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FADE | N

EXT. THE STRI P, LAS VEGAS - N GHT - ESTABLI SH NG

The Strip is bunper-to-bunper and the sidewal k shoul der -
to-shoul der. The nen are in suits and hats, and the wonen
dressed to kill. It's 1960 Las Vegas, baby.

The marquee at the Flam ngo headl i nes:

TONI GHT ONLY - THE RAT PACK: FRANK SI NATRA, DEAN MARTI N, AND
SAMW DAVI S JR

| NT. FLAM NGO CASI NO - SAME

The casino is packed and the cigarette snoke thick. It's
| oud and there's a ot of energy in the air.

The lights and din of slot machines can hardly conpete with
the conmmotion at a Craps table when a player is on a run.

CRAPS TABLE

It's crazy. The excitenment and enthusiasmof the crowd is
focused on the current shooter, FATHER DAVE (50'S).

In a black suit and clerical collar, he stands with eyes
cl osed and hands clasped high. H's silent prayer so earnest
that his interlaced fingers are clenched white.

FATHER DAVE
Anen!

A couple of Anens and a Hallelujah cones fromthe crowd.

The CROUPI ER smi |l es and appears to be on his side as well.

CROUPI ER
Four in arow let's see the throw
Fat her Dave, you're the still the

shoot er.
In his now open hands are a ROSARY and a pair of RED DI CE

FATHER DAVE
Come on, Jimm e Hicks! Hard six!

It's slow notion as he throws the dice. The congregation
gasps as they tunbl e against the far bank and st op.

Both di ce show a three.

CROUPI ER
Si x-Si x-Si X, w nner six! Canme hard!

The cheers are deafening. The pay-out is huge as piles of
chi ps are pushed and pl aced around tabl e.



2.

A nearby PLAYER grabs their chips fromthe table and hands a
stack to Father Dave with a tear in his eyes.

PLAYER
For the kids. O Bibles. O, hell,
| don't know...go buy yourself a
hooker! Nice run, Padre, thanks!

The player turns and di sappears into the masses.

FATHER DAVE
Uh, bl ess you, son.

The Croupier slides the dice back to Father Dave with his
stick and sm rks.

CROUPI ER
Throw ng five! Keep it alive!

Fat her Dave retrieves all his w nnings except for a short
stack to cover his original bet.

FATHER DAVE
| can only pray.

He picks up the dice and pulls out his Rosary. He cl enches
hi s hands high once nore for a short prayer.

FATHER DAVE
Anen!

The dice take a high arc, hit the bank, and stop.

CROUPI ER
(sheepi sh)
Up pops the Devil. Seven out, line

away.

A col lective sigh of disappointnent. The dealers rake in the
| osses and the crowd quickly dissipates.

Fat her Dave slides a stack of chips to the Croupier

FATHER DAVE
Sonet hing for the boys.

The Croupi er shakes his head and slides the stack back to
Fat her Dave.

CROUPI ER
Sorry, Father. No can do. Gve it
to the honel ess.



FATHER DAVE
You're top shelf. Pass on ny
bl essings to the house.

CROUPI ER
You got the Lord on your side,
that's for sure. See you Sunday.

Fat her Dave racks his chips and turns for the cashier.
EXT. FLAM NGO ENTRANCE - NI GHT - MOMENTS LATER

As Father Dave exits, a Valet hails a cab and opens the
door. He offers a tip but the Valet refuses as well.

| NT. / EXT. CAB - CONTI NUOUS
He slides into the back seat.

FATHER DAVE
Sai nt Al phonsus, pl ease.

He watches with a faraway stare as the lights of the Strip
fade away as the taxi distances itself fromSin City.

EXT. SAI NT ALPHONSUS - DAWN

The church is renpte with barren desert on both sides and
across the street. Fromthe outside, it's nodest at best.

Fat her Dave strolls up the front path and enters the church
as the taxi pulls away from a weat hered sign: Saint
Al phonsus Redenptori st Center

I NT. SAI NT ALPHONSUS - CONTI NUCUS

Upon entry, he gives the sign of the cross. He wal ks down
the aisle, turns at the pulpit, and through a side door.

CLERGY OFFI CE

Behind the desk is a conbination safe. He kneels, spins the
dial a few turns, and opens the safe.

From one pocket he pulls two banded stacks of twenty dollar
bills. He places one stack in a shoebox | abel ed RENOVATI ON
and the other stack in one | abel ed CAYMAN FUND

From the ot her pocket cones the Rosary and a pair of RED
DI CE. He kisses the dice and places themgingerly in a snal
vel vet bag.

The dice bag gets placed in the safe while the Rosary gets
tossed on the desk.



Fat her Dave | ocks the safe and has a seat at the desk.

He takes off his clerical collar, puts it in a drawer, and
pull's out a bottle of Irish whiskey from anot her.

As he pours two fingers, FATHER ROSS (50) enters. He wears a
sweatshirt and shorts. He's covered in sweat.

FATHER DAVE
(rai ses his gl ass)
Br ot her Ross.

FATHER RGOSS
Br ot her Dave.

FATHER DAVE
Good run?

FATHER ROSS
Five mles. And you? A good run?

FATHER DAVE
Five tinmes. Never suspected a
t hi ng.

FATHER RCSS
(thunbs his collar)
Perk of the trade.

FATHER DAVE
It's a sure thing.

FADE TO BLACK
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