices Adso.

WILLIAM .
This is my novice, Adso.

Adso nods, politely, but Ubertinc's eyes blaze.

UBERTINO
Take him home, right away! . . .There's
no hope for the summit! Especially now
that the Devil is here, throwing boys
out of windows. The one who died was
just 1ike Adso -- young and hanascme'

Adso blinks twice, nervously. William notices out of the
corner of his eve.

WILLIAM
All the more reason we must attend to
that mystery before nightfall. . .
(he turns to Adso)
Would you object if we saved our prayers
till after sunset, just this once. . .

ADSO
Oh -- no, master. Whatever you prefer.

EXT. FOOT OF TOWER/BATTLEMENTS - SUNSET

The day's last ray of red sun is reflected in the tower's
only window. William, with Adso several feet away, stands
over a boulder at the foot of the wall, 2 hundred feet
below the window. He looks first at the windew, then at
the boulder, which is splattered with a large brown stain.

WILLIAM
A dark end for an illuminator. . .
(leaning down)
e o« o8till a few hairs, here. . .

As he detaches them, Adso sees something on the ground,
picks it up:  a small ivory-colcocred object.

ADSO
This looks almost like ==

1N




WILLIAM
(rushing toward him)
- A tooth! Give it to me.

Adsc only toc gladly yields the tooth. As William exam-
ines it, Adsc's attention is attracted by a ncise. Look-
ing up, he sees some abbey servants emptying garbage over
the battlements. They must hoist it over the crenelations
with the greatest effort. -

The garbage follows the angle of the slope as it drops ob-
ligquely to a spot directly beneath Adso. Next, Adso sees
a group of five or six ragged Figures hurrying to the spot
where the garbage has landed. They rcot through the re-
fuse with their bare hands, sguabblinc as they eat what-
ever scraps they can find. The busiest of them is a GIRL.

We cut between the peasants and Adso -~ fascinated and ap- 5
palled as he watches them; sometimes they come to blows 5
over a butcher's scrap or a vegetable peel. The Girl dis-
covers a large fish head and quickly stuffs it into a
crude duffel bag. The others covet this great prize --
they grasp at the bag and pull at her arms. She runs off,
evading them. She scrambles up the mountainside toward
Adso, stops short just in front of him,

He sees a face that is at once fierce, dark and bezutiful -
~= a wiléd beauty that cannot be hidden by dirt or desti- i
. tution. . .She, in turn, is confrcnted with an egually
‘unfamiliar sort of beauty -- so fair and spotless as to
appear to her angelic. As they stare at each other,
William's voice comes from O.S.

WILLIAM (O.S.)
- Adso! Do you see what I see?

Guiltily, Adso spins around to see William, who is coming
up behind him. Be is pointing with the pleasure of dis-
covery at the battlements. .

WILLIAM
Those scullery scraps fell at an angle!
{hedrefuse has to follow the lie of the
and!

Adsc looks behind him, again, but The Girl has vanished!
Ee begins, surreptitiously, to scope the landscape for her
as William goes on, vigorously indicating things with his
hands. . .

WILLIAM
(peinting) ,
Therefore, if the illuminator's body
came to rest over therg ==
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to listen only now.

He points first to the rock --

WILLIAM
-~ We ¢an be sure it followed the same
trajectory as the garbage. He &4id not
fall from the window, my boy: he fell
from up there!

-~ then dramatically sweeeps his hand up tc a spot on the 2
well; the spot from which the bedy fell is as far frem
where the garbage is thrown as are their corresponding

landing spots, on the ground. . .As William explains the 5
meaning of this discovery, Adso is still scanning the s
mountainside for the Girl; he doesn't hear his mentor. i

WILLIAM
Look how high it is, Adsc. Those battle- -
ments are hardly the place for a stroll! %

We may rule out at once the possibility
of an accidental slip -- and neither is
it the spot for a scuffle; a man gees
up there of his own free will.

William watches as the Servants heave ancther load of gar-
bage, with the utmost difficulty.

WILLIAM
Nor could anyone jettison a corpse from
that height. No, the illuminator went up
there with a2 particular purpose in ming --
are you listening, Adso?

Adso -- who had just picked out the diminished figure of
the girl, far down the mountain, turns to William, begins

ADSO
Yes, Master.

WILLIAM '

- Good. Then you must have concluded,
like me, that the illuminator hurled
himself off the wall sua sponte. Like
me, you know it was a suicide, un-
equiveocally. . . Any qQuestions?

EXT. BATTLEMENTS EVENING
As William and Adso conclude their investigation, they are

being watched from the crenellated wall. We now see the
face of the watcher: Malachi, hard eyes glittering.

17
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William seems very pleased with this conclusion -- a chal-
lenge well met. Indeed, he is smiling. But Adso is meore
upset by his Master's conclusicn. He guietly mutters the
word "suicide" -- so gravely stigmatized, so unmention-
able. . . ‘

- ADSO
Suicide! What coculd cause a brother to
end his life in such unholy sin. . .

William is chastised by Adso's words; he grows moze
sober.

- WILLIAM
I apologize, Adso. I have all the
answvers except the important ecne.

William now looks up at the battlements -- as if contem-
plating the terrcr of such a jump.

WILLIAM
I suppose he must have felt his lot
was Eell, in any case.

INT. REFECTORY - NIGHT

ABBOT
We praise Allmighty God that there are
no grounds for suspecting the presence
among us of an evil spirit -- either
. from this- wo:ld, or another.

The Abbot addresses the black-robed monks congregated at

the refectory tables. He has placed William on his right
at the table of honor which dominates the spacicus room.

Also at this table are Malachi and Jorce.

ABBOT
We praise Him that the summit, by which
we hope to heal the wounds between the
Empercr ané our Holy Father in Rome, may
now proceed without a shacdow of fear. We
praise the Allmighty, lastly for sending
us Brother William of Baskerville -- a
-=- a2 man whose former duties -- onerous
te him, but performed for the greater
glory of Holy Mother Church =-

Angle on Adso, again perplexed by this reference to his
master's past --
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. ABBOT (Cont'd)
-« insure us that his findings are
true and correct.

EXT. BAILEY - NIGHT

& black cat snakes through a gap and lands noiselessly on
the flagstones of the bailey, his phosphorescent eyes
shiniag out of the darkness.

=XT. REFECTORY - NIGHT

The monks eat their humble dinner in silence. As a plate
£f f£ish is handed around, A READER, at a lecturn, reads
2loud from the Rule of St. Benedict in subtitled Latin:

READER
(subtitles)
e o« o«St. Benedict then writes: 'The
tenth degree of humility decrees that
2 monk be not quick or read to laugh,
for it is written, "The fool lifteth up

his voice in laughter."' . . .St Bene-
dict then writes: 'The eleventh de-
. gree of humility decrees that. . .'
Meantime, seve:al quick shots around the refectcry tables:

Jorge murmurs the words in unison with the reader,
fervently.

A young, brown-skinned, Mcorish-looking Monk {VENATIUS)
stares at Jorge with ferocious hatred.

William notes this gaze of Venatius.

A flabby and effeminate Monk whose features seem painted
on (BERENGER) stares at young Adso lustfully.

William notes this, too.

ZXT. ABBEY - NIGEHET

The menacing bulk of the abbey is cutlined against the
=ight sky; the sinister hoot of an owl comes from the
Sirection of the graveyard.

INT. SACRISTY - NIGHT

Rocking rhythmically from side to side, a Monk recites
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verses from a psalter lying cpen on a lecturn. When he

reaches the bottom of a page, he takes a nut from a basket

on his right, transfers it to a basket on his left, and
starts reciting from the next page.

EXT. KITCHEN GARDEN - NIGET

Remigio, the cellerar, moves through the shadow garden sur-
reptitiously, clutching his big keys to keep them guiet.
Now he uses them toc unlock a decript door leading out of
th:b?onestary precincts; he hurries quietly towardé the
stables. '

INT. WILLIAM & ADSO'S CELL - NIGHT

Adso lies on the bed, ostensibly asleep but blinking at
the ceiling, William is perched on the window-sill, in
the darkness, making astrological obeservations with his
astrolab and marking them down on parchment. They

speak guietly. '

ADSO
Master?
WILLIAM
(still looking through the eyepiece)
What is it? :
ADSO

If I may ask -- what onerous duties was
he talking about? Weren't you always a
monk?
. - WILLIAM
(unconcerned, loocking through the
eyepiece)
Even monks have pasts, Adso. On the
other hand, I think you've encugh to
occupy your attention at the moment
without hearing about mine.

ADSO
(wanting to ask somethingy then
dropping it)
Yes, I =-- yes, . .

Even more intrigued than before, he turns to a sleeping
position.

ADSO
(in Latin)
. God keep you till morning.

i
jy

»
s
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WILLIAM
And you, Adso.

He turns from his eyepiece and makes a tender sign of the
cross over his pupil. _ g
INT. SCRIPTORIUM - NIGHT

Open cluse on Venatius, the brown-skinned monk we saw at
dinner. His eyes travel back and forth in the dim light;

. he.must be reading a book. His thick lips tighten as he

tries to suppress a laugh, but it leaks out, anyway. He
covers his mouth as he chuckles. .

INT. BERENGER'S CELL J NIGET

The flabby and effeminate Berengar, whom we also saw at

dinner, stands in shadowy moonlight, disciplining himself
with a small whip of leather thongs. BHe produces a steady
mortifying Flick, flick, flick of leather on skin. . .

INT. WILLIAM & ADSO'S CELL - NIGEHT

Adsc lies asleep. The Flick, flick, flick of Berengar's

whip can be heard in here, 0.S. Hearing it, William dis-

engages himself briefly from his astrolab, looks at the

wall through which the ncise is coming, betrays no par-

Eﬁculg: surprise or emotion, then goes back to surveying
e stars,

~..INT. SACRISTY - NIGﬁT1_

The rocking monk is still reading. He finishes the last
verse on a page, then transfers the last remaining nut
from the right-side basket into the left-side basked,
which is now filled to capacity.

INT. HENEOUSE - DAWN

A rooster is asleep, his head under his wing. The church
bells ring loudly, ©.S., socunding matins. They wake up
the rooster, rudely. EHe jumps up, assumes a crowing pos-
ition, and proudly harkens the new day.

INT. CHURCH -~ DAWN

The monks are arrayed in wax-polished pews on either side
of the cheoir. Rich reverent voices f£fill the great church. -
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We find William ané Adso at the end of a pew; Adsc solemn-
ly devotes himself to a sublime Madonna in 2 stained-glass
window.

Some of the monks are falling asleep. The "succenter”" who
is circulating with a little lantern comes to one, wakes
him, hands him the lantern, takes the seat himself. The
new succentor walks with the lantern till he finds ancther
Sleeping monk, wakes him, hands him the lantern, etcetera.

Among the voices that f£ill the church, ocne stands out for
its crystal purity: Berengar. He sings with profound e-
motion and tears in his eyes.

Remigio, snoring, is handed the lantern. It is all he can

do to rouse himself after his nocturnal exertions -- whate
ever they were, '

Over the notes of the Te Deum which so beautifully £ill
the church, there is suddenly the scund of frenzied feet
from cutside. Two Swineherds burst into the church and
rush up to the Abbot. As the Swineherds speak to the
Abbot, gesturing madly at the door, the Abbot looks hor-
rified. The singing dies away; everybedy knows something
has happened. Only a deaf old Monk continues to sing.

. The Abbot looks at William across the rocﬁ; the reprcach

in his eyes is evident even from this.distancg.

EXT. PIGPENS/LEAN-TO - DAWN
Pan up the huge jar of blood cutside the pigpens. When we

- get to fhe top, we see two stiff human legs extending out

toward the sky.

The Swineherds, followed by the Abbot and all the monks,

rush into frame, panting. They freeze with horror at the
sight: a body has been planted in the jar, the sides of

which are cocated with congealed blood.

Supervised by Remigio, the terrified servants extract the -
cocrpse from the jar, with great difficulty. Sucking
scunds accompnay the extracticn.

The corpse is laid on the ground; from the thichs upward,
it seems to be coated in thick lumpy jam. A bucket of
water is thrown over it, and a human face appears from
beneath the blood. William sgquats down beside the dead
man: it is Venatius, the Mocrish-locking monk.

When he stands, William sees the assembled monks eyeing
him in silence. The Abbot's expression is most grim,
William holds his reproachful glare.
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WILLIAM
(tersely)
Well. We may rule out suicicde right

right away, this time.

Now the Abbot steps forward. He speaks in a2 dramatical-

ly self-righteocus tone; he is only ostensibly addressing
just William; he attempts to unify himself with h;s
flock, ageainst William,

- ABBOT
Brother William, we of the Benedictine

Order are not permitted to assuage gur
grief and horror with jests.

WILLIAM
I was not jesting, Lord Ab =~

ABBOT
(not stopping, rising above William)
But even if we were, I could not éo so
now, when I feel I share with you scme
measure of responsibzlity for Brother
Venatius s death. :
WILLIAM
(unruffled)
My Lord Abbot ==

_ ABBOT
For had you not concluded that Brother
Adelmo's death was by his own hand --
and had I not believed you -- this second
murder might well have been prevented!

William waits a beat, this time, to make sure the Abbot is
finished. Then he speaks calmly.

WILLIAM :
I still believe the illuminator took his
own life, Lord Abbot. . .

The Abbot sguints with rage; Malachi smiles as he sees
William's credibility draining away; Adsc looks with
something close to pity at his Master -- afraid his pride
is boxing him into a corner. William alone seems absol-
utely confident.

WILLIAM
And whether this second tragedy is in
some way linked to the first, I intend
socn to discover.

E§erycne stares at William; the onus has shifted to hinm
as decidedly as if he were the murderer!
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INT. DISPENSARY - DAY

Open on Venatius's naked, swarthy body, laid out on a
table ané draped with a sheet as various procedures are
performed on the corpse.

We hear the voice of SEVERNIUS, the herbalist-monk who
runs the dispensary, at first O S. BHe is a spirited man
whose passion for he:bs rivals william's for facts.

SEVERINUS (0.S.)
I use sorrel-roct to treat catarrch,
and I grate a stem of adderwort for
diarzhea.

Now we see his delighted'face as he pfepares Venatius's
£inal toilet; he's happy to have a man like William
to talk to.

Now we see Adsc, as nauseated as we are as he watches the
two men blithely clean and handle the waxy corpse. Quiet-
ly, he leaves the room. As he does, we see that the walls
of the dispensary contain a fantastic array of scientific-
looking objects: alembics, retorts, phials, flasks and
Jars f£illed with liquids of various colors. Larger jars
hold snakes. There are tritons preservec in alcohel,
shelves filled with books. Leafy herbs grow in pots.

SEVERINUS
Adderwort is alsoc good for female com-
plaints.. .

WILLIAM
(as he wipes the corpse s foot
« - witk a cleoth)
: Do you treat many females?

SEVERINUS '
None. But it is nonetheless good to
know. I keep many substances here I
might not ever use.

WILLIAM
Such as the arsenacho I noticed on your
shelf?

SEVZRINUS
(cheerfully) _

Yes, exactly. As lethal as the day is
long. I probably have enough tc erase
the entire abbey. . . I alsc have herbs
for sustaining the male erection, but

I shall never get a chance to try them
ocut, not here!

19
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William smiles fleetingly, but then notes something that
seems to distress Him: a distinect brown stain on the
finger of the corpse.

SEVERINUS
It is a shame about poor Brother Vena-
tius! He knew Greek as no other monk,
and he came all the way from Africa, so
great was his love for learning!

g

William tries’'to wipe the stain off Venatius's finger with
a cloth, but it is permanent.

- WILLIAM :
Tell me, Brother Severinus: are there
any other brothers whe might know about .
the poisonous properties of herbs?

Whereas ancther man might grow defensive at such a qﬁes-
tion, Severinus is tooc proud to be anything but boastful.

SEVERINUS
Brother William, nobedy has mv know-
ledge!

EXT. CHURCH PORTAL - DAY

Adso stands alone, studying with great interest a huge tri-
angular tympanum surmounting the portal. It teems with
painted sculptures -- some vivid and scme faded, depending
on their exposure to the elements,

We see it with him: Christ, on a throne, dominates the
stone imagery. Beneath Him -- teeming and entwined -- is
2 whole world of animals, old men, angels, saints, demons
and rosettes. Vivid among these are the depictions of
Satan's bestiary: harpies, dracontopeds, chimeras, ba-
boens, gorgens, salamanders, hyenas, gryphens.

Adso is so intensely immersed in this imagery that the
everyday souncs of the abbey die away: all we hear is the
moaning wind, cutting through the stone edges. Ee stares
at a group of bound figures crying out in torment as they
burn at the stake; because of the reflections cast by a
nearby pond, the flames appear truly to lick at their

legs ang feet. '

Behind Adso, we now see a horrible squat figure coming
toward him. Adsc is too intently involved with the
images before him to notice: he stares at a man on all
fours being sodomized by a gryphon-eyed satyr with ver-
tical pupils, a pot-belly and shacgy fur. The man is

" erying in ageony, and a real tear follows a track down his
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cheek, already green with mocisture.

Then -- horrifyingly -- a monster with the face of a gar-
goyle points a grim finger of warning at Adsc.

MONSTER
~(in a grating voice)
Beware il diablo! Penitenziagite!

Adso backs up in terror --.then bumps into something, and
turns with a cry.

It is William. . .Then William accosts the monster con the
portal, taking hold of its arm. _

. WILLIAM
You said Penitenziagite?

The "monster" frees itself from William's, grasp, steps
back from the portal. He is a simian-looking menk with a
dirty habit and a hunch-back called SALVATORE.

WILLIAM
Dear Brother, you said Penitenziagite,
there's no point denying it!

Salvatore -- looking frightened and alarmed -- crosses
himself. _

SALVATORE
Poor Salvatore no stupidoc. I have
say nething!

He backs away from William -- still staring with fear at
him «« till he sees Remigic, the cellarer, who is standing

- in the bailey, and who has witnessed the whole odd event.

As he heads for Remigio, the hump on Salvatore's moves!
He takes several more steps before this bizarre phenomen-
on is accounted for: a cat meow's from inside the h;bit.

EXT. BAILEY/PIGPENS - DAY

In front of the deserted pigpens, near the jar, William
bendsnzver the muddy ground, trampled by the panic-strick-
en monks.

WILLIAM
© We're lucky to have such damp groundg.
' ADSO
Yes. . .

(on second thought)
wWhy?
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WILLIAM
(following a set of tracks)
It is often the parchment on which the
criminal writes his unwitting autograph.
(now pointing)

"This set of tracks was writ twice as
deep as the others. So. We conclude
their author is a man as big as two, or
else. . .?

ADSO
An author «-- I mean a man who was car-
Tying another.

WILLIAM
Exactly, dear boy.
(following the tracks, he pecints)
Commit the shape of this shoe to memory.

As we angle on a distinct sandal mark of crude design, we

also note two parallel furrows which accempany the foot-
prints where the ground is softest.

EXT. BAILEY/TOWER - DAY

Still fecllowing the tracks, they now reach the miééle of

the Seserted bailey, followed by some pecking hens,

WILLIAM
what do we read now?

Adso looks.

C e - ADSO _ .
That the footprints are leading away
from the jar.

WILLIAM
Or toward it -- if the man was walking
backwards, dragging the body of somecne
whose heels left the second set of fur-
fows., If I am not mistaken, th;s page
is telling us =-

But now, as they stare intently at the ground, a forty-
pound boulder lands not six feet away, obliterating the
track, causing mud to splash in every direction and the
hens to cackle and flee, wildly. Adso is terrified. Wil-
liam very briefly glances up at the crenelated wall from
which the boulder was dropped, then continues to survey
the footprints, as if nothing has happened; Adso still
cranes his neck upward, fearing ancther bomb.
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WILLIAM :
Don't bother, my boy: socmecne spent most
of his morning dragging up that extremely
cumberscme missile; there won't be a

secong.
(locking back at the tracks on the
ground, catching up his former trair-
of-thought).
Now, if I am reading this page correctly,
it is talling us Venatius was already
dead when he was dragged to the jar. . .
Thus -- these tracks will lead us to the
place where he met his murderer. . .

