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FADE IN: 

EXT. THE COLLISEUM - ROME - DAWN 

Empty as the rising sun begins to paint the upper 
grandstands. Alone, near the top, the figure of a man 

It's WILLIAM EDEN. Stylish, monied, something *timeless 
about him. As Eden stares off, the age is found in the 
eyes. World weary, a decayed nobility to them. They're 
the eyes of a very old soul. 

EDEN 
(quoting Keats) 

Darkling I listen; and for many a 
time I have been half in love 
with easeful Death, called him 
soft names in many a mused rhyme, 
to take into the air my quiet 
breath. Now more than ever seems 
it rich to die, to cease upon the 
midnight with no pain. 

Eden holds something in his hand: a DANDELION PUFF. Eden 
considers it a melancholy beat, then holds it to his mouth 
and blows. The seeds break free, drift off over the ruins 
of Rome. As the sun rises full . . .  

CUT TO: 

EXT. VATICAN CITY STREETS - DAY 5 

72-year-old DOMINIC carries a PAPER BAG. Dressed in the 
ragged robes of his order, but with no collar. Defrocked, 
but dressing this way is all he knows. Declining verbs in 
Latin under his breath, he strides along. 

He spies two members of the SWISS GUARD ahead. As Dominic 
passes, he presses the bag to his side. Smuggling some 
contraband. He passes and the spring returns to his step. 

INT. VATICAN BAKERY - DAY 6 

Several NUNS are at work kneading dough, baking bread. 
Skinny SISTER FRANCA attacks a bowl of heavy batter with a 
wooden spoon as stout SISTER MARIE, waits to add. flour. 
Marie spots something across the room, nudges Franca. 

Dominic waits by an oven. He stealthily flashes the bag. 
























































































































































































































