I NT. CHURCH OF SS. ANNUNZI ATA- - DAY

A dark, cool, ancient place. The sun from outside barely
filters in through stained or dirty glass high above. But it
isn't quiet: FAMLIES bustle through, WOMVEN chat, OLD FOLKS
pray noisily at the various altars to saints and martyrs.

G ovanni finds his friends spying on one al cove, where YOUNG
AND M DDLE- ACED WOMVEN i ght candl es and kneel before an
archai c painting:

THE ANGEL GABRI EL'S ANNUNCI ATION TO THE VIRG N, who sits
richly crowned, as a single white dove floats down on gol den
beans of |ight, synbolizing the inmacul ate conception

The wonen are all in sinple brown dresses, and have rings on
their fingers: all married, of the |ower classes. One ugly,
FAT WOMAN prays out | oud.

FAT WOVAN
Pl ease, sweet Madonna, hel p ne have
another child, a boy this time, or
ny husband won't ever talk to nme
agai n!

Carl o whispers to the others.

CARLO
Talk to her? | can't believe he fucks
her.

G ANNI

Maybe that's her problem No wonder
hal f the men in Florence are queer,
if that's what nmarriage offers.

Pl ERO
Don't you read? According to our
bel oved new Sai nt Bernardino, it's
because you dammed Medici have been
corrupti ng our manhood, cenenting
your sinful transactions with
sodony. ..

CARLO
So that's what father meant when he
said you screwed himon his |ast
| oan!

G ANNI
Yeah, and then he noved his bowels
and you were born.

They all |augh raucously, shoving each other around and nearly
knocki ng over a marble fount for holy water.



A thin, pretty HOUSEW FE, on her knees lighting a candl e,
scow s at them

HOUSEW FE
Show sone respect! We're praying to
the Virgin here!

Pl ERO
The Virgin? To get pregnant? Cone
kneel over here and light nmy candl e,
you'l|l have better | uck!

G anni thrusts his hips out.

G ANNI
Yeah, lady! I'mnot particular. If
your husband's little sparrow isn't
up to the job, I've got a nice big

bird right here that'll hatch you
sone chicks! It's not the holy dove,
but you're no virgin, either!

HOUSEW FE
Shame on you all! You'll rot in hell

The boys | augh and nmake obscene gestures. Al except for
G ovanni, who stands spel | bound:

At the back of the alcove, away fromthe other wives, sits
LUSANNA.

At thirty, Lusanna is still the nost beautiful woman in

Fl orence. Perhaps in all of Italy. She wears the sinple brown
dress of the |ower classes, but a fine silk scarf accents

her beauty.

Her eyes are down, unaware or ignoring the raucous youths.
In the soft light, she |looks like a |living angel.

G OVANNI
Sweet not her of Cod. ..

CARLO
Not you too, G ovanni, you sound
i ke one of theml G ovanni?

G ovanni doesn't hear him Lusanna | ooks up, holding his
eyes for a nmonent. Color flushes her cheeks.

G ovanni's friends follow his gaze, and WH STLE lustily.

G ANNI
There's a face that could | aunch a
t housand shi ps, eh? Raises ny nast,
that's for sure.



The spell broken, Lusanna | ooks down, finishing her prayer.
But G ovanni is unable to | ook away, or even breathe.

G ANNI  ( CONT' D)
Uh- oh. Looks like he's been hit by
t he thunderbolt.

CARLO
Cupid's blind little arrow. .

He points a finger straight out fromhis crotch and pokes
G ovanni in the butt. Govanni swats it away.

G OVANNI
Who i s she?

CARLO
| don't know. |I've seen her around.
Real proud bitch, |ooks you right in
t he eye when she passes.

Pl ERO
| know...she's nmarried to that old
i nen- maker, Andrea...Andrea Nucci?
Has a shop on the Via San Gall o

G ANNI
Ugh! That winkled old fart? No wonder
she's not pregnant. She shoul d be
praying to Lazarus, to help her raise
t he dead.

CARLO
And a piece of ass |ike that warm ng
hi s bed-- what a waste!

The boys groan and guffaw. Lusanna silences themw th an
unnerving, direct stare, all the nore startling for the soft
beauty of her face. Then she crosses herself and | eaves.

G ovanni shoves Carl o aside and takes off after her

Pl ERO
Go for it, Govanni! You can't do
any worse than her old man!

G OVANNI hurries through the church, |ooking around for
Lusanna. He finally sees her going out through a side door.

She | ooks back at himover her shoul der, her face briefly
it by the sun. Then she turns away and exits.

G OVANNI
Wai t!



EXT. CHURCH OF SS. ANNUNZI ATA- - DAY

G ovanni rushes out, |ooks both ways before he spots Lusanna
fifty yards down the street, heading into a street narket.

EXT. STREET MARKET- - DAY

The market is a riot of color and noise. Everything from
fish to dye-colored canaries is on sale.

G ovanni follows Lusanna at a di stance, ducking back into

t he shadows as she turns to exam ne a FRU T- VENDOR s produce.
She picks up a fig, takes a bite, and holds up five fingers
to the vendor. He puts five nore in her bag. She finishes
the fig, licks her fingers and pays the man. She noves on.

G ovanni strains to see her as she wanders in and out of
view. He |oses her. He searches frantically, until he reaches
the far end of the market.

Lusanna steps up behind him fromthe shadow of an alleyway.