They follow the tracks. William studies them intently.
But Adso, ignoring William's advice, keeps gazing upward -
to the top of the wall as they go. William follows the
track so intently that he almost runs into the door of the
massive tower that throws its sinister shadow. As he
loocks up, we pan up (and up and up) the tower from his
peoint of view, till it comes to seem positively moneclith-
ic, and commensurately sinister. .

INT. SCRIPTORIUM - DAY

In a huge, long chamber, forty Copyists, Illuminators
Translators, etc. are at work, copying manuscripts at
desks and lecturns arranged in rows. They work intently
and in silence; the only sound to be hearé is the scratch
of quills on parchment. Over-seeing this work is Malachi.

Someone open£ the heavy, creaking door to the scriptorium
-- breaking the hush. All the diligent brothers look up
to see William ané Adso, entering.

They all continue to éta:e as Malachi hurries to the door
to greet -- or fend off -- the visitors.

WILLIAM

(very quietly) '
I wonder if we might have a2 look at the
late illuminator's desk.

Malachi looks arocund at the'many brethers -- still star-
ing -~ before speaking, quietly.

MALACHI
Brother, your request is mest unusual.

WILLIAM
As are the circumstances of the late
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WILLIAM (Cont'd)
brothers' deaths.

A“Malachz hesistates -- then yie’ds, indicating a desk

across the room.

They eyes of the many Brothers follow William and Adso as
they walk to the desk. On it, surrounded by artist-
materials and colored inks, is an unfinished psalter-page.
It is the utterly fantastical and brilliantly-rendered in
the richest of paints -- gold leaf, cobalt blue, coral red
-=- and the most daring of styles.

William £its his odd, iron-and-glass "eyeglasses" onto
his nose. This device arouses considerable curiocsity
among the Brothers; a Copyist tugs on his colleague's
habit and points.

COPYIST
(whispering) .
Oculi de vitro cum capsula!
(Subtitle:)
Eyes in boxes, attached to spocns'

William, meantime, studies the psalter-page with great
admiration.

WILLIAM

{to Adso, wh;spering)
The Abbot -didn't exagerrate his talent.
Or his imagination. An illuminator in
a less tolerant monestary might well be
“burnt for such bold conceits,

{amazed, amused, he shakes his

head with wonder) _
Lock at it! The hunter fleeing the rab-
bit, the beggar giving alms to the
prince -~ he's turned the whole worlé
upside down!

Adsc, awed, ncds his agreement.
' ADSO
(whispering, pointing)
And this?

Near the bottom of the page is an eiegantly scripted
sentence in Latin, with the drawing of a rose.

STAT ROSA PRISTINA NOMINE NCMINA NUDA TENEMUS
WILLIAM

He's paraphrased the last couplets of a
lztte-known poem by Gregorius de Tours.
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WILLIAM

(reciting from memery) _
'The once-proud rose now grows morose,/
Blackens, and withers, comatose./
Till in its place it's earth that grows./
What remains? The name of the rose.'
e o JWell., It's said those who leave the
world often leave behind 2 final message;
it seams Brother Adelmo has left us one.

ADSO
Yes but ~- what is the message, Master?

WILLIAM :

(a beat, starinc at the page)
The poet's meaning is clear encugh: he
affirms the way the names of things out-
live the things themselves. . .how we
can summen forth a flower in the gdead of
winter, just by knowing its name. 'But
as for poor Adelmo. . . .

{(now locking up at Adso},.
We can't hope to know his meaning till
we know why he took such a dire step.

Chilled and sobered, Adso nods. Suddenly, high-pitched
shrieks ring cut. . .A gray mouse is scampering acress the
£lagstones and Berenger (whose plucked eyebrows ané rougec
lips are even more conspicuvous in éaylight) has jumped
cnto his stoel. The rest of the Brothers -- momentarily
relieved from the mood of fear that has gripped the abbey,
break out in good-hearted, child-like laughter. . .

.« « «Now angle on Jorge who has appeared from nowhere and

_.whose opague eyes are enraged by the mirth; he slaps a

stick against a lecturn with such force that a jar of gold
powder explodes, surrounding him in a halo of dreplets.
At the crack of the stick, all the Brothers fa2ll silent.

JORGE
Verba vana aut risui apta non logui!

The Brothers instantly and guiltily go back to work. . .
Jorge walks to William with the facility of a sighted man.

JORGE
Brother William, I am sorry you had to
see me reprimand the brothers so harshly;
I know you beleng to an order that is in-
dulgent tcward laughter.

WILLIAM
Please don't apelogize, Venerable Jorge.
It is true Saint Francis himself liked
to laugh, but here we are your guests,



WILLIAM (Cont'd)
and abide by the strict Rule of Szint
Benedict.

JORGE
Thank you, Brother William. It is among
ocur most sacred precepts: we cannot per-
mit such outbursts among men of faith,
- for lauchter begets doubt.

. WILLIAM
Indeed -- although in matters other than
faith, it is sometimes gocd tc doubt.

Several Brothers lock up from their work, amazed at Wil-
liam's boldness, however gingerly stated. . . As the eru-
dite argument escalates, we angle occassionally on Adso,
who turns from William to Jorge like he s watching a
tennis match.

JORGE
Brother William, there are no matters
other than faith. When the pagan scrib-
blers wrote their 'innocent,' 'secular'
plays -- Pliny, Tacitus, Aristophanes --
~~ they induced in men a taste for vul-.
garity that undermined their faith in
their own dicnity. . .Even in my blind-
ness, I well recall how laughter makes
men loock like monkeys.

WILLIAM .
Although, as The Philosopher pecinted cut,
menkeys den't laugh. Onrly men do.

Quite t:ue. o Just as only men sin.
But that dcesn't make it any more pleas-
ing to Ged. As you know, Brother Wil-
liam, nowhere in the Scriptures does it
say that Christ laughed.

. WILLIAM
Yes -- although as you know, Brother
Jorge, nowhere does it say that He
didn't.

JORGE
(getting perturbed)
'"seultus in risu exaltat vocem suam."

WILLIAM
True, but idiots aren't the only ones
who laugh. Even saints have been knovwn
to employ comedy to ridicule the enemies

26



WILLIAM (Cent'@) i
of the faith. I'm sure you remember that
when the pagans plunged St. Maurus into
the boiling water, he complained his bath
was too cold, so-that the governor dippec
his hand in and scalded himself,

Eﬁe listening Monks suppress smiles. Jorge seems to sense
is =-

JORGE
I am sure you will agree we've had encugh
idle talk == dust as I am sure you will
agree this is the last day on which any
man should be laughing!

WILLIAM
(sobered and sincere) i
Forgive me, Brother Jorge. I do inﬂeed,

Mildly appeased, Jorge turns with a grunt, and geces back
toward a desk in a2 dark recess of the scriptorium. Watch-
ing him, William leans down toward a Copyist.

WILLIAM
Which desk was the translator's?

The Ccpyist points across the room, and William starts in
that direction. However, Berengar forestalls him: he
deposits a large stack of books on the sacond empty desk,
with an air of utter defiance. Althouch it's clear to
William -- and us -- that Berenger is trying to hide sonme-
thing, William pretends not to have noticed,

WILLIAM
I belive we've seen all there is to see,
- Adso;  and we've disrupted the brothers'
work quite encugh.

33 (DELETE SCENE 33)

33A EXT. STAIRCASE QUTSIDE KEEP
William pulls shut the heavy door behind him as they exit.
WILLIAM
Well, Adso, what did you deduce £rom
that visit?
ADSO
{deadpan)
That we're not meant to laugh in there.

27
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William doesn't bother to conceal his smile; Adso is at-
taing his wit, if nothing else.

EXT. BAILEY - DAY

They traverse the bailey.

WILLIAM
But dié you notice how few boocks were con
the scriptorium shelves? All those scriv-
enars, copyists, translators, illumina-
tors, theslocans, researchers, thinkers
-~ where are the dozens and dczens of
beoks they need for their work? Where
are the bocks? -

ADSO
Is this -~ is this a test, Master?

WILLIAM )
What do you mean, dear boy?

ADSO
I mean -~ with all respect -- most of
the time when you ask me a guestion,
you already know the answer.

William smiles with sglf—knowledge.

ADSO
Do you know where the books are?

WILLIAM
No L L L ]
(but he turns arcuné dramatically,
locks up at the tower)
Although I have a strong suspicion.

Ané again we held on the mysterious, monoclithic tower.

INT. STAELES - EVENING

Salvatore, the monster-monk, bends over the stable flocr,
picking cut horse apples. Ee inspects them with great
care, choosing only the roundest and plumpest, then hun-
grily skewers them on a twig, kebab-style, before hiding
them in his habit. Suddenly William's voice comes, 0.S.

WILLIAM (0.S.)
Tell us about Penitenziagite!

Salvatore swings arcund to see William, Adso close behind.

28
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SALVATORE
Pauvre Salvatore know nothing!
WILLIAM
{coming closer)

So ycu said. Just before you shoved a
rock over the battlements.

Salvatore's eyes go round with fear.

WILLIAM ‘
Your hump leaves a distinctive shadow,
Brother Salvatore. Now tell us all
about it befecre I tell the Abbot: we
want to know about Penitenziagite; we
want to know about your heretical past;
we want to know about Dolcinc! )

The series of flashbacks which now follow comprise a very
swift, tightly cut montacge.

(FLASHEACX) INT. A CATHEDRAL - DAY

A brightly-painted stone Madonna is shattered by a black-
smith's hammer. A horde of beggards, dressed in ragged
tunics anéd hose which show their bar buttocks, pillage
the church as they czy:

BEGGARS
Penitenzia

(RETURN TO PEESENT) INT. STABLES - EVENING

Tears run down Salvatore's cheeks. He weeps like a child,
on his knees, kneading his kig hands together, terrified.

SALVATORE
Praega, no burn Salvatore!
(he graps William's legs, loocks
up at him imploringly)
I only éid fellow Delcino! ‘I never
knowed what I was doing!

{FLASEBACK) EXT. BISEOP'S PALACE YARD - NIGHT

In brief violent shcts we see a fat Bishop being dragged
off his richly caparisoned horse as he tries to escape the
mob; his miter rolls onto the ground; a ragged figure
hauls him across the courtyard, his simian face filled
with exultation. It is Salvatore. He yells:

-MM..,,...._..f.w.
e s T e,
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SALVATORE
Penitenziagite!

Another Beggar hacks off the Bishop's hand with a hatchét
and triumphantly displays fingers filled with rings whose
precicus steones gleam in to:chl;ght. He yells:

BEGGAR
Penitenziagite!

And as he turns to us, we recognize the Eeefy, red-nosed
face of Remigio, the abbey-cellerar.

WILLIAM (V.O.}
So the cellarer was with you. . .Anyone
else?

SALVATORE (V.0.)
Por favor, nc!, I am swearinc lt, No=-
body else! .

Now the mob grows even more excited., They lock up in
=pverence as a red-bearded man, hairy, half-naked and mus-
exlar, rides into the courtyard on 2 beautiful horse, his
red hair flowing in a mane. The crowd begins to chant:

MOB
DOLCINO! DCLCINC! DOLCINO!

(FLASEBACK) EXT. TOWN SQUARE - DAY

The Bishop's already-stripped corpse lies alongside those
of several richly-attired priests; their corpses are be-
ing stripped .of their rings and clothing by several of Dol-

“"eino's followers. . .These followers hand the clothes up

to Doleino, who stands atop a stone fountain wzth still

more followers. They pry jewels from the Bishop's miter
and tear wide strips of rich cloth from his habkit. Dol-
cino tosses these treasures to the congregated, wretched
townsfolk. Meantime, we hear Salvatore.

SALVATORE (V.0.)
We 8id never kept nothing! Rien! Ja-
mais! Like the blessed Jesu, we did
gave it all away!

New Dolcino throws up his f£ist and shouts:

DOLCINO -
. Benitenziagite!

And the wretched mob respgonds thundercusly.

o N IR T
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PENITENZIAGITE!

378 (RETURN TO PRESENT) INT. STABLES - EVENING -

Salvatore still clings fiercely to William's legs, his
face buried in the folds of William's habit. BEe is mum-
bling and sobbing.

SALVATORZE
Praegeo, no burn Salvatore, praego, 3 B
no burn Salvatore. . .

WILLIAM
We'll speak again, Breother!

Y o LTSS

38 INT. CLOISTER - EVENING
william and Adso walk slowly in the evening light.

) ADSO
When will you tell the Abkot, Master?

WILLIAM
Tell him what, my boy?

ADSO
That -- that you've found the murderer.

WILLIAM
Have I? Who is he?
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e R ADSO R . . .
Salvatore. He was with Dolcino -~ he
trieé to push the rock onte ocur --

gr v Eaade

William stops walking. He talks softly sc no cne else
will hear all this dancerocus talk abcut heretics.,

WILLIAM

Dear boy, don't talk like an inguisitor.
Ee may have followed Dolcino -- but that
doesn’t make him a2 murderer like Deolcine. ;
I'll grant you the Dolcinites made things :
very difficult for us Franciscans. . .
They took cur ideas about the wealth ©
the Church and carried them to fatal
extremes. But their only 'heresy' lay
in their stomachs; they were starving!.

({he shakes his head, sadly)
Starving for everything -- fcod, kncw-
leége, justice, starving to make sense

-q



WILLIAM (Cont'd)
of their very lives. Ané all the while
the fat priests continued sclemnly to
intone in Latain -- which the wretched
peasants could not even understand.

- ADSO
Still, Master. . .The boulder.

WILLIAM
The boulder was my fault. I frightered
the poor fellow -- frightened him half
to death. You don't speak of a man's
past so readily. I'm cne who knows.’

Adso nods, chastised.

WILLIAM '
But I needed a2 knowledgakble ally to help
me find the murderer and I knew a fellow
like that sees many things in a place :
like this. Now, I may prcceed that much &

LI faster; which is why I think we must now
a2l arrange for your return heme.
- | ADSO

(shocked, wounded)
Home! Am I in your way so muchk, Master?

WILLIAM
{gently) ' -
Not at all, boy, to the contrazy. . .
But this is coming to be a dangerous
place.

Now, angle on a different part of the cloister. A menk
stands staring at the vaulted ceiling.. And from that
ceiling, we hear William's hushed voice, carried along by
an acgoustical echo: :

WILLIAM (O.S.) (Cent'd)
You've seen already hcw Salvatore acted
when he felt he micht be exposed. -And
the true murderer in this abbey is sub-
tler -- and more ruthless -- by far. . .

Now we see the monk who has heard all, via the echo: the
cmnipresent, hard-eyed Malachi.

3% - 41 (DELETE SCENES 39 - 41)
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EXT. BAILEY/TOWER - NIGHT

William and Adso move, furtive as shadows, toward the
tower, holding a masked lantern. At the tower docr,
William draws an L-shaped piece of iron £from his habit,
and picks the lock with a criminal's dexterity.

EXT. KITCEEN GARDEN - NIGHT.

Remigic gingerly opens the kitchen dcor he earlier un-
locked.

INT. SCRIPTORIUM - NIGET

The vast rocm is eerily meoon-lit. At the late trans-
lator's desk (which William wantaed to approach, earlier) a
Monk sits reading a book. . .Coming closer, we recognize
the effeminate Berenger. He is reading a huge tome in-

cribed on ancient parchment. Moistening a finger, he
turns a page. Whatever he is reading is so fascinating
that he excitedly mouths the words. A nervous giggle
escapes his lips.

Then he looks up in alarm: someone has entered the scrip-
torium from the far end. Berencer sees the bobbing ap-
proach of a lantern. . .

Be darts, nciselessly, tc the farthest row c¢f desks, hides
behind them. . .William and Adsa go straight to the very
same desk, the dead translator's. As William searches

through various books and papers, he whispers.

WILLIAM
-+ ~-You'll leave by the barge tomorrow.

ADSO
{dejectedly)
Yes, Master.

WILLIAM
But for now, we'll see what the pcor
translator was up to at the end. . .

Now he finds something that piques his interest: . a piece
of parchment with tiny Greek sczipt. :

WILLIAM
(putting on his "eyeglasses")
Tiny Greek letters, hard to make cut.

He holds the paper cleoser to his face -- then sniffs it.

B!
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WILLIAM
A faint smell of acid. . .Could ite
-=- 7 Adso, bring_that lantern closer.

Adso does so, and a strange phencmenon occurs: the heat
of the lantern causes brown marks to appear on the
parchment: a cryptogram of cabalistic signs.

WILLIAM
It is; Closer!

Adso brings the lantern closer, and the signs appear even
more distinctly. Meantime: :

WILLIAM
It's 3 secret code, written in sym-
pathetic ink -- a distilled acid that
appears when exposed to heat. . .Scme
kind of zodiacal alphabet. . .

As they watch it closely, they hear a muffled scuné f:ro
the gther end of the room and lock up keenly. W;ll;am
quicislay sets his eyeglasses on the book which Berencger

leftziomen, grabs the lantern and heads in the dixectzcn
from which they heard the sound. Adso follows.

. WILLIAM
‘Whe's there?!
INT., SCRIPTORIUM = VENAEIUS'S DESK - NIGHT

Meanwhile, Berenger has tiptoed back to the desk. With
trembling hands, he shuts the book he had.been :eading SO
intently (inadvertantly sandwiching William S eyeclasses

~ between the pages) and grabs it.

INT. SCRIDPTORIUM - NIGHT

William, kneeling, has found the source of the noise: a
bock hurled to the grouné by scmeocne hoping to lure him
from the translator's desk. Now he hears somecne blunder-
ing into a lecturn and hurries back to Venatius's desk.

INT. SCRIPTORIUM - VENATIUS'S DESK - NIGET
William searches the désk keenly.

WILLIAM
My eyeglasses =--
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ADSO
They were in that book. Scmecne tock
the book!

~As they look at each other, the heaﬁy door slams, O.S.

INT. SCRIPTORIUM STAIRCASE - NIGHT

‘Berengar, clasping the precious boock to his chest, half-

tumbles down the stazrs, fearful and hurriec. . .We hear
William and Adso pursuing from the darkness, behind, and
then William's voice echces down the stairs:

' WILLIAM (C.S.) .
Stop in the name of Christ! (Christ!. . .
e o oChrist!. . .Christ!)

But Berengar only picks up speed, charging cut the door.

EXT. BATILEY/TOWER - NIGET

Berenger dashes madly across the bailey. Just as he dis-
appears from view, William and Adso burst out the tower
door, unflacging in their pursuit. :

EXT. WALKWAY/ARCHES - NIGHT

WILLIAM
Go that way!

William points in the direction of the kitchen, while him-
self pursuing the unknown prey in ancther direction. Adso
runs toward the kitchen swiftly. The lantern flame blows
out as he runs -- leaving him in an eerie near-darkness.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

A door opens; we see the moonlit corridor behincé it.

Adso carefully makes his way into the room. Bekind him, 2
figure darts silently into an alcove. Adso moves into the
room, looking everywhere as he goes. Some embers still
glow beneath the cauldron, and he ‘goes that way, intend-
ing to re-light his lantern.

Hearing footseps in the corridor, he freezes. The foot-
steps draw nearer. Adsc falls to all fours, and takes a
hiding place in a deep long alcove where firewood is
stacked.

35
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As the figure enters, we assume Adso's P.0.V., sc that we
see only his skirts and feet; Dut the keys dangling at

his paunch identify him as Remigio.

