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FADE IN:
EXT. FOREST - NIGHET

Darkness. The sound of battle cries and the clang of
metal upon metal. The forest lights up with huge sparks
flying from swerd and ax as armored knights hack and

swing at each other. Mounted knights c¢ocllide head-cn

at full gallep, their armor made incandescent in the clash.
Sparks eddy in their wakes and float to the ground. The
forest catches fire. :

MAIN TITLES on the flames. Out of the scunds cf ancient
battle grows music, heroic and barbaric, shot through

with melancoly.

Two crazed eyes reflect the fire. The eves belong to a man
without age, at once ancient and bovish, female and

male; his eves are pained from the burden of too much
knowledge. So close is he to the flames that a lock of

his wild hair sizzles alight. He slaps at the fire as

if it were an annoving insect. He wears a cloak of black
trimmed with silver. It is Merlin. The wizard weaves a path
through the burning forest, dodging the combatants, searching.

MERLIN
Lord Uther! Lord Uther!

The forest arcund him weeps softly with the sounds
that follow slaughter. Patches of undergrowth are
smoldering. Small flames lick bark and branches.
Smoke floats through the trees and hovers over the
bodies of the dying and the dead.

A huge knight reins up beside Merlin on a lathered
horse. His armor is blood spattered. He is weary from
battle. He locks down at Merlin, his countenance
fierce. The blade of his sword glows with an unnatural
aura,

MERLIN
It's done. A truce. We meet at
the river.

UTHER
(disgqusted)
Talk. Lovers murmuring to each
other., . .
EXT. RIVER, FOREST - DAY

Waiting on one bank of a small river that flows through
the forest is a warloard, the Duke of Cornwall.

{CONTINUED)
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He is flanked by his armored warriors, Lot of lowthean
prominent among them. They are battle-weary and blocdied,
but they look ready to fight. Behind them is an army

of lesser knights.

Tc the copposite bank come Uther and Merlin, a much smaller
force of knights, including Uryvens, Lord of Gore,
surrounding them.

BUKE OF CORNWALL
I spit on your truce, Uther. If vou want
peace, throw down your swords.

Uther and the Duke of Cornwall glare at each other in
silence across the river. Uther strains forward, burning
with anger; but Merlin restrains him.

UTHER
I should kbutcher all and every one
of them. Merlin , what is this
wagging of tongues?

MERLIN
Just show the sword.

Uther unsheathes his mighty sword, and brandishes it in
the air high over his head. The blade hums disguietingly
and leaves a lingering electric hue upcn the air. The
marvel instills dread in all present.

MERLIN

{(waxing eloguent)
Behold the sword of power, Exacibur.
Before Uther, it belonged to Lud, before
Lud, to Beowulf, before Beowulf t
Baldur the Gecod, before RBaldur to
Thor himself and that was when the
world was yocung and there were more
than seven colors in the rainbow.

(and in an aside

to Uther)
Speak the words.

UTHER
(bellowing)
One land, cne king! That is my
peace!

{CONTINUED)
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The Duke of Cornwall locks around nervously as some of
his Xnights fall to their knees in awe.
g

DUXE OF CORNWALL
Lord Uther, if I vyield to the sword
of power, what will you vield?

UTHER
Me, yield!l?

Merlin nudges Uther hard. -

MERLIN
(a whisper)
He has given. Now you must,

The two knights glare at each other, rage contending
with anger.

UTHER
The land from here to. the sea
is yours if you will enforce the
Ring's will.

The enemies lock eyes and Merlin watches anxiocusly.

DURE OF CORNWATIL
Done! .

211 men from both sides break out in wild cheers.

DUKE OF CORNWALL
My Lord King Uther, let us feast
together., To my castle. Lord
Merlin, you must join --

But Merlin is nowhere in sight.
INT. TINTAGEL CASTLE - HALL -~ NIGHT

Drums and wailing flutes fill the banguet hall with a
lusty rhythm.Armored warriors watch a lone woman dancing.
She is very beautiful, both sensucus and innocent.

