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EXT. DESERT, CAMPSITE - NIGHT

Ex-legionnaires Rufus, Porcius and Tibillus are sitting 
around a small campfire over which a malnourished ratlike 
creature slowly roasts.

RUFUS
... I mean it doesn’t make any 
sense to blindly love a place 
because you were born there.

PORCIUS
It did feed us pretty well.

RUFUS
Would we not have been fed and 
housed if we were born in 
Constantinople or China?

PORCIUS
Not me, I hate Chinese food.

VOICE (O.S.)
Laudate Deum!

Rufus and Porcius jump up, brandishing their swords. Tibillus 
stays seated. Six robed men bearing Christian crosses step 
from the shadows, they have surrounded our intrepid heroes. 
One man, clearly the LEADER of the group, steps forward.

LEADER
We mean to fight you to the death.

PORCIUS
Are they Christians, Rufus? Are 
they going to eat us?

RUFUS
Look, I understand you guys have 
had to suffer a lot at the hands of 
the Roman army but we are 
deserters!

PORCIUS
We hate the Roman army!

RUFUS
Totally! Their imperialistic ideals 
are just too... brutal.

PORCIUS
Also being in an army is hard.

LEADER
We are the Agonistici, we seek 
martyrdom as the true path to God.



THE AGONISTICI
Praise Him!... Glory be to Him! 

PORCIUS
What?

LEADER
We will battle you until you kill 
us... Or we you.

RUFUS
That strikes me as a little... 
Stupid.

LEADER
There is no greater honour in 
heaven that that of the martyr. 

RUFUS
Look, we’re just not that 
interested in killing you. Or 
fighting in general. Couldn’t we 
just sit down and talk this over?

The Agonistici leader leans forward and whips Rufus in the 
side of the head with a thin stick.

RUFUS (CONT’D)
Ow! You don’t even have swords?!

LEADER
The Lord Jesus told Peter in the 
garden of Gethsemane to lay down 
his sword and so we have taken-

Tibellus stands up, brandishing his enormous sword. The 
Agonistici all step back. He throws his sword onto the 
ground.

TIBELLUS
All living things are imbued with a 
divine spark of living energy. To 
hurt another is to hurt ourselves.

RUFUS
Really Tibillus? Now?

RUFUS (CONT’D)
I’ll never get any peace at this 
rate.

The Agonistici all brandish their sticks.

THE AGONISTICI (ALL TOGETHER)
Laudate Deum!

They charge.
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