REMIGIO (0.S.)
(husky and lustful)
You bitch! You beautiful little bitch!
Where are you?! '

He cocmes precariously c.ose to Adsc's hiding place; Adsc
crawls back deeper intc the alcove -- and unexpectadly
bumps into Socmecne! A piece of firewocod tumbles off the
tgp of the pile with a dull thué. Remigio retraces his
steps. -

REMIGIO (0.S8.)
Is that ycu? Is that my little vixen?

Adso summons the nerve to see who else is frightened and
hiding in the alcove. . .It is The Girl -- the feral but
beautiful girl he saw among the peasants. She is huddled
against the wall with a limp cleoth-covered bundle clasped
to her preast; she stares back at him like a cornered she-
wolf. Resmegioc's now-petulant veoice comes from right

above them: '

. REMEGIC (0.S.)
Come along, you silly bitch! Where
are you!. -

Adso ancé the Girl held their breath. . .Eventually, Re-
migio stomps off, muttering as he gces. EHe leaves the
kitchen, closing and locking the dcor behind him.

Léft alone, Adso and The Girl are staring at each other

- for the second time: Ar aristocratic young novice, im--

maculately well-groomed; and a destitute half-wild peas-
ant. All they have in commen is physical beauty -- if in
widely disparate forms: fair and dark, refined and rustic.
A log crackles on the hearth. :

INT. DISPENSARY/BALNEARY - NIGET

Moonlight gleams on the various jars, phials, etc. The .
potted herbs throw dappled moonlicht over everything, and
the place is mest mysterious by night.

Now, the desperate Berencar enters, winded, weak and grim-
acing; he is obviocusly in the throes of some horrible
physical ageny. It seems to require all his strength for
him just to cross the room, and then twice that for him to
hoist the mysterious book he's still helding onto the back
of a shelf, where hides it behind a stack of ancient
herbals. As he does so, William's glasses fall to the
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£loor; we hear one the of lenses break with 2 tinkle.
Berencar stops to pick them up. The lens is badly star-
red. He slips the glasses into his habit. Seized by
another £it of pain, he sways ané half-falls toward the
docor, exiting.

’

INT. FIREWOOD ALCOVE (KITCHEN) - NIGHT

Aéso and The Girl are utterly alone, locked in, and know
it. Amazed by the utter softness and cleanliness of his
hands and fingernails, she takes cone of his hands in her
own, strokes the smooth nails, palpates the scft skin.
Afraid of what this is arousing in him -- but unable to
deny it -~ Adsc breathes deeply, watches her, shivers.

Noew she holds the soft handéd to her cheek, her lips, amazed
by the softness of it, eager to feel it.. Then, almost
iaveluntarily, Adso's £inge:s begin to caress the cheek
they are being held against. The Girl, arcused, dravs the
hand lower, to the neck, the shoulders, the breasts. They
stare at each other. Her eyes shine out of the gloocm; his
eyes are wide. Her eyelids begin to flutter, lancucorously
ané she lies back, stretches ocut, like an allegorical de-

piction of Temptation.

For Adsc, it is no mere allegory; he kneels besicde her.
As he strokes her hair -- wanting to stop, but unable to,
he utters an almost silent prayer:

ADSO
‘Pulchra enim sunt uberz guae paul-
ulum supereminent et tument modice, . .

EXT. GRAVEIARD - NIGHT

Salvatore crouches by an iron cage; hungrily, he- eyes two
huge rats he has captured there. Now, he locoks up fearful-
ly; William is standing thers.

WILLIAM
Y¥ou caught them here?

SALVATORE
(nodéing with pride and v1gcr)
BEere they are mcre fat.

WILLIAM
Do you -- eat them?

Salvatore nods again, rubbing his belly, his eyes happy.
Then he waves his finger back and forth, no-no.

SALVATCRE
Mais non jamais pas in Lent! Ancé never
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" 0f the scédomized so!

' especially given Sa

SALVATCRE (Cent'a)
on the Fridays! I am good Christian!

INT. FIREWCOD ALCOVE (RITCEEN) - NIGHT

' ‘grimace of ecstacy; he bites his lips
tgsiezpziggmiioiﬁigq. He lies with Thé Girl on the flag-
stones. Her wiry dark azus are clasped around his neck.
She gives a low, p1issful, unabashed moan. . .

We now intercut through a series of swift and accelerating
images: their bare bedies and al?ating hands; the
embers eon the hearth;. the kitcien's stone c91u§ns; the
Madenna's pert bodic<ei Adso's lips on The Girl's naked
shoulders; Doleinc amid the nakec hodies; the billy-
goat's devil-eyes; The Girl's enraptured face; the face
11 on the stone portal; The Girl pul-
ad to kiss his lips; Adelmo's emction-

- ]
ling down Ado's he of the world turned upside down. . .

ally chargeé images

Beide back her head and utters a throaty low
g;:erg:gggggétggg:; which £ills the alcove and then the
kitchen; ‘Hidso, too reaches ecstacy, with a silent grim-
ace, and then, as anhen as if t@e blood is gone from his
body, he loses consciocusness: his head bends and his tense
body goes limp. The Girl strokes his sleeping head,
trapped, for the mcment, teneath his inert bedy.

EXT. GRAVEYARD - NIGET

William, fingertips 2t Bis temple, stands over Salvatore
concent;ating ha:g tc assimilate the facts he is lea:niné,
lvatore’'s bizarre ways with wozds.

WILLIAM
Let me be sure I am understading you,
prother. You say that, on the night
of the illuminator's death, you saw the
granslator being handed 2 small scroll
of parchment by Berengexr, the assistant

jibrarian.

SALVATCRE

(shaking his head)
Nein, nein, nein. Not Berengar, not
g¢ne man-woman. Ee coleors on the lips,
did you know it? Nein, Berengar, he
crying that night. Right there

{(he points out into the graveyard)
gro-hoo-hoo. Like a damselle.

He has mimicked Rerzengar's tears, with disgust.

B 2 T R B T - e
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WILLIAM
Then whe was it who had the parchment?

SALVATCRE . .
Wae the beautiful one, was Acelmo, whe
dié falling from the tower. He give
the paper! RrzTh.

By "Rrrrh," Salavatore means to express him impatience
with William's slowness to understand.

- WILLIAM
I'm sorzry if you £ind me dull-witted,
Salvatore. You must admit you have a
unigque way with words.

Salvatore shrugs his shoulders, proud but modest.

- WILLIAM
Now, to whom déié the illustrator give
the paper?
SALVATORE )
The translatitator (sic}). The black
one. '
WILLIAN

(seemingly formulating a signif-
. icant conclusion)
So the first man to die gave it to the

seconé. . . .
(then to Salvatore)
All right. Wwhat happened then?

SALVATCRE
. Then.I eating, and then -~ 'Ahhhhhh!'’
Pauvre little Acelmo. Very beautiful.
Opposite of me. But cdeac! Aaak!

He slaps his skull with an open palm to convey the smash-
ing of Adelmo's skull.

Then the rat-trap snaps, Aaak! and the new priscner
scurries madly arocunc the cace. )

INT. FIREWOOD ALCOVE (RITCHEN) - NIGHT

The fife has burnt cut a2nd the colé is bringing Adso back
to consciocusness. He gets up, looks arcuné him, collect-
ing his thoughts, even as he begins guickly to dress.

He sees The Girl's abandcned f£ilthy bundle a2t his feet and
begins to unwrap it. Becausé ¢f the dimness cf the light
and the weird nature of its contents, what he finés confus-

9
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es him for a moment; then he shrinks back, in horror. He
holds an enormous flaccid heart, clotted with blooé, ané

"sinewed with white shreds of £lesh; the gelatinous organ

still seems toc be beating!

Understandly faint, Adso tries to steady himself by

holding onto a nearby table. But then, as if in slow
motion, his body crumples -- down onte the flacstenes.

Angle on the kitchen door. It is unlocked and scmecne
slowly pushes it open, with a creak. We hold on two
sandaled feet, which pad over to Adso's bedy. ‘A hand
reaches down, anc slaps Adso's cheeks. Adso's eyes open.
He locks up to see. . .William. ’

EXT. BAILEY - NIGHT

As William and Adso make their way acrpss the dark desert-
ec bailey, William must struggle to keep his voice down.

WILLIAM

Adsc, gsovez raiscnnable! If I haven't
taucht you to use reasca even in the
most harrowing of ‘moments, then I haven't
taught you a thing. . .If we can't
study the facts arcund us even when
we're frightened -- especiallv whern we're
frightned -- then we're docmedé to ke as
ignorant as the ingquisitors want us to
be! They frighten a man with the pyre

. or the rack or the Devil, until he sees
the world as they want him to. But we
have minds, my boy, we must use them!

Baving saié his piece, William now settles dowrn to the

facts, growing more gentle with his novice.

WILLIAM '
Now, dear boy, dear Adso, ask yourself:
Does any man have a rib cage large enough
to accomocgate & heart of that size? '

ADSC
Noe. . &
(terribly relieved)
Neo!
WILLIAM

That was the heart of an ox at the very

least. . . And didn't you say you thought
- you saw another person in the kitchen?

A female, wasn't it?

a3



ADSO
{(cautiously)
Yes. I'm pratically sure of 'it.

WILLIAM
So you see, it seems simple: a lust-
ful monk, with access to the scullery
(somecne called Remigio, whom you also
think you saw) brought a girl into the
abbey so that he could exchange offal
for the pleasures of her body.

ADSC
(hurt and horrified)
You mean -- a harlot?!

WILLIAM
Not at all, Adse. I know very little a-
bout such matters, but I feel rather cer-
tain a harlot would've insisted on steak,
at the very least. No, I mean a poocr
peasant girl with a horde of hungry sib-
.lings, who'd much prefer to give herself
for love than gain, but who hasn't that
luxury in life. S

. i
o

-

Adso nods, brow knitteé, as he tries tc'comprehen& the
gamut of new feelings confrenting him. . .

S8 (DELETE SCENE 58)

58A INT. WILLIAM & ADSO'S CELL - NIGET

William and Adsoc are preparing for bed. Adsc watches
William, wanting to say something very badly.

WILLIAM
. « o«Iln any case, whatever happenred in
the kitchen has no bearing on our inves-
gations. No. After my talk with Salva-
tore, I'm certain Berengar will be able
to answer all cur questions, tomorrow.

ADSO

(sadly)
You mean tomorrow, after I board the

barge.

WILLIAM
(who haéd forgotten)
Yes, Acdso, I suppose I do.

. ADSO
Master, sovez raisonnzbles. How do you
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. ADSO (Cent'd)
expect ne to learn if you send me away
in the miédle of things? . . .

William swings around; Adso looks terrified.

ADSO
With all due respect.

They stare at each other for 2 moment. William's face
shows nothing -- but it is only toc clear that he is too
fond of Adso, and too pleased by his intellectual bold-
ness o bother tc pretend he is anggg with his inscglence.
He turns away, begins to turn down the bed; clearly, he

is weakening. o e

WILLIAM
Well -- we'll see what comes to pass.

gxw. ABBEY/COUNTRYSIDE - DAWN

In long shot, we see the mountain shrouded in mist, which
now lifts encugh to show us the great stone ship that is
the abbey. . .

INT. BALNEARY « DAY

Two lay Brothers stacger into the bath-house next to the
dispensary, lugging a heavy cauldron of steaming water be-
tween them. One of them draws the curtain that encloses
the f£irst cubicle, intending to empty the water into the
tub., . -But he freezes in mid-movement, and gives out a

horrified ery.

ExT. GATEHOUSE/BAILEY - DAY

The Porter unbolts a wicket door set into one of the mas-
sive gates. Four gaunt Franciscans enter the abbey pre-
cinets (in the same pale, unpretenticus habits that Wil-
1iam and Adsc wear -- although grimy after their journev),
leading goats which hold their meager belongings. Uber-
tino has come to greet them. A Franciscan speaks:

MICHEL DE CESZNE
- Peace be with you, brother porter.

Another, gazing on the abbey's architecture, speaks with
wondor.
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GIOVAMNI BONAGRAZIA
St. Francis be praised! The wondrous
architecture of this place must surely
girror the spiritual peace which lives
ere! .

But at this very moment, wildly-running monks spill inteo
the bailey and panic-stricken abbey servants maxe a bee-
line for the open gate, hoping to escape the monestary.
Remigic ané Salvatore rush up to bar their escape,
bellowing at the Porter: )

REMIGIO
Shut the gate! Shut the gate!

SALVATORE
Vaderetrovaderetro!

Entancled in his habit, Salvatore trips and falls into a
pudéle; the Porter, meantime, hurriedly releases a rope,
and the heavy portcullis comes crashing down with a met-
allic clatter, its sharp teeth biting into the ground.
The confused P:anciséans drop to their knees and pray:;

Ubertino still stands, sniffing the air, trying to scent
the Devil, again.

(DELETE SCENE 62)

INT. BALNEARY - DAY
We cpen on the tub where the blcated body of Berengar lies

just beneath the surface of the water. His face, in riger
-mortis, wears a half-smile, half-grimace. He is taken

out of the tub by two servants, supervised by Severinus..

As they lay him on the floor, we £find William, who spots
his own (broken) eveglasses at the foot of the bath;. hav-
ing sequestered this item in his own habit, William now
kneels by Berencar, as Adso watches him. Immediately, he
removes cne of Berengar's sandals, holding it sole-up: we
recognize the distinctive pattern found on the earth
cgtside the picpens. A look passes between William and
Acso.

In the meantime, a party consisting of the Abkot, Malachi
and klind Jerge are led into the baths. The Abbot sees
Berengar and looks away with disgust. William now stands.

ABBOT
Brother William, I think we had better
- talk at once. -
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He looks arocund at the nerveus monks and servants. . .

ABBOT
In private.

WILLIAM
Yes, of course. . .

The Abbot turns, assuming William will follow h.m:

WILLIAM (Cont'd)
As soon as I've had the opportunity

to examine the corpse with Brother
Severinus,

.The Abbot closes his eyes ancé breathes Geegly, suppressing
his racge. : o :

INT. DISPENSARY - DAY

The tips of Berengar's thumb and forefinger (cn the left
hand) have the same brown stain we saw on Venatius's fin-

" ger. William, wearing his eyeglasses (with caly one good

lens) is examing the stains, over the dispensary table
where the corpse lies. This time, Adsc makes a peint of
staying and watching, earnestly attempting tec hide his
disgust.

WILLI2AM
He was left-handegd.

SEVERINUS
(cheerfully, without judgment)
. Yes, yes. Brother Berengar was inverted.
in many ways.

WILLIAM
Are there other left-handed brcthers
here in the abbey? :

SEVERINUS
None.

WILLIAM

I noticed the same stains eon the trans-
lator's fingertip.

SEVERINUS
(noéding)
Ink-stains.
William lifts the sheet covering Berengar's face. Ee

pries the dead man's jaws apart and ppers into his mouth.
The tongue is black. Severinus gasgs.
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WILLIAM
He didn't write with his tongue,
I presume.

INT. CRYPT - DAY

Two candles create a calm chiaroscuroc effect, their light

reflected in gold vases and candelabra, jewel-encrusted
chalices, onyx goblets, engraved caskets, camec-studded
reliquary crosses, crystal ewers, Gospel books with carved
ivery colors. . .

WILLIAM (O.S.)
The key to the entire mystery is writ-
ten on this piece of parchment.

William stands over the Abbot, who is seated in a chair

William seems to have forced him inteo, and who is barely
iis:zning; Aésc, on the other hand, watches and listens
eenly. '

_ . WILLIAM
What do you see here?

The Abbot breaks his distracted gaze away from the treas-
ures of the room to look at the parchment.

ABBOT
(with terse annovance)
- A few lines of Greek.

WILLIAM

Yes, a few lines of Greek written by

the translator -- random notes about

the bock he was reading, just before
- he died. You see how tkhe calligraphy
..changes ==

(peinting to a more erratic script)
From this peint on, he was dying.

Anncyed by the boléness of William's claim, and uncertain
of its pertinence, the Abbct merely stares at the pacge.
Now William points te a colored smudge.

| WILLIAM
" And what's this, would you say?

ABBOT
{by now very annoyed with this 'game')
A smudge of blue paint.

WILLIAM
- But not just any blue. This shade was




WILLIAM (Cont'd)
develcped by your finest illuminator --
Brother Adelme. EHe alone useé it, and
this smudge was left by him. Further-
more, it's clear the illuminator had
possession of this page before the trans-
lator: do you see the way Venatius's
Greek notes run over the blue paint?

The Abbot's patience wears cut. He jumps up £rom his
chair.

ABBOT
In the name of God, how dare you speak
of such trifles when my abbey is at the
marcy of a murderer! I should have
known the abilities ascribed to you
were mere fictions when you claimeZ pocr
Adelmo killed himself!

WILLIAM

(overlapping)
Ee did, Lord Abbkot, he did kill himself.

And if you will bear with me, I shall
prove it.

He elevantly gestures at the Abbot's chair; the Abbot grum-
pily re-seats himself.

WILLIAM
Adso, bring that candle over here.

As Adso holds the candle down by the Abbot, William holds
the parchment page close to it. As before, the crypto-
gram's cabalistic signs slowly appear; the Abbot glares
at it as if it were his worst enemy. -

WILLIAM
The direction of tke upstrokes and down-
strokes indicates these signs were pen-
ned by a left-handecd person. Berengar
was the only left-handed monk in the mon-
estary. So we may now cecnclude that all
three dead men cnce held this secret
parer, anc Berengar wrote it, . .What
kind of secret knowledce do you suppose
Berengar had access to? _

AEBOT
I am certain you'll now tell me . . .

WILLIAM :
He was the assistant librarian. Ee knew
nearly all there was to know about the
bocks cf the akbey. Bevoné this, when




WILLIAM (Cont'q)
we ask ourselves what the three dead men
had in common, we come tc a certain con-
clusion, Adelmo was a supremely gifted
artist, but as famed for the bold wit
of his illustrations and his generzl in-
tellectual curiocsity as he was for his
talent, would you agree?

The Abbct says nothing. B

WILLIAM
Venatius, I'm told, was a brilliant
translator who came halfway acress
the world so great was his passion
for learning. For books. . .Books are
what these three men had in common, bocks
and the love of books. Now, let us sup-
pose that scmevwhere in this abbey, there
is a secret librazry =--

ABBOT
Goé fcorgive you, that is absurd.

WILLIAM
(without pause)
A place where books are kept because
they are considerec rare cor fragile --
or spiritually dangercus.

ABBOT
I wazn yocu, Brother William --

WILLIAM
{without a pause) '

-=- I stand warned. Let us further sup-
pose that Adelmo, a beautiful ycung man
by a2all aceounts, so eagerly wanted tec
read cne of those secret bocks that he
was willing to give himself to the as-
sistant librarian --

ABROT
Brother William!

WILLIAM ‘
-=- a2 man of certain unholy passions,
in order to do so.

ABBOT
I've heard encugh!

WILLIAM
{by now incnoring the protests)
The illuminator struck such a bargain,
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WILLIAM (Cont'd)
but was soon so racked with cuilt that
he decided to take his own life. . .But
before doing so, he decided to give this
piece ¢of parchment, for which he was
about to pay so dear a price, to his col-
league in learning, the translator.. .

(William's reconstruction of events -- Scenes 66§ through
70C -~ takes the form of a rapid, elliptical, sepia-toned
montage. ) ,

(FLASEBACK) EXT. GRAVEYARD - NIGHT

Panning the crosses, sinister against the nicht sky, we
find a monk weeping and wringing his hands by ‘ene of the
graves., The pale moonlight shows us the classically beau-
tiful face of ADELMO, the illuminator. . .

Now, another monk joins him. Adelmo gives him ‘the parch-
ment and hurries cff. %2he other monk tries to hold him
back, but in vain. As the other monk sadly watches Adelmo
recece into the carkness, we see his face: Venatius.

