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FADE IN:

EXT. MEDIEVAL SLUM - NIGHT

VALERIUS (late 20s) sprints up a winding cobblestone street. 
Orange light from an oil street lamp flickers across his 
armor, which is embossed with the king’s lion crest. 

The sky above rattles with an approaching storm.

Valerius whips around a corner and leaps -- barely clearing a 
pile of corpses with oozing sores on their necks.

He runs by a dirty-faced boy looking out at him from a dark 
doorway. Vicious coughing comes from inside. An unseen hand 
shuts the door -- it’s painted with a black X.

EXT. GUARD CHECKPOINT - NIGHT

Valerius turns another corner into a crowd of evacuees held 
back by a barricade manned by hardened soldiers. 

Mothers in the front beg the soldiers to let their children 
through, while other evacuees behind them push and shout. 

Valerius muscles his way up to the barricade, where a 
leathery SERGEANT recognizes him.

The sergeant nods gruffly, then motions for Valerius to pull 
down his collar. Valerius complies, and the sergeant squints 
at his neck through the torchlight, looking for plague sores.

VALERIUS
I thought the quarantine only went 
as far as Torgate.

SERGEANT
It’s all the way up to the city 
wall now.

(to other soldiers)
He’s clear!

The soldiers open the barricade and let Valerius through.

VALERIUS
Can I get back through here later?

SERGEANT
Not without a pass from the lord 
magistrate.

Valerius scowls and hurries off into the darkness.



EXT. RED-LIGHT DISTRICT - NIGHT

A toothless whore rubs her crotch and coos at Valerius as he 
passes by. Then she mimes a hardcore 2-on-1 to a couple of 
drunken men coming the other way.

As Valerius enters the heart of the red-light district, the 
streets fill with revelers. Light, music, and shouting pour 
out of taverns and brothels. 

Valerius ducks inside a low door.

INT. BROTHEL - NIGHT

Valerius enters a smoky room crowded with patrons who guzzle 
wine from clay cups and grope flirtatious prostitutes of 
different genders, shapes, and colors. 

The crowd laughs and calls out to outrageously-costumed 
players who are performing up on a small stage. 

The PLAYER KING (with a wine jug and big costume crown) 
theatrically dry humps the PLAYER WHORE (an ugly little man 
in drag) who’s bent over in front of him.

PLAYER KING
(singing)

I am king, and I love whores,
I eat gold, then I shit wars!

The Player King lifts his leg, and a musician behind him 
blasts a ripping fart noise with a crumhorn. 

Patrons laugh and shout dirty remarks.

PLAYER KING 
If you hide your daughters while 
they sleep,
I’ll fuck your chickens, and your 
sheep!

The Player King chases the Player Whore around the stage.

PLAYER WHORE
(flapping crooked arms)

Bock, buh-gok!

The crowd responds raucously.

Valerius approaches the bar where a young male prostitute in 
a skimpy tunic, TYRO, fills a tray with drinks.

VALERIUS
Is he here?
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TYRO
You didn’t come to see me? 

VALERIUS
Tomorrow. Have you seen him?

TYRO
When tomorrow?

VALERIUS
I’ll be in chains tomorrow if I 
don’t find him. Is he upstairs? 

TYRO
The red room. You remember that 
one, don’t you?

VALERIUS
How could I forget? Tomorrow, then?

Valerius moves in for a kiss, but Tyro playfully pushes him 
away. 

TYRO
I’m busy tomorrow.

Valerius smiles, slaps him on the butt, and bounds up the 
stairs behind him.

INT. BROTHEL - UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT

Valerius walks down a hallway decorated with pornographic 
frescoes. He hears moans and catches glimpses of lewd, sweaty 
acts through cracks in doors.

He reaches a shiny red door at the end of the hall, and 
pushes it open.

INT. RED ROOM - NIGHT

Inside, MOTHO (same uniform as Valerius) sits on a couch, 
hunched over a smoking brazier loaded with hashish. 

A porcine whore next to him sucks hungrily on his neck.

Valerius steps into the room and eyes Motho.

VALERIUS
You shit-sniffing pig fucker.

Motho looks up at him blankly, then bursts into laughter, 
followed by a fit of smoker’s cough.
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VALERIUS
Did you forget we’re on reserve 
tonight? 

Valerius picks up Motho’s swordbelt and cloak off the floor.

VALERIUS 
They doubled the guard for the next 
watch. We’re late.

He pulls Motho off the couch.

MOTHO
But, I paid for the whole night...

The porcine whore snort-laughs repeatedly as she watches 
Valerius drag Motho out of the room.

EXT. RED-LIGHT DISTRICT - STREET - NIGHT

Valerius and Motho emerge from the brothel. It’s raining, and 
the crowd has thinned. 

MOTHO
(rain sobering him up)

Facefuckers! Why’d they double the 
guard?

VALERIUS
Threats on the king’s life.

MOTHO
So what’s new?

VALERIUS
So look sharp. 

They start heading up the street.

MOTHO
What am I looking for?

VALERIUS
How should I know? Just... is that 
the fastest you can go?

They disappear into the darkness.

INT. PALACE - HALLWAY - NIGHT

Drenched, Valerius and Motho turn a passageway corner. 
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Waiting for them in front of ornate doors are three other 
palace guards: a KNIFE THROWER wearing daggers, a LITHE GUARD 
who moves like a dancer, and a SCARRED SERGEANT.

SCARRED SERGEANT
You’re late.

VALERIUS
Trouble getting through the new 
barricades, sergeant. Got here 
quick as we could. 

SCARRED SERGEANT
You can tell that to the captain 
after our watch. From the stockade.

Valerius’ mouth tightens, and Motho has another fit of 
smoker’s cough.

SCARRED SERGEANT 
You have a fever, soldier?

MOTHO
No, sergeant.

Motho coughs again. 

SCARRED SERGEANT
All right, let’s see it. 

The sergeant motions for Motho to pull down his collar.

MOTHO
It’s nothing.

SCARRED SERGEANT
I’m not taking any chances. Not in 
front of the king’s chamber. 

Motho pulls down his collar, revealing... hickies.

SCARRED SERGEANT 
Step back, soldier.

MOTHO
It’s not --

Motho looks to Valerius for help.

VALERIUS
It’s not the plague, sergeant. A 
girl, if you can call her that, was 
sucking on his neck tonight. Saw it 
with my own eyes.
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SCARRED SERGEANT
You like to watch, do you? 

VALERIUS
No, sergeant.

SCARRED SERGEANT
You know the rules. Any sign means 
quarantine. 

He narrows his eyes at Valerius.

SCARRED SERGEANT
Let’s see yours as well.

VALERIUS
You’re wasting your time, sergeant. 

The sergeant moves in close as Valerius pulls his collar 
down.

SCARRED SERGEANT
Raise your chin and look to the 
side.

As Valerius turns his head, he notices blood spattered along 
the wall... and a lifeless foot poking out of an alcove.

As he opens his mouth to call out, the sergeant thrusts a 
short knife up toward his jaw --

Valerius raises his arm to protect himself, and the knife 
plunges through his forearm, pinning it to the soft flesh 
inside the V of his jawbone.

Valerius gurgles a cry. But the short knife hasn’t gone too 
deep, and he manages to knee the sergeant in the groin.

Motho charges in like a bull to help his friend. The Lithe 
Guard goes to intercept, pulling two bloody swords from 
behind his back. 

The Lithe Guard spins -- his swords whirling. He uses one to 
parry Motho’s heavy attack, the other to slash his throat. 

Motho collapses.

As Valerius painfully yanks the knife from his jaw and 
forearm, he spots a new danger -- the Knife Thrower is 
crouched in a throwing pose, calmly targeting him.

Valerius cocks his arm to throw his bloody knife first, but 
the Knife Thrower, in one lightning motion, frees a dagger 
from his shoulder sheath and rockets it into Valerius’ eye. 
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The dagger penetrates to the hilt, and Valerius drops.

SCARRED SERGEANT 
(breathing through his 
groin injury)

Why’d they double the damn guard at 
the last minute?

The Knife Thrower pulls his dagger out of Valerius’ eye -- 
blood fountains.

KNIFE THROWER
Maybe they’re on to us.

The Lithe Guard wipes his swords on Motho’s tunic.

LITHE GUARD
If they were, they’d have sent more 
men. 

KNIFE THROWER
Let’s get in there before they do.

The three men approach the double doors, which are carved 
with the king’s lion crest, and quietly ease them open.

INT. KING’S SITTING ROOM - NIGHT

The assassins creep into the room. Thick carpets and the 
sounds of wind and rain outside mask their movements.

The Knife Thrower passes a table littered with wine cups, 
olive pits, and half-eaten rounds of greasy cheese. 

Leaning against the table is a finely crafted sword that 
glints in the firelight. The Knife Thrower smiles when he 
sees it -- his prey is unarmed.

The others tread on carelessly discarded clothes as they 
approach a thick curtain leading to another room. The Scarred 
Sergeant reaches it first, and gently draws it aside.

INT. KING’S BEDCHAMBER - NIGHT

Dim firelight flickers onto a woman’s bare leg on the bed. 
Next to her is a lump -- the size of a big man -- under the 
blankets.

The Knife Thrower slithers toward the bed. He passes upturned 
wine cups and a tapestry on the wall when --

Crash! A bronze wine jug comes down onto his skull. Holding 
it is the naked KING SARDIS (late 40s, weathered).
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The Lithe Guard flies at him, swords whirling. Sardis slings 
the jug at him, hitting him full in the face. 

The Scarred Sergeant lunges. Sardis turns like a bullfighter 
to avoid the strike, then cranks the sergeant’s sword-arm, 
flipping him onto his back. 

Sardis drives the sword down into the sergeant’s thick neck, 
which bursts like a grape. As blood sprays Sardis’ face, he 
ducks under the swinging blade of the Lithe Guard.

The Lithe Guard swings again. Sardis parries up and across 
the man’s face. Nose, lips, and chin plop to the floor. 

The Lithe Guard shrieks in helpless terror.

The Knife Thrower -- just outside Sardis’ peripheral vision -- 
gets into his throwing crouch. Blood trickles down his 
forehead, but he targets Sardis with steel-eyed focus. 

The Knife Thrower reaches for his dagger. He begins to throw 
and --

Smash! A chamber pot breaks over his head, spilling urine. 
The knife flies off target, an inch from Sardis’ eye, into 
the faceless Lithe Guard behind him.

ADA (40s, tall) stands on the bed in semi-shock, looking at 
the unconscious Knife Thrower below her. 

Sardis wrinkles his nose.

SARDIS
The chamber pot?

ADA
It was all I could find.

Sardis nods appreciatively and moves cautiously into the next 
room. Ada picks up one of the assassins’ swords and follows. 

INT. KING’S SITTING ROOM - NIGHT

Sardis walks through the sitting room, grabbing a wine jug 
off the table as he goes.

INT. PALACE - HALLWAY - NIGHT

Sardis emerges into the hallway and leans down to look at 
Valerius’ corpse. He sighs deeply.

Ada peers over Sardis’ shoulder. She catches her breath when 
she sees Valerius’ mutilated eye.
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SARDIS
You should go back to your room.

ADA
(looking around)

Is it safe?

SARDIS
Safer there than with me... if they 
try again. 

Sardis gets up, his hand shaking nervously as he lifts the 
wine jug to his lips. He guzzles. 

He passes the jug to Ada. She, too, trembles as she drinks. 

SARDIS
Finish it all. It helps.

ADA
But this vintage... it’s such a 
shame to --

Sardis tips the jug back up to her mouth, and she takes 
another couple gulps. Then she raises her sword, looking 
terrified but determined.

ADA
I’m ready.

Sardis nods. The two lock eyes for a moment and then part, 
stealing down the shadowy corridor in opposite directions.

INT. PALACE - DUNGEON - DAY

Sardis lies sleeping on the straw-covered floor of a 
converted dungeon, now home to his pet lions. A sword and 
empty wine jug lie next to him.

He opens his bleary eyes and sees PLETHON (60, primly 
dressed) looking down at him. 

PLETHON
Good morning, Your Highness.

Sardis grunts. He looks hungover and sore from the fight. 

Plethon gestures gracefully to servants, who bring over a 
large cup of wine.

Sardis drains the entire cup. 
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PLETHON 
(hint of sarcasm)

Better, Your Majesty?

SARDIS
Anything yet?

PLETHON
Only this, My Lord. All three 
assassins were recruited into your 
personal guard from regiments 
serving on the eastern border. 

SARDIS
What’s that supposed to mean? They 
were bought off by the old bitch 
across the river?

Sardis fishes a chunk of bluish meat out of a wooden bucket 
in front of one of the lion cages.

PLETHON
Possibly, My Lord. Support for her 
nephew, Prince Volmana, has been 
growing in the council since --  

SARDIS
Volmana? 

Sardis lobs the bit of meat at a skinny boy, NATEE (11), 
who’s cleaning a cage nearby. 

The meat bounces off the boy’s head, and he turns around. 
Seeing Sardis, he grins and trots over.

Sardis tips the meat bucket toward Natee.

SARDIS 
Look at this, spoiled.

NATEE
Cook said there was no good meat 
left, because the lords are coming 
today.

SARDIS
Tell her if she doesn’t find 
something fresh for my lions, I’ll 
carve her up for their breakfast 
instead.

Natee nods and runs out, almost colliding with GENERAL VARN 
(40s, stocky), who’s coming in. 
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SARDIS 
(calling after Natee)

My lions always eat before my 
lords! 

GENERAL VARN
They’re here.

SARDIS
Is the fat man with them?

GENERAL VARN
The duke was the first to arrive.

SARDIS
I’m surprised that bloated toad 
decided to show his face, after 
what he tried last night.

GENERAL VARN
He may not be the one behind the 
attempt. None of the assassins had 
any connection to him, as far as I 
can tell.

SARDIS
Who then?

GENERAL VARN
Volmana.

Sardis gestures toward Plethon.

SARDIS
That’s what he’s been trying to 
tell me. But why look for enemies 
abroad when there are so many to 
choose from upstairs?

GENERAL VARN
It’s true there’s no shortage of 
enemies here at home. Volmana, 
though, is --

SARDIS
After all these years, why would he 
come back now? 

GENERAL VARN
You killed his father and took his 
throne. Did you expect him to 
forget that?
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SARDIS
It was a fair fight. And I expected 
him to be grateful I let him live. 
Maybe I shouldn’t have.

PLETHON
He was just a boy. You were 
merciful.

GENERAL VARN
And now you’re vulnerable. The 
kingdom is weak and he knows it.

SARDIS
He’d never risk an open war -- 

GENERAL VARN
His aunt would. And many on the 
council, including our fat friend, 
would welcome him if he returned.

Across the room, a lion roars and claws at a girl putting 
straw in its cage. The girl pulls her arm out just in time.

SARDIS
All right over there? Still got 
your fingers?

The girl, white-faced from the close call, turns to him. She 
looks down at her hand and nods.

SARDIS
Always wait until after they eat. 

The girl steps back from the cage, and Sardis and his men 
exit up a stairway. 

INT. GRAND HALL - DAY

The vast hall is lined with old columns of green marble, and 
crowded with lounging courtiers and bustling servants.

Ada, holding a stylus and wax tablet, stands in a recessed 
part of the hall next to a LANKY SERVANT GIRL and a few waist-
height terracotta wine amphoras. 

A mossy fountain sculpted like a puckering fish trickles 
behind them.

Ada points to an amphora. 

ADA
Give servants and guards on duty 
wine from here. But only one cup --
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She nods toward the fountain.

ADA
-- mixed with an equal part of 
water.

Ada pats a different, painted amphora lovingly.

ADA
This... is one of our best wines. 
Serve it unadulterated to the king 
and council members only. 

The Lanky Servant Girl peers into the amphora with interest.

ADA
What do you smell?

The Lanky Servant Girl closes her eyes and smells the wine.