Uther sits at the long table beside the Duke of Cornwall.
with the barons and dukes of the land, and the lesser
knights. The table is stained with wine and littered
with bones and half-eaten fruit.

Uther's eyes burn with lust as he watches the dancer.
DUKE OF CORNWALL
I would wish you such a wife, Lord

Uther, as my ZIgrayne. So innocent, but
in bed, a furnace. . .
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The Duke rises and goes to his wife, be—striding
the centre c¢f the hall and Igrayne weaves circles of
dance around him. He gloats with pride.

The words escape his lips:

UTHER
I must have her.

Lot spins to face him.

LOoT
What? You're mad ! What about
the alliance?

UTHER
{cblivious)
I must have her.

LOT :
And risk all you've won? This
castie commands the sea gate to
the kingdom.

Uther is not one for politics, and Lot's words sail
past him. The King lusts for Igrayne.

A bell is struck not far away. The music ceases and

the hall falls silent. The great door creaks open,
revealing the dawn light, and a monk steps into

the hall and waits by it. Muffled by corridors of stone,
a choir of monks can now be heard singing the high,
ecstatic harmonies of the Te Deum. Thcose who have fallen
asleep at the table are roused, those drunk, helped up.

INT. PASSAGEWAY, TINTAGEL CASTEL - DAWN

The monk leads the party down the hallways of the castle,
Thin shafts of dawnlight filter through archers' slits

in the thick walls onto stone floors. Otherwise, it is
dark. Each person, lady and knight, proceeds alone, head
bent, some crossing themselves.

Uther is among them. He stops in a dark alcove, breathing
heavily, waiting. As the lovely Igrayne &rifts past him,
he pulls her out of sight of the others.

In a shaft of pale light Uther clasps Igrayne to his
breastplate, his iron arm wrapped around her £rail body.
So wviclent is his embrace that she cannot breathe, her
mouth is wide with fear, and her feet do not touch the
ground; an impaled butterfly.

UTHER
You will be mine. Wife and gqueen,
ped and crown.

(COWTINUED)
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His face is close to ners, looking as though he woul
vour her tender whiteness with his kiss. She doesn':
wer; she can't. Iven Uther underscands this and le
g0 .

fua-]

IGRAYYNE
(a2 fierce whisper)
I want nc other crown and no other
bed than those I have.

Her gown and her fragile skin tornm on the spikes of his
armor, Igrayne backs away and rejoins the procession.

Uther trembles with unreleased passion.

L. PASSAGIWAY QUTSIDE CHAPEL, TINTAGEL CAST - DAWN

Igravne enters the candlelit chapel from which issues the
chant, calling the castle to worship. She rushes to her
husband's side, kneeling next to hiz and whispering. The
Duke of Cornwall looks back at Uther, hatred in his eyes.

ELT. WAR CAMP - BEFORE TINTAGEL CASTLE - DAY

" Uther is in a towering rage. Sword drawn, he stalks among
the biers of fallen kni ghts, Squires and clerics keep a
healthy distance. The sky is Lowering, pregnant with rol-
,ting thunder., Beyond his encampment, high on a cliff
rising out of the sea stands the Lmnrecﬂaale Tintagel

Castle, seat of the Duke of Co'ﬁra1l now under siege.

UTHER

(bellowing in all
directcions)

Merlin! Where are youl!?

Just then a knight rides up and dismounts. It is Ulfius,
a lieutenant.

UTHER
Have vou found him?
ULFTUS
No ==
But he cannct finish. He is taken aback by the sudden ap-
pearance of a hideous hag who approaches, ratc l‘hg a beg-

gar's pan.