ABBCT (V.0.)
But how can you --

WILLIAM (V.0Q.)
.The:e was a witness.

We hear the snap of Salvatore's iron-rat cage, 0.S., thea
angle on Salvatore, turning away from the twe other monks
he has been watching in the distance, then nodding with
Pleasure at lhis 'latest catch. o

WILLIAM (V.0.)
Thenﬂ L] *

(DELETE 66A)
BLACX SCREEN

Over the black screen, we hear the long, despairing czy of
a2 man falling to his death.

(TLASHBACK) EXT. BATTLEMENTS - NIGHT
A figure falls from the battlements, and bounces ciagen-

ally down the mcuntainside. It lands at the foot of the
cliff with a muted thud.
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WILLIAM (V.0.)
The day after Adelmo's death, Venatius
focllowed the directions on the parch-
ment; he went looking for the bock.

(FLASEBACK) INT. INDETERMINATE PLACE - NIGHT

Venatius, with the-parchment in his hand, makes his ﬁay
slowly along a blurred, indistinct corrider, somewhere.

ABBOT (V.0.)
Where did he go to f£ind it?

WILLIAM (V.O0.)
I2 forced to say -- I would guess the
upper part of the tower,

Wherever he is, he finds the becok -- an ancient tome --
and takes it. -

(FLASHEACX) INT, SCRIPTORIUM - NIGHT

Seated 2t his desk in the desertec roocm, Venatius jots
éown the Greek notes on the parchment. -Suddenly, he puts
his hané to his throat. With his last bit of life, he man-
ages to slip the scroll onto the lower shelf of the desk.
But when he tries to rise, he falls dead.

ABEOT (V.0.)
But he was found outside! You know
that as well as --

WILLIAM (V.0.)
Yes, I do.

(FLASHBEACK) EXT. BAILEY - NIGET

We track the parallel furrows leading from the door of the
tower. . .

WILLIAM (V.C.)
When the assistant librarian discovered
the body, he was afraid suspzczon would
£all on him. . .

. . .until we f£find Berengar, dragging the translater's

bedy.

WILLIAM (V.0.)
So he tried to confuse the issue.

Now at the jar, Berencar props Venatius up against it.
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- rTuby in a reliquary which, in turns, emits a blood-color-

With great difficulty, he lifts him up by the legs and
tips him inte the jar, head first. . .Blcod overflows in
all directions. Berengar hurries cof. Ve angle on cne ¢f
his footprints =-- the distintive sole-print of his sandal.

(FLASHBACK) INT. SCRIPTORIUM - DAY

Berengar deposits the stack of beoks on the parchment tome
to conceal it from William,

WILLIAM (V.0.)
The bock was once within our grasp. o

(FLASHEBACK) INT. SCRIPTORIUM - NIGHT

Berengar, alone in the darkened scriptorium, giggles as he
reads, locks up as William and Adso enter. . .

WII‘Lm'i (O.s- )
Ané then once again. . .

it
(FLASHEACX) INT. BALNEARY - NIGHAT

Berengar is in the tub. His mouth gapes in a silent
scream of agony, anc then he sinks beneath the water.
Bubbles form on the surface. :

(RETURN TO PRESENT) INT. CRYPT - DAY

The Abbot, thinking his own thoughts, caresses ﬁ richly
chased ciborium; he does not lcok at William. .

WILLIAM .
We therefore conclude, Lord Abbct, that
each of these deaths turns on the pos-
sion of a book in Greek -- a boock which
rests in scme secret part of the abbey.

The‘Abbot continues to caress the ciborium; his massive
ring catches the ‘candlelicht and reflects it ontoc a huge

ed shaft of light. He still does not look at William.

WILLIAN
When I know what the book is, I will
know who the culprit is.

(he flourishes the parchment)
Unfortunately, I cannot read the 'map'
which leads to the boock. Perhaps you
can.

Slowly ané deliberately, the Abbot takes the parchment

¥



while rising fzrem his chair. As he spezks, he holds the
scroll near -- and ever-nearetr -- a candle in a jewel stuc-
ded candelabrum. We cut between the scroll's precarious
trip towazé the flame ané Adsc's wide-eyed face as he
watches it.

ABBOT
Brother William, three of my monks are
dead. God forgive yocu for the fantasies
and ludicrous assumptions you have com- s
mitted in 2 sacred place. e

Inevitably, the parchment bursts into flames. "Aéso moves
instinctly to grab it, but William calmly holds him back.

ABBOT

It is in name of the Allmighty that I
destroy this evidence of your sad.fan-
tasia. I do not intend to let yocur un-
holy conjectures endanger the most im-
-portant meeting of this century; and
as you know only too well, the Pope's
envoys arrive in less than a day!

WILLIAM
I o indeed.

Suddenly, Malachi.speaks, having appeareé from nowhere.

MALACHEI
Ané &id you also know the great Ber-
nardo Gui will be among those envoys?

Although he ostensibly keeps his equilibrium, the blocc
drains from William's face. Adso sees this and knits his
brow with perplexity and concern. But William recovers
guickly enough. '

: WILLIAM
Ne. I did not know it. . .But I cannot
let that prevent me from continuine my
investigations. Unlike Bernardeo Gui, I
believe in truly finding the culprit
befere burning him.

As the Abbot gasps and Malachi smoulders at this ocutrage,
William swiftly takes Adso's arm, and leads him ocut.

71A EXT. BAILEY OUTSIDE CRYPT

William and Adso emerge, blinking, into the light of cay.
William walks fast, ané Adso struggles to keep up.
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 All -- save William -- £fall to their knees.

. ADSO
Who is he, Master? Whe is Bernardo Gui?

WILLIAM
I'm afraid you'll £ind out only too .
soon, dear Adsc.

EXT. CLOISTER - NIGETFALL

MICHEL DE CESENE
William, stay out of this affair.

William stands surrounded by his fellow Franciscans in
their humble patched robes. Very disturbed, they all
speak at once. : . oo

UBERTINO
I told him sc in the first place.

Ee sniffs the air. . .~

. HUGH CF NEWCASTLE
It may be the work of a heretic, who
hopes to ruin the summit!

GZIOVARNNI BORAGRAZIA
The survival of cur whole order is at
stake!

Michel de Cesene stares gravely at William.

MICHEL DE CESENE
If -- by scme mischance -- you're
wrong, William, neither I nor the
Empercr will be able to save yocu,
this time.

zilliam'holds his gaze. Giovanni Bonagrazia falls to his
nees., ‘

GIOVANNI BONGRAZIA
We must pray! : Sos

EXT. PEASANT VILLAGE - NIGHETFALL

Six sguat hcvels, built of stecne, mud ané branches and
thatched with rotting straw, are clustered at the foot of
the mountain -dominated by the abbey. The thin smoke of
fires rises from heoles in the thatch. A white skeleton of



74

78

76

77

78

a tree clings to a rock, a symbel of sterility.

Adso -- overwhelmingly out of place but impelled by an
equally overwhelming curicsity =-- puts his eye to a crack
in a2 hovel wall.

INT. PEASANT HOVEL - NIGHTFALL

By a dim peat fire, men women and children cf all ages lie
cheek by jowel -- 2 ragged clutter of humanity. Pigs
grunt in a corner anéd three hens roost on a perch coated
in droppings. An emaciated Old Man lies beneath them,
snering and toothless. ‘

A slender Girl is cocking over a pot. When she turns, we
see it is The Girl. We see Adsc's eves glued to her
through the crack. . ’ '

From the perch, one of the hens excretes on the face of
the snoring 0lé Man. The Peasants roar with laughter,
exposing their black gums and general toothlessness. When
the 0ld Man jumps to his feet -~ and hits his head on the
perch =-- the laughter grows even more convulsive. Peas-
ants are doubled-over, writhing, crying with laughter.

The Girl bursts info the same, low, throaty lavgh that ac-
companied her moment of ecstacy in the kitchen alcove.

EXT. PEASANT VILLAGE - NIGETFALL

Hearing the laugh, Adso closes his eyes and draws a deep
breath, before turning away from the hovel. . .

INT. CHURCE - NIGET
The cowled Monks, led by the Choir, sing Compline, the

end of their day. In the back row, we find William -- who
is looking sideways -- and Adso. William attracts aAdsc's

attention with a nearly imperceptible nudge, and he too,
looks sideways. We reverse on

Malachi, He emerges from 2 gloomy side-chapel, with gray
cobwebs adhering to his cowl and streaming out after him.
(DELETE SCENE 77)

INT. CHURCH - LATER THAT NIGHT

Hold on- the door of the church, some time later. It cpens
ané William and Adsc steal in, this time holding their lan-
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terns. Swiftly and silently, they walk to the side-chapel
from which Malachi earlier emerged.

INT., SIDE-CHAPEL - NIGHT

The altar's sculptural decoration is a row of skulls wit
deep eye sockets, resting on a pile of thigh bones.

WILLIAM
which one of them frightens ycu the
most.

Adso looks from scary skull to scary skull; one has a jaw
which seems frozen in evil laugnhter.

ADSO
That one.

WILLIAM
{(reaching for it)
My choige, exactly.

He applies pressure to tgg'fcrehead, inserts a finger in

the open mouth, tries to rotate the whole skull -- but it
is only when he inserts his fingers into the eye sockets

that we hear a telltale click. . .The altar slowly moves,
swiveling on a hiéden pivet; & black opening appears.

INT. SECRET STAIRWAY - NIGET

First, total darkness. Then a rectangle of light becomes
slowly visible; William and Adsc step through it with
their lanterns in hand. The rectangle closes behind them.
They proceed -down the stairs, toward a foreboding under-
ground passage.

INT. OSSUARY - NIGHT

They come into a passage with niches in the walls on both
sides. Some of the niches are filled with benes, others
with skulls arranged in pyramids, others with skeleton-
hands, their fingers entwined. Adso follows William's
lantern. A skull wobkles as he passes it; the jaw drops
open and the eye sockets seem to glare at him. He is mo-
mentarily frozen, but hurries to catch up to William.

INT. UNDERGROUND PASSAGE - NIGHT
William waits for Adso to catch up. When he does, Adso

offers a sporting smile, however unconvineing. . .They
continue.
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(DELETE SCENE '83)

INT. FORRK - NIGHT

They stand at a triple-fork. Which passage to take?
There is a scurcying, and Acdso jumps. . .A rat scurries
between his legs, into cne of the passages. Instantly
William follows the rat, walking swiftly.

WILLIAM
Rats love parchment even mere than
scholars do.

Adso catches up to William, helds onto the hem ef his ha-
bit to aveid ancther separation.

INT. SPIRAL STAIRWAY - NIGET _
They toil up a2 narrow, endless staircase.

WILLIAM
(breathless, counting)
161, 162, 163. . .
(turning to Adso)
Courage! We've just passed the scrip-
torium! :

(DELETE SCINES 86-22)

85A INT. SECRET LIBRARY (1ST CHAMBER) - NIGET

As we hold on grouné level, a trapdoor lifts. First we
see lanternlight, then the heads of William ané Adso.

WILLIAM
{locking around with delight)
It does exist! I knew it must!

And as they climb out, we see the room: a windowless chanm-
ber lined with massive czkinets whose shelves hold books

of every size and description, lying on their sides. 1In
the midéle of the room, there is a table with still mcre
bocks. William looks arcuné him, drinking it all in.

WILLIAM
I woncer hew much mcre there is!
Come!

There are four staircases: two heading up, twe down. On
tep of each, the lintel is acdcrned with a2 screll contain-

w
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ing a quotation from "Revelations:"™ “NOMEN ILLI MORS;"
"OBSCURATUS EST SCL ET AER;" "GRATIA VORIS ET PaX;"
"PRIMOGENITUS MORTURUM." William hurries down a stair-
case and Acso follows.

INT. SECOND CHAMBER = NIGHT

This rocm is identical to the first -- windowless and
booklined with a table in the center anc gquotatiocns on the
lintels. Unable to control himself, William sets down his
lantern, puts on his "eyeglasses" and picks a book frem
the shelves.

WILLIAM
The Beatus of Liebana, annctated by
Eumbertus of Bologna! Adso -- this
is Paradise on Earth! ‘
(setting it down; picking up anoth-
er, beautifully illuminated book)
Aristotle's "Eistory of Animals,"!
Contrary to the Bible he states that
hares don't chew the cud like cattle --
sc it's hidden in here! They mus:t think
our faith is very weak! Eow many more
rocms? Bow many more books?!

And he hurries out, taking the staircase on the richt.

In the meantime, we have been intercutting with Adso, who
has picked up a book from the table -~ one with Persian
script but a universal subject. Wide-eyed, he is looking
at an anatecmical drawing of a naked woman composed of
vividly-painted overlays. As he folds them back, cne by
one, the secrets of the female body are revealed, until he
comes to a foetus, snugly resting in the 'womb. When he
lcoks up from the book -- William is gone. Uncertain
which staircase to take, he chcoses the one on the left.

INT. THIRD CEAMBER - NIGHT

Adso comes into yet another identical chamber; but
William is nowhere to be seen.

ADSO
Master?

Then William's veice is hearé, 0.S., but seemingly very
close -- so close he doesn't realize they're not in the
same room. '

WILLIAM (C.S.)
Oh, Adsoc, this is really a treasure
trove! What do they think? that you



WILLIZAM {(Cent'd)
can keep new ideas from coming into
the world?

ADSO
Master?

Adso tries to follow the voice; he hurries cover to cne of
the descending staircases.

WILLIAM (0.S.)

Ideas have a life of their own -« vhen
will they learn that?

85D INT. -FCURTE CEHAMBER - NIGET

Adso comes to yet another identical chamber. William
isn't there, either. Be calls out, anxiously.

. ADSO
Master?

William's reply comes in an eerie, distant echoe.

WILLIAM (0O.S.)
Yes?. . .(yes?. . .yes?. . .ves?)

Adsc hears the ceiling creak under the weight of somecne's
movements. :

ADSO
wWait for mel!l

85EZ INT, ANOTEER CHAMBER - NIGHT

WILLIAM
I am waiting for you, dear bov.

Whoever is moving around -- it isn't William. Enthralled
by ancther rare book, he is poring over it intently. Ad-
so's dismayed retort echoes into the rcom.

ADSO (0.s.)
But -- I can hear you walking! . . .
(walking! . . .walking!. . .walking!)

, WILLIAM
I'm not walking, Adsc. I'm down here.

wn
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85F INT. FOURTE CEAMBER - NIGHT

WILLIAM (0.S.)
(here. . .here. . .here. . .)

The floorboards continue teo creak, abovg. 2¢so eyes them
with dread. :

ADSO : T
Then I don't know where you are! I'm by
lost! 3

85G INT. ANOTEZR (WILLIAM'S CHAMBER) - NIGET

ADSC (0.S.)
’ (o ] o;ost!. .o .lOSt!. [ ] .lostlo . ‘)

WILLIAM
Stay calm, Adso. It appears we're in
a labyrinth.

No reply; we're left to imagine Adso's response on our
own.

WILLIAN.
Are you there?

ADSO (0.S.)

(grimly)
Yes., (. « 8. . .€8. . ,) How 8o we

get out? (. . .cut?. . .out?. . .)

. .
With great difficulty, if at all. You
see, that's the charm ef a labyrinth.

858 INT. FOURTE CHEAMBER - NIGHT

WILLIAM (0.5.)
inth., (. « .inth. . .inth. . .inth.)

Adso fails to see the charm; his face stiffens with alarm.
WILLIAM (G.S8.)
Adso, dear becy, keep calm, and read

loudly from a book! (book!. . .bock!
« o sd00k!) . _
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: ADSO :
Yes. All right.

He takes up a large book from the table.

INT. WILLIAM'S CEAMBER - NIGHT

Adso's vocice revereberates as he reads. William sets down
his lantern and moves swiftly from place to place with his
hands cupped to his ears, trying to locate the source of
the eche. -

ADSO (0.S.)
(echoing all the while)
Qui animan corpori per vitia contur-
bationesgue commiscent. . .utringue
gquod habet utile ac¢ vitam necessar-

ium. . .

INT. FOURTH CEAMBER - NIGHT
As Adso reads, William's voice echoces in.

WILLIAM (0.S.)
Continue to reaé, but leave the rocm
you're in and turn left whenever you
can. ., .(can. . .C2n. . .).

: ADSO
Yes, Master. . .Just one mcment.

He sets down the big book, hitches up his habit and
reaches down tc the long woolen heose he's wearing for
warath, He raises one of them to his mcuth, and severs a
thread with his teeth. EHe ties the thread to the taltle
leg. Then he picks up a smaller bock, checsen at rancom.

WILLIAM (0.S.)
AGSO? (¢ ¢ ¢80¢ o +8C. . +.S07?)

ADSO
Yes, I'm walking now.

As Adsc sets off, the yarn unravels slowly with every
step, taut enough to lift the hem of his habit; he leaves
a trail, like a spider, as he enters the staircase, disap-
pearing from our view.

ADSO (0.s.)
(reading) ~
The great Avicenna states that amorous
daydreams cause irregular breathing and
guicken the pulse. . .
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INT. ANOTHER CHAMBER - NIGEHT

As Adso emerges into yet ancther chamber, his yarn trail-
ing ocut behind him, he is checking his pulse.
ADSO
(looking zround, calling out)
Master? Can ycu hear me?

No reply. He takes a few steps intc the roocm, reading
from the same passage.

ADSO
(reading, fascinated, upset)
The lcver's evesight scon fails; his
eyes shink, and he can nc longer veep.

Ee's not halfway into the rocm when his string breaks.
The first stocking is almest cone. He sets down book and
lantern long encuch to tie the a string frem the second
stocking to the existing trail. Then he continues.

ADSO '
The sinful lover's lips dry out --

(he touches the tip of his tongue
against his upper lip, checking)
ang are scon covered with running pus-

tules. '

Adso breaks off, locks and listens. Nothing. He contin-
tinues, heading for the left-hand staircase.

ADSO
{reading)
He spends his days lying inertly on his
back, having sacrificed the will to live
for 2 few moment's pleasure.
(ajectly)
Master?

Adso is very forlorn indeed. Then:

‘WILLIAM (0.8.)
Adso?! :

William's vcice is very near ané very loud -- ag if ampli-
fied. Adsc jumps, freezes.

ADSO
Master!
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WILLIAM {0.S.)
I lost your veice for a mement, but now
you seem very clese. FReep turning to
your left.

And Adsc goes intc the stairwell.
INT., CEAMBER (WITH MIRROR) - NIGET

Adso ccmes into yet another identical chamber. EHe
freezes: Somewhere in the glcocom, the bobbing yellow light
of a lantern can be seen. Dodginc back arsund the corner,
he cries out. .

ADSO
I see a lantern.

William's voice comes from behind him!

WILLIAM (O.S.)
Don't move. Stay calm, boy.

The lantern draws nearer; we can just mazke cut the man
holding it. Adsc whispers:

ADSO
I can see 2 man. . .

The man halts.

. ADSO
He's stopped moving.

WILLIAM (0O.S.)
Bas he? . Now what is he doing?

_ ADSO
Raising his lantern. . .

WILLIAM
HEow many times?

ADSO
Three times.

WILLIAM
Then you see me. Raise your lantern.

Adso does sc. They converge from opposite sides of the
room, Adso still trailing his yarn. They are only a few
yards apart when Adsc cries out: gazing at him from the
shadows con his right is a monster whose body undulates
like an evil zppirition. He lezps back toward William --
both to tazke cover and to protect his mentor from the
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demon.

But William simply waves his lantern at the appirition --
steps forwaré, steps back, steps forwaréd again.

WILLIAM
Don't be foclish, dear bey.
(he starts confidently towaréd it)
It's only a mMirrorrrrrrrl ---

A trapdoor opens at William's feet! As he plummets, he
Jjust manages to grab the side of the bookcase beside hin.
He hangs on for dear life. His lantern goes fallingc inte
a2 sinister chasm -- clattering as it goes. At the bettem,
it bursts inte flames, showing us the white skeletons cf a

- few others who did not manage to heolé en.