LANKY SERVANT GIRL
Oh it... it smells like a hundred 
spices!

Ada dips into the amphora with a ladle. She lifts it to the 
girl’s mouth.

The girl sips it while staring across the hall at a woman in 
scholarly robes, FAUSTA, who smiles seductively at her.

LANKY SERVANT GIRL
(dreamy)

And tastes like a hundred kisses...

The Lanky Servant Girl blushes when she sees Ada watching 
her. Ada smiles and hands her the ladle. 

LANKY SERVANT GIRL
(filling a pitcher)

What kind of wine is it?

ADA
It’s from the Galban vineyards, 
made with the first harvest of King 
Sardis’ reign. 

Ada turns her attention to a couple burly men setting down 
another amphora.

ADA
I need two more of those, please. 
And make sure you take them from 
the deep cellar. Then you can begin 
stocking the reception hall. 
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The men nod.

ADA
Thank you.

As the men turn to leave, Ada notices Sardis, Plethon, and 
Varn entering the hall from a stairwell. She watches them 
anxiously.

TOP OF STAIRWELL

Sardis and his advisors scan the bustling hall in front of 
them. They see courtiers whispering and looking at Sardis 
with appraising eyes, searching for weakness.

GENERAL VARN
Safer down there with the lions.

Sardis snorts, and his eyes find Ada -- his face softening 
for a moment. 

Then he turns to his advisors, nods grimly, and they start 
forward. Guards form a shell around them, blazing their trail 
down the hall.

PLETHON
Sire, if I may. I fear that your 
planned announcement will be seen 
by many as... inflammatory.

SARDIS
It is inflammatory.

PLETHON
(uncomfortably)

Indeed, My Lord. But perhaps if you 
began with a conciliatory gesture. 
One signaling, say, your intention 
to take a bride from one of the 
great houses --

SARDIS
A bride, from that nest of snakes? 

Sardis halts in front of huge bronze doors where a waiting 
valet drapes a ceremonial cloak around him. It’s ornate, and 
contrasts sharply with his otherwise sloppy appearance.

PLETHON
Such a gesture would sound a tone 
of civility in the chamber --
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SARDIS
No time for civility with the 
kingdom collapsing around us.

PLETHON
Forgive me, Your Highness, but such 
a time is exactly when it is needed 
most.

The valet places a blocky crown on Sardis’ head.

PLETHON 
I must also point out that an 
alliance by marriage to a noble 
bride would bestow upon you a 
certain... legitimacy... that has 
long been a --

SARDIS
I know what they say about me.

Sardis grabs an ancient, dented gold scepter off a pillow, 
and walks through a gap between the enormous bronze doors.

INT. COUNCIL HALL - DAY

Seats packed with rowdy nobles and constipated-looking clergy 
rise above Sardis as he strides into the amphitheater-style 
room. 

Sardis climbs a dais and sits on a throne next to a chained 
lion. He resembles it, with his shaggy hair and fur-lined 
cloak.

A SERGEANT-AT-ARMS thumps his spear on the worn mosaic floor.

SERGEANT-AT-ARMS
Long live King Sardis!

The assembly quiets down to a low grumble. Sardis eyes the 
enormous FAT DUKE and the haughty lords surrounding him. 

SARDIS
Assassins --

The Fat Duke raises an eyebrow, unsure if this is a direct 
accusation.

Sardis breaks his stare with the duke and scans the room.

SARDIS 
Plague. Famine. Enemies at the 
border. The time for talk and 
compromise is over.
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He raises his scepter.

SARDIS
This I command, lest these wounds 
that threaten our kingdom fester. 
All lords --

He nods at the clergy.

SARDIS 
-- including my finely dressed 
lords of the church -- will release 
one in every three laborers bound 
to their lands. 

Rumbling erupts from the duke’s men and clergy.

SARDIS 
The newly freed may, if they wish, 
move and cultivate fields left 
untilled by victims of the plague. 
This will bring a bountiful new 
harvest, and relieve the 
overcrowding that feeds disease. 

Heckling from the duke’s men, but Sardis shouts them down. 

SARDIS 
They may also enlist as soldiers in 
the king’s army, to show our 
enemies at home and abroad... that 
we remain strong as ever.

Shouts of approval from lords dressed in military attire. The 
king’s men. 

An elderly but sharp-eyed ABBESS steps forward, flanked by 
attendant nuns. 

ABBESS
Just as your foreign blood defiles 
the sacred throne, so does it 
poison our people with sickness, 
and wilt the grain in our fields.

She points a bony finger at Sardis.

ABBESS 
False king, you must step down! Or 
the Holy Ones, who crave blood, 
shall drink yours... tainted though 
it be.
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Lords from the king’s faction heckle her. Sardis raises his 
hand, and they quiet. 

SARDIS
You have strange gods, Abbess, who, 
so you say, would punish a people 
for the crimes of their king.

ABBESS
Strange only to one not born of 
this land.

SARDIS
You may choose to worship injustice 
but I will not. Nor will I step 
down and give over the fate of this 
kingdom into twisted, wicked hands 
such as yours.

ABBESS
Only one with blood of the ancient 
noble line can cleanse the --

SARDIS
We shall defeat the ills that 
confront us by the means I have set 
forth!

The Fat Duke shifts his great bulk and slowly rises.

FAT DUKE
So we’ve heard, Your Majesty. But 
what you propose...

(sneering)
... freedom for peasants...

Haughty guffaws from the lords around him.

FAT DUKE 
And the high wages that are sure to 
follow... are tantamount to a heavy 
new tax on everyone in this room!

Cries of recrimination from the duke’s men. 

FAT DUKE 
That, alongside a policy that will 
swell the ranks of the king’s army, 
whose purpose is not to defend our 
lands... but to threaten its own 
noble lords and Holy Church!

Shouts of outrage from the duke’s men and clergy.
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FAT DUKE 
You will not step down? Neither 
shall we stand idly by as you bully 
us into impoverishing our noble 
houses --

Sardis stands up.

SARDIS
You cannot call yourself noble, and 
in the same breath, put your own 
selfish interests before the good 
of the realm!

FAT DUKE
Now, what would an apelike drunkard 
such as yourself know about the 
good of the realm? 

Sardis’ jaw tightens. The whole room holds its breath.

FAT DUKE 
And as for nobility, you son of a 
whore, I piss more of that each 
morning than you’ll ever --

Sardis throws his scepter at the Fat Duke, narrowly missing -- 
then charges into the stands, trying to get at him. 

No-holds-barred pandemonium erupts, accompanied by shouts and 
screams, as the factions fight it out. 

The Fat Duke and a few of his men use the chaos as cover to 
escape through a side door, while Sardis is pulled through 
the main doors by General Varn and guards.

INT. GRAND HALLWAY - DAY

The chaos has spread into the hallway, where soldiers form a 
ring around the king and his advisors. 

PLETHON
It’s civil war -- intentionally 
provoked!

GENERAL VARN
At least now we know where we 
stand.

SARDIS
Seal off the city. Arrest all the 
duke’s liegemen --

General Varn nods and hurries off, followed by soldiers.
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SARDIS 
(yelling after Varn)

And get me that damn nun!

PLETHON
They’ll be out of the city before 
he can close the gates.

SARDIS
Then we’ll see them on the 
battlefield. 

Sardis sheds his ceremonial cloak and tosses his crown to 
Plethon.

PLETHON
But, My Lord, where are you --

SARDIS
I’m going after the fat man.

Sardis heads down the hall, flanked by guards. 

SARDIS 
And when I catch him, I’ll stick 
him on a spit and roast him alive!

INT. WAR CHAMBER - NIGHT

Senior officers crowd around tables discussing plans. Others 
point out locations on an old, intricate mosaic map that 
spans an entire wall. Messengers come and go. 

Sardis, dirty and tired, slumps into a chair next to the 
fire, away from the bustle. General Varn and Plethon approach 
him.

GENERAL VARN
So, do we dine on roasted duke 
tonight?

Sardis shakes his head glumly. He picks up a jug and pours 
himself wine.

SARDIS 
He must be heading for his fortress 
in Massilia. There’s nowhere else 
he can go. I want you to prepare an 
immediate siege.
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GENERAL VARN
We have a more pressing concern. 
Prince Volmana and his aunt rode 
out this morning at the head of her 
entire army. They’ll be at the 
border in three days. 

SARDIS
Three days? How could... They 
must’ve been planning this for 
weeks!

PLETHON
In case their assassins failed, 
perhaps.

SARDIS
(to General Varn)

We should have known.

GENERAL VARN
The indications pointed to a 
punitive action against the hill 
tribes. Beyond doubling our 
sentries and putting the army on 
alert -- 

SARDIS
(to Plethon)

Did you find my scepter at least?

PLETHON
Unfortunately not, Your Highness. 
It seems to have been lost, or 
stolen, after you --

SARDIS
Is there any good news?

GENERAL VARN
There is... an opportunity. One of 
our watchers recently became 
intimate with Prince Volmana.

SARDIS
Not intimate enough to know he was 
about to invade. 

Varn clears his throat.

GENERAL VARN
He appears not to have been privy 
to matters of military --
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SARDIS
Intimate enough to what, then? 
Convince Volmana to turn around and 
go home? 

GENERAL VARN
To assassinate him.

SARDIS
If I have to kill him, I’ll do it 
on the battlefield.

GENERAL VARN
He didn’t give you the same 
consideration last night. 

Sardis drinks wine, frowning. Varn leans in.

GENERAL VARN 
If Volmana were to have a sudden 
accident, say, and die, our enemies 
would lose all claim to legitimacy. 
The war would be over before we 
ever got to the battlefield.

SARDIS
So what do you propose? To cut his 
throat while he sleeps?

GENERAL VARN
This is not a good man we’re 
talking about. You’ve heard the 
stories.

SARDIS
What, that he’s a monster who eats 
little children? They don’t say 
much better about me.

GENERAL VARN
Leave him for the battlefield then?

Sardis sighs.

SARDIS
I wish we had the luxury. 

Sardis looks into the fire.

SARDIS
How will you have this... intimate 
murder him, then?
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GENERAL VARN
The prince is well protected, and 
he’s on the move. The attempt will 
have to be improvised, and risky.

General Varn nods to a soldier across the room. 

The soldier takes a crow out of a wicker cage and lifts it up 
to an open window. The crow flies off into the evening sky. 

INT. VILLA - SERVANT’S CHAMBER - NIGHT

MAGNUS (11, with girlish makeup and bruises on his face) 
opens wooden shutters. A crow sits on the window sill, 
pecking bird seed. 

Magnus unwinds a piece of parchment wrapped around its leg. 
As he reads it, his breathing becomes shallow and fast. 

He hurries out of the room.

INT. VILLA - DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Magnus slips into an opulent dining room and takes his place 
next to servants standing in attendance behind the table.

PRINCE VOLMANA (20s, balding) sits at one head of the table 
across from his imperious aunt, QUEEN HESRET (60s, catlike 
eyes), who sits at the other.

Their hosts, the elegant but nervous LADY ASTA (30s), and her 
son EMUND (7), sit with them. 

LADY ASTA
My son and I are extremely honored, 
Your Majesties, to welcome you into 
our humble --

Volmana belches. 

LADY ASTA 
It... well, it must seem rustic 
compared to the palace. But I -- I 
hope you will be comfortable here.

QUEEN HESRET
Is there a swamp nearby?

LADY ASTA
A -- a small lake, Your Highness.

22.



QUEEN HESRET
If my soldiers were as vicious as 
these mosquitoes, they’d have cut 
Sardis’ throat and overrun half his 
kingdom by now.

Volmana chews with his mouth open.

LADY ASTA
I deeply apologize, Your Majesty. 
The recent rains seem to have 
brought with them some uninvited 
guests.

The queen raises an eyebrow. 

LADY ASTA 
The -- the mosquitoes, I mean.

QUEEN HESRET
One can put up with just about 
anything, if only for a night. 

Volmana spits food onto his plate, then picks up a bony 
little dog at his feet, NOBS, who licks the plate clean.

VOLMANA
(in baby talk)

My baby bird...

LADY ASTA
Would you like something else, My 
Lord?

VOLMANA
(petting the dog)

No, but I think Nobs here wants 
seconds.

Lady Asta nods to a servant, who rushes out.

Volmana waves with Nobs’ paw across the table at Emund.

VOLMANA 
Hel-lo.

The boy waves back.

VOLMANA 
Would you like to pet him?

Emund looks at his mother. Lady Asta hesitates, then gives a 
strained smile and nods. 

23.



Emund walks around the table and pets the dog tentatively. 

VOLMANA 
If you scratch him here...

Volmana demonstrates, and Nobs is in heaven. Emund tries it, 
and Nobs’ leg twitches. 

VOLMANA 
You see? He likes you. 

(looking at Emund)
We both do.

Lady Asta watches fearfully.

VOLMANA 
I brought another pet with me, too. 
She’s the prettiest white mare 
you’ve ever seen, and she knows how 
to sing.

EMUND
Horses can’t sing.

VOLMANA
Oh, this one can, with a bit of 
help. You see that ugly little man 
over there? 

He points at a grizzled man seated in the corner mumbling to 
himself while rubbing one of the greasy charms strung around 
his neck. This is the magician KHAS.

VOLMANA 
He can talk to spirits. 

(amused)
Look, he’s doing it right now.

They watch Khas rocking back and forth, shaking his head and 
laughing to himself. 

VOLMANA
When he asks them to, the spirits 
play music inside my horse’s belly. 
She opens her mouth, and out come 
the strangest, loveliest songs. She 
sings when we ride into battle, 
striking fear into the hearts of my 
bravest enemies. And sometimes, she 
sings for handsome little boys, 
too.

Emund appears skeptical but curious.
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VOLMANA 
Come see for yourself. She’s in the 
stables.

Emund looks hopefully across the table at Lady Asta.

EMUND
May I go see the magic horse sing, 
Mama?

LADY ASTA
Well, it’s -- it’s getting late, 
darling. 

Volmana rises and begins leading Emund out of the room.

VOLMANA
We won’t be long. He’ll be in bed 
before you know it.

Lady Asta is panicked.

QUEEN HESRET
Our hostess is quite right. 
Volmana, dear, we have a long road 
ahead of us tomorrow. And I’d 
rather you stayed inside. One never 
knows what assassins may be lurking 
out there in that filthy swamp.

VOLMANA
But, Auntie --

QUEEN HESRET
Don’t sulk, darling. You still have 
Magnus to fluff your pillow for 
you. 

Volmana storms out, flanked by bodyguards FLAT NOSE and HALF 
EAR (cruel-looking ex-gladiators). 

Magnus moves out of his position next to the other servants 
to follow Volmana, but is stopped by the queen. 

QUEEN HESRET 
(leaning in close)

Do take care to keep the prince 
satisfied and out of trouble, won’t 
you, Magnus? Or maybe your little 
brother would do a better job?

Magnus’ young eyes widen with fear.
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INT. VILLA - VOLMANA’S BEDCHAMBER - NIGHT

Flat Nose frisks Magnus in the doorway, then lets him inside 
the room.

Magnus takes a long, controlled breath as he walks toward the 
bed where Volmana lies. 

He climbs onto the bed and strokes Volmana’s hand, but gets 
no reaction. 

He lifts up the prince’s shirt and goes to kiss his 
stomach... but Volmana grabs Magnus’ hair, and yanks his head 
back.

VOLMANA
You disgust me. Get out!

Volmana shoves Magnus onto the floor. The boy gets up and 
shuffles toward the door, then stops.

VOLMANA 
Are you deaf? 

MAGNUS
(quietly)

I can bring him to you.

VOLMANA
What did you say, you smelly little 
shit?

MAGNUS
I can bring him to you in the 
stables, so he thinks he’s going to 
see your horse sing. But I need 
gold to bribe the guards.

VOLMANA
Well, you’re good for something 
after all.