B s T
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HAG
What a hurry vou were in this morning,
good siw. You forgot to give this
old woman a ccin,
ULFIUS
I saw you half a day's gailop
from here. I asked v ou i you
nad seen Merlin, I returned here
stralight away. How 'd --
EAG
-- I heard., I have coma, I am
also Merlin.
The figure stvaﬁghtens the Ifilthy rags become a flov ing
czpe, and the hair 1s swept back by the wind, and -~ it
is Merlin, laughing.
MERLIN
I have walked my way since the
beginning of time. Sometimes I
give, sometimes I take. It is mine
to know which, and when.
UTHER
(exuloc* 1z )
Dumb riddles, Merlin. I am vour
King.
Ulfius edges awa: -
MERLIN
I know the storm inside you, and
what it has wrought. The alliance
I forged is wrecked. The Duke of
- Cornwall under siege. .All this for
lust. Selfish lust. '
Ucher grabs Merlin.
: UTHER
For Igrayme. One night with her.
Do it. Use the magic.
tlerlin frowns pensively, his gaze searching strange dis-
tances and wandering; then focusing, blazing straight atc

Uther.
-7
Y |
You will swear by vour true kingship
to grant me what I wish. Then vou

£

e .
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Uther kneels and draws his sword and heclds it up bv the
blzde, a cross.,

I swear it. B
holy ==

-- What issues from your lust will
be mine. Swear it again.

UTHER
I swear it.

%erlln loocks down sorrowfully at the kneeling King.
EXT. BATTLEMNENTS, TINTAGEL CASTEL - EVENING

The Duke of Cognwall watches a force of armored knighrs
riding forth IZrom Uther's war -camp, with banners flying.
It passes beneath the castle and on toward a distant cli

DUKE OF CORNWALL
(to a l;eufenant)
It's Uther and all his best knight
He leaves behind little more than
fledglings to guard his camp.

»

His eves are as cold and as pale as ice.

EXT. CLIFF ABOVI THE SEA - TWILIGHT

Uther and his knights, and Merlin on a mule, ride to the
high promentory and dismount. Here, overlooking the seaza,
is a circle of ancient stonmes, carved with strange runes
and hieroglyphics, and as the wind moves through them it
means and sighs,

The knights watch as Merlin and Uther, leading his herse,
walk toward the stones. Merlin strides into tn circle,
turning to look at Uther, who hesitates,

MERLID
Conme.
Uther starts to make the sizn of the c¢cross, but Merlin
halts him with a esture. ULu 's hand drops, and he en-
ters the circle ml n his horse.

r look out across the sea, to Tintagel
n the ciiff,

(CONTINUED

Vay Ll L
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Merlin solemnly raises his arms toward that distant castle,
and chants in an ancient language, the socunds of which he
marries to the roaring and whining of the wind. The wind
becomes stronger, and Merlin's incantaticns become more
intense, and the wind in turn becomes wilder still. Un-
£il Merlin is charged with a fierce, nonhuman power, &s
the wind buffecs his slight frame. '

And then, for 21l to understand:

FERLIN
I hold the balance of all things
in my summoning., Arise mists.
Come fog.

EXT. VISTA FROM THz CLITF - TINTAGLE CASTLE - TWILIGHT

From the horizen a front of fog advances toward the cas
te envelop it, and continues across the gulf to the cir
0f stones.

ctle
cle

EXT. GATE, TINTAGLE CASTLE - TWILIGHT
The portal opens and a small force of armored men, led by

the Duke of Cornwall, exits. A fog is thickening all a-
round them,

EXT. CLITF ABOVE THE SEA - TWILIGHT

The advancing fog front envelops Merlin andé Uther, eddy-
ing around the stones. All else is oblicerated.

MERLIN
Mount your horse.

The Xing does.

MERLIN
Ride straight to the castle, across
the sea oI fog.

Uther spurs straight for the edge of the cliff, then reins
in his norse abruptly.

UTHER
Burt the cliff, the sea...

(COCUTINUED]
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MERLIN

Ride across! Across the bridges of

desire. Your lust will hold vou up.