As William clings tenacicusly to the bookcase, it slowly
tilts cutwaré under his weight, then tips over and falls.
It comes toc rest jammed, diagonally, directly over the
trapdoor: the bocks go falling down, down, down into the
chasm, bouncing and echecing off the walls as they gc,
making a souné like the wingbeats of frantic birds.

William ~- hampered both by his rcbes and middle-age -~
reaches hand over hand to cross the gap, in the manner of
a mountaineer. With a precarious, windeé progress -- he
reaches the other side, where Adsc hauls him to safety.

The trapdocor closes up again, creaking slowly, then snap-
ping shut, like the jaws of an alligator. As William
straightens ocut and dusts off his clothing, he draws the
logical conclusion, (as ever):

WILLIAM
Well. I'd say we're nearing our goal.

Adso, still appalleé, blinks twice.

EXT. GATEROUSZ - NIGHT

The full moon shines in a cloudless sky. The Porter is cp-
ening the massive gates. Throuch them comes a richly ap-
pointed coach drawn by white horses, with the Papal crest
on its side. . .Then, in stark contrast, 2 seconé vehicle
enters -- a sinister wagon with a dark leather cancpy,
drawn by two black horses. On its side is a large yellow
crecss of the inguisition. Lastly, two men-at-arms enter,
grin-faced ané helmeted on horseback, with yellow crosses
emblazoned on their tunics. :
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INT. SECRET LIBRARY (MIRROR CHAMEER) - NIGHT

ADSO
Super throneos viginti quatuor. . .The
inscriptien on the parchment!

With his head held back, Adsc is reading the inscription
over the mirrer; it is so cold in the room, his breath is
visible. William is aglow with excitement. He hands the

lantern to Adso.

WILLIAM
This is where the answer lies!

As Adso helds the lantern for hi m, William guickly slips
on his "eyeglasses" ané then reaches into his habit for a
copy of the cryptcgraph;c parchment. Seeing it, Adso
blinks. William doesn t have to look up £rom the parch-
ment to know Adso's reaction.

WILLIAM
I hope you didn't think I gave him the
zriceless evidence without f£irst copying
t. . L ]

(cénsulting the page with perplexity)
'with your hand above the idel, press
the first and seventh of four. o« o ,
Idcl. What 'iéel'?

He fiddles with various carved ornaments above some stone
statues cn the walls, muttering all the while.

WILLIAM
First ané seventh. . .

He returns to the mirrer, puts his ear to it, taps it,
pushes it. Adso continues to hold the light for him dut-
ifully, though shivering mcre and more.

William drags a bench from beside the central table tc the
mirror, stands on it, and manipulates the carved letters
above the mirror. Nothing. Then he tries to pull the mir-
ror off the wall with his fingers. Nothing. Frustrated,
he climbs off the benck, pzcks it up, ané runs at the mir-
ror with it (like a battering ram).

This causes the mirror to bocm like a2 huce gong. EHe
shakes his head. While the room still reverberates, he

notes a faint, ticking sound.

WILLIAM
Do you hear that?

ADSO
It -- it's my teeth.
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Adso's teeth are chattering; angle on his bare, sandaled
feet -- both stockings completely sacrificed. Ee adds,

pridefully:

ADSO
I'm not afraié -- I'm cold.

William gives the mirror a parting glance.

WILLIAM
We will return.
 aDpso |
Please, we don't have tc leave on my
acec --
WILLIAM

(locking balefully a2t the mirror)
No, no, it's eluding me, anyvay.
(shaking his head in self-reproach)
I must think!
(forcing himself to look away from
the maddening mirror)
We'll come back!

Hé starts toward one of the (four) exits -- then stops.

WILLIANM .
(tzying to remember)
To find yecur way out of a labyrinth,
mark each fork --

- ADSO
Master?
‘'WILLIAM

Shhh. I'm trying to remember. To find
your way out of a.labyrinth. . .

ADEO
Master, I --

William shakes his heaé -- doesn't want to be bothered.
He concentrates, fingers to temples -- then notes the
thread trailing taut after Adsc. His face brightens with
relief -- and pride.

EXT. CEURCE PORTAL/BAILEY/GATEHOUSE - NIGHET
William and Adso cautiously emerge from the dark portal of

the church. Adso holds a big ball of wool, formerly his
hose, _
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WILLIAM .
Well done, Acsc, you --

ADSO
Master, look! The Pope's envoys have
arrived. '

Ané from Adse's point of view, we pan the bizarre spectac-
le of a nocturnal welcoming ceremony.

Under the bright moonglight, we see the Abbot =-- roused
from his bed -- kneeling to wash the plump pink feet of

CARDINAL BETRAND DEL POGGETTO, who is attired in fine
cloth ané white fur. He wears a broad-brimmeé hat with a

gleaming brcach on it. 323ehind him are four papal Legates,
watching the scene with lofty disdain, and two Archers

of the Papal Guard. As a few monks in their bed-clcthes
kneel to the Cardinal; he blesses them with a single
gracious finger. _ '

Still panning, still from Adso's P.0.V., we come to rest
on an eagle-eyed Monk of the Dominican Crder, wearing a
black-white sleeved habit. 'His bloodless, penetrating
gaze immediately sends chills up our spines.

ADSO .
That's him, isn't it, Master: That is
Bernardec Guil

A cloud passes over William's face, but still he says
nething.

(FLASHBACK) INT. BISHOP'S PALACE - DAY

In a very brief fragment from the montage which opened the
movie, we see Bernardo Guli -- the Inguisitor from those
early scenes, standing over the faceless Man who kneels

between two Guards.

(RETURN TO PRESENT) EXT. PORTAL/BAILEY/GATEEOUSE
ADSO
Who is he, Master? Wwhat is he to

you?

But William takes heold of Adso's arm ané steers him
swiftly toward the dormitory, without answering.

105C & 106 (DELETZ SCENES 105C & 106)
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INT. STABLES - NIGHT

The Girl is seazted astride a large, emcty barrel lyin
the ground. Eer crude-duffel bag is slung around her
side the barrel, a candle is burning.

g e
. In"

Now we see that Salvatore is on his knees before the girl
-=- between her splayeé thighs. Nearby, three candles --
one of them black -- are lighted on an upturned milking
stool. In the miédle of the stoocl's unders;de, a black
cat meow's loudly from one of Salvatore's rat cages. 1In-
tiigged by all of this, a horse is watching from a nearby
stall.

Salvatore now crushes a2n egg with one ¢f his huge hands,

. then lets.the contents dribble onto a heap of carefully-

arangec horse manure. Next, he pulls a dead black cock-
eral out of his habit, plucks cut one feather, and gives
the .bird to The Girl. She swiftly snatches th;s offe: ng
and stuffs it into her bag.

Salvatore next toasts the feather over a candle flame, BEe
seizes cne of The Girl's bare feet, anéd brushes it with
the singed feather. She giggles; it tickles her.

Now Salvatore begins to lick the foot, with long, amorous
strokes of the tongue. : The Girl -- very ticklish -~ wrig-
les arcund on the barrel and pounds her fist on Salva-
tore's head -- trying to make him stop. But, too inflam-
ed to stop, he licks her ankle, her calf, her thigh. . .

Planting her other foot against Salvatore's chesk, she
gives him a shove and bursts out laughing; Salvatore
alls back against the upturned stocl. The candles fall
into the straw, which catches fire. The hcrse stamps and
whinnies -- frightening the rest of the stable; the pigs
begin to sgueal madly; all at once, it is pandemonium.

INT. DORMITORY STAIRCASE - NIGHT

Bleary-eyed and half-dressed, the Brothe:sihurry down-
stairs -- awakened by the commocticn in the bazn.

INT. STABLES - NIGHT

New the stables are lit by lanterns. All that remains of
the guickly-extinguished fire is a sodden circle of char- -
red straw. Salvatore and The Girl are being held by men-
at-arms. HKe is white as a sheet; she is struggling like a
captured beast.




N [

Bernarde Gui has already convened a summary court of in-
quiry. The diabolical cbjects -- caged black cat, up-
turned stool with black candle -- are exhibited on a box
of ocats. Present in the throng of spectators are the
Abbot and Malachi; William and Adsc now appear, elbowing
their way to the £front.

Bernarde Gui drzmatically lifts the black cat by the
scruff of its neck and flourishes it for the audience --
who cower in terror as the poor animal spits furiocusly.

.Then he directs his giﬁlet eyes at Salvatore.

BERNARDOC GUI
What's this?

Salvatecre, blinking, locks around nervously, says nothing.
Bernardo Gui, still holding his penetrating gaze on Sal-
vatore, indicates The Girl with a crisp nod of the head.

BERNARDO GUI
Search the creature!

with swift, uncentle effeciency, the Men-at-Arms comply; . .
as they wrest The Girl's bag from her, she fights them all
the way -- trying to bite and kick them and vociferating
loudly in her unintelligable local dialect.

TEE GIRL
Niente ho fatto di male! Era per nu-
tri cazarme! Non ho furato!

But it's to no avail; they flourish the dead black cock-
al. The Girl's eyes flash repeatedly, imploringly towazd
Aﬁsg.t Hés brow knits into hard concern; he has no idea
what to do.

Bernardo Gui speaks, outraged: but it is not a surprised
or inspired outrage; it is a professional, contrived out-
rage. ' : .

BERNARDC GUI
Eow many times have I seen these same
chastly objects of Devil-worship?! The
black czt, the black cockeral, the
black candle. . .

§e shakes his head with ostensible pity and despair for the
éevil-worshipers" ané their misguided ways. :

Adso meantime, presses close to William.
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ADSO
But -- it's feor the fccc, not the devil!

Tell him!

Bernaréec Gui turns to William, whom he must've noticed some
time before.

BERNARD GUI
You've seen them too, Brother William.
Do you recall the woman in Kilkenny who
had intercourse with 2 demon posing a2s a
black cat -- .

WILLIAM
(overlapping)
I'm sure you neeén't draw on my memories
to gormulate your conc usions, Lord Ber-
nardo. .

BERNARDO GUI

No. Not when faced with irrefutable evi-
dence: &a witch, a2 monk seduced, Satanic
rites. . . _ '

(he turns to the Abbot)
And tomorrow, we shall know if these
events are connected to the even graver
mystery which afflicts this abbey.

The Abbot nods, half-ashamed but half-grateful. . .

BERNARDO GUI
(to the Men-at-Arms)
Lock them up, so we may all sleep safe-
ly tonight!

Salvatere hangs his heavy head as he is borne out -- over-
whelmed by the fate he has _been dealt; - The Girl, however,
struggles fiercely at eve:y step -- as determined as she is
confused. ‘She casts a last imploring glance at Adso, who
watches them carry her out with the greatest intensity ancé
f:ustratzon.

INT. WILLIAM & ADSO'S CELL - NIGHT

ADSO
~ You said nothing!

He cannct even look at William; he faces the wall.
WILLIAM
You must believe me, Adsc, ncthing I

might have said would have made a dif-
ference.

€8
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ADSQ
(still to the wall)
You're so ready to speak the truth when
it comes to bocks and icdeas --

WILLIAM

(earnestly trying to reach him)
Adso, the Inquisition has its own rules,
however terrible. . .I know the girl's
only crime is to be beautiful and hungry.
But Bermardo Gui had already arrayed his
'evidence' and 'facts'. . .These cannot
be refuted with words. Only with evidence
that is mere persuasive can we have
any hope to discredit --

ADSO
(bitterly)
I'm pleased you know sc much about the
Holy Inquisition and its rules!

William rests his hand on Adso's shoulder. Then, dramat-~
ically:

WILLIAM
I know all about it, Adsoc. . .I was
once an inguisitor myself.

Adso pulls away from William to stare him straighkt in the
face; he is in shock. BHe doesn't want te believe it.
William neds as if to say, Yes, it's true.

WILLIAM
I could say it was another time -- an
earlier ané more benign era of inquis-
ition -- but that does nothing to erase
the shame in my heart -~ the shame that
is so vivicély stirred by the sight eof
Bernardo Gui. . .You see, cne day it was
my ‘'duty’ to preside at the trail of a
man -- an admirable man -- whose only
crime was to have translated and anno-
tated scme ancient texts.

And now, as William speaks, we see the events he describes
in MCONTAGE. We are drawing from the same montage as that
which openeé the movie -- but certain crucial camera angles
will be different.

(FLASHEACK) EXT. COBgLED SETREET - DAY
2cain we see the shackled Prisocner being borne down the

narrcw, croocked medieval street by the gruff Incuisitorizl
Guards, wearing their tuniecs emblazoned with yellow crosses
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ané helding the heraldic banners which show the same sym-
bol. Again we see the mass of unwashed humanity (like a
Bieronymus Bosch tableau) watching these ‘events with awe
ané fear. The ragged peasants, shopkeepers, etc., eve the
thoughtful-leocking prisoner like 2 leper or the Devil him-
self, Some cross themselves; scme turn away, terrified. . .

1118 (FLASHBACK) INT. BISECP'S PALACE - DAY

As the Inguisitoral Guards stand grimly by -- and Bernarde
Gui scuints his eyes with rage =-- the faceless Man from the
opening montage pleads for the Prisoner's life before the
impassive, richly-attirec Bishops. This time we see that
the faceless Man is William.

.t WILLIAM (V.0.)
I did everything I could to secure his
acguittal -- but the bock had been deem-
ed an affront to the Scriptures. . .

We see the pile of manuscript pages =--

WILLIAM (V.0.)
In the miné of the Incuisition, he was
already guilty. . My words fell on
deaf ears. '

110C (FLASHBACK) INT. BISHOP'S ?ALACE - SOME MIMUTES LATER
They are dragging out the Priscner.

WILLIAM (V.O.)
Dié I say deaf ears, Adso? That was
too kind.

Now angle on William, head bowed and hands together,
flanked by the two Inqu;sitc:zal Guards. As Bernardo Gui
stands over him, pronocuncing him a heretic, we again hear
William, in voice over. . .

WILLIAM (V.0.)
You see, among the laws of the EHoly In-
quisition there is ocne that states, Ee
who disputes a sentence of heresy is -
himself a heretic, ané suspectible to i
the same punishment. - . i

110D EXT. INQUISITCRIAL PYRE - NIGHT
Now,. as the pyre is lichted, and the poor Prisoner writhes

in ageony, the whole Court drops to its knees, reverently.
William alone remains staunchly standinc. Bernarde Gui,

70



1102

111

112

kneeling next to him, glares f;ercely -- almcst éaring him
to remain on two feet.

We hear Aéso -- by now softenec towars his master.

ADSO (V.0.})
And then, Master? What happened then?

The flames consume the Prisoner, who mouths a silent
scream.
' WILLIAM (V.O.)
The prisoner was burned at the stake.

Now, at the last moment, as Bernardo Gui gla:es, William
d*cps tec his kneesr

WILLIZM (V.0O.)
Ané I am still alive.

(RETURN TO PRESENT) INT. WILLIAM & ADSO'S CELL - NIGET

William stares vaguely out, drained by these awful memcr-
ies; this time, it is he who cannot lock at Adsc. . .For
his part, Adso's fury as given way to a frightened under-
standing.

ADSO
Ané The Girl. Vhat -- what will happen
now?

An earsplitting cry of pain rings out as we
SEOCX CUT TO:

(DELETE SCENE 111)

-INT. BASEMENT FORGE - DAY

A vise closes on a man's wrist, crushing it. It is Salva-
tore. He is held by two Incuisitorial Guards. The Tortur-
er who manipulates the vise wears a red€ hooé with two eye-
holes; ncw, as Salvatore's screams grow raw, he releases
the vise's terrible grip. . .

Arrayed in the forge, lit by smoking torches, are the in-
struments of torture: a rack, bcots, mallets, thumbscrews,
nails, etc. Bernardo Gui is seated on a stocl. Beside
him stands a Recorder -- a young monk with a gcose quill,
peised to jot down the priscner's confessions in a ledger.

Ncw Bernardo Gui gets up, walks to Salvatore. The hunch-
back looks up, frightened and broken; Bernarde Gui smiles

n
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faintly, gently.

BERNARDC GUI
Brother Salvatore, these torments hurt
me as guite as much as they do you. But
only you may put a stecp to them., Please
-- let us stop now! I feel certain yecu
never really shared Dolcinc's beliefs.

SALVATCRE
Never! Jamais!

BERNARDO GUI
(nodding, confidential)
I feel that someocne you know urged
Dolcino's beliefs on you. . .Please,
Brother Salvators, for both our sakes,
search your scul, tell me.

Salvatore knits his brcﬁ; we can't tell what he is
thinking or might say.

SALVATORE
I search, your veneratable (sic) mag-
nificence, I am deoing to search!

The Recorder's goose-gquill sgueaks harshly. . .We pan up
the stairs where, hidden in the gloom, the cellarer watches
his captured colleague -- terrified he will talk. As Sal-

_vatcre screams again, 0.S., Remigio flinches.

INT. REFECTORY - DAY

Open on Michel de Cesene, whom we find delivering a speech
he reads frcm a parchment page; he is near its enc.

: MICHEL DE CESENE
« « o.the dispute whick has brought us
here has brought death to many, my be-
loved bretheren. . .

We ncw see that he acddresses the great summit. The two
delegations sit across from each other at the high takble:
on one side, the fat papal envoys, expensively dressed:
Betranéd del Poggetto, Jean 4'Anneaux, Jean de Baume and the
Bishop of Alborea. On the other side, the gaunt Francis-
cans in their plain habits: Hugh of Newcastle, Jerome of
Kaffa, Giovanni Bonagrazia, and Ubkertino de Casale. Michel
de Cesene stands at the head of the table.

MICHEL DE CESENE
It has wounded the unity of Holy Mother
‘Church, and it has caused each of us to
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MICHEL (Cont'é)
grieve deeply in his heart.

We ncw see that William ané the Abbot are alsc at the
table, although at a short distance frcm the two Gele-

cations.

MICEEL DE CESENE
Thus do we praise Gocé that we are final-
ly seated, all tocether. All Christians
everywhere wait to hear what we will de-
cide in this venerable place. Wwe have,

really, but one guestion to resclve: in
its sxmplest form, we must decide if

Christ owned the clothes Ee wore. . .
(The Papal envoys exchange weary, sarcastic smiles.)

MICHEL DE CESZENE
(noting this, ané growing more
fierce)
For none of us may presume to violate
His example!

As Michel de Cesene goes back to his seat, Bertrand del
Pogcetto walks to the head of the table with great pom-
posity and his remarks in hand, eon parchment.

Meantime, as Michel de Cesene takes his seat, he speaks to
Ubertino next to him.

MICEEL DE CESENE
(whispering) :
Brother Ubertine, what are you éoing here?

: - UBERTINO
The Cardinal invited me to speak for the
Franciscan cause. . .I thought it was
ever-so-kind of him!

As Ubertino smiles his half-mad beatific smile, Michel ce
Cesene looks up the Cardinal with suprressed rage; 3just

now, the Cardinal begins to speak.

BERTRAND DEL POGETTO
Beloved Bretheren of the Franciscan Or-
der, our Holy Father in Rome has entrust-
ed me ané my fellow bretheren --
{an imperial noé to the other fat
men)

to uncdertake an urgent mission for which
he has long waited. We presume to speak
for him only with the greatest humility.

At this moment, the door of the refectory creaks cpen. The
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g over with annoyance. It is Severinus who has
2§?:§eé?°§nd he hurries over to William -- red-faced but
terribly eager to speak to him. Bertrand del Pogetto
sqguints with annhoyance, then continues.

BERTRAND DEL POGETTO
Our Holy Father in Rome and we ourselves
stand most egregiously accused of collec-
ting and amassing werldly goods for our
own werldly comfort and pleasure. Eow
grievously the Pope and we are weund-
eé by these words!