Volmana tosses him a coin purse. 

MAGNUS
(looking in the bag)

I need more. 

Volmana rolls off the bed and walks over. 

VOLMANA
Kneel. 
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Magnus obeys. Volmana unbuckles his belt and takes it off. He 
swings it hard into Magnus’ face. 

VOLMANA 
You need more?

He hits Magnus again -- harder.

Tears burst from Magnus’ eyes. He shakes his head, sobbing.

VOLMANA 
Without respect, there can be no 
love. And you love me, don’t you?

Magnus’ lip quivers.

MAGNUS
Yes.

VOLMANA
Yes what?

MAGNUS
I love you.

Volmana walks to a vanity with a silver mirror. He sits in 
front of it and begins arranging his thinning hair.

VOLMANA
Bring a blanket. I don’t want to do 
it in a pile of horseshit.

Magnus nods, wincing at the raw welts beginning to rise on 
his face. He starts to leave. 

VOLMANA 
And food. I’ll be hungry after.

INT. VILLA - KITCHEN - NIGHT

A massive-bosomed, OBESE COOK bakes bread and prepares the 
next morning’s meal. Magnus approaches her.

OBESE COOK
(wiping sweat off her red 
face)

Speak up if ya want somethin’. I 
got work to do.

MAGNUS
I need food for my master.

She notices the heavy bruises on his face.
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OBESE COOK
The prince, eh? Well, what do ya 
want?

MAGNUS
(pointing)

Some of that...

She puts a slab of cured pork on a plate for him.

MAGNUS 
And bread. And carrots.

While she adds these, Magnus picks up a sharp, two-pronged 
fork. He reaches for a kitchen knife too, but the Obese Cook 
grabs it first.

OBESE COOK
I’ll cut that pork up for ya.

MAGNUS
No, he -- he likes me to cut it for 
him.

The Obese Cook eyes Magnus suspiciously, and points the knife 
at him.

OBESE COOK
You bring this back to me, or I’ll 
give you a worse beating than your 
master ever done.

She sticks the knife in the meat. Magnus grabs the plate and 
leaves the room.

INT. VILLA - HALLWAY - NIGHT

Magnus walks down the hallway, passing guards as he goes.

INT. VILLA - SITTING ROOM - NIGHT

The magician Khas dozes in front of a fireplace. Magnus 
tiptoes up behind him, and slowly picks up a blanket folded 
next to him. 

INT. STABLES - NIGHT

Magnus sits on the blanket in a straw-covered stall. The 
plate of food -- with the sharp fork stuck in the meat -- 
sits next to him. 

Volmana and his bodyguards come in. Half Ear does a quick 
search of the room, while Flat Nose confiscates the fork and 
frisks Magnus.
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VOLMANA
(to his men)

Wait outside.

The bodyguards leave.

VOLMANA 
You said the boy would be here.

MAGNUS
His servant is bringing him. He’ll 
be here soon.

Volmana smiles.

VOLMANA
You see? The gold was enough.

MAGNUS
Only for the guards. I told the 
servant if he brought the boy, 
you’d make him a duke.

VOLMANA
And he believed you? How I love 
country folk!

Volmana grabs a carrot off the plate and begins feeding it to 
his white mare, which is on the other side of a low fence. 

Magnus reaches into the straw on the floor and pulls out the 
kitchen knife.

INT. SITTING ROOM - SAME

Khas, sitting in front of the fire, starts muttering to 
himself in a strange tongue.

INT. STABLES - SAME

Volmana pets his white mare. 

VOLMANA
Gently, darling.

He puts the carrot in his mouth, and the horse nibbles on the 
other end. 

Behind him, Magnus raises the knife and steps toward him. 
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INT. SITTING ROOM - SAME

Khas begins rocking back and forth -- his muttering turning 
from entreaties to commands. He raises his hand in a “stop” 
gesture.

INT. STABLES - SAME

Magnus halts, looking shocked and confused.

INT. SITTING ROOM - SAME

Khas puts a long, dirty fingernail to his neck.

INT. STABLES - SAME

Magnus puts the knife up to his own throat. He stares out 
helplessly, as if into some imaginary black chasm before him.

INT. SITTING ROOM - SAME

Khas pulls his fingernail across his neck, scratching it 
deeply.

INT. STABLES - SAME

Magnus has cut his throat. He coughs. Blood spills from his 
mouth and the gaping wound below it.

INT. SITTING ROOM - SAME

Khas struggles for breath and coughs violently.

INT. STABLES - SAME

Volmana hears the coughing. He turns and rushes to Magnus.

VOLMANA
Oh! What have you done?

(to bodyguards outside)
Help, help me!

Flat Nose and Half Ear burst in. 

Half Ear pushes his hand onto the wound, and Magnus gurgles. 

VOLMANA 
You’re hurting him! Get away!

Blood spurts as Half Ear pulls his hand away and steps back.
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VOLMANA 
Oh, Magnus, why? Were you jealous? 
That other boy -- he meant nothing 
to me!

He caresses Magnus’ face with both hands.

VOLMANA 
My beautiful Magnus... my love...

His grief turns to rage, and he slams Magnus’ head onto the 
floor.

VOLMANA 
I didn’t dismiss you! 

He slams Magnus’ head again.

VOLMANA 
I command you to live!

Magnus lies very still in a growing puddle of blood. 

VOLMANA 
How can you... how can you leave me 
when I need you most?

Volmana breaks down.

INT. VILLA - SERVANT’S CHAMBER - DAY

Queen Hesret, in ornate armor, enters Magnus’ old chamber. 

Volmana lies on a shabby cot, sprinkling seeds onto the 
floor. The crow, still in the room, pecks at them.

VOLMANA
I wonder how he got in.

The queen pushes open the wooden shutter. The crow flies out 
and light splashes in, showing Volmana’s puffy red eyes. 

QUEEN HESRET
We have to leave now. The army 
can’t wait.

VOLMANA
I won’t. I won’t go. Not without 
him.

QUEEN HESRET
You must, if you will be king.
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VOLMANA
But Magnus -- he --

QUEEN HESRET
Magnus was weak. A king must 
surround himself with strength, and 
harden himself to suffering. 

VOLMANA
No -- he... I can’t do it without 
him. 

She puts her arms around Volmana.

QUEEN HESRET
You have me, my darling boy. And I 
have you. Together, we will do such 
things only gods dream of.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY

The crow flies over Sardis and his army as they ride toward 
the foothills of a low mountain range. 

SARDIS
Good to be on the road again, isn’t 
it?

Plethon shifts uncomfortably in the saddle and pulls at 
chafing armor.

PLETHON
Yes, My Lord.

General Varn stifles a smile.

A dust-covered MESSENGER races up and reins his horse to an 
abrupt halt.

MESSENGER 
(breathless)

Still no news from the scouting 
parties, Your Majesty.

PLETHON
What could possibly have --

SARDIS
Did you check with all the brigade 
commanders?

MESSENGER
Yes, My Lord.
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Sardis and General Varn exchange serious looks.

GENERAL VARN
I’ll go myself.

SARDIS
Secure the top of the ridge and 
report back as soon as you can. I 
need to know what’s up there, 
before it lands on top of us!

Varn gallops off. 

EXT. RIDGE ROAD - DAY

General Varn leads light cavalry up the steep mountain road. 
They are already halfway to the summit. 

INT. QUEEN HESRET’S TENT - SAME 

The magician Khas sits inside a tent lined with luxurious 
furs. His eyelids flutter as he murmurs strange words. 

EXT. RIDGE ROAD - SAME

Khas’ voice whispers in the wind.

General Varn seems to hear it. He raises his hand, and the 
troops halt. 

More of Khas’ strange whispering. 

CAPTAIN BOSSAR rides up next to Varn.

CAPTAIN BOSSAR
General?

Varn -- looking confused and afraid -- does not respond.

INT. QUEEN HESRET’S TENT - SAME

Khas rolls a pebble off his hand. It tumbles down his knee 
onto the floor.

EXT. RIDGE ROAD - SAME

A small rock slide trickles down the bluff in front of Varn. 

GENERAL VARN
(fearfully)

There!

Varn dismounts in front of a narrow path leading up into the 
rocks.
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GENERAL VARN 
(looking up the path)

Too steep. We’ll have to walk the 
horses.

CAPTAIN BOSSAR 
General, we can’t afford to deviate 
from the main road if we want to 
clear the top of the ridge by 
sundown. But I could send a 
detachment up to explore this --

GENERAL VARN
No! We... we need them all. 

Captain Bossar swallows the order and turns to a soldier 
behind him -- a criminal type with BAD SKIN.

CAPTAIN BOSSAR
Dismount! Your men on point, 
Corporal.

Corporal Bad Skin looks up the narrow path skeptically.

CAPTAIN BOSSAR 
Now, Corporal! 

Bad Skin nods to two men behind him.

BAD SKIN
(unenthusiastically)

You heard the captain.

Bad Skin and his squad reluctantly dismount. They draw 
weapons and start climbing up the path. 

Other troops take their horses, and the rest of the company 
follows close behind.

EXT. SHEER CLIFF - DAY

The wind whips up as the soldiers walk along a sheer cliff 
that drops off to one side of the path.

A fresh-faced archer, ADIR, looks over the side. It’s a long 
way down.

A horse nudges him. Adir loses his balance and is about to 
fall... but he’s grabbed by veteran CARDO (30s, cool under 
fire).

CARDO
(with a smile)

Careful.
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They continue on, and the cliff gives way to a craggy 
hillside with a cave mouth opening out of it. 

General Varn stares into the cave mouth as the wind whistles.

GENERAL VARN
Those voices...

CAPTAIN BOSSAR
We should keep moving, sir. Sitting 
out here in the open is --

A barrage of rough-hewn arrows and hatchets rains down on 
them from the rocks above. Horses and soldiers are hit.

General Varn doubles over, wounded in the gut.

Captain Bossar grabs him, and they flee into the cave, along 
with other soldiers that still can.

INT. CAVE MOUTH - DAY

Cardo, with arrows whistling around him, leads Adir and 
others in pulling horse carcasses into the cave mouth. 

They take cover behind their horseflesh barricade, and shoot 
arrows back at hillmen dug into the rocks. 

The hillmen wear greasy animal skins. Some have scorpions 
woven into their matted hair. Others wear dead rats with 
grinning teeth, or snakes with bared fangs, as decoration. 

Cardo spots horses pressed up against a cleft in the rocks... 
and crouched hillmen sneaking up to steal them.

CARDO
Protect those horses! They’re our 
only way out of here --

Cardo and Adir fire arrows -- scattering the horse thieves 
back into the rocks.

Adir sees hillmen dragging off a wounded soldier. He shoots 
one, but the others are about to escape with their victim -- 

Cardo fires an arrow deep into the wounded soldier’s heart. 

Adir is shocked.

CARDO 
The tribesmen aren’t known for 
their hospitality. Do the same for 
me, if the time comes.
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SERGEANT TULUS (40s, stocky) comes up behind them.

SERGEANT TULUS
Conserve those arrows! Let ‘em come 
in after us, if they have the 
stomach for it. 

Cardo points up at a group of hillmen squatting over a dark 
hole in the rocks. These hillmen have bat wings tied to their 
hair, and shining obsidian balls in their eye-sockets. 

SERGEANT TULUS
(gaping)

They gouged out their own eyes. 
They’re insane... rabid. 

Sergeant Tulus and Cardo watch the bat-men leap, arms 
outstretched, down into the dark hole in the rocks.

CARDO
They have a way in.

SERGEANT TULUS
I’ll -- I’ll tell the captain.

As Cardo watches the sergeant disappear into the back of the 
cave, a hatchet buries itself in the wall next to his head. 

Cardo, snorting with relief, dislodges the hatchet. He tests 
its balance and shoves it into his belt. 

Behind him, Bad Skin and his men slink away from the fight, 
deeper into the cave. They wind around a bend into a 
cavernous back room.

INT. CAVERN - DAY

Bad Skin and his squad pass soldiers setting up defenses and 
tending the wounded. 

They peer into a dark tunnel at the back of the cavern. It 
has an ominous look, like it leads into the very bowels of 
the mountain.

Bad Skin grabs a wineskin off a SWARTHY member of his squad 
who’s squinting into the tunnel.

SWARTHY
Don’t like the look o’ that.

BAD SKIN
You rather go back the way we came?
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Bad Skin drinks, then tosses the wineskin to the third GRIMY 
member of the team. 

Bad Skin looks over at the wounded General Varn, propped up 
against a rock on the other side of the cavern.

BAD SKIN 
He gave it to us hard and sticky 
this time, didn’t he? Leadin’ us 
into this tomb...

Captain Bossar suddenly approaches.

CAPTAIN BOSSAR
I have another job for you and your 
men.

Bad Skin’s face twitches.

INT. CAVE BOWELS - DAY

Bad Skin and his men, each holding a torch in one hand and a 
sword in the other, explore the depths of the cave. 

Water drips in the background.

BAD SKIN
He didn’t hear me say nothin’.

GRIMY
Why’d he send us down this stinkin’ 
hole then?

SWARTHY 
It does stink -- 

BAD SKIN
He wants to know if those hairy 
bastards have another way inside. 
But a way in’s a way out. And if we 
find one, I say we make a break for 
it. To hell with him, and the rest 
of ’em too. 

GRIMY
What was that?

They stop. Silence... then the sound of crumbling rocks a 
little way down the tunnel.

SWARTHY
(hushed voice)

It’s cavin’ in --

37.



BAD SKIN
It’s not cavin’ in.

GRIMY 
Maybe it’s them.

They strain to see into the darkness outside their pools of 
torchlight. 

BAD SKIN
Prob’ly just some harmless little 
thing lives down in these tunnels.

SWARTHY
What, like rats?

BAD SKIN
How should I know? Long as it’s not 
those savages come to eat our 
brains, whatever rats or bats can 
do as they please.

They start walking again, cautiously.

A scuffling sound comes from down the tunnel.

BAD SKIN 
(whispering)

All right, douse the torches. If we 
see any lights up ahead, we’ll know 
it’s them.

SWARTHY
But --

BAD SKIN
(nodding to Grimy)

Get the flint ready.

Grimy fumbles around for his flint.

SWARTHY
But what if --

BAD SKIN
We’ll relight ’em soon as we know 
it’s safe.

Grimy produces his flint.

BAD SKIN 
Okay, put ’em out.
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Bad Skin and Grimy extinguish their torches. Swarthy’s is the 
only one left. They all sense the darkness waiting to crash 
in on them.

SWARTHY
What if it’s a bear? Fire keeps ’em 
back.

BAD SKIN
I said put it out. Now.

SWARTHY 
Shit.

Swarthy puts out his torch. It’s pitch black. 

Swarthy breathes heavily. 

SWARTHY 
It’s not them. Light the torches --

BAD SKIN
We wait.

A dragging noise echoes in the tunnel.

SWARTHY
Light the fucking torches.

More noises.

BAD SKIN
Uh... yeah. Light the torches.

Grimy strikes flint on steel. A solitary spark flies, 
illuminating their faces for an instant.

SWARTHY 
Shit. 

GRIMY
’S too wet in here. Can’t get a 
proper --

BAD SKIN
Dry it off then!

The sound of flint rubbing on a tunic.

SWARTHY
You think it’s a bear?
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BAD SKIN
‘S not a bear. 

A spark illuminates Swarthy’s face. Behind him are the 
creeping forms of the bat-men... and a dark, massive shape 
accompanying them.

The next spark shows a glimpse of something huge, black, and 
misshapen towering over Swarthy. 

Bloodcurdling screams echo through the tunnel.

INT. CAVERN - DAY

The wounded General Varn opens his eyes at the screams that 
come ringing out from the dark tunnel. They are followed by 
rumbling noises. 

Captain Bossar and his men draw their weapons.

CAPTAIN BOSSAR
Pull the wounded back. Archers, 
take positions in the rear!