LUSANNA
Wiy are you foll ow ng ne?

He spins around. For a nonent, all he can do is stare like a
lost child into her huge, dark eyes.

LUSANNA ( CONT' D)
wel | ?

He tries his best smle, but her direct gaze is unnerving.

A OVANNI
[...1 just wanted, | just wanted to--
LUSANNA
What ? To torment ne, |ike those other
poor wonen?
A OVANNI
No! | just wanted...to walk with
you.
LUSANNA
Then why were you skul ki ng behind
me?

She smles faintly. G ovanni recovers his conposure and pours
on the charm

G OVANNI
I wasn't! Al right, | was. | couldn't
hel p nyself. You're the nost beautiful
woman |'ve ever seen, and | wanted
to keep seeing you.



LUSANNA
Wiy thank you. A fine young fellow
i ke you must have seen a great many
beauti ful wonen.

Lusanna demurely bows her head. Thinking he's won, he again
flashes a smle, offers his arm

G OVANNI
May | walk with you now?

LUSANNA
O course not. It wouldn't be proper.
You're a stranger, you don't even
know who | am

G OVANNI
No! | mean, yes...| know you're the
w fe of Andrea Nucci

LUSANNA
Then obvi ously you know |I'm marri ed,
and not suited for the attentions of
a fancy young bachelor |ike G ovann
Del | a Casa. Have a good day.

G OVANNI
Wai t--you know who | anf

LUSANNA
Wio doesn't? Tell nme, Signore, does
this approach really bring you
success, you and your friends? Hunting
girls around as if we were gane,
trying to snare us with fal se charm
so you can take us hone and skin us?

G OVANNI
I["mnot trying to...to skin you--

LUSANNA
And |I'm not so young and stupid that
| can't see what you're up to. Just
because you're one of the city's
gol den boys doesn't nmean |'m avail abl e
for your pleasure, even if | amjust
the wife of a poor artisan. I'msorry,
but you're going hone fromthis hunt
wi t hout the trophy. Go find sone
other star-struck girl to light your
candle, "you'll have better |uck."

Now she fl ashes her best smle.

LUSANNA ( CONT' D)
Here, have a fig.



G ovanni blushes to the roots of his hair as she hands him
one, then | eaves himthere, speechl ess.

LUSANNA turns the corner into a side-street. Looks back to
make sure she's al one. And col | apses against the wall, her
hand clutched to her heart, her breath comng in rapid gasps.

LUSANNA ( CONT' D)
Saints, protect ne...

She squeezes her eyes, then gathers her wits and hurries
of f.

EXT. VIA SAN GALLG - DUSK

A narrow, cobbled street. The old buildings | oom closing
of f daylight. Above are living quarters. Below, wood doors
open onto artisan shops: tailors, weavers, fabric merchants.

Lusanna makes her way past carts and pallets stacked with
bolts of coarse linens and burlaps, to a gloony little shop
tucked under one of the many stone buttresses that keep the
buil dings fromfalling in agai nst each other.

| NT. ANDREA' S SHOP- - DUSK

Lusanna enters. The failing daylight barely pierces the gloom
reveal i ng heavy oak tables laid out with I engths of I|inen,
measuring sticks and knives. Shelves on the walls hold nore
cloth sanples and tool s.

The shop-boy, PAOLO MAGALDI, fifteen, |long, black hair, |ooks
up disinterestedly fromthe cloth he's groom ng.

LUSANNA
Where's Andrea?
PACLO
Sick in bed. H's stomach, again.
LUSANNA
Vel l, | bought his nedicine. You may
as well go on home, 1'IIl close up.

He shrugs and | eaves. Lusanna checks the noneybox, then
fol | ows.

EXT. ANDREA' S SHOP- - DUSK

Lusanna | ocks the door with a crude key, then |lets herself
into another a few feet away. Stairs |lead up into darkness.

| NT. ANDREA' S BEDROOM - DUSK

A sinple room lit by a small wi ndow and a singl e beeswax
taper. Lusanna enters, finding her husband ANDREA in bed.



Fifty years old, bald, his face is pale, creased with the
pain of long illness. She puts a hand on his forehead.

LUSANNA
Poor thing. How are you feeling?

He sits up a little, holding his stonach.

ANDREA
The sane.

She takes off her shaw and sits by his side. Taking a small
vial from her dress, she pours a little white powder into a
wat er cup on the nightstand and offers it to him

LUSANNA
Here. Your nedicine.

ANDREA
There's no point, it doesn't do
anything for ne.

LUSANNA
Vell, it won't if you don't take it.
Go on, drink.

Andrea takes it fromher and swallows it with a grinmace.

ANDREA
Son of a pig's whore! This stuff'l
kill nme before ny stomach does.

Lusanna chuckl es. Andrea manages a smle and a ki ss.

LUSANNA
You see? You're feeling better
al r eady.

She takes off her dress and |lies down close to him

LUSANNA ( CONT' D)
prayed to the Virgin again today.
dit's

I 0
An the right tine of nonth...

ANDREA
Lusanna, | can't...l"mnot well
enough.

LUSANNA
You never are...is it so nuch to

ask, for you to give ne at |east a
child to | ove?

ANDREA
I"msorry.



8.

He turns away from her. Lusanna gets up, blows out the taper,
and wal ks to the w ndow. Qutside, night has fallen.

Fai nt noonbeans enter, enough to light the tears in her eyes.
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