In the meantime, Severinus kneels down by William and
whispers fiercely. . .

SEVERINUS d
You must come guickly! H
WILLIAM - -
Brother Severinus -- I cannot. o

Ee indicates discreetly everyone and everything.

SEVERINUS
I've found scmething in the dispensary!

Bertrand del Pogetto's voice rises with annoyance:

BERTRAND DEL POGETTO
« « oeVen the ?randest monument to God is
but a pale reflection of ais greztness!
It is only by building the most magnifi-
cent monuments to His greatness that we
may hope to vanquish the Holy Infidel and
bring men to the faith!

. Looking up, William notes all the Papal enveoys glaring at

him. The aAhbot, nearby, is even more annoyed, if that is
possible, rinally, we see the other Franciscans, who are
filled with embarrassment.

. SEVERINUS
(whispering fiercely)
Brother William, it's the book you've 57
keen searchine for! I'm sure of it! i

William is Jesperate to go see -- but cannot.

WILLIAM _
Brother, don't touch it. Go back to
your dispensary and lock the door.
Don't open the door to anyone, do you un-
derstand?
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SEVERINUSE
{nodéing)
I'll be waiting.

willian nods, and squeezes Severinus's hand, gently. Sev-
erinus hurries out of the refectory. The Abbot sguints at
william who is watching Severinus go.

williar now tries to fix his attention on the speaker, but
we ca2n see he is burning with impatience.

BERTRAND DEL POGETTC

. o .theg are not the palaces of the
Pope =-- but the palaces of God!

(DELETE SCENE 114)
(DELETE SCENE 115)
INT./EXT DISPENSARY - DAY

we hold on the dispensary door as footsteps hurry towazd
it. The door opens and Severinus enters. As he comes in,
he is eagerly, almost cheerfully, pulling a glove ontc his
right hand and thus does not notice the state of the room
at once. Now, he locks up -- anéd is aghast.

the dispensary has been ransacked and rifled in its every
part: £lasks, bottles, books, pzpers -~ 2all have been
tossed about by scmecne locking for something. -

on one corner of the main table, amid the debris, lies the
beok. Severinus stares at it, then around him, feeling the
culprit must still be present, since the book is. . . He
moves forward stealthfully until a cowled figure -- whom we
see from behiné -- steps out from behind a large shelf; he
advances unhesitatingly toward Severinus, ruthlessly unaf-
raid. Severinus stands stock-still -- outrageé and frigh-

SEVERINUS
You!

put even as he says this, the unidentified monk réises a
heavy armillary sphere into the air, and crushes it onto
severinus's head. BHRe collapses, instantly dead.

rhe murderer (still unseen to us) conceals the book in his

habit. Then in an insanely ironic gesture, he bends over
#ne herbalist's body, and blesses it.
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INT. GRANARY/ADJOINING ROOM - DAY

"In the spacious granary (which has a vaulted roof and re-

sembles an inverted ship's hull) Remigioc is levying tithes
from the local peasants; with great deliberation and self-
importance, he weighs a measure of grain while the poor hag-
gard wretches -- in awe of the powerful cellarer -- stand
in line with their contributicns of beans, turnips,

chickens.

Remigio's attention is now captured by Malachi -- who is

beckoning to him from the adjoining room, beyoné the
peasant's range of vision. Remigioc importantly indicates
to the peasants to wait, ané hurries over.

IRT. ADJOINING ROOM = DAY
Malachi holds onto Remigio's arm urgently.

MALACEZ
Brother, you must escape! Salvatcre has
just this moment tcld the Inguisitor alll!

Remigic goes wide-eyed.

MALACEI
Yes -- all about your past!: Ee told him
about the relic of Delcino ycu keep hid-
den in the dispensary.

REMIGIO
But -« how did he know?

MALACHI
There's no time to wonéer! Fetch the
relic and run for your life, I beg you!

REMIGIO .
Thank you, Brother!

Remigio dashes to the trapdcor and disappears. . .Malachi
is about to follow. Ee hesitates when he notices something

on his cwn sancdal: a few droplets of blooéd. He wipes them
off against the straw, then proceecds.

(DELETE SCENE 118)
INT. REFECTORY - DAY

Jean d'Anneaux, fat and red-faced, jumps out of his seat at
the refectory tzble, pointing with accusatien, shouting
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loudl
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JEAN D'ANNEAUX
You Franciscans are =o ‘'close to the
pecple’ you sleep in their becés!

Ubertino, directly across the table, shouts back:

UBERTINO
I wouldn't speak of lust, Jean d'Anneaux!
Not when half the women of Eurcpe are hid-
den in the Pope's palaces!

Then all the delegates from both sides of the table jump up
from their seats and begin yelling insults in their various
native tongues. . .It's a cacophancus explosiocn; the broth-
ers bodies angle forward -~ like bar-~brawlers daring each
cther to take the first punch,

As the Abbot wrings his hands -- trying to regain corder --
and the politic Michel de Cesene does much the same, Wil-
A liam quickly surmises he may now go to the dispensary with- !
:gt geing missed. Ee swiftly leaves his seat, heading for
he door. . . .

Where he meets Bernardo Gui; he stands in the doorway,
watching the commotion with his lips curled intoc a sardonic
smi%e. He indicates to William he had better wait, then
calls ocut: )

BERNARDO GUI ' !
Bretheren, if you please! Something has ;
happened! . . :

The others fall silent. We note that fat Jean §'Anneaux B
has his hanés arcund gaunt Giovanni Bonagrazia's neck in a :
way that suggests Laurel and Hardy -- Stan blinking and

Ollie enraged. EBut now he releases his grip to heed the
Inquisitor's words, and Giovanni falls eon his rear. . .

BERNARDO GUI
Something of the utmost gravity.
121 (DELETE SCENE 121) ' . .
122 INT. DISPENSARY - DAY
The Men-at-Arms holé onte the cellarer. . .

REMIGIO

He was dead when I came in, I swear
it! Listen te me, why don't you!

« .+ .Bernaxdc Gui enters, followed by the Abbet, the two



delegations of the summit, and William. William shakes his
head almost imperceptibly when he sees the body of Severi-
The Abkot shocts an Ancry caze at Bernardo, then tries to
shepherd the delegations back tc the summit.

ABBOT |
Dear Brothers, these matters are well
in hand! Let us return to our --

But they all want to see what's going on -~ especially now
that William has knelt by the corpse and is turning it face

up.

ABBCT
Please, my Brothers --

Berzardeo Gui, in the meantime, walks straight up to Remig-
éo, taking frcm a Man-at-Arms the relic that was found en
im. :

BERNARDO GUI
Remigio de Varagaine, I had already or-
dered your arrest cn other charges. I
see now I was correct, although I re-
preach myself for being too late.

New he glares at William, who has turned Severinus over and
- is stripping the glove off his hand to check his fingertips
for stains.

BERNARDC GUI ,
Perhaps another responsible party is alsce
reproaching himself! Had he not chcsen tc
lock in the wrong direction, severzl men
of God micht still be with us.

William does not do Bernardo Gui the henor of locking up
from his searches; the Franciscans look to each other
nervously and the Papal envoys whisper to each cther -- all
wonéering what William is doing. Meantime, the Men-at-Arms
drag the cellerar out, swiftly and beolély, and the Abbot
tries to get everybody back to the refectory.

AEBOT :
Please, my Brcthers, let us return. . .

123 & 124 (DELETE SCENES 123 & 124) | : S

125 1INT. CEZAPTER EOUSE - DAY

Open on the cellarer's face. We hear Bernardec Gui's voice.
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BERNARDO GUI (0.S.)
You do not deny that you fought along-
side the murderer and_heretic, Dolcinq?

REMIGIO
I do not deny that in my yocuth I cen-
fused the love of Jesus Christ with my
desire for freedom and my hatred of
the fat and self-satisifed bishops!

Many have crowded into the gallery which surrounds the
floor of the chapter house tc see the Inquisitorial trial:
the two delegations, William, Jorce, Malachi, the Abbot,
various other menks. . .Still more monks watch from the
cloisters, from which the chapter house is visible.

Bernardo Guidoni presides at the head of a massive table,
set between columns. Facing him are the priscners:
Remigio, The Girl, and ‘Salvatore. They are shackled at the
wrists and ankles -- although Salvatore's wrists hang
uselessly after his night of torture and he looks blank,
compliant, lobotomized, glazed-eyed.

BERNARDO GUI
(as if weary)
To repeat, Remigio de Varagaine: you
do not deny that you fought alongside
the murderer and heretic, Deoleine.

REMIGIO

(defiantly, even proucdly)
Ne, I den't deny it, Lord Bernardo!
I affirm it!

A murmur of shock passes among the monks. . .

INT. CEURCE - DAY
Adso prays fervently beneath the Madonna., . .

. ADSO
Hear me, blessed Virgin, hear my hum-
ble prayer. . .I have seen her terrible
poverty. I know that she has nothing,
nothing at all, except your love. You
alone may save her. . . Do not forsake
her, blessed Virgin, hear my praver.

Near to tears, he bows his head, crosses himself.

INT. CHAPTZIR HOUSEZ - DAY

Remigio seems paradoxically embcldéened ané liberatec by the
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bad turn Fate has éezlt him. . .

REMIGIC

I should thank you, loré Inquisitor!
Yeu've given me back my courage now that
I've nothing left to lose and no secrets
to keep. . .You see, in the eleven years
I have been in the abbey, I have grown ex-
pert in extracting tithes from the peas-
ants. I take their clothes, their grain,
theizr, . .

(he glances almost imperceptibly

at The Girl)
I've become truly greesy and lustful,
now that I'm a 'good Christian.'

(he lcooks harc at Bernardée Gui)
But today you have reminded me, Lord Ber-
nardo, tocay you have given me the cour-
age to remexber .--

BERNARDC GUI
Yes, let me reminé yvou: that ycu looted
the precperty cf geood Christians!

REMIGIC
Yes! To give it back to thecse they had
stolen it from in the f£irst place! We
thoucht we broke the Commanament in the
name of a higher justice!

The spectators begin to murur.

The murmur grows

The courtroom is
it.

BERNARDO GUI .
That you wantonly destroyed and burned
Church property.

REMIGIO
Out of the belief that universal poverty
was the message of Our lord! We sinned
because we lcvec Him inordinately --

loudezr. . .

BERNARDO GUI
And lastly that ycu killed gcod Christ-
ians ==

RENIGIO
Rilleg £false Christians, who were slowly
killing cthers in their self-righteous-
ness ané greed! That is how we saw it
in our youthful love for the Lord!

in an Lprcar, but Bernardée Gui rises abcve
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EERNARDO GUI
In other words, ycu burned, looted stole
ané killed Lkeczuse you loved the Lorg.

REMIGIO
Those words are yours -- but I don't deny
nmy former cdeeds. But just as I truly con-
fess them, I swear cn the Scriptures I d§ié
not kill Brother Severinus -- or any cf
the brothers who died here before him.

As Bernardo Gui speaks, below, we see Adso making his way
intc the courtroom to watch the preceedings. He stares in-

tently at The Girl.

, BERNARDO GUI

The case has been tried, the charcges
proven. Remigioc de Varagaine, when
you have just heard confess, is a here-
tic! Heretical is the relic we found'
in his possession!

He holds up the phial which holds a floating finger with &
charred nail. Frightened ripples go through the gallery.

BERNARDO GUI
Eeretical, also, is his colleague, Sal-
vatore! Heretical, as well, is the witch
with whom Salvatore was found in flac-
rante delicto =- amid their devices
of devil-worship!

William sees Adsc, sta:ihg at The Girl.

. BERNARDO GUI

Beretical, lastly, and most horrifying in
the eyes of God, are the murders that have
sullied this sacred place anéd which resem-
ble all too clearly the crimes practised
by the heretic Dolcino ané his followers.
Remicio, Salvatore and the witch are no
leonger ours; they ncw belong teo the pur-
- ifying flames, to which they will be taken
at night's fall tomorrow; there is no
need to delay matters, fcr surely nc one
wishes to contest the just sentence of

the Holy Ingquisition.

Bernardeo Gui looks cver at Willizm with a2 hidden smile.
Acéso, too, looks at William, keenly and anxiously. Wil-
liam sits with head bent in concentration -- or is it shanme
that he will again fail to speak up. A leng ané anguished
moment. Then William stands.

€1
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WILLIAM
Remigio de Varagine and his fellow pris-
oners are innocent ¢f the murders that
have cursed this abbey!

Confused and outraged murmurs rise up in the gallery.
William only speaks louder.

WILLIAM :
For none of the priscners can read Greek
-- anéd these terrible crimes rest entire-
ly on the theft and possession ¢f a bock
in Greek!

. As William begins to delineate the thesis with which we are

1268

2lready familiar, the outraged Abbot does nct even attempt
to silence the crowd. The Franciscans are horrified with
embarrassment; Betrand del Pogetto, seizing on a opportune
excuse by which to leave in ocutrage, gestures to his fellow
Pzpal envoys, and proceeds to walk out -- with the haughty
disdain of a respectable theatre patron scandalized by an
obscene performance. We track them. . .

Meantime, William continues to ocutline his crazy-soundineg
thesis in the B.G. ("This book has now been returned to a
secret chamber. The chamber can be cpened only by means of
this formula. ‘manu supra idolum age primum et septimum ce
guatucr', a formula found ocn a crvptographzc parchment, and
:evealec only when a sympathetic ink is held clcse to a
flame.' The book contains the following sentences, or
fragme“ts therecf: 'to say one thing anc mean ancther. . .

'a terrible poiscn that gives purification. . .'; and 'the
shameless stone that rolls over the plain. . .'). . .Mich-
el de Cesene hurries from his seat, rushing after the
Pope's men, who are heading cut into the Cloisters.

EXT. CLOISTERS -'DAY
Michel de Cesene catches up to the Papal party.

MICHEL DE CESENE
Cardinal, I beg of you -- return to the
meeting so we may éiscuss more zmporbant
matters! We Pranciscans are as astound-
ed as you by Brother William's outburst!

BERNARDO DEL POGZTT
(self-righteously)
Brother Michele de Cesene -~ there is
nothing left to discuss! The actions of
the cellarer demonstrate only teo cleazly
the locical cutcome of your ideas. The
summit is now concluded! '



S

BERNARDO GUI

Remigio de Varacaine, self-ccnfessed
heretic ané murderer, will be burned,
alonc with his twec accomplices, as
we have already said. . .

(2 pause; then turning)
As for Brother William of Baskerville:
he has relapsed intc the errors ¢of which
he was formerly purzed. Eaving sought
to protect yet anetner heretic from just
punishment, he will be taken to Avignon
for confirmaticn of my sentence by papal
authority. There, the proper measures
will be taken to insure the final
purification of his. soul!l

Adso watches, aghast, as the Men-at-Arms surround William,
who shows not a flicker of resistence or emotioen, and other
Men-at-Arms bear The Girl and the other priscners out of
the courtroom.

127-129 (DELETE SCENES 126-122)

130

131

INT. CORRIDCR (OUTSIDE WM. & ADSO'S CELL) - NIGET

A Man-at-Arms paces up and down the corrider, keeping watch
over William's deor.

INT. WILLIAM & ADSO'S CELL - NIGET

William, deep in deductive thoucht, peers keenly at the
cryptograghic parchment throusgh the good lens of his
"eveglasses." Adsc, meantime, paces fiercely, with the
awareness that beth the objects of his love anéd esteem have
beern sentenced to die. He is astounded by William's seenm-
ing calm.

ADSO
‘Master, how can you --

WILLIZM
(looking up, a pale smile)
It is the only hope. . .

Aéso nods, chastised.:
ADSO
Master, there -- there's scmething I

have to tell you. You must take my con-
fession.

84
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And as Michel de Cesene forlornly watches the Pope's men
pompously stride cff, we cut back into the chapter house.

INT. CEAPTER HOUSE - DAY
William is at the enéd of his speech.

WILLIAM
- If we consicer this sentence to be the
rue cne, other monks will meet their
deaths! Still more men will be found
with black fingers anc klack tongues!

The hall is in an uproar as William resumes his seat, look-
ing neither right ner left. Adsc gazes at him with 2
mixture of pity and acdmiration. .

It seems that only Bernardo Gui is unfazed; in fact, he
wears a thin smile of self-satisfaction.

BERNARDO GUI .
Since the sentence has been disputed,
we are ferced to extract the priscner's
confessicn of murder! Take him to the

forge.

Remigio lezps up, filled with fearx.

REMIGIO .
No! I won't live througch a night like
Salvatore!

(he gazes down on his befuddled
and glazed-eyed friend; quietly)
I'd rather burn now!

BERNARDO GUI
Let it be noteé the prisoner wishes tc
confess -- and has nct been subjected
to torture. . .You will cffer your con-
fession now, Remigio ‘de Varacine.

REMIGIO
I killed the illuminztor becauvse =--
(thinking) ' ,

I envied his beauty. I killed the trans-
lator because -- he could read Greek. I
-killed Berencar because -~ because he re-

minded me of my mother. And I killed
the herbalist because -- because we here-
tics love to kill! There!
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WILLIAM
I know, Acso.

ADSO
No, not this, Master. 1I'm afraid you
don't know me.

WILLIAM
I do, Aéso. . .

He holés his novice's gaze for a moment, then lcoks down at
the parchment before he speaks -- out of respect for Adsc's
modestv, or from his ocwn, or both: neither of them is evexn
remotely accustomed to such tencerly intimate words.

: WILLIAM
When I found yvou in the kitchen that
night, I knew at once what had happened.
Even before I woke you.

William locké up beneveolently, and Adsc dreps to his knees,
before William,

: ADSO
Let me confess it, Master. . .

Ee rests his hané gently on Adso's head, like a confessor --
but £inishes his thecught.

WILLIAM
But it was only later -- and in the days
that have followed -~ that I knew you
were dazed not so much by the act itself

-=- as by love.

Stzring at the floor, Adso nods.

WILLIAM .
I wouldn't feel ashamed, dear boy. Not
after all that we've seen here. Yours
seems to be the only example of love
to ke founé in a very dark and ugly
world.

Still kreelinc at Williams feet, but unable to lock at him,
Aéso impulsively clasps his master's hand.

INT. CCRRIDOR (OUTSIZE WM. & ADSO'S CELL) - NIGHT
The Man-zt-Arms is summcned by a pounding cn the door £rom

inside the cell. He opens the dcor to Adso, whe incdicates
he wants to go out. As Adso hurries out, the Man-at-aAIms

. lcoks in en William, who is again stucdving the cryptogram.
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INT. DUNGEON/WINDOW - NIGEHET

In 2 dark, dank, nazrzow ce--, The Girl is chained at txe
wrists to two rings emtedded in the wall. EHer exhausted,
half-naked bedy sacs frem time to time, and it is 2ll she
can deo to bring herself back erect. She is opposite a
sunken wincéow -- in itself almest a fcrm cf terture, since
a steady, bleak wet winé blows through it, causing her to
shiver ceaselessly.

Just now, Acso appears at the window. Ee wriccles throug
it nimbly, and drops down ontc the flagstones.

She flinches at the socundé of his footfalls -- wondering
what new terment is in store.

ADSO
Ne, no, den't be a‘:azd o

She raises her weary szcging heaé to see Adso.

ADSO
Yes, ves, I've come.
{he sees her s.ate. shakes his
head)
Please -- Gon't give up! You mustn't!

But she has lecng since givéa up hope. 8She speaks te Adso
in her unintelligible native dialec:.

THEE GIRL
Come tu se' cortese, o amor. . .
e po' cotanto zovenetto. . .

ADSO
Please, you must.listen to me --
when they say, 'De ycu rencunce the
Devil,' tell them Yes! Yes!

But she continues to ramkble, murmuring into her cheet, toc
weak to holé up her head.