His men rush to obey. Archers take aim at the opening. 

More deep rumbling, nearer.

Captain Bossar lobs a torch into the tunnel. 

Nothing at first... then the growing shadow of something 
gargantuan approaching.

INT. CAVE MOUTH - DAY

Cardo and Adir -- still firing arrows at hillmen -- hear a 
thunderous roar coming from the cave’s back room. 

It is followed by men’s screams and sounds of vicious 
slaughter.

A few soldiers come blazing out of the back room. 

CARDO
Wait! You can’t --

But terror has overcome the soliders reason and training. 
They vault over the horse barricade into the clearing beyond. 

Cardo and Adir watch as the fleeing soldiers are cut down by 
hillman axes and spears. 

Adir looks behind him. The screams in the back room have 
silenced.
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More rumbling. It’s almost upon them.

CARDO 
Make for the horses. Now!

Cardo leaps over the barricade, Adir and others right behind.

EXT. OUTSIDE CAVE - DAY

Arrows whiz through the air. Soldiers behind Adir are hit. 

A thrown hatchet makes a bloody gash in Adir’s calf as he and 
Cardo jump onto horses and speed down the path. 

A cruel-looking arrow hits Cardo squarely in the shoulder, 
and hillmen spring out of the rocks in front of him.

Cardo spurs his horse and charges, breaking the hillman line. 
He and Adir ride onto the path bordering the cliff.

CLIFF EDGE 

They fly down the treacherous path -- rubble shooting over 
the edge.

Two hillmen in the bluffs ahead take aim with hunting bows...

Cardo spots them and pulls out the hatchet he pocketed 
earlier. He wings it sidearm --

The hatchet shears through a hillman’s fingers as he pulls 
back his bowstring. His arrow guts the hillman next to him.

Cardo laughs out loud at his luck.

The riders approach the end of the path bordering the cliff. 
They just might make it into the cover of the rocks...

But a hillman darts out of nowhere and thrusts a spear into 
the breast of Cardo’s horse. Cardo’s wounded steed rears, and 
Adir charges -- trampling the hillman. 

By the time he can stop his horse, Adir is far down the path. 
He looks back and sees Cardo hanging onto the cliff edge.

CLIFF EDGE

Cardo strains to pull himself up by one arm, his other made 
useless by his shoulder wound. He sees hillmen rushing toward 
him.

A giant hillman swings his massive club at Cardo, who evades 
the blow and grabs onto the club. 
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The giant lifts him with it -- smiling hungrily -- while 
other hillmen gather around their prey.

DOWN THE PATH

Adir grimly takes aim with his bow, targeting Cardo’s heart.

CLIFF EDGE

Cardo seems to feel it. He looks at Adir, then hooks his leg 
around the giant hillman’s thigh. Cardo twists his body, and 
the giant loses his balance. 

They tumble over the cliff’s edge. 

Adir fires his arrow into a nearby hillman, then wheels his 
horse around -- hatchets whizzing by him.

The scene becomes translucent, as if viewed through water...

INT. QUEEN HESRET’S TENT - DAY

The magician Khas sits gazing into a silver bowl of water. 

Across from him, Queen Hesret picks up a candied date from a 
golden platter.

QUEEN HESRET
Well? 

KHAS
The hillmen keep to their bargain. 
They, and their pet, dine on our 
enemies’ flesh tonight.

Volmana, drinking wine in the background, cackles drunkenly.

INT. SARDIS’ TENT - NIGHT

Plethon enters Sardis’ tent. Adir -- his dark skin bloody and 
bruised -- follows him in.

PLETHON
My Lord, a survivor from the 
advance guard.

SARDIS
Where are the rest?

ADIR
I may be the only one left, Sire.

SARDIS
The general? 

42.



ADIR
Last I saw, he was wounded and 
under attack.

Sardis gives him a grave look.

LATER

Sardis straps on greaves with the ease of old habit, while 
Plethon dresses Adir’s wounds.

SARDIS
I’ve heard legends of such beasts 
living inside the mountain, but 
I’ve never seen one. Or talked to 
anyone who has. 

ADIR
I only heard the thing. And the 
screams of the men it attacked.

SARDIS
The hillmen. How many were there?

ADIR
Hard to say, My Lord. But I saw men 
from clans of the rat, the 
scorpion, the snake --

PLETHON
The tribes must have united. I 
didn’t think that possible --

Sardis’ face shows a look of sudden realization.

SARDIS
They’re only meant to delay us.

He turns toward the tent’s door flap.

SARDIS 
Commander!

COMMANDER ALARIC enters.

SARDIS 
Break camp immediately. Leave 
behind all the heavy supplies -- 
anything that will slow us down. 

The commander nods.
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SARDIS 
I want our best archers covering 
the ascent. And tell the brigade 
commanders -- a gold soldis for 
every greasy hillman scalp. 

EXT. RIDGE ROAD - NIGHT

Moonlight shines on Sardis and his army as they climb the 
steep ridge road. 

ADIR
It’s just up ahead, My Lord.

SARDIS
Those cliffs...

COMMANDER ALARIC
Good place for an ambush.

Sardis raises his hand. The cavalry dismounts, and archers 
nock arrows. 

They continue cautiously.

ADIR
(pointing)

That’s the path we took to get to 
the cave. But I doubt anyone’s left 
alive --

COMMANDER ALARIC
(sharply)

We don’t know that. 

He turns to Sardis.

COMMANDER ALARIC 
My Lord, let me take some men and 
make sure. We’ll do a quick sweep 
and catch up with you before you 
reach the top of the ridge. Our men 
could still be... you know what 
they do to captives.

Sardis sighs, then shakes his head.

SARDIS
The army stays together. We’ll do 
what we can for them after the --

An arrow skewers the soldier in front of Sardis. Other arrows 
hit horses and men around him. 
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SARDIS 
Archers! 

The king’s crack archers fire. Some shoot flaming arrows that 
stick into the cliff face, illuminating the enemy. 

Several hillmen are hit and fall out of crevices onto the 
rocks below. The rest retreat.

PLETHON
You were right, they’re only trying 
to slow us down.

Sardis starts forward with urgency, and the army moves with 
him. 

EXT. RIDGE ROAD - NEAR SUMMIT - DAWN

The night has not passed easily. Arrows stick in shields held 
by tired but resolute men. Some are wounded and limp along, 
keeping up as best as they can.

The sun begins to peek out from behind the ridge’s crest, not 
far up ahead. 

PLETHON
At last! I was beginning to think 
we might not --

A lone flaming arrow flies through the early morning sky... 
accompanied by a warning shout from a SCOUT posted ahead.

SCOUT 
Enemy approaching!

Sardis draws his sword.

SARDIS
Lancers, mount! Archers, dig in! 
Pikemen -- form a line!

Sardis’ men rush to obey. Archers take positions in the 
hillside, while soldiers with long spears move into formation 
behind mounted troops. 

Sardis addresses his assembled men. 

SARDIS 
You’ve all heard how our brothers 
were ambushed and murdered at the 
cave yesterday. Up ahead... are the 
cowards responsible. How shall we 
greet them?
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Sardis’ men begin clashing weapons on shields. The tempo 
builds into a thunderous rhythm of barely controlled rage. 

Sardis points his sword at the ridge crest, and spurs his 
horse. The cavalry gives a great battle cry and charges up 
the escarpment with him. 

The scout ahead signals with a torch, and Sardis’ archers 
fire a storm of arrows over their fellow soldiers’ heads...

The missiles ravage the enemy horde that comes pouring over 
the ridge.

Sardis roars, urging his men on. His cavalry shatters the 
enemy line, and pushes toward the summit.

Sardis turns to a standard bearer behind him.

SARDIS
Pikemen!

The standard bearer waves his banner high, and the pikemen 
surge forward. The crest of the ridge is within reach.

EXT. RIDGE - HILLSIDE - DAY

Adir, now in a regiment of archers led by Commander Alaric, 
stands on the hillside behind Sardis’ charging troops.

COMMANDER ALARIC
Aim deep! Pick your man --

As Adir aims his bow, a pebble hits the side of his face. 

He looks up the side of the hill, and sees a landslide 
rolling down at him, followed by a mob of hillmen. 

ADIR
Ho, right flank!

He dodges a small boulder and fires, hitting one of his 
attackers in the face. 

Other archers fire, but many are crushed by falling rocks or 
skewered by hillman spears.

COMMANDER ALARIC
Support the charge! Aim deep, aim 
deep!

The commander swings his sword low, cutting a hillman’s leg 
off at the knee. 
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Adir, and other archers who are still able, fire a sparse 
volley over the heads of Sardis and his cavalry... into a new 
wave of enemy troops spilling over the ridge.

EXT. RIDGE - NEAR SUMMIT - DAY

The enemy smashes into Sardis’ line, unhorsing the king. 
Sardis fights hand-to-hand alongside other unhorsed men.

Sardis takes out two, then three enemy soldiers. The falling 
body of his fourth victim reveals enemy cavalry crashing down 
onto him.

A burst of light as one bludgeons him... then darkness.

INT. TORTURE TENT - NIGHT

Underwater-sounding shrieks and groans as Sardis fights to 
regain consciousness.

His eyes open and adjust to the torchlight. He sees captured 
men from his army being burned, broken, and mutilated.

Volmana is suddenly in front of him, holding a wine goblet. 

VOLMANA
He’s awake.

Volmana smiles and nods to a burly torturer. The man pulls 
back his massive fist, covered in pointed brass knuckles. 

A red flash --

VOLMANA 
Look at his eye! Did you hear it 
pop?

Volmana’s laughter... everything dims... then darkness.

INT. WAGON - DAY

Bumpy movement rouses Sardis. He’s chained inside a moving 
wagon. 

A man in DIRTY HEALER’s robes and a STUBBY GUARD look down at 
him doubtfully. 

STUBBY GUARD 
He won’t stop bleedin’.

The healer pushes a wad of greasy cloth into Sardis’ face.

DIRTY HEALER
Press here.
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STUBBY GUARD
How long I gotta hold this?

DIRTY HEALER
Till he stops bleeding. Or dies.

Sardis passes out.

EXT. CAMPFIRE - NIGHT

Sardis wakes up to something spraying on his face. He looks 
up and sees a DRUNKEN SOLDIER standing on a rock pissing down 
onto him.

DRUNKEN SOLDIER
How d’ya like the vintage, Yer 
Highness?

Laughter from soldiers at a campfire nearby. One throws a 
clay cup, and it shatters against a rock behind Sardis’ head. 

More laughter.

The Stubby Guard stumbles into view, looking like someone 
just woke him up.

Another clay cup explodes against the rock, this time closer 
to Sardis’ head. 

STUBBY GUARD 
Get ‘im back in his cage. Now!

DRUNKEN SOLDIER
Awww. We were just havin’ a drink 
with him.

Guffaws. Another cup whizzes toward Sardis -- crack! He’s out 
cold again.

INT. WAGON - NIGHT

Sardis wakes up inside the moving wagon, and sees the 
cobblestones of a city street passing underneath him.

He goes in and out of consciousness. The rhythmic pounding of 
the wheels melts into the sound of knocking on a wooden door. 

INT. PALACE - DUNGEON - DAY

Sardis is inside a dank cell. He sees, on the other side of 
the bars, a JAILER with a bulging goiter waddling toward a 
wooden door.
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JAILER
I’m comin’.

More knocking, louder.

JAILER 
Said I’m comin’!

The jailer opens the door. Guards with sadistic grins enter 
and approach Sardis’ cell.

INT. PALACE - WINE CELLAR - DAY

Ada, grief-stricken and exhausted, stands before stacks of 
wine amphoras. She scrutinizes the clay vessels’ markings, 
and makes a notes on a wax tablet with a stylus. But she 
can’t concentrate. She closes her eyes, trying to regain 
control.

She hears sounds coming from the hallway outside of the room. 
She turns, and through the open doorway, she sees a man being 
dragged down the hall, choking, by a chain leash. 

The man’s hands are bound, and he wears a lion skin. He’s 
beaten so badly that not many would recognize him as Sardis. 
But she does.

INT. SERAGLIO - DAY

Boys painted in heavy makeup pluck each other’s body hair and 
draw obscene pictures on the walls. They scatter as Sardis is 
dragged into the room. 

A giant man on all fours, also wearing a lion skin and 
prowling like a big cat, growls as Sardis is pulled past him. 

Other slaves -- some boys, some men -- lie curled up in front 
of the fire in lion skins.

Volmana presides over the lion slaves from a divan on a dais. 
He wears a lion skin with a massive mane. 

Sardis is thrown down in front of him.

VOLMANA
Fresh from the larder.

Volmana reaches into a silver bowl and takes out a handful of 
bloody meat and entrails, which he throws to the lion slaves. 
They don’t move. They stare at him... waiting for his signal.

An impatient lion slave reaches for the bloody meat. A whip 
lashes out at him from the hand of a corpulent LION TAMER. 
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The lion slave pulls back his hand, whimpering in feline 
tones.

Volmana finally nods, and the lion slaves dive into their 
meal, fighting and tearing. 

VOLMANA 
Very good, my little kittens!

The giant lion slave drops bloody entrails from his mouth 
onto the floor next to Sardis, who isn’t moving.

The giant lion slave sniffs Sardis’ face, then starts licking 
his cheek. Sardis head-butts him.

The Lion Tamer rains lashes onto Sardis. 

VOLMANA 
When the dominant male is old and 
beaten, the strongest of the young 
lions must assert themselves. For 
the good of the pride. 

The giant lion slave, enraged, flips Sardis onto his stomach 
and gets behind him.

VOLMANA 
Just relax and breathe deeply. I 
think you’ll learn to enjoy the 
pleasures of submission. 

He admires the giant lion slave’s rippling muscles.

VOLMANA 
As I do, from time to time.

Sardis kicks his heel back into the giant lion slave’s groin. 
The would-be rapist collapses -- howling.

Volmana sighs.

VOLMANA 
What am I to do with him?

LION TAMER
Uh... I could castrate him, Your 
Highness. Worked like a charm on 
that one.

The Lion Tamer indicates the boy who once cared for Sardis’ 
lions, Natee, who now wears a female lion skin, and stares 
sunken-eyed into the fire.
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VOLMANA
I thought Sekeeta and I could just 
hump him into submission, but I 
suppose we can always do that 
afterward.

The Lion Tamer shrugs.

VOLMANA 
Cut him, then. But do it up here, I 
want to watch.

The Lion Tamer clubs Sardis on the head. Then he and his 
HAIRY ASSISTANT work together to pull Sardis onto the dais. 

A few painted boys peek out from behind black marble columns 
in the back of the room.

They whisper excitedly as the Lion Tamer unsheathes a jagged 
knife, and the Hairy Assistant pulls Sardis’ legs apart.

The Lion Tamer holds the knife up to Sardis’ groin and looks 
at Volmana for the signal to begin... 

And the Fat Duke and the Abbess enter.

FAT DUKE
Forgive the intrusion, Your 
Highness.

VOLMANA
Not at all, Duke. You’re just in 
time. We’re castrating Sardis.

FAT DUKE
Charming. If I could --

ABBESS
The Patriarch is waiting. The 
sacrificial ceremony must begin 
before the sun sets.

VOLMANA
I’m about to make a sacrifice right 
here.

ABBESS
A virginal one -- in the holy 
temple -- is required.

VOLMANA
(coldly)

Is it?
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The Fat Duke gives the Abbess a warning glance, then produces 
the royal scepter.

FAT DUKE
If I may, Your Majesty. This was 
recently reclaimed from...

(glancing at Sardis)
... your pet here. It originally 
belonged to your father.

Volmana snatches the scepter.

VOLMANA
I know whose it was.

FAT DUKE
(bowing)

Of course, My Lord. 

The Abbess looks impatiently at the Fat Duke.

FAT DUKE 
And, if I may be so bold, the 
ceremony cannot go forward without 
Your Highness’s participation. Then 
neither the temple -- nor the crown 
-- will receive tithes from the 
many supplicants in attendance. 

VOLMANA
How many? Or should I say, how 
much?

FAT DUKE
A specific figure would be 
difficult to surmise, My Lord. But 
rest assured there is a large 
gathering of dedicated, and most 
generous nobles who but await Your 
Majesty’s pleasure. 

Volmana sniffs, and reluctantly rises.

FAT DUKE 
(looking at Sardis)

But before we leave... would you 
allow me to cut his throat, 
Highness? 

VOLMANA
And spoil the fun? 

FAT DUKE
As you will, Sire.
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Volmana heads for the door. He claps, and the painted boys 
scamper after him.

VOLMANA
(to the Lion Tamer)

No snipping until I return. But... 
soften him.

The Abbess and the Fat Duke follow Volmana out of the room.

The Lion Tamer starts sharpening his knife. The Hairy 
Assistant uncoils his whip and raises it over Sardis... when 
a throat clears behind them.

They turn and see Ada standing in the doorway.

ADA
Excuse me, gentlemen. His Highness 
bade me attend to you. May I bring 
you wine? And perhaps...

(looking at the lion 
slaves)

... milk for the others?

LION TAMER
Wine, yeah.

HAIRY ASSISTANT
And cheese.

ADA
(smiling)

Of course.

LION TAMER
Oh ah... bread, and --

HAIRY ASSISTANT
Somethin’ sweet.

LION TAMER
(suddenly shy)

If it’s handy, miss.

ADA
It’s no bother.

She leaves, and the Lion Tamer sighs.

LION TAMER
Lovely, isn’t she?

The Hairy Assistant nods in agreement. 
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The Lion Tamer goes back to sharpening his knife -- whistling 
-- while the Hairy Assistant beats Sardis.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

A matronly COOK hums as she adds spices to a grilled lion 
carcass. Other skinned lions roast on spits nearby. 

The Cook pulls a bit of meat off and chews.

COOK
(to the lion head)

Who’s eating who now?

She’s adding more spices when Ada rushes in.

ADA
What is that?

COOK
Lion. Not as bad as it looks... 

ADA
How could you? The king loved those 
lions!

COOK
Dear, I know you and the king 
were... well, we all had a soft 
spot for the old grouch. But 
there’s a new king now, and...

She scoops a spoonful of custard out of a pot. She tastes it 
and frowns slightly.

COOK 
... we all have to adapt. There’s 
nothing else we can -- 

Her eyes widen as she looks up to see Ada mixing toxic-
looking herbs into cups of wine and bowls of milk. 

COOK
What are you doing??

INT. SERAGLIO - DAY

Lion slaves greedily lap up milk from bowls. Natee reaches 
for one, but the giant lion slave growls, scaring him off.

The Lion Tamer and Hairy Assistant guzzle wine and eat food 
while awkwardly attempting good table manners in front of Ada 
and the Cook. 
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LION TAMER
Good.

He smiles at Ada. 

HAIRY ASSISTANT
(wiping his face with his 
sleeve)

Real good. 

The Cook spoons custard onto their plates.

COOK
Try this. It needs something, 
doesn’t it?

Before he can take a bite, the Hairy Assistant’s eyes roll up 
into his head, and his face plops into his food. 

The Lion Tamer, wine cup in hand, crashes backward in his 
chair.

Ada looks around -- all the lion slaves, except Natee, are 
out cold, too.

Ada runs to Sardis and cuts his bonds.

ADA
Oh, Sardis!
 

Once Sardis’ hands are free, Ada goes back to the table and 
starts pulling off the Hairy Assistant’s hooded cloak.

ADA 
Almost everyone will be at the 
sacrifice, and the halls will be 
empty. 

She lifts the hooded cloak.

ADA 
With this on, and with your face 
looking... Well, we should be able 
to get past the few guards that are 
still --

She looks up to see Sardis leaning over the comatose Lion 
Tamer, holding the jagged castration knife.

ADA 
They’ll be asleep for hours, 
there’s no need to -- 
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Sardis stabs the Lion Tamer, over and over. 

Behind him, Natee beats in the head of the giant lion slave 
with a piece of firewood.

ADA 
We should leave now.

Sardis gets up slowly -- he’s hurting badly.

ADA 
We don’t have much time.

SARDIS
I’m staying. 

ADA
But the prince and his men -- 
they’ll be back soon.

SARDIS
And I’ll be waiting.

ADA
But --

SARDIS
Even if I wanted to, I couldn’t get 
out. They’ll recognize me, and then 
you’ll be caught, too. 

ADA
They won’t. We know this palace 
better than anyone. We can escape. 

SARDIS
Not me. Not this time. 

ADA
You’re hurt. You’re not thinking 
clearly.

Sardis sits back down.

SARDIS
No. I can feel them, pulling at me.

ADA
Who?

SARDIS
The gods -- pulling me back down. 

He looks around the room.

56.



SARDIS 
I was born far away on a dirt 
floor. I’m lucky to have set foot 
in this palace at all, let alone 
die in it.

ADA
The gods brought me to you, didn’t 
they? They’re giving you a chance 
to live.

Sardis shakes his head.

SARDIS
No. A chance for revenge.

ADA
Don’t trade your life for his. 
Yours is worth so much more.

Sardis sags, overcome by fatigue, and her sincerity. 

Ada and Natee put the Hairy Assistant’s hooded cloak over 
Sardis, and help him to the door.

The Cook follows, grabbing the bowl of custard as she goes.

INT. SERVANTS’ CORRIDOR - DAY

Sardis, now hooded, limps down a narrow corridor, leaning on 
Ada and the Cook.

ADA
(whispering)

They don’t usually guard this door 
on festival days. They just bar it 
from the inside.

They turn into a short corridor that leads to a door... 
guarded by sentries. 

Ada bites her lip as a DOOR SENTRY approaches.

DOOR SENTRY
Bit late for the sacrifice, aren’t 
you?

ADA
I’m -- we’re taking my brother to 
see a healer. 

DOOR SENTRY
All of you?
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ADA
He needs both of us to help him 
walk. And the boy here...

(indicating Natee)
... he knows the way.

The Door Sentry looks at Sardis.

DOOR SENTRY
What’s wrong with him?

ADA
He has a fever. I wouldn’t --

DOOR SENTRY
Let’s have a look.

The Door Sentry goes to lift Sardis’ hood... and a wrenching 
cough comes from underneath it. Chunks of custard fly into 
the sentry’s face.

DOOR SENTRY 
Get him outta here -- now!

The other sentries -- alarmed -- open the door. Sardis and 
his friends escape through it.

EXT. RED-LIGHT DISTRICT - NIGHT

A cart wobbles up the street. Sardis, the Cook, and Natee 
share the back with several sheep. Ada sits up front with the 
driver, a scabby old LECHER. 

Ada pushes the Lecher’s hand off her thigh.

ADA
You can stop right there.

The Lecher reins in the horses, and the cart comes to a stop 
in front of the brothel’s back entrance.

LECHER
(grabbing at her)

Come ’ere.

ADA
Why don’t you come in for a drink 
on the house instead?

LECHER
I don’t want a drink. A ride for 
you and your friends, you says, for 
a kiss. A proper kiss. 

(MORE)
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That’s what you told me, and that’s 
what I want.

She turns -- the Cook and Natee are helping Sardis get out of 
the back. They’re not looking. 

She moves her body in close, and runs her hand sensually up 
the Lecher’s scabby neck and face. She kisses him deeply. 
When she breaks off, he’s on the verge of tears. (He was 
loved once, too.)

He watches her with misty eyes as she gets out and follows 
the others into the brothel.

INT. BROTHEL - NIGHT

It’s a slow evening. Regulars drink, and whores lounge about. 
They stare at Ada as she walks in with the others.

The BARMAN gives Ada a dark look. 

BARMAN
Shouldn’t you be up at the palace, 
sucking the royal scepter?

Tyro comes bursting out of the kitchen.

TYRO
You’re back! 

He hugs Ada.

TYRO
Are you staying? 

BARMAN
You can’t just walk back in here 
like you never left.

ADA
We need a place to stay, only for a 
few nights. Please. We’ll pull our 
weight.

BARMAN
We don’t need any help.

A crowd of men come in the front door, laughing and calling 
for drinks and food.

TYRO
Of course we need her.

LECHER (CONT'D)
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The Cook marches past the Barman into the adjoining kitchen 
like she owns the place. A harried chef is in there fumbling 
with onions and turnips. 

COOK
Fire’s too hot.

She starts stirring a pot on the fire with one hand, while 
inspecting a fish with the other. 

The chef bends down to pull a log off the fire. 

COOK 
Leave it. It’s all right long as 
you keep stirring. 

The Cook, now expertly filleting the fish, looks over at 
Natee.

COOK 
Fetch some water and then get busy 
cutting up those onions!

Natee grabs a bucket and runs out the back. 

The Barman, watching all this, frowns. He looks at Sardis.

BARMAN
What’s wrong with him?

ADA
He’s drunk... and he got into a 
fight. He’ll be better soon.

BARMAN
You can stay tonight, but that’s 
it. So don’t get comfortable.

The Barman heads into a back room.

TYRO
He doesn’t mean it.

He leads Ada and Sardis up the stairs.

INT. BROTHEL - UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT

They emerge from the stairs and walk down the hallway.

TYRO
Is your friend okay?

ADA
He just needs to rest.
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Tyro stops in front of a door.

TYRO
No one will bother him in here. We 
don’t use it much anymore, not 
since the captain died. 

He opens the door.

INT. SEA CAPTAIN’S ROOM - NIGHT

The light from the hall is just enough for Ada to find the 
bed, where she helps Sardis lie down. He passes out 
immediately.

ADA
The old captain finally died? I 
thought he was stubborn enough to 
outlive us all.

TYRO
Maybe he will. 

Tyro grabs an unlit oil lamp off the bedside table and takes 
it out of the room. 

INT. BROTHEL - UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT

Ada follows him into the hall.

ADA
What do you mean?

Tyro lights the oil lamp on the flame of a large phallus-
shaped lamp mounted on the wall.

TYRO
Well, after the captain breathed 
his last, we...

He smiles.

TYRO 
Do you remember that artist who 
could never pay his bill? The one 
with the pretty eyes?

Ada nods and gives a little laugh.

TYRO 
His hands were so soft. So 
different from soldiers’ hands. 

(MORE)

61.



Well, we never did get any money 
out of him, but we got him to 
decorate this room, in honor of the 
captain.

They walk back into the sea captain’s room.

INT. SEA CAPTAIN’S ROOM - NIGHT

The lamp illuminates the room for the first time -- it has 
been decorated to look like the deck of a ship. 

The forward wall is painted to show the view from the bow 
looking out over a stormy sea. 

A side wall shows a massive approaching wave. 

The opposite side wall has painted sailors clinging to the 
ship’s railing, and others drowning in the waves below. 

Real wooden railings come out of the wall, and tattered 
sailcloth hangs from the ceiling.

TYRO
He brought all that up from the 
shipyard.

Ada marvels at the room.

ADA
It’s like the stories the captain 
used to tell, come to life. 

Tyro sets the lamp on the bedside table. It shines on a sea 
monster painted on the wall behind the bed where Sardis lies. 
The monster’s gigantic maw looks ready to devour him.

ADA 
I can see why no one wants to stay 
in here.

TYRO
No one but the captain. Two of the 
girls saw him in here, looking like 
the day he was buried... watching 
’em at it with their men. So no one 
comes in here anymore.

He looks at Ada.

TYRO 
Are you scared of ghosts?

TYRO  (CONT'D)
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ADA
There are worse things.

The scene becomes hazy and watery, and ripples as if the 
water were being poked.

INT. PALACE - SITTING ROOM - NIGHT

Volmana stands over Khas’ shoulder, poking at the water in 
the sorcerer’s silver bowl. 

VOLMANA
Do you see him? Where is he? He 
can’t have gone far!

Queen Hesret puts a hand on her nephew’s shoulder.

QUEEN HESRET
Let him work. 

Volmana pulls away, and stands with his back to a 
pornographic tapestry. 

VOLMANA
I am Lord here! If you want to 
command, go home.

Khas, still looking into the bowl, stirs.

KHAS
I see him. 

INT. SEA CAPTAIN’S ROOM - NIGHT

A hazy image of Sardis on the bed -- he looks like he’s lying 
on the deck of a ship.

INT. PALACE - SITTING ROOM - NIGHT

Khas gazes into his silver bowl.

KHAS
He is aboard a ship, sailing 
unfriendly seas.

Queen Hesret narrows her catlike eyes.

QUEEN HESRET
Unfriendly? Make them murderous.

Khas blows on the water in the silver bowl. Outside the 
window, winds whip up and dark clouds gather.

Volmana storms out of the room.
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INT. PALACE - CORRIDOR - NIGHT

Volmana barrels into the corridor where COMMANDER HAFSA and 
other officers wait to attend him.

VOLMANA
Traitors!

The officers look at each other.

VOLMANA 
(to Commander Hafsa)

Arrest all the guards and 
attendants who served under Sardis!

Commander Hafsa hesitates.

VOLMANA 
Did you hear what I said?

COMMANDER HAFSA
Your Majesty... I was garrisoned 
here in the palace before you... 
ascended to your rightful place on 
the throne. 

VOLMANA
Ah.

Volmana spins and looks at an officer.

VOLMANA 
You! Come here.

The officer approaches, and Volmana points accusingly at 
Commander Hafsa.

VOLMANA 
Arrest him! And anyone else who 
attended that foul usurper.

The officer looks at the others around him for help.

VOLMANA 
You were here before as well? Is 
there anyone who wasn’t?!

Silence.

He faces Commander Hafsa again.

VOLMANA 
You’re reinstated, Commander. For 
now. Arrest all of the... 

(MORE)
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suspicious-looking people who 
served here before me. 

COMMANDER HAFSA
Begging your --

VOLMANA
Not including the older ones who 
loyally attended my father, of 
course.

Commander Hafsa bows.

VOLMANA 
Unless they look suspicious.

COMMANDER HAFSA
Begging Your Majesty’s pardon, 
but... suspicious of what?

VOLMANA
Of treason! Of helping Sardis to 
escape! 

COMMANDER HAFSA
Yes, Your High --

VOLMANA
Or anything else. Stealing. Showing 
disrespect to my divine person. 
This abominable behavior -- 
fostered, no doubt, by your former 
master -- must stop!

INT. SEA CAPTAIN’S ROOM - DAY

The drum of heavy rain outside as Ada leans over Sardis. A 
bandage covers one side of his face, and his scruffy beard 
has grown. 

He opens his good eye. 

ADA
How do you feel?

SARDIS
(rough voice)

How long...

Ada helps him sit up and drink water.

ADA
You’ve been asleep for three days.

VOLMANA  (CONT'D)
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SARDIS
My head feels like an old pumpkin 
left out in a field to rot. 

Ada smiles.

ADA
You must smell the squash soup.

She picks up a bowl from the bedside table and feeds him a 
spoonful.

SARDIS
Tastes familiar.

ADA
Cook made it. She’s starting to 
give our little kitchen quite a 
reputation.

SARDIS
I hope no one else recognizes her 
cooking.

ADA
I doubt many of the patrons here 
have eaten at the palace.

Sardis notices Ada’s drastically different look: she’s cut 
her hair, and wears more revealing clothes.

SARDIS
You look... different. 

ADA
I don’t stand out so much like 
this. Not here, anyway.

SARDIS
And, how do I...

ADA
You look much better.

He gropes his face bandage.

SARDIS
I can’t feel this side of my face. 

She gently pulls his hand away.

ADA
You’re healing.
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She sets the soup down and wrings out a wet cloth.

SARDIS
They’ll be searching for me. I have 
to leave.

Ada starts giving him a sponge bath.

ADA
You’re not going anywhere. Not for 
a while.