ADSO
They'll a2sk you -- 'Do you accept Jesus
Chzist a2s your Lord and S=vzonr -- andé
you must say Yes You must

THE GIRL
E po' cotanto zcvenette. . .Come tu
‘se' tante dcze e vago. . .

Shaking his head, realizinc she canrnot uncerstané him, Adsc
brushes the mat-ed sgtrznds of hair from her face and eves
.and gentlv wipes away the sweat on her forshead with his

r
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cleeve. . .Seeing how she shivers, he presses his bedy up
acainst her, warms her breasts, shoulders, throat. . .She
concinues to murmur, rambling, and his wcrds overlap hers.

TEE GIRL _
I tuc' carpei son come le spighe. . .
Eo ti son tanto dappressc. Hai si buen
sentcre. . &

ADESO
Ee's thinking, my Master, ever now.
HBe's cleverer than they are -- he'll
save you. Ee kanows everything -- he
even khew how much I love ycu, he
knew it right away. . .

THE GIRL -
e o »Tu se' come 'l mele che nutrica
2l primovere. . . '

ADSO
Don't give up hope, I beg you!

she hancs her head, muttering. Now, a docr clangs from
Geeper inside the dungeon, and footsteps becin to come
clesec. Adso locks up keenly. She continues to muzmur.

He présses her hané in his, catches his hancds on the window
ledge, lifts himself out. : _

ExT. ABBEY GATEWAY/MOUND/RIDGE - LATE AFTERNOON

Under a cray ané threatening sky, the wicket door in one of
the great gates swingcs open. Hichel de Cesene ancé his
party of threadbare Franciscans leave the abbey, leading
he goats which hold their meager belongings.

As they make their way down the mudéy track with the aid ef
pilgrims' stafis, the massive gates behind them oren. The
impesing white Papal ccach new exits the abkey, led by its
whice horses and escorted by its impressively unifermed
papal Archers. As the coach passes and overtakes the
humzle Franciscans, it splatters them with mud.

Now, we ancle on ancther part of the monestary grounds: on
a moundé overlooking the valley, near the abkey wzlls, In-
guisition Guards supervise abbey Servants in the erecticn
of three black stakes for the executicns te come tenight.
Other servants, trudging aleong in single £ile, carry bund-
les ¢f fzggots to the place of execution, laying them in
meuntinc pyres at the fcct of the stzkes.,

g7
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Lastly, we ancle on the :idge of abbey, overlcoking the
dreacdful pyvres. Acsc stands there, watchinc in silencs. -
We pan up to the Sead gray sky, l;s.e“-nc tc the hammer
blews of the men building the stakes

MATCE DISSOLVE TC
EXT. SKY/CHURCE PORTAL - EVENING

As the sky thickens with twilight, the hammers blows give
vay to silence. . . :

We see the monks of the monestary swiftly ard silently
filing inte church for their eveninc devotions.

William anc Adso are fsllcwed closely by the Man-at-Arms
charced with locking over. . William. William speaks cuietly

‘ané cazutiously, staring straight aheaéd.

WILLIAM
Adse, I have solved the cryptogram. . .

Acse locks at him, hopefully, but William mzintains his
steely, discreet, forwaré-looking stare.

WILLIAM
Since it' s plain my escort is a diligent
fellow, I'm afraié vcu shall have to en-
ter the labv:;nth alcrne.

Aéso casts a backwards glance at the "escrot," then follows
William's lead, speaking carefully, while staring straicght
aheac. Ee conceals his fear beneath a layer of keen ly-
whisperec bravade.

ADSO
Now?

WILLIANM
After.

They enter the church., The Man-at-irms waits outside,
taking his post by the door.

INT. CEURCH - EVENING

Jorge is in the pulpit, his smooth skull ané whitened eves
lit frem belcw by candles mcunted on a tripcd. He speaks
with great ané mcunting emotien.

JORGZE '
« « oBrethern, let us be warned ané hum-
" bled by these unhapry events -- if not



TN

JORGE (Cont'd)

crdaineé by God, at least sanctiocnec by

im to abase our pride. When the pyres
are lighted tonight, let the flames pur-
ify each of us in his heart. Le:t us nct
seek ways cf knowledce outside the Holy
Sc:;*tu’es, £for the lLoré is coming socn!
He is coning to raise the dead, ané cn
that blessed éday, he will lift the scales
from our eves, brothers, ané we w:ll kacw
all!

The entire mcnestary is ar:ayec in the pews. We see Wil-
liam ané Adso seated on a sicde aisle; Bernazde Gui, cliose
to the front; the Arkot, at the foot of the pu‘pzt steps.

when Jorce pauses, we hear what seems to be the scuns of a
sleeping, heavily-breathing monk, somewhere in the dark
church. The succentor, lantern in hané, becins instantly
to lock for the offending monk. As Jorge spezks, below, we
cut between the succentor, seeking the sleeping menk, ané
William, who is instructing Adso befcre he enters the lak-
yrinth. EHe produces a pair of gloves from his habit and
hands them to Adso.

WILLIAM

When you get inside, you will need
these.
ADSO

Why, Master?

The succentor, holéing the lantern, spots the sleepinc
culprit, ané hurries toward him, as we hear Jorge, 0O.S.

- JORGZ (0.S8.)
lLet us praise the Allmighty that the
blooéy-eveé and cloven-hocfed Antichrist
has been purged from cur sacred precincts
and now our monestary has returned to per-
peace!

But just as Jorcge praises the peace, the suc*eﬂtor shzkes
the sleszing menk ~- who tcpples loudly eonteo the flagstone
floor with a cry. It is Malachi -- blue in the face,
tormented, dying! :

Forgetting where they are -- £filled with pure paq*c -=- the
monks from the neichboring pews jump from their seats, scne
crving out, as they fcrm a circle around Malachi.

MONZXKS
His tengue is black! Jesus, Mary and
Joseph! EKis fingers are klack as cosal!
It's ag Brother William ferezold it!
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: MCNKS (Cent'd)
He's dying with blackened fincers!

Jorgce is cescencding rapidly from the pulpit -- feeling Zcr
the arm of the Abbot.

JORGE
God save us, what's happened now?

AEBBO0T
It's Brether Mzlachi!

JORGE
(stricken)
Dear God! Not Malachil!

e« « JOrge, overcome by grief, stumbles swiftly away. . .

Bernarde Gui, with his mighty Men-At-Arms in tow, forces
his way through to the center of the circle of monks arocund
Malachi.

Meantime, we see William, who seizes on this mement of

pandemeniunm to escape. Grazbbing hold of Adso's arm, he
hurries silently towaré the side-chagel. that hclds the

entrance tc the undercround passage. . .

IXT. EIDE CEAPEL

William and Adsc hurcy along the passace. . .They come to
the secret entrance ané Williar swiftly ané surely mani-
pulates the skull which opens the docr.

As Bernardo Gui stands up from where he has been kneelinc
besicde the bocdy of Malachi, he is surrcunded by frightened
and cocnfuses menks.

One cf them stammers cut what all of them are thinking.

MCNK
L-Lord Bernaréc -~ Ercther Willizm was
right! Be knew that scmecne else would --

BERMARDO GUI
(Growing him out) .
Yes, he knew! Just as I'é have known,
were I the murderer!

The Mcnks are astenished.



BERNARDO GUI
Fer William of EBaskexville, whose scul
sc craves the purifving flames, wetld
do mecst anything to confute a just sen-
tence of the Inguisitien. , .If any
other brother deubts the justice of
the sentence, let him now step fcrwarc!

Brothers stare blankly, blink nervecusly, hang their heads
cr fidget -- but nct one steps fcrwars.

137C INT. UNCIRGROUND PASSAGEZ/OSSUARY

William anéd Aésc hurriedly trzverse the passage.

ADSO
Master -- surely ncw that everyone hzs
seen you're richt, Lerd Bernardeo wen't
dare tO --

WILLIZM

(overlappine, hurzying onward)
Dear boy, he'll &c what he likes and
ne one will say a woréd! Our only hope
is to bring out such striking evidence
of the true murferer that the zabonomina-
ble Gui is utterly discraced and dis-
credited! Now, hursy!

138-132 (DELETE SCENES 138-13¢)

140

141

INT. WILLIAM & ADSO'S CELL - EVENING

Men-at-Arms tear the cell apart, with brutal relish; Gui
opens William's bag of precious instruments; he heolds up
the plumb beb or Aradb ccmpass as gingerly as if it were a
live scorpion; his men mementarzily fzll silent -- struck
by such clear evidence of Devil worship. . .

INT. TFORK/PASSAGE TO STAIRCASZ - NIGET

William axnd Adso -- so much surer in their mecvements this
tine -- reach the fork, ané take the proper passace. We

track them as they walk, swiftly. . .

WILLIAM :
Yecu rememrer that the cryptogram szid
'Manu supra idolum ace primum et sect-
imus ée quatuer.'
(subtitle)
WITE ¥YCUR RAND ON THE IDCL, PRESS TEE

FIRET AND SIVEINTH CF FCCR.

LD
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WILLIAM (Cont'd)
.« o JWhat éces 'ideluxm' mean?

- ADSO
Idel.

WILLIAM
Yes, but in Greek -- the translator's
preferred tongue.

ADSC
An imace.

WILLIAM
Ané what was the irmace we saw --

ADSO
(as they reack the staircase)
Nene -- except our own in the mirrser.
(as they start up the stairs)
The mirrer!

142 EXT. MOUND - EVENING

As nicht falls, the Executioner, his leather hoodé folded
back on his shoulders, checks to see that the faggots have
been satisfacterally stackeé on the mudéy greound.

The jcecular Men-at-Arms who watch over the stakes and pyres
chat among themselves. A few local urchins have dared te
ceme up the hill to watch, ané a Man-At-Arms chucks at
stone at them; they scatter.

142A INT. SPIRBAL STAIRCASE - EVENING

William continues to unravel the cryptogram as they quick-
ly -- if breathlessly -- ascend the interminakble stairs.
Acso is firs:t; William is cominc 2s quickly as his fifty-
yea:;cld frame will carry him, but of course, Adso is
cuicker.

. WILLIAM
'Super thronos viginit cuatuer' --
that was the imscription atove the
mirror.
ADED
Four worés! So we must press the first

and seventh cf the fcur worés akbove the
mizror!

4.5 rn=. Fo3sT CEAMESE - NIGET

0
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They rise up thrcugh the trapéoor -- Adso first.

143
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1442

WILLIAM
I theught so too a2t first -- till it
struck me guatuor has seven letters.

ADSO
" The first and seventh letters of the
word four! I'm sure yocu're right,
Master -- Please hurrv!

WILLIAM
(breathlessly)
I am, boy, believe me!

(DELETEZ SCENE 143)

INT. BASEMENT PASSAGZ - NIGET

Bernardc Gui looks on while his Men-at-Arms push ané pred
the three ba'e‘oc_ed prisone:s down the passace leading
from their cells., enicgio wears a look of proud defiance;
Salvatore smiles ané neés ané his tormentors, sweetly, as
if the torture he has suffered has reduced him to the
mental ace of an uncomprehending child. The Girl -- far
beroné hepe -~ allowe herself to be prodded aleng like a
once-proud, now broken, beast.

INT. CEAMEER WITE MIRROR - NIGET

Adso and William, still hurrying, come inte the rocom with ;ﬁ
the pirzor -- but Adso stops William, whispering fiercely. o

ADSO
Master, somecne is there!

The otker intruder intc the labyrinth raises his lant In
it is the Abbet.

ABRCT
I see now you were right, Brcther W;l-
liam! I shall c¢o ‘irst --

As he turns to walk, William calls cut ==

WILLIAM
Ko, leré Abbotl

-~ But it's toc late. . .The trancoor swallows up the Arbet
anc sencds him fzlling Sown into the deep chasm. Adsc shuts
his eves ané William shakes his head, ppallei, as they
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145

1452

pis dying screams; then the dcer closes over him --

heaz creaking, then snapping shut, with a hideous fin-

at first
ality.

EXT. BAILEY - NIGET

As if in a continuous motion, another door slams shut with.
2 brutal finality; it is the door which leads from the
dungeons onto the bailey. )

Now, as the barefooted prisoners are held just outside the
dunéegn door, The Girl's eyes open slightly, and we reverse
on a cramatic tableau:

As snow gently falls arcund them, a huge congrecaticn ef
monks, standing two-by-two in their black habits, and each
hcldiﬁg a cancle, waits toraccompany the prisomers tc the
place of execution. Bernarde Gui neds -- first tc the con-
gregated‘monks, then to the men-at-arms. As all becin to
walk sombezrly out of the bailey, behind an Incuisitien
Cuard bearing a2 pennant with the Yellow Cress, the monks
begin to chant in plainsong; it is utterly hauntinc and
funereal.

MOMRS
redo in unum Deéum, Patrem omnipct-
entum, facorem caeli et terrae, vis-
ibilium omnium et invisibilium. . .

INT. SECRET LIBRARY - ROOM WITE MIRROR - EVENING

As Adseo holds the lantern high, William stands on the bench
to manipulate the letters "Q' and "R" of the word QUATUOR
in the earved scroll above the mirror.

) WILLIAM _
Pray to God I'm not mistaken. ., .

mhere is & faint click, and then ancther. As William
Quickly nteps down from the bench, the entire frame of the
mirrer gives a jerk; the mirror slowly Pivots. Williem and
Adsc look at each other before crossing the pitch-dark
thresheld into the secret chamber.

INT, LIDRARY - SECRET CHAMEZR/ROCM W/ MIRROR - EVENING

As they enter the almost cempletely blackened room, we see
the back of a Monk, his cowl drawrn up, SO we cannct know
whe he ig. He sits behiné the library takle which is set
facing the far wall,

w
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WILLIAM
You must've flown tc this chanmber to
reach it before us, Jorge de Burges.

JORGE
yilliam of Baskerville, you have &iscov-
erec many things since you arrived at the
abbey; the short way through the labyr-
inth is not one of them. . .

As they cross ané walk all the way arcuné the takle. . .

WILLIAM
I regret to say yet another viectim must
be a2écded to the list: the Leord Abbdot.

JORGE
. (shakinc his head with true recret)
I am scrry any of them had to die -- had
to bring death upon himself., . .Even my
trusted Malachi fell victim to man's £irst
sin -- curicsity. I suppose you, too, are
curious to know what the bock is.

As they ccre a:cuna the table, we see Jecrce has the bock
on the table before him ~- a brownish teme with a thick
leather ccver, streaked blue-andé-green with mildew.

WILLIAM .
It is the second volume of Aristotle's
'Poetics' -- his treaztise on lauchter.

Ads¢e mirrers cur amazement. . .

JORGE
Inceed, Brother!
(he pushes to book towaréd Wm.)
Read! VYou've earned the right!

William doesn't pick up the book at once; he becins to
pull cn the gloves he earlier tried to cive Adso. . .

. WILLIAM
(pulling on the gleves)
We haver't the time to reaé it -- only teo
confizzm it is indeed the book.
(rapturously, to Adso)
Do you realize, Adso -- this has so lcng
been lost to the werlé scme had becun
to deubt it ever existed., .
(lovingly lifting up the boox)
This is probably the only copy left in
the world,
. (ke reads aloud, in bkliss)
'We shzll now discuss ccomedvy. . .ané the

\0
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WILLIAM (Cont'd)
way in which it stimulates our delicght
in the ridiculous, thereky procucing the
pure emcticn that £incs expressicn in
laughter.'. . .You knew, Brother Jorge,
even knowing as I do your aversiocn to
laughter, I cannct fathom why ycu sincleé
out this particular becok.

Jocrge still seems almest cecky. . .

. JORGE
Ne? Give it tc the boy, perhaps he can!

WILLIAM
I'm afrzié we haven't the time. Ner
weulé I wish Adso to tcuch the poiscncous,
'sticky pages without the protection of
gloves, like those I'm wearing.

Jorge's face falls at this news; we can see his ccckiness
give way to a hidden sense of panic. Meantime, William
peals cne sticky page from another to turn it, by way of 2
demonstration.

WILLIAM
Indeed, he might even by tempted to
wet his fincer to turn a page. . .

Ané William pantemimes the brining of his fincer cleose to
his toncue. . .Adsoc reaslizes at once that William has
describec the means of murder; he's horrified.

ADSO
(almest silently)
My God! So that's it! '

Now, from Off-Screen, the plaintive chanting of the Monks
becomes audible. EHearing them, William rezlizes there is
no time to celay. BEe sets the book down on the table
(angle close on Jo'ge as he notes the noise of this), picks
up the lantern, again, and geoes to help Jorge to his feet.

WILLIAM
I must insist ycu come now, Brother
Jorge. Outside -~- and in front of all
the others -~ I will leazrn wﬁv you
singleé out this book.

Noéding with seeming acguiesen ce, Jorge stands -- feelinc

he lantern's heat close tc his face. EHe picks up the book
and then, as he lifts it up, he swings its massive weight
azainst the lantern in William's hancds. The lantern
crashes loudly to the floor, ané the room is plunced into
blackness. (Jorge cdoes not re--“uu;sh the bcck when he
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swings it.)

We hear a frantic scuffle. The bliné man, accustcmed to
the dark, has manaced to evade William's grasgp.

ADSO
Master?

WILLIAM
Ee's gone!

William frantically strikes a2 flintlock instrument, sending
a spray of sparks. Ee manages to achieve a low, glowinc

flame on the wick, and touches it to the lantern. Just as

the lantern-wick becins to sputter, they hear the ominous
reaking of a door.

WILLIAM
The mirror! He's shutting us in!

With their only light coming from the sputtering lanter:n,
they hurry toward the scle exit, bumping into a table, a
chair, a bookcase as they go. They reach the mirror as it
reaches a very narrow aperture., William quickly sets down
the lantern, then slicdes it noisly across the flagstones
into the next room so that he may brace himself against the
narrewing doorway.

WILLIAM
Go!

As AcCsc scgueezes through the narrowing aperture, he watches
in horror as Jorge's handés grope pathetically for the lan-
tern -- and then £ind it. Again, he steals their licht.

EXT. MOUND/EILLSIDE - EVENING

As the fine snow falls around them, the monks are drawn
into a semi-circle, intoing the "Ryrie" in plainscng.

MONKS :
Kyrie eleison, Christe eleison,
Christe audi nes. . .

The chidlike Szlvatore jcins in, hoarsely andé cheerfully.

MONKS/SALVATORE
Sancta Trinitas, unus Deus. . .

As the men-at-arms prepare to attached the prisoners to the
stazkes, we see that a number of ragged peasants from The
Girl's village, have come timidly to watch. . .Still more
Peasants are coming up the hill, .

\D
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INT. SECRET LIERARY/STAIRCASE/NEW CHAMBER - EIVENING

" Total darkness.

ADSO
Master?

WILLIAM
Shhh.

We hear a sharp grating sound; William sends another spray
of sparkes out of the Medieval "lighter," but cannct raise a
glow,

WILLIAM
(whispering, to Adso)
Reep striking this. '

ADSO
But we'll never get out in time --

WILLIAM
Shhh!

A beat. . .What is William rlanning? Now, he calls out
lovdly, as he éic whenr he was trying to locate Adso in this
latyrinth when they were separated. . .

WILLIAM
You confound, me Brother! There are
blaspmecus books in this library, and
necromantic tracts. Surely they are
more dangercus by far. Why this book?

Adsc sends up a spray of .sparks, and we see William waiting
with head cocked «- waiting for Jorge's dcgmatism to be a~
roused, sc¢ they may fcllow his voice. But there is no re-
sponse, Jcrge seems to be either out ¢of hearing-range, or
unwilling to answer. Then:

JORGE A
Because it was written by the Philoscph-
er! You know it as well as I, Brother:

(As he speaks, we hear William ané Aésc setting ofi, . .)

WILLIAM
(overlapping, whipsering)
This way!