SARDIS
Soon.

ADA
Where will you go?

SARDIS
South. The nobles there have no 
love for Volmana’s family. 

ADA
And then what?

SARDIS
I’ll raise an army. And come back.

ADA
Is there no other place? What about 
your home? 

She runs the wet cloth softly across Sardis’ chest.

ADA 
You never told me where were you 
born.

SARDIS
The East Islands.

ADA
Do you miss it there?

SARDIS
No, but I miss being on the sea.

ADA
You must like this room, then.

Sardis scans the wall painted with drowning sailors.

SARDIS
Yes. It’s... very comforting. 
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Ada giggles.

ADA
I like you better this way.

SARDIS
Now I’m in pieces?

ADA
Now you’re a man, not a king.

INT. BROTHEL - BACK STAIRWAY - DAY

Sardis, helped by Ada, limps down a narrow stairway that ends 
behind the bar. 

ADA
There’s just a regular or two. None 
of them will pay you any mind.

They walk through the bar into the kitchen.

INT. BROTHEL - KITCHEN - DAY

As they enter, Tyro passes them carrying bowls of stew into 
the main room. 

Sardis sits at a small table covered with leeks and potatoes, 
while Ada opens the window’s shutter. It’s pouring outside.

ADA
I’ve never seen it rain this hard 
for so long. But at least there’s a 
bit of sun peeking through today.

She ladles a steaming bowl of stew and puts it in front of 
Sardis.

ADA 
I have chores to do. Back soon.

She starts to leave.

ADA 
Finish it all. It helps.

Sardis smiles wryly, and Ada leaves, laughing. 

Sardis takes a spoonful and slowly chews, while looking over 
a low partition into the main room.

MAIN ROOM

Regulars hail a wet, MUDDY MAN coming in the front door.
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TYRO
There’s a nice fish stew on the 
fire, if you like.

MUDDY MAN
Don’t think I could eat after what 
I just seen.

The Muddy Man sits down at a table with two men -- one has a 
GRAY BEARD and the other is wearing a greasy LEATHER CAP.

GRAY BEARD
Where you been?

MUDDY MAN
Up at the garden. My sister’s boys, 
ya know...

LEATHER CAP
Started cartin’ the bodies back, 
have they?

The Muddy Man nods.

MUDDY MAN
I never seen anything like it. 
Musta been fierce, Sardis’ last 
stand up on the mountaintop.

KITCHEN

Sardis’ ears perk up.

MAIN ROOM 

GRAY BEARD
Can’t’a been worse than last year.

LEATHER CAP
(nodding)

Lost Balius and Casseil --

GRAY BEARD
And all them boys that worked down 
at the shipyard. 

MUDDY MAN
Year before weren’t much better, 
when Sardis had the army roamin’ 
and butcherin’ up north all 
winter...

The others nod, remembering. Tyro puts a cloudy glass of 
liquor in front of the Muddy Man.
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MUDDY MAN 
But I never seen ’em ground up like 
they was out there today. Carts 
fulla arms and legs... with mothers 
and fathers pickin’ through the 
pieces -- lookin’ for somethin’ 
familiar.

LEATHER CAP
’S a ruddy shame.

The Muddy Man looks out the window at the rain.

MUDDY MAN
If it rains hard enough, maybe all 
them boys King Sardis put in the 
ground’ll rise up again, like wheat 
in the field.

Gray Beard raises his glass. 

GRAY BEARD
To the boys.

MUDDY MAN AND LEATHER CAP

The boys.

They drink.

KITCHEN

Sardis is hearing it all.

MAIN ROOM

LEATHER CAP
New king might do better.

MUDDY MAN
I don’t know. I heard dark things 
bout ’im. Little boy lover... and 
worse.

Gray Beard lights his pipe.

GRAY BEARD
I ’member his dad. He had wars of 
his own, only didn’t win so much as 
Sardis.
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LEATHER CAP
He may not’a been as good a warrior 
as Sardis, but at least he was one 
of our own. Saw his queen once, 
too. Sweet look to her. Sardis, he 
didn’t have no family. No child to 
care for, or woman to stay his 
hand. 

The Muddy Man shakes his head.

MUDDY MAN
Can’t trust a man with no family. 

KITCHEN

Sardis gets up and starts limping out of the kitchen.

MAIN ROOM

Tyro clears empty bowls off the table.

TYRO
I heard King Sardis was gonna let 
the croppers move where they 
pleased, and work for fair wages at 
whatever trade they chose. But he 
died on the mountaintop, before he 
could do it.

GRAY BEARD
(nodding)

Heard that too.

LEATHER CAP
Free the croppers? Had years to do 
that, if he wanted. Don’t believe a 
word of it.

Sardis limps past the regulars’ table.

LEATHER CAP 
Ol’ Sardis mighta been lowborn like 
us, but he was no better for you or 
me than any other lord of the 
palace. Just bloodier, that’s all.

Sardis stiffens as he hears this. He opens the back door and 
goes through it.

EXT. BROTHEL - OUT BACK - DAY

He walks into the driving rain toward Ada, who’s filling a 
bucket at a covered well. 
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Natee is nearby, trying to coax a stray tomcat out from under 
a wagon.

ADA
You should go back to bed.

SARDIS
I’ve been lying there long enough. 

He picks up Ada’s full bucket.

ADA
You need rest.

SARDIS
There is no rest. Not for the 
living, or dead.

Ada watches him with concern as he takes the bucket inside.

INT. BROTHEL - BAR - DAY

Sardis carries the bucket over to a tub behind the bar. Tyro 
is there, filling cups from a clay jug.

The Barman comes down the stairs behind them, and looks out 
at the regulars in the main room.

BARMAN
They pay for those drinks?

TYRO
They will.

The Barman snorts and disappears into the back room.

Tyro pours a shot from a liquor cask. He looks back to see if 
the Barman’s coming, gives Sardis a wink, and downs it.

Sardis hefts his bucket.

SARDIS
This go here?

Tyro nods and drinks a second shot.

Sardis dumps the water into a tub under the bar. 

Tyro pours another drink and holds it out to Sardis.

TYRO
This’ll wash your troubles away.
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SARDIS
It’ll take more than that.

TYRO
If it’s something stronger you’re 
looking for...

LEATHER CAP (O.S.)
(calling from the main 
room)

What’re ya brewin’ it from scratch 
back there?

TYRO
(gruff)

I’m comin’!

He hands the drink to Sardis, then takes the tray of cups out 
into the main room.

Sardis drinks the shot, and dips the empty cup into a bucket 
of milk under the bar. He limps back outside with it.

EXT. BROTHEL - OUT BACK - DAY

Sardis sets the milk down next to Natee, and the tomcat comes 
out from under the wagon to lap it. 

Sardis lowers the water bucket into the well, watching Natee 
pet the cat.

INT. SEA CAPTAIN’S ROOM - NIGHT

Sardis wakes up to the sound of loud sex coming from the next 
room. It crescendoes into orgasms... which are replaced by 
howling wind and rain from outside.

Sardis looks at the lamplight flickering on the drowning 
sailors painted on the wall. 

He turns his head... and sees a corpse with stringy hair 
standing in the corner, glaring accusingly at him.

The door swings open suddenly and light spills into the room. 
Ada stands in the doorway.

ADA
What is it?

Sardis looks back at where the ghost stood, but now just sees 
an old upturned mop leaning against the wall.

SARDIS
Nothing. 
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Ada walks over to him, and feels his forehead.

ADA
Let’s go downstairs. A little 
company will do you good.

She takes his hand. As she helps him up, it’s like she’s 
pulling a drowning man out of deep water.

INT. BROTHEL - BACK STAIRS - NIGHT

Ada guides Sardis down the narrow back stairway. They sit 
halfway down the steps, and look out over the bar into the 
main room. It’s full of smoke, music, and drunken laughter.

Sardis looks at Ada, who’s smiling.

SARDIS
You seem happy here.

ADA
Oh, it’s all right, for now. 

SARDIS
You have plans, then. What are 
they?

Ada gestures toward Tyro, who’s pouring wine at a table.

ADA
We’re going to have our own 
vineyards. Make our own wine, just 
how we like it. 

(turning to Sardis)
You could come with us...

SARDIS
Your own vineyards. 

(sincere)
That’s a fine dream. An expensive 
one, too. How would you pay for it?

Ada shrugs.

ADA
We’ll manage.

The Barman replaces an empty cask on a shelf below them. He 
glances up at Ada.

BARMAN
We could use another girl out there 
on her feet. Or upstairs, on her 
knees. 
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He walks off.

ADA
Don’t mind him. He’s always like 
that when it’s busy. 

She looks at the crowd and overwhelmed staff.

ADA 
But he’s right, I should help. Can 
you wait here while I serve a few 
drinks? 

Sardis nods, and she goes into the main room.

MAIN ROOM

The players, backed by musicians, are up on the low stage.

The Player Whore (the same ugly little man in drag) sings to 
the PLAYER PLUTOCRAT (costumed as a fat nobleman). 

PLAYER WHORE
(falsetto, rolling R’s)

Luh-huv for rrrent and sex for 
sale, silver for a strrroking...

PLAYER PLUTOCRAT
(deep voice)

And a gold-piece for re-lease. 

The Player Plutocrat convulses, and a coin shoots up from 
between his legs. As it does, Natee -- sitting with the 
musicians -- hits a fluttering high note on a wooden flute.

The Player Plutocrat falls theatrically backward, and is 
pulled offstage snoring. 

The PLAYER PARAMOUR comes on. He kneels with one hand on his 
heart -- the other stretched out toward the Player Whore. 

PLAYER PARAMOUR
My love for you is as precious 
as...

The Player Whore bats eyes at the audience, in time with a 
few drum beats. 

PLAYER WHORE
(falsetto)

Silver?
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PLAYER PARAMOUR
(gesturing to the sky)

Silver as the shining moon!

Ada pours wine at a table next to the stage. She playfully 
slaps the hand of a groping customer, and laughs. 

BACK STAIRS

Sardis sees her. He grabs an empty mug sitting on the stairs 
and fills it from the liquor cask below him.

MAIN ROOM 

The Player Whore looks out hungrily at the audience. 

PLAYER WHORE
And gold?

The Player Paramour produces a yellow flower.

PLAYER PARAMOUR
Gold as a dandelion on a bright 
summer day!

PLAYER WHORE
And... rubies?

PLAYER PARAMOUR
Red as my beating heart!

He pulls a stage-prop heart out of his tunic. He makes it 
pulse with his hand -- accompanied by a drum beat.

The Player Whore theatrically shuns him, and music starts up.

PLAYER WHORE
(singing)

It’s a bitter exchange,
But you have to understand,
That I’d rather have cold metal 
Than your heart or flower petal!

BACK STAIRS 

Sardis, looking into the main room, sees the groping customer 
whisper in Ada’s ear and give her coins.

Sardis guzzles liquor.

The Barman comes back for more supplies.

BARMAN
A good whore’s always workin’.
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The Barman leaves, taking an empty cask with him.

Sardis refills his mug with liquor, and limps up the stairs.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT

Loud moans -- some almost violent -- come from cracks in 
doors as Sardis makes his way down the hall.

INT. SEA CAPTAIN’S ROOM - NIGHT

Sardis is propped up on the bed drinking, when Ada comes in. 

ADA
Why did you come back up? 

(frowns)
He said something about me, didn’t 
he? Deep down he’s a good man, but 
he’s jealous, and he has no right 
to be. 

SARDIS
No man has the right to be jealous 
of a whore. 

Ada raises her eyebrows.

SARDIS 
I saw you.

ADA
I was serving drinks. 

SARDIS
Is that all? 

ADA
Yes --

SARDIS
You’re a good liar. 

Sardis takes a long drink.

ADA
I’ve never lied to you. I’ve done 
everything I can to help --

SARDIS
(slurring his words)

You helped ’cause you think I’ll 
win back the throne and... 

(MORE)
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and shower you in jewels, so you 
can buy your vineyards and 
everything else you want. But none 
of that will ever happen. Not the 
throne, not the jewels, none of it.

ADA
Good. I didn’t like you as king, 
remember?

SARDIS
Why were you with me then? You made 
me think you did, like any good 
whore would.

ADA
That’s not what I meant --

SARDIS
Go. Your customers are waiting, and 
they pay better than I do.

He drains the rest of his mug.

ADA
You don’t command here. Or anywhere 
else anymore.

SARDIS
(Potentially violent)

I said go.

She looks him in the eye.

ADA
I’ll go downstairs because that’s 
where I’m needed. And you --

She nods at the scenes of shipwreck on the wall.

ADA (CONT’D)
You can go down with your sinking 
ship!

She leaves, slamming the door.

EXT. RED-LIGHT DISTRICT - NIGHT

Sardis, drinking from a new cup, limps drunkely up the dark, 
rainy street. Natee is behind him, still carrying his wooden 
flute, and trying to catch up.

SARDIS
Back -- 

SARDIS (CONT'D)
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Natee stops. 

SARDIS 
Go back!

Sardis throws the cup, and it breaks on the street next to 
Natee.

The boy watches as Sardis disappears into the darkness.

EXT. RIVERBANK - NIGHT

Rain pours onto Sardis as he stumbles down a muddy hillside 
next to a stone bridge. 

He sits down, shivering, beside a mangy dog on a dry spot 
under the bridge. 

He pets the dog, watching garbage and corpses float down the 
swollen river in front of him. 

EXT. COURTYARD - DAY

The morning sun shines onto servants who stand nervously in a 
courtyard that’s still wet from the recent storm. 

Volmana walks toward them with Commander Hafsa, Flat Nose, 
and Half Ear. 

VOLMANA
More potent, my friends, than the 
crown and scepter... are the carrot 
and the stick! Or, the stick and 
the carrot, I should say.

Volmana reaches the servants, who stand in two lines. He 
surveys them for a moment, then nods to Commander Hafsa.

VOLMANA 
Proceed with the stick, Commander. 

Commander Hafsa looks at him questioningly.

VOLMANA 
The punishment.

COMMANDER HAFSA
Which... punishment would Your 
Majesty care to impose? 

VOLMANA
What do you usually do to 
treasonous, lackadaisical rogues 
such as these? 
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COMMANDER HAFSA
Highness, there are different 
punishments for treason and... 
failure to perform one’s duties 
vigorously.

He looks at Volmana hopefully.

COMMANDER HAFSA 
Perhaps a flogging would do, My 
Lord?

VOLMANA
Certainly not! You can’t expect 
behavior such as theirs to improve 
after a mere flogging! Give me your 
sword.

Commander Hafsa hesitates, then hands him his short sword. 

Volmana walks up to a MAID. 

VOLMANA 
You. What is your crime?

MAID
Please, Your Majesty, I haven’t 
done anything wrong. 

VOLMANA
What a little liar you are.

(to Commander Hafsa)
Hold her down... and cut out that 
forked tongue of hers.

MAID
But Your Majesty! I haven’t --

VOLMANA
Are you insolent as well?

She freezes. Commander Hafsa takes a tentative step toward 
her.

VOLMANA 
You must act without hesitation, 
Commander, without pity. Or you’ll 
never earn their respect. 

Volmana nods to Flat Nose, who slugs the Maid in the stomach, 
knocking the wind out of her. She collapses.
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Flat Nose gets on top of her, and pins her arms with his 
knees. He shoves a knife into her open mouth -- she’s gasping 
for air -- and carries out the punishment. 

Volmana strolls down the line and stops in front of a MAN.

VOLMANA 
Let me see your hands.

The man raises trembling fingers. 

VOLMANA 
Disgusting. I hope you’re not a 
cook.

MAN
I work in the gardens, Highness.

VOLMANA
But we’re not in the gardens, are 
we?

He turns his back to the man. 

VOLMANA 
This is how you present yourself to 
your Lord?

Volmana pivots, swinging the sword down across the man’s 
knuckles. Fingers fly, and the man shrieks.