"JCRGE (Cont'a)
. « +Each time theyv have discovereé one
©f his pacan works, men have cheoser to
-believe him! .

D
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As Jerge contines to speak, we note that his veice is cgrow-
ing nezrer; even if we can't see William and Adso, we know
they are coming closer as they ascené a staircase.

JORGE (Cont'c)
It is utterly increcible! Even mer of
faith listen tc this -- man! =-- Aristotle,
over the words cictated by Goé in the
Scriptures! How can this be!?

EXT. MOUND - EVENING

Now, in an oppressively leaden light -- halfway Letween
evening and night -- Bernarde Gui stancds befcre Szlvatore
on his stake. Beside Bernaxrde, a Guaré holds up a creoss --
the Inquisiterial "inducement" for a heretic to rencunce
his sinful ways.

BERNARDO GUI
Do you, Salvatore, rencunce the Devil
and embrace Jesus Christ as yocur Lerd
and Saviour?

Salvatcre, whose mind is gene, nods and smiles cently as he -
lcoks down on the Inguisitor. Be krezks into a sweet
chilé's song; it is utterly haunting in its innocence.
Remicio, on hie stazke, shakees his head pitecusly aad
laughs in a kind of growl at the tracic absurdity of it
all; ¢the girl, on her stake, seems beyond consciousness,
muttering, exhausted, into her chest.

INT. SECRET CHAMBER/STAIRCASE - EVENING

Adsc has achieved a precarious pale glow on the Medieval
"lichter;" we see that he ané William have entereé a new
(ané closer) chamber. . .

JORGE (C.S.)
Before they fournd his treatise on phys-
i¢s, men gzzef on the hezvens with awe
ané¢ respect.

« « .28 they swiftly cress the chamber, the licht goes out,
éestite Adso's fervent attempts to keep it glowing, by
puffing on it. . .

JORGE (0.8.) (Cent'Q)
New he has convinces them the wecrlé was
made of slime ané ocze, ané they ga:ze
only intc cutters! The man's the very
devil, I tell ycu!
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EXT. MNOUND - NIGET

Bernarde Gui and the Guard with the cross now stané befcre

Remigio's stake.

BERNARDO GUI
Do you, Remigio de Varzcaine rencunce '
the Devil ané emrace Jesus Christ as
your Lord and Saviour?

: REMIGIC

What for? 3Better to die guickly tharn to
spené my days 'learaincg to love God' in
an Inguisitorial jail the size of a ccf-
£in, shittinc myself and dying slowly!
The Devil I renounce is you, Bernardec Gui!

Remicic passionately spits the werds down at the Inguisie

for; but Bernarde Gui shows no trace of surprise or enc-
tien.

INT. ESTAIRCASZ -~ NIGET

Suddenly there ig licht! William and Adse zze halfway up
the stairs; at the top landing, the lantern flickers fren
the next chamber. BEHolding his finger to his lips, Williaz
indicates to Adsc they must not make a sound. They climbd
ever-so-slowly -- one step at a time,

JORGE (0.S.) -
But I agree with you, Erother William!
Every book in this tower is a dancer
visited upcn a £rail and siaful race.
That is why not one of them must ever
. leave this place., . .

He seems to choke, like Malachi before him, and William and
Adso exchange a silent look of concern.

JCRGE

Oh, my dear Brother -~ you cannot tell
me the Scriptures are not enouch! They
are geod and true; there cannot be two
truths! What creatures are we to seek

. another? ., . .William, this is not & lib-
rary: it's a prisen! A prison for the
Devil's children! I have seen to it
that not one shall ever sees the light of
day!

William and Adso have nearly reached the top of the stairs.

16¢C
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EXT. MCUNT - NIGHT

The executicns have commenced., Salvatere's pyre has been
lighteé -- but because of the snew, it smculders without
catching flame. Now, at a nod from Bernardoe Gui, the faith-
ful Executioner kneels by the pyre, leans slightly over it,
and blows on the faggets. Little flames sheot up, licking
the legs of Salvatore, who still sings, sweetly.

INT. STAIRCASE/CHAMBER/DESCENDING STAIRCASE - EVENING

As William and Adsec take the last ster on the staircase,
they hear an oéé gurgling sound. Now, as the clear the
landing, they see Jorge, bizarrely illuminated by the
lantern, which ‘is set on the library takble before him. Ee
is seated behind the table, just steps ggam ene of the
descending staircases. ; '

A frightening green saliva leaks from his lips; he is
devouring the bock! He winces as he chews on a poiscnous
strip of parchment.

William takes 2 single, silent step intc the roezm. Eut
Jorge instantly senses his presence. Ee picks up the bcok,
from which he has eaten several pages; others pages hang
limply, alrzeady shredcded into strips so that he may eat
thenm.

JORGE
You see? I am ready to die for the truth!
I am become the very tomb of this beook ’
which shoulé never have been written.

Be gives cut 'with what seems like at first a moan -- but
which is a joyless laugh.

. ADSO
My God ~- he's lauching!

Jerge holds the half-shredded book to the lantern flame.
The torn strips flare up immediately. As William garts
forwaré -~ desperately hoping to save the beok -- Jerge
sweeps the flaming bcok ocut at the lantern -- this time
sending the lantern flwing intoc the near wall. It crashes
against a dessicated cabinet filled with dusty parchment
books; dinstantly, they explede into flames, like so much
E&nder. William ané Adso futilely try to extinguish the
b-mes [ )

Jorge, meatime, hurries -~- half-falling -- down the
descending staircase, the smouldering book clutcheé to his
breast. William draws the still-lighted lantera frem the
debris ¢f books, and then he and Adso follow, down the

stairvell,
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Jorge's strangled voice echoes up to them:

JORGE (C.S.)
All the bocks die with me! Every last
lie now expires!

As they come down the stairwell, it is éi:eaéy £illeg with
smoke from the next chamber; then ve see flanmes shooting
up from that chamber, as well. . .

EXT. MOUND - NIGET

We cut directly from the flames in the labyrinth to the
flames which burn up Salvatore's legs. We hold close en
his face; his already monstrous features are even mcre
twisted; ¢tears run down his cheeks and he sweats fiercely
from the head. . .Yet he stills sincs his little chiléd's
scnc; now, as the flames rise tc consume him, it is a
terzented.child who sings.

But the crowd of ragced peasants who have gathered and swel-
led in numbers do not lock at the pyres; the lcok beyend
Guideni ané his men -- at the abbey. They murmur aacd
point. We reverse on the tower, from which klack smcke is
pouring. New flames are seen, rising from the tower's high
reaches, to the sky.

The cry of "FIRE" is taken up by the monks; they dash
wilély for the abkey as the tocsin sounds, taking the Men-
at "Arms With tx}Em . s e

INT. NEXT CHAMEER -

Eere, too, bocks are aflame. The bock which Jorge clutches
to his chest is sodden with poison ané merely smoulders,
now that the strips have burneé. But Jorge himself has
has caught fire, at the sleeves, and is a human torch. Ee
is both literally and spiritually on f£ire, his eyes ablaze
with mystical ferver, as he sacrifices himself to his holy
crusacde. Ee moves swiftly to ancther row of books and sets
therm aflame. A second before ¥William anc Adso enter --
half-tlinded by smoke -~ he stumbles down yet another set
cf stairs. )

Ac€so crabs William's arm as William hurries across the
buraing roem. ' Ke must shout over the sounds of crackling
wocd and parchment, sizzling leather, tumbling beams. . .

ADSO
Master -~ there's nc pcint! We must
get cut! We rmust save the others ané
ourse.ves! .



William lecks around him, appallec ky ané crieving fcr the
burninc beoks; the leather-bindings wheecze like dying men,

WILLIAM
You gc, Adsc! Forestall then -- tell
them what has happened and that I'll scon
emerge. . .

It is becoming an infernc. Adsc tugs imploringly on
william's a2rm, almost weeping, so desperate is he to save
his belcoved Master.

ADSO
Please, Master, I bec you to ccme with
me! -

But William locks over at a book on the fliocer as a beau-
tifully rendered parchment page -- rich with gold, blue,
red inks -- shrivels upon itself as it is blezched thex
blackened by the flames. BHe can harédly stand the sight of
ito *

WILLIANM
Aésc, I cannot!

After a second's hesitation, Aéso takes the lantern and
hurries towaré the other descending staircase (dazk and
flaxeless). William follows Jcrge cown the smckey hele.

T. MOUND - NIGET

All the monks have departed, leavine only Gui . his Ex-’
ecutioner and two Men-At-Arms to carry cut the burnincs.
The peasant-crewd has ventured all the way up the mound
new, ané their diffidence has given way to a certain feral
beldness, Two of the stakes -~ Remigic's and Salvatore's
-- are alzeady spent.

The Executioner is lighting the third pyre and, as'befo:e,
he is kneeling by it, blowing on the faggots, which.just

‘now begin to blaze. . .Suaceulv the hulking figure c‘ a

half-wilé Maz lezps from the rakble, anc pushes the
Executioner dewn onto the py*e, holcinc him face céown in
the flaxes.

As the Executioner screams, the Men-At-Arms mcve guickly
toward the Man. But they slow down in their mcvements,
ang their eyes show fear when they see &czens of the
peasants kneeling down -- eyes trained cn the Men-zt-AIME ~-
to pick ur stones and recks from the grecund. . .
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1552 INT. STAIRCASE/CEAMEER - NIGET

Adso, lantern held out befcre him, hurries down a set of
ctairs as fast as his feet will carry him. He is mut-
tering a prayer almcst silently all the while.

ADSO
Please, Geé, save her, save them both.

He comes into a chamber, chooses one set of descending
stairs, hes-tates, goes down the other. We hear him, mut«

tering, C.S.

ADSO (0.S8.)
Guide me, blesses Mazy. . »

Eolding on the chamber, we hear an explosion, anc a roar of
new flanes. .

1558 INT. STAIRCASE/CHAMBER - NIGET

The rocar continues., William, at the edge of 2 staircase,
watches recef timbers cut him off forever from Jorgce -- whe
surely must have pezished under the collapsed room. Wil-
liam retreats back up the staircase. . .

e o oAnE comes into the previous chamber. Ee goes to a
bookshelf that has not yet cauvght fire, andé begins tc per-
use the golé-lettered titles on the leather bindings. &
roof beam collapses, crashing loudly, but William's con-
centration is not broken. Ee pulls a2 heavy book down from
the shelf. ‘ - :

EXT., BAILEY - NIGET
Fire enculfs the tower, bathing the akbey's walls in a res
and yellow glow. Mecnks hurry this way ané that, carryinc

every kind of receptacle. A pancicked monk tosses a bucket
of water uselessly at the tower door.

158 (DELETZ SCENE 158)

158A EXT. CHURCE PCRTAL - NIGET

The tormented stone f*cu'es cn the portal are now lit by
the clow of flames. . .

158B EXT. CHURCH
As we hclé on the massive'dcor, it slowly opens. Dozens of

rats scursy out, ané then Adso emerges, ccughing, his face
smudged with 51cke. ‘
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INT. STABLE - NIGHT

2 horse whinnies in terzer as flames take hold of the
stabkle roof. Bernardc Gui untethers the horse, ané jumps
astride him.

EXT. BAILEY - NIGHT

Bernarde Gui urges the horse through the smocke ané turmoil.

Farned by the winé, the fire has spread to every part of
the abbey. Monks ané servants are dashing in every di-

rection, and Bernardoc's herse runs full tilt inte twe monks
heléing a brimming bucket -- sending them flying.

EXT. GATEHQUSE - NIGET

Even the gatehouse is in flames., Smoke pours frem the mas-
sive gates and wooden-arches as frighteneé servants Ilee
the abbey.

Bernardec reaches the gatehouse -- but the animzl balks at
enterinc the firey gates.

Now we see Adso -~ just as he sees Bernarde. The deepest

“anger aznd determination cross Adso's face -- a juvernile

fury bern of scrrow and ancuish. EHe hurries towarsd the
Inquisitor. Bernardo thrashes the horse anc it gives a
bound but Aésec -~ f£illed with rage -- spreads his armes to
block the herses path. The horse rears, throwing Bernarcdo
to the grouncd. One of his feet is caught in the stirrup.

- Aésoc seizes the herses reins., Ee is almost tearful with

anger and emotion; <the worcs almost catch in his throat.

ADSO ,
So you've done it already! 1It's al-
ready done!

BERNARDO GUI
what? What are you saying, boy?!

ADSO
You had nc right! My master is in there!
(he gestures at the blazing tower)
He's there with the true murderer! When
~ he comes out, we'll take yocr to Avignon
to buza! ‘

BERNARDC GUI
I adémire your faith, my boy. But no one
is ceming out of there! Now help me up!

- The reazlization that his beloved Master is also probakly

1C

n



L

L._,«/‘

161C

gone only deubles his tearful fury. As Bernardc begins tc
sit up -- propring himself on one elbow -- Aéso fiercely
ané impuslive kicks him back down.

ADSO
No! You're going to answer for these
deaths! For all of them! | :

Bernardc notices that the rope which sunpcrts the heavy
iron portecullis is burning fiercely and abcut to give way.
He speaks with a sardonic smile.

- BERNARDO GUI
Will I? fThe heavens will decide.

But as the rope gives way and the heavy metal grille with
its lethal spikes comes toward the greound, the horse is
frightened by the scund; he bolts, knocking Adso throuch
the air (fri ghten ng but saving him) ané bri nging Bernarde
halfway thrcuch the gates, where he is severec in two by

the crashing pcrt;cullis.

Adso, stunne¢ by unhurt, hurries back to his feet. Ke rucne
first to the church docor. Monks are running in every
direction. He calls out to two as they pass.

ADSO
Have ycu seen him? Dié he come out?

. . .But socn realizes it is futile to ask in this panic
anéd chacs. . .Casting a2 backward glance at the dcor, he
runs towaré the ridge which over looks the mound. . .

EXT. MCUND/RIDGE - NIGET

0f£f in the distance, lightec by the burning abbey, Adso
sees the two burnt ancé cne unburnt pyres. Sudéenly there
is sonme hope (where there was ncne) and he drops onto one
knee, prayers fervently. . .

ADSO
Plezse Gcd, please. . .

EXT. CEURCE - NIGHET

The docr creaks open, and smoke pcurs out. The dcor begins

to creak closed, again, but a ccal-black, sandaleé foot

comes out tc holé it cpen. Then Willizm emerges, complete-
ly black-£faced, sinced ané £raved, but p*oudly bearing four
untcucheé tomes.

10€
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ADSO
Mzster!

WILLIAM
Dear boy! Give me a hand!

william hclcs out the heavy books, and Acso takes scme of
the locad.

ADSO
(nearly weeping with jov)
Are you all right?

WILLIAM
(catching his breath, couching)
Quite. Ee said -- not one of those chil-
dren would see the light of éay. Eow
leng have they languished in that prison
already? But here are four -- living
anc kreathing.

ADED _
And is one ¢f them, . .?

WILLIAM
(he shakes his head)
Tracgedy beset the bcok on comedy. . .But
we shall take cur leai from Aristotle,
and laugh in the face of it. . .Ané you,
dear boy -- éid you succeed?

ADSO
I den't know yet, I just den't know.

' We cut frem William's sympathetic fatherly face to Adso's

face, lit red and gold with flames, filled with hope, and
WOITTe o o _

DISSOLVE TC:
EXT. MOUND/BATTLEMENTS - DAWN )

0fZ in the distance, we see the twec buznt pvres and the one
unburnt silhcuetted azgainst the pzle dawn sky. -

We reverse on Acdsoc; he must force himself to walk away.

EXT. ABBIY PRECINCTS - DAWN

The ruins of the abkbey ncw lay enposed against the first
icht of day Smoke still spirals up from the blackened
skeletons of walls. A charred roof timber brezks loose and
splasies into a bzthtub. Pcisoncus locking smoke is snazk-
ing aleng the grouné cf what was crnce the dispensary. In

iun
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some places, the fire still burns -- almost langourcusl
finishing its job. When the wincé blows, sparks glecw andé
filcat like incandescent butterfilies.

We find William, strapping three of the four books he has
saveé onto & cart horse whose tail is scortchec. lNext to
this is Adsc's donkey, already loaded. Ncw, as adéso
approaches, William looks up. o

WILLIAM
Are you ready, my boy?

0f ccurse, Adso is not really ready; he has not leazneé
the fate of The Girl. Ee tries to hide his dejectien.

ADSO
Yes, Master,

Williar nods at Adso, with gentle understandirng.

Then he turns to take a last loock at the burnt-out abbey --
the once supreme buildings and precincts, now reduced to
rubble. Almost unconscicusly, he murmurs something.

WILLIAM
'Till in its place it's earth that grows.
what remazns.. o o

. ADSO
(confused)
Master?
WILLIAM

(snapping back to consciousness)
I was thinking of Adelmo's last work --
the world turned upside down. Ee might
have drawn this very tableau: the monk
who burnt down the abbey to save it.
The guarédian of souls who tcocok so many.
The keepe* of the fzith who had so much
that he had none. , .

(he looks up to Heaven)

Do yocu see it, Brother Adelmo? You were
right: it jis upside down!

(he locks down to Eell)
And what about you, Brother Jecrge? Do
you see how lauchable the truth can be?

Adso is astenished tc see that William seems to be
chuckling.

. COUNTRYSIDE - MCRNING (SNOW)

n
(¥

The ground ie white with sncw, which falls in fat lazy
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flakes. William and Adsc slowly descenc the track leaéding
from the abbey on their mounts, Acso locks akout -- his
face deiected. William is reading the fourth of his bocks
as he geoes. As he turns a precious pacge of parchment, he
all but carresses it with his finger-tips.

Now Adsc blinks -- 2as if confronted by ‘an appirition -- ané
hie face fills with emotien.

We reverse on The Girl as she steps frem behind on rock,
onto the track. William, still reading, éoes not see her.

Adso halts his mount, and The Girl comes to him. Their
youthful smiles conceal much deeper emoticns. Adso reaches
to stroke her hair, her cheek, his every gesture inéicating
his amzzement ané gratitude thzt she is alive; it is as if
he must touch her flesh to make sure she's rezlly there.

She captures his hand, kisses it., William is still readinc

ané ricing slowly onwaré, cblivicus. Adso looks at his
Master -- now some distance away -- then back toc The Girl.

As William unknowingly increases the distance between hiz-
self aréd his novice, we hear the 0lé Man's Voice we heard
over the opening scenes. . .It too is scakeé with emotion,
as if the 0ld Man is reliving the young man's life. . .

CLD MAN (V.0.)
My master was too immersed in his book
to see how little tize he was granting
me to choose between them! Even now,
when I ap sc very old, I cannot tell ycu

how I made my decision: I was a2 mere boy,
forced to choose between knowledge and

love, passion and reason!. . .

We angle on William, reading his book, steadily advancing,
drawing away. )

OLD MAN (V.0.)
Dié I choose rightly? I cannot say.
I only know this:

Now we come very close or William's face;. we are tcuched
by the joy that lights it as his eyes follow the words of
his precicus volume:

OLD MAN (V.0.)
After all he taucht me ané mace me see,
I would like to say my master's face is
the cne I best remermber, after all these
years. . .

New we ancgle back cn Adso and The Girl; we cee that he is
urging his mule forward, ané her hand is slipping slowly
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frem his. . .Ee stzres back a2t her, wice-eved, until he can

-ne lenger stané it, nc lenger bear the pain cf pa::;nc. o« .

She touches her hanc to he* lips, as if feeling the residus
ef his teuch. . .

As he rides away from her ‘'we hold on The Girl's face, sc
wilé, beautiful, passzcnate. .

OCLD MAN (V.0.)
But his is not the face I remember. . .
Bo! his is not the face. . .

Anéd we hcléd on The Girl's face as she watches thenm vanish,
as we slowly

FADZ TO BLACK

TEE END.