VOLMANA 
I expect now you’ll treat the ones 
you have left with better care.

Volmana runs his hand through his own thinning hair as he 
approaches a GROOM.

VOLMANA 
I remember when I had hair like 
yours. Of course it never looked 
that good. I was much too busy 
attending to my many duties to keep 
it “just so.” 

Half Ear moves in behind the Groom.

VOLMANA 
Scalp him.

Half Ear grabs the Groom by the hair and yanks his head back, 
lifting a knife.
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GROOM
Please, My Prince, please!

VOLMANA
(emphasizing the plosives)

If you pucker your puffy lips 
again, I’ll pluck them like petals. 

With a terrified effort, the Groom closes his mouth.

VOLMANA 
There’s a good lad. You’ll thank me 
later. You’ll be so much more 
productive without vanity to 
distract you.

He moves on to a woman who is quickly tying back her 
luxurious hair. This exposes her big ears. 

VOLMANA 
Good Lord. I bet you can hear a pin 
drop thirty leagues away with those 
monstrosities. 

Flat Nose, next to him, snickers.

VOLMANA 
Probably overheard plenty of 
conversations not meant for a 
simple little maid, too. 

Volmana is suddenly distracted by the sight, in the back row, 
of Fausta (we met her before -- she’s the love interest of 
the Lanky Servant Girl). Volmana beckons to her.

VOLMANA 
You, girl. Come here.

Fausta comes forward. 

VOLMANA 
You too, my darling.

He motions to the Lanky Servant Girl, also in the back row.

VOLMANA 
It’s all right, dear. Come along.

She steps forward and stands next to Fausta, who gives her a 
loving, reassuring look.

Volmana points to Fausta.
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VOLMANA 
I’ve seen you before. You attend 
that magistrate what’s-his-name. 
The dour one.

FAUSTA
Yes, Your High --

VOLMANA
What am I saying? They’re all dour, 
aren’t they! 

Half Ear and Flat Nose chuckle.

FAUSTA
Lord Kelloran, Your Highness.

VOLMANA
You’re his scribe, are you not? 

FAUSTA
Yes, Majesty. Very generous of you 
to notice.

VOLMANA
How could I not notice you? 
Strutting around the halls, gushing 
with love.

(to Flat Nose)
She’s simply gushing with it! 

Volmana turns to the Lanky Servant Girl.

VOLMANA 
Do you love her in return?

He gets in close.

VOLMANA 
Do you? Even when she’s angry with 
you, or looks at another girl?

She’s too terrified to answer.

VOLMANA 
I asked you a question. Do you love 
her?

She looks at Fausta.

LANKY SERVANT GIRL
Yes, My Lord.

Volmana sighs.
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VOLMANA
Why should you have love when your 
Lord does not? It’s a crime.

FAUSTA
The fault is mine, Majesty --

VOLMANA
Ah, the courage born of love. But 
what becomes of that when your love 
is gone?

Flat Nose holds Fausta.

VOLMANA 
(sadly)

I ask myself that question every 
day. Perhaps together, we can find 
the answer.

Volmana slashes the Lanky Servant Girl’s throat. Fausta is 
frozen in shock. 

Volmana turns to the group.

VOLMANA 
Let this be a lesson. Be good, 
everyone.

He starts walking back toward the palace, then stops. 

VOLMANA 
(to Commander Hafsa)

I almost forgot about the carrot! 

He turns back to the servants.

VOLMANA 
Anyone who comes forward with 
knowledge of the conspiracy to aid 
Sardis -- the filthy usurping pig --
will receive a boon from my 
sorcerer. A magic spell of your own 
choosing. For gold...

He looks at Fausta.

VOLMANA 
For love...

He smiles at the gardener, who’s holding his wounded hand and 
biting his lip to keep from groaning.
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VOLMANA 
Or for a few fingers, perhaps.

EXT. HARBOR - DAY

Sardis gnaws a brown apple core as he limps along the crowded 
wharf in the morning sun. 

He stares -- stupefied -- at the destruction in the harbor 
caused by the storm. 

He passes ships with shredded sails and broken masts, sitting 
low in the water, and scavengers using poles to drag in 
barrels and other floating spoils of shipwreck. 

Natee -- surreptitiously following Sardis -- ducks behind a 
crate next to a fishmonger’s stall. 

Natee peeks out... and Sardis’ apple core bounces off his 
head. He grins when he sees Sardis give him a beckoning nod.

Natee runs over, chewing what’s left of the apple core. 

Together, he and Sardis follow a group of chained slaves, of 
different ages, sexes, and colors, up a ship’s gangplank. 

EXT. SLAVE SHIP - STERN - DAY

As the slaves are pushed down into the ship’s hold, Sardis 
and Natee approach an OLD SALT sailor fitting new railings 
onto the deck.

SARDIS
Where’s your captain?

OLD SALT
(without looking up)

Drowned, ’long with half the crew. 

SARDIS
Rough out there these last few 
days?

OLD SALT
Roughest I ever saw. 

He squints up at Sardis.

OLD SALT 
First Mate’s up with the jib. 
Or what’s left of it.

He nods toward the bow. 
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BOW

A CRONE with milky eyes stares blindly out of a grimy shawl. 
She leans on a LITTLE GIRL dressed in rags. 

The red-faced FIRST MATE drops silver coins into the Little 
Girl’s hand.

FIRST MATE
We’ll come for it at sundown. 

The Little Girl whispers to the Crone, who shakes her head.

More coins clank into the girl’s hand. 

FIRST MATE 
The sail has to be ready by 
sundown.

The Little Girl whispers to the Crone again. She nods and 
lets the girl guide her toward the gangplank. 

Two sailors follow them, carrying a large bundle of sailcloth 
between them. 

STERN

The Crone and Little Girl pass Sardis and Natee, who are on 
their way up to the bow. The Crone halts, sniffing the air, 
while the Little Girl stares at Sardis.

BOW 

The First Mate oversees sailors making repairs.

FIRST MATE
And if she’s still listing by then, 
I’ll use your bones for ballast!

Sardis and Natee approach. The First Mate looks at them.

FIRST MATE 
You want handouts, you’re in the 
wrong place.

SARDIS
Just passage, for sweat. 

FIRST MATE
I may be short a few men, but I got 
no room for anyone can’t pull his 
weight. 
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SARDIS
We can work.

The First Mate spits on the deck.

FIRST MATE
We’ll see.

(to Natee)
You scared o’ heights, boy?

Natee shakes his head. 

FIRST MATE 
I want you up that rigging, workin’ 
the mainsail.

(to Sardis)
You get below and start bailing. 
You both work hard and don’t cause 
trouble, you can stay aboard. 

SARDIS
Where you bound?

FIRST MATE
South. We sail with the tide --

He starts down the deck, and nods toward the departing Crone.

FIRST MATE 
-- if that old witch gets the jib 
fixed up in time.

EXT. SHIP’S DECK - STAIRWAY ENTRANCE - DAY

Natee waves from his perch on the yardarm to Sardis, who 
takes the stairs down into the darkness below deck.

INT. SHIP’S HOLD - DAY

Sardis comes down the stairs, splashing into sewage-like 
water. 

The cargo -- slaves -- are packed into a cage, awash in 
filth. 

Sailors plug hull breaches with tar, while chained slaves 
bail water. 

Sardis slips easily into the queue, bailing in perfect rhythm 
with those in front and behind. He’s done this before.
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INT. PALACE - SITTING ROOM - DAY

Volmana drains the last drop in his wine goblet and stares 
out the window at the half-sunken ships and wreckage floating 
in the harbor below.

VOLMANA
Look at that. I think you’ve sunk 
or crippled every ship in the sea. 

Khas, sitting nearby, looks into his silver bowl.

VOLMANA 
They tell me that now the grain 
shipments are lost, there will be 
rioting in the streets.

He turns around to face Khas.

VOLMANA 
Did you kill him at least?

Khas -- staring into his bowl -- hears sloshing, and sees 
vague images of Sardis inside the hold of the slave ship. 

KHAS
He walks in thick water...

VOLMANA
Crossing the River Styx, I presume.

Khas shakes his head.

KHAS
He lives, Majesty.

Volmana laughs, with a touch of insanity.

VOLMANA
Help me understand how you have the 
power to destroy hundreds of ships 
with an unholy storm... yet you 
cannot kill, or even find, one man?

KHAS
Forgive my failings, Majesty. I see 
but shards... broken glimpses of 
the inner eye. 

VOLMANA
But you have the power to kill a 
man, do you not? 
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KHAS
If a man craves death, this I can 
sense, and inflame. 

Volmana cuts a sliver of cheese with a knife. He nibbles at 
it, pacing.

VOLMANA
But surely Sardis must feel... It 
should be easy to influence someone 
in his condition, who has lost 
everything. Who is as helpless as a 
young boy...

(sadly)
A young boy who, in his confusion, 
might mistake even the purest love 
for perversion.

Volmana’s face registers a terrible realization, and he moves 
in behind Khas.

VOLMANA 
It would be easy to make one such 
as that, say, cut his own throat, 
would it not? 

He bends over Khas’ shoulder and looks into the bowl.

VOLMANA 
What do you see?

The reflection in the water shows Volmana pulling the knife 
across Khas’ throat. Blood pours into the silver basin, 
disrupting the image. 

VOLMANA 
You killed my love!

Queen Hesret is suddenly there, standing in the doorway.

QUEEN HESRET
Do you have any idea what I went 
through to secure his loyalty... to 
harness his power? 

VOLMANA
But he -- he killed Magnus!

QUEEN HESRET
He was protecting you, you little 
idiot. Your beloved Magnus wanted 
to murder you.
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VOLMANA
What? No... 

Volmana thumps his forehead with his fist.

VOLMANA 
Ever since I was a boy you’ve tried 
to poison my mind. Well I am a boy 
no longer. I am king!

QUEEN HESRET
You’re nothing without me.

VOLMANA
Am I? The lords here suffer your 
presence only because of me... 

He cuts into his hand with the knife. 

VOLMANA 
... and this royal blood. I am its 
last vessel. And I am alone, 
without love or family. 

QUEEN HESRET
But I am your family. Come, kiss 
and make up with your auntie.

VOLMANA
Family? Only by a sham marriage! 
Not by blood. Get out! You’re no 
kin of mine.

QUEEN HESRET
Think carefully, dear. If I go, my 
army goes with me.

VOLMANA
I have my own army now.

QUEEN HESRET
Do you?

VOLMANA
Yes, loyal only to me! 

Half Ear, Flat Nose, and Commander Hafsa -- hearing the 
shouting -- enter.

VOLMANA 
You see? Loyal to me! Now get out!
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QUEEN HESRET
Very well. When you come to your 
senses, you may send me your most 
heartfelt apology.

She leaves, head held high.

VOLMANA
I’m not sorry and I won’t ever be!

He goes to the window and looks out at the damaged ships in 
the harbor below.

VOLMANA 
(to Commander Hafsa)

Sardis is still alive and I --

He takes a deep breath.

VOLMANA 
He’s hiding on a ship. Board 
everything that rows or sails. Sink 
them, rip them apart, I don’t care. 
Just find him! 

Commander Hafsa bows and leaves.

EXT. SHIP’S DECK - SUNSET

Sardis drinks water on deck, watching the sun go down over 
the sea. The First Mate approaches.

FIRST MATE
Job for you. 

He points at a heavily TATTOOED SAILOR on the gangplank.

FIRST MATE 
That man there. Go with him to get 
the jib. Bring it back 
straightaway. No taverns. No 
brothels.

SARDIS
Why me? 

FIRST MATE
You in a hurry to get back to 
swilling shit down in the hold?

Sardis limps toward the gangplank, and the First Mate turns 
to sailors who are driving a new foremast into the deck. 
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FIRST MATE 
Don’t force it, ya savages! You 
gotta ease it in, like it’s her 
first time!

EXT. HARBOR SLUM - SIDE STREET - NIGHT

Sardis stands next to the Tattooed Sailor, who knocks on the 
rickety door of a shanty made of mud brick.

The Little Girl opens the door with a raw, scabby hand. 

TATTOOED SAILOR
From the slave ship Walrus. Come 
for the jib. 

The Little Girl walks back inside, leaving the door open. 
Sardis and the Tattooed Sailor follow her.

INT. CRONE’S SHANTY - NIGHT

The Little Girl whispers to the blind Crone, who sits facing 
a low fire. A brood of ragamuffins sew fishing nets and sails 
nearby.

Filthy boys carry a bundle of sailcloth out of another room 
and give it to the Tattooed Sailor.

The Little Girl stares at Sardis. He winks at her, and she 
smiles.

The Tattooed Sailor fingers the sail.

TATTOOED SAILOR
You use heavy stitch? A strong 
wind’ll cut through anything less. 
If it does, I’ll come back here and 
cut through you.

The firelight flares up, showing dark stains on the 
sailcloth.

TATTOOED SAILOR 
You been draggin’ it through the 
mud?

He notices the raw, bloody hands of the ragamuffins, staining 
the cloth they’re sewing. 

Sardis leans close to the Tattooed Sailor, and nods in the 
direction of the old Crone.
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SARDIS
(whispering)

Careful. She has the evil eye.

The Tattooed Sailor scoffs to hide his fear. Sardis takes the 
sail and rolls it up.

SARDIS 
Many thanks, grandmother. May the 
gods smile upon your house and 
children.

The Crone inclines her head toward him.

SARDIS
And may the demons do your bidding 
without complaint. 

Sardis hefts the bundle and limps out the door. The Tattooed 
Sailor hurries after him.

EXT. HARBOR SLUM - NIGHT

Sardis is carrying the bundle down the street when he feels a 
tug at his sleeve. It’s the Little Girl. 

LITTLE GIRL
Come back. 

SARDIS
I don’t have any more silver for 
you. 

LITTLE GIRL
Help, please come.

The Tattooed Sailor looks on impatiently.

TATTOOED SAILOR
I ain’t goin’ back there. 

SARDIS
You need help?

She points at Sardis cryptically.

TATTOOED SAILOR
She’s crazy. Let’s go. 

The Little Girl walks slowly in the direction of the shanty, 
looking back at Sardis as she goes. 

Sardis puts the bundle down. 
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SARDIS
I’ll see you back on the ship.

TATTOOED SAILOR
I’m not gonna lug this by myself --

SARDIS
She needs help more than you do.

Sardis starts after the Little Girl.

TATTOOED SAILOR
Hey! There’s nothin’ good for you 
back there!

EXT. HARBOR SLUM - SIDE STREET - NIGHT

The Little Girl makes sure Sardis is trailing her, staying 
just ahead of him until she reaches the shanty. She goes in, 
leaving the door ajar. 

Sardis reaches the door, and pushes it carefully open.

INT. CRONE’S SHANTY - NIGHT

Inside, the ragamuffins are still at work, but the Crone is 
nowhere in sight. The Little Girl stands in front of a door 
leading to a back room. 

Sardis pushes a short knife up his sleeve and follows the 
girl into the room.

INT. CRONE’S SHANTY - BACK ROOM - NIGHT

Dead rats hang by their tails from low rafters. Dried herbs 
and disfigured dolls are strung up next to them. 

Oily smoke rises from a pot hanging over a cooking fire. The 
Crone stirs it, singing quietly. 

Sardis watches, entranced by her song and rhythmic stirring.

The Little Girl leads Sardis over to a stool.

LITTLE GIRL
(whispering to Sardis)

It’s almost finished. 

The Crone eases a plant out of a broken jar and kisses it. 
She tears off its roots while speaking in a strange tongue.

LITTLE GIRL 
(translating)

Roots.  
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Sardis’ eyelids become heavy, and his words are sluggish.

SARDIS
Roots? Mine are... far away.

The Crone cackles. She smells the roots, and drops them into 
the pot along with a handful of earth. She speaks more words 
in the strange language.

LITTLE GIRL
(translating)

Fresh roots. 

The Crone reaches into a bowl and takes out a bloody animal 
heart. She squeezes it over the pot, speaking again.

LITTLE GIRL 
(translating)

Blood. Blood is life.

The Crone kisses the bloody heart and drops it in. She stirs 
the pot and sings her otherworldly song.

Sardis’ eyelids flutter. He sees himself from afar, as the 
Little Girl feeds him spoonfuls of the magic brew.

Then the ragamuffins are gathering silently around him, their 
raw hands clutching at him. He’s falling asleep, off his 
stool, and into their waiting arms.

INT. CRONE’S SHANTY - NIGHT

Sardis wakes up. Dim firelight shines onto children sleeping 
on the floor around him. He gropes his face -- there’s a 
fresh bandage on it.

He gets up and goes to the door. As he opens it, he sees the 
Little Girl watching him from the corner of the room. 

Sardis catches her eye, and gives her a little smile. Then he 
leaves, quietly closing the door behind him.

EXT. HARBOR SLUM - NIGHT

Sardis walks down a dark street. 

He passes a beggar with no legs, who mumbles a drunken 
supplication. 

A second beggar reaches out to Sardis with an empty cup 
balanced on a stump where his arm used to be. 

BEGGAR
Mercy for an old soldier. Mercy...
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Sardis nods respectfully to the man and shows his open palms, 
indicating he has no money.

SARDIS
Forgive me, brothers.

He walks briskly on, now with only a slight limp. 

EXT. RED-LIGHT DISTRICT - NIGHT

Sardis stands across the road from the brothel. He stares 
nervously through the window at Ada, who prepares food in the 
kitchen with the Cook. 

A HAGGARD PROSTITUTE sways up to him.

HAGGARD PROSTITUTE
Why go in there, when I got 
whatchya need right here?

Sardis ignores her and steps into the street toward the 
brothel, but is blocked by a wagon rolling across his path.

The cart is packed with rotting body parts. Some hang off the 
sides, others drag along the street. 

SARDIS
Where’s that going?

HAGGARD PROSTITUTE
Up to King Sardis’ Garden. 

Sardis freezes.

HAGGARD PROSTITUTE
Ya never been to Sardis’ Garden? 
Oh, I planted lots up there. 
Friends, brothers, lovers...

She smiles, showing missing teeth. 

HAGGARD PROSTITUTE
... even a husband or two.

She cackles as Sardis follows the cart up the hill.

EXT. GRAVEYARD - NIGHT

The cart gets a wheel stuck in the mud near the top of the 
hill, and lurches to a halt. 

Sardis walks around it and sees muddy gravediggers shoveling 
body parts into shallow mass graves. 
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Sardis, taking in the gruesome scene, spots a familiar face. 
It’s Fausta, kneeling before a cairn of stones on a freshly 
dug grave. 

Sardis sloshes through the mud up to her.

SARDIS
You lose a brother at the battle on 
the mountaintop?

FAUSTA
A brother? No...

She looks up and recognizes Sardis.

FAUSTA 
Majesty -- they said you were dead. 

SARDIS
Not yet.

FAUSTA
Since you left... the prince... 
he’s done terrible things.

Sardis gestures sadly toward the graves surrounding them.

SARDIS
Worse than this?

FAUSTA
You don’t understand. He’s going to 
kill them all. 

SARDIS
What?

Fausta points down the hill at fires burning in the distance.

FAUSTA 
He’s burning the slums. To cleanse 
the city of the plague, he says. 
But I’ve seen plans for a new 
palace he wants to build there... 
over the ashes of innocents.

Sardis stares at the fires. 

SARDIS
Death all around us. And all for 
nothing.

He watches the fires, pacing liked a caged lion. Then he 
stops.
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SARDIS
Do you still serve the Lord 
Magistrate?

FAUSTA
(nodding slowly)

The new one, yes. 

SARDIS
Then you can get me into the 
palace.

FAUSTA
I -- I don’t know.

SARDIS
Come with me.

Sardis moves quickly toward the graveyard exit, and Fausta 
rushes to keep up. 

SARDIS 
Who’s the garrison commander? 
Khuros?

FAUSTA
No, he was killed during the purges 
that followed Volmana’s arrival. 
There’s a new commander -- Hafsa. 

SARDIS
Never heard of him.

FAUSTA
He was the first officer to pledge 
loyalty to the prince. 

SARDIS
Let’s pray to the gods his loyalty 
has worn thin.

EXT. PALACE - SERVANTS’ ENTRANCE - NIGHT

Sardis -- hooded -- stands in front of a door in the palace 
wall with Fausta. She thumps on it, and a small window at eye 
level slides open. 

WINDOW GUARD
(voice like gravel)

Back so soon, girl? And who’s that 
with ya?
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FAUSTA
A -- a mason to help finish work on 
the new dungeons.

WINDOW GUARD
Another one? Breedin’ like maggots 
down there...

The door is unbarred with a clang. It opens just enough for 
Sardis and Fausta to slip inside. 

INT. PALACE - GUARD’S ALCOVE - NIGHT

The door shuts behind them, and an oil lamp is thrust into 
Sardis’ face.

WINDOW GUARD
Neck.

Sardis takes his hood off, showing his neck and bandaged 
face. 

WINDOW GUARD 
What’s happened to your face?

SARDIS
(disguised voice)

Wife caught me cheatin’.

Chuckles from the guard, and Sardis and Fausta are on their 
way into a long corridor. 

INT. PALACE - CORRIDOR - NIGHT

Sardis and Fausta approach a bend in the hallway.

SARDIS
Volmana -- do you know where he is 
now?

While Sardis talks, a woman turns the corner up ahead, coming 
toward them. It’s the maid who was taunted by Volmana for her 
BIG EARS. She’s close enough to have heard Sardis’ voice.

Fausta remains quiet till she passes. 

FAUSTA
The prince is in his seraglio, My 
Lord. I saw him there earlier 
tonight, dead drunk and asleep next 
to one of his boys.
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SARDIS
What about this new garrison 
commander, Hafsa?

FAUSTA
He spends most of his time in the 
council hall, with the other senior 
officers.

Fausta looks over her shoulder in the direction Big Ears 
went.

FAUSTA 
We have to hurry.

INT. PALACE - DARK CORRIDOR - NIGHT

Sardis and Fausta come to a door guarded by sentries.

FAUSTA
I -- I am here on behalf of the 
Lord Magistrate. We have news for 
the Commander that requires his 
immediate attention. 

SENTRY
I seen you with the magistrate.

(turns to Sardis)
But who’s he?

FAUSTA
(suddenly imperious)

He is witness to events that are of 
concern to the Commander, not to 
you.

The sentry, cowed, lets them through the doorway.

INT. COUNCIL HALL - STANDS - NIGHT

The doorway opens into the stands of the amphitheater-style 
council hall. 

As they approach the top tier of stone benches, Fausta 
suddenly bolts -- flying down through the stands toward the 
throne on the ground floor.

FAUSTA
My Prince! My Prince! Behold once-
mighty Sardis!
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GROUND FLOOR

Volmana sits on the throne, with Flat Nose and Half Ear 
behind him. He laughs as he looks up into the stands at 
Sardis, who is being surrounded by guards. 

Fausta kneels in front of the throne, panting. 

Behind her, the Fat Duke, Commander Hafsa, and several guards 
stand next to a wooden model of a magnificent new palace.

VOLMANA
Your gift brings me even greater 
pleasure than my new palace will.

FAUSTA
Not a gift, Highness -- an 
exchange. You promised magic to the 
one who brought Sardis before you. 
In return, your sorcerer... he must 
bring back my love. He will bring 
her back!

VOLMANA
Back from the dead...

Volmana pets a lion slave chained at his feet.

VOLMANA 
If that were possible, don’t you 
think I would have done it myself? 
There are limits to magic. Your 
love is gone... 

(cruelly)
And there is nothing you can do -- 
nothing anyone can do to bring her 
back.

FAUSTA
Then I -- I ask for...

VOLMANA
(mocking)

My pardon?

Fausta rushes at him, pulling a knife.

FAUSTA
Your life!

Volmana cowers. When he looks up, Fausta’s contorted face is 
inches from his. She’s impaled on a spear held by Flat Nose, 
who’s behind the throne with Half Ear. 
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Servants remove the body, the spear still in it. 

Volmana rises and strolls over to Sardis, who is pushed down 
onto his knees by guards. 

The Fat Duke chuckles loudly in the background as Volmana 
pulls the hood off Sardis’ face.

VOLMANA
So it really is you. What’s left of 
you, anyway.

SARDIS
And what’s left of my people? 
You’ve turned my city into a 
slaughterhouse.

VOLMANA
My city.

Volmana returns to his throne.

VOLMANA 
My people. To do with and dispose 
of as I please.

SARDIS
To burn alive to make room for your 
pleasure gardens? 

VOLMANA
The old must make way for the new.

He turns to Commander Hafsa.

VOLMANA 
Kill him.

Hafsa fidgets indecisively.

VOLMANA
Remember what I told you about 
hesitation, Commander.

Sardis looks at Commander Hafsa and his men.

SARDIS
He maims and kills with no regard 
for innocence or guilt. Help me, 
and together we will put an end to 
this madness.

VOLMANA
Kill him, Commander!
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Commander Hafsa puts his hand on the pommel of his sword.

COUNCIL HALL STANDS

Big Ears and other servants enter quietly, carrying kitchen 
knives, broom handles, and other make-shift weapons. 

GROUND FLOOR 

Sardis rises to his feet and addresses Commander Hafsa and 
his men.

SARDIS
I will grant land and title to each 
one of you who stands with me now.

The Fat Duke jumps forward.

FAT DUKE
He has no right! These boons are 
not his to bestow! He...

The Fat Duke points at Volmana.

FAT DUKE 
... and this vile pretender who 
sits before you --

Volmana, still on the throne, gapes at this treachery.

FAT DUKE 
-- have proven themselves unworthy 
to wear the sacred crown. 
Commander, I order you to arrest 
them both in the name of the 
Council of Lords! You and your men 
will be generously rewarded for 
your loyalty to the true rulers of 
this land.

As the guards stir uneasily, looking to Commander Hafsa, 
Volmana whispers to Flat Nose and Half Ear. 

SARDIS
(to Hafsa and his men)

When the council members finish 
fighting each other, the kingdom 
will be torn to shreds. And I doubt 
you men will have claim to any of 
it.
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FAT DUKE
Do your duty, Commander! And you 
have my word, as a noble of the 
realm, that you and your men...

Volmana motions to Half Ear, who raises his spear --

FAT DUKE 
... will be richly rewarded --

Half Ear’s spear plunges into the Fat Duke’s massive gut. And 
as blood bursts from the duke’s mouth, Flat Nose bounds off 
the dais and rushes at Sardis, swinging his sword. 

Sardis gets hold of his arm and knocks the sword loose... but 
Flat Nose punches him in his wounded eye. 

Sardis twists to lessen the impact of the blow, throwing an 
elbow with the same motion. Flat Nose is knocked down. 

He falls next to his sword, and looks back at Sardis, who is 
holding his face and gasping for breath. 

Flat Nose smiles viciously. He reaches for his sword...

A sickening thud as a garden hoe slams down on Flat Nose’s 
hand, severing it below the fingers. 

Flat Nose looks up in shock at his attacker. It’s the 
gardener, his own wounded hand wrapped in a bandage.

Flat Nose screams as the Groom (with a bandaged scalp), Big 
Ears, and other servants swarm him... chopping with meat-
cleavers and beating him with broom handles.

When they’ve finished, the blood-spattered servants fall in 
behind Sardis. 

Commander Hafsa and his men join them, and together, they 
face Volmana. 

VOLMANA
This foreigner, this stray dog, 
does not deserve your loyalty. 

BIG EARS
Murderer!

GROOM
Monster!
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VOLMANA
Who are you to judge me? My actions 
are inspired by the cravings of my 
divine blood. I am the will of the 
gods, made flesh!

SARDIS
You are not the gods’ will. You are 
their mistake.

VOLMANA
The gods do not make mistakes!

SARDIS
Then you must be one of their 
jokes.

Volmana cackles as Sardis and the others close in on him.

INT. COUNCIL HALL - DAY

Sardis, mostly healed, sits on his throne. He holds his 
scepter in one hand, and a wine cup in the other. 

He looks out on nobles, commoners, and a large group of 
peasants -- all holding wine jugs and cups.

SARDIS
Many hands carried water to quench 
the fires that burned our city.

Appreciative murmurs from the crowd.

SARDIS 
And soon, those hands will sow rich 
fields and tend precious vines. 

He pours wine on the floor. Others do the same.

SARDIS 
So let us share a drink with the 
gods of soil and rain, of river and 
sun. 

He lifts his wine cup. 

SARDIS 
To a fat harvest. May she come 
quickly, like an easy lover.

He drinks, and so does the crowd, amid laughter and shouts of 
good cheer.

Sardis nods to guards, and a man is dragged in.

105.



Cries of anger as the crowd realizes it’s Volmana. His 
clothes are dirty and torn, and he now has a scraggly beard.

The Sergeant-at-Arms thumps the butt of his spear on the worn 
mosaic floor, and the crowd quiets.

SARDIS 
Prince Volmana, the suffering of 
your many victims cries out for 
vengeance.

The Abbess’ voice rings out from the crowd.

ABBESS
Mercy! I beg mercy for this man!

Disgruntled rumbling from the crowd.

ABBESS 
The power to punish is best 
balanced with the weight of 
forgiveness, is it not?

SARDIS
It is, as your presence here 
attests. 

A few laughs. Sardis’s face is grave. 

SARDIS 
We have all seen enough death. So 
he shall have mercy, even though he 
denied it to others. Let him keep 
his life.

Gasps from the crowd. Volmana shows insolent relief.

SARDIS
But mercy must be tempered with 
justice, especially in this era of 
new freedom for so many... 

He nods to a group of tipsy, smiling peasants, then scans the 
entire crowd.

SARDIS
... when we all must learn the 
price of our choices. 

He looks down at Volmana.

SARDIS
So in return for his life, the 
prince must give back...
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Sardis touches the silk patch covering his missing eye.

SARDIS
... an eye for an eye.

Volmana, shocked --

SARDIS
A tongue for a tongue. A finger for 
a finger, and a scalp for a scalp. 
The flesh that remains... shall be 
burned black, over an open flame.

Volmana -- terror stricken -- is pinned down. The first part 
of his sentence is carried out right there on the floor.

His screams follow Sardis as he walks out of the room.

INT. PALACE - NEW CHAMBERS - DAY

Volmana’s screams are replaced by an off-key note from a 
wooden flute, played by the Little Girl. Next to her is 
Natee, trying to not to laugh as he adjusts her fingers.

Sardis comes in, wincing at the noise. 

He trips on a lion cub licking custard from an upturned bowl 
on the floor. Then he takes a long step to avoid another cub 
that’s peeing on the rug.

The tomcat from the brothel watches the lion cubs from the 
safety of a tabletop. Sardis gives it a little scratch on his 
way out onto the adjoining terrace.

INT. PALACE - TERRACE - DAY

Sardis walks by Ada, who is hunched over a table littered 
with wine cups and potted vine saplings. 

He goes to the terrace’s railing and takes in the view, 
pulling his cloak tight against the icy spring air.

Ada turns and notices he’s there. She walks up to him, 
touches his shoulder tenderly, and hands him a cup of wine. 

Sardis drinks.

SARDIS
Not bad.

ADA
We can do better. 
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Sardis nods, sighing. He lifts his eye patch to let the 
breeze soothe the jagged scar underneath.

ADA
Does it hurt?

SARDIS
No, it just... likes to breathe 
sometimes.

They look down onto jumbled terracotta roofs, up over the 
charred ruins of the slums... and out at the colorful 
vineyards and fields that rise up into the distant hills.

FADE OUT.

108.