For I have just woven it into the fabric

of the world. This is magic -~ making

solid what is in the mind, and unsolid,

that which is already solid.
He gives the horse a stinging blow with his stzff,
The horse and Uther charge forward into a gallop and
stepping off where the hidden edge cf the cliff would be,
hoofbeats ceasing and the horse d“O“DmQV for the blink of

an eye, they gallop on across the fog.

EXT. MERLIN'S FOG

gl

I

onn no visible terrain, Uther and his horse ad-
nrough the restless fog, and as they recede rider
mal become a wavering, changeable form within the

Gallopi
vance t
and ani:
cloud.

-~
=
-
badw)

EXT. GATE, TINTAGEL CASTLE - NIGHT

by

Horse and rider pull up at the gate.

RIDER
(calling)
Wake up in there. It is I.
If it was not for the electric blue hue burning in the
eyes of the man entering the castle, the same magic hue
that Excalibur lefr uvpon the air when wielded, the re-
semblance to the Duke of Cornwall would be perfect.

After a moment the portal opens,

INT. INNER GATE, INTAGEL CASTLE - NIGHT
He passes into an imner court, the portal closing b
Armed men emerge cautiously., Thinking that it is t
Duke they help hinm dismounc.

'"DUKE' OF CORNWAL

ne norse readvy. I ride ocut
rise

Al inner gate opens and the 'Duke’ goes throu
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EXT. UTHER'S WAR CAMP - NIGHT

The real Duke and his men ride through the fogbound camp,
cutting the ropes of the tents, stabbing the men trapped
beneath the canvas, When a frightened crow flies squawk-
ing inro the face of the Duke's herse, which rears. He is
unhorsed and £falls, and impales himself on a tent stzke.

Dying, the true Lord of Tintagel Castle rises and staggers
forward, blocd pumping from him.

INT. CEAMBER, TINTAGEL CASTLE - NIGHT

A liccle girl of fcur awakens from a nightmare, a small
lome figure in her cancpied bed. Her eyes are ice, like
her father's.

MORGANA
Papa... Papa...

Igrayne is soon at her side, 1lifting the child from the
bed, holding her tight.

. MORGANNA
My father is dead...

INT. IGRAYNE'S BEDCHRAMBER - NIGHT

The 'Duke' enters. The rocm is empt but the door to
LY 1 > *
tlorgana’s room is open.

INT. MORGANA'S CHAMBER - NIGHT

The 'Duke' stands in the doorway. Igrayne herself is sur-
prised, ‘

IGRAYNE
Locok, here is your father. It was
just a dream, little one.

'DUKE' OF CORNWALL
Come Igravme. :

Igrayne kisses Morgana, tucks her in and returns to her
own room, closing the door. The child doesn't know whether
to believe the truth of the dream or the waking truth.

TTH - — AT | TR T MY - T e tdanl
Lt i, ..‘.Gﬁ..'\,&.s\:- S BEDCHAMBER - NIGRT

In full armor, the 'Duke' bears down con the nzked Igrawvne

on her marriage bed.

,Cﬁ\,_.i.\.,..._..ﬁ\
Lo it e matw e f
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She stares at him, wonderinz. But his eves are closed,
and finally he carries her in his wild passion, her wnice
limbs tangling around the lustre of his armor.

EXT. CLIFF ABOVE THE SEA -~ NIGH

1

rom deep within himself

i

And Merlin is joclted awake
ocut of a trance.

MERLIN
It is done. The future has found
root in the present.

He 1lifts himself up on his stafi, He stands in the midst
of the ancient stones, bristling with excitement. Uther's
mighty knights are asleep, a cdeep unnatural sieep, huddled
together and surrounded by their horses. And then Merlin

swoons, collapsing to the ground.

INT., BRALL, TINTAGEL CASTLE - DAWN

His lieutenants deposit the Duke of Cornwall's bloodless
body upon the long table. His eves are wide open, icy
and cunning even in death. The ladies of the castle sup-
port and comfort the grief-stricken Igrazyne as she ap-
proaches the body of her husband. Morgana hangs onto her
mother's gown. ‘
IGRAYNE
When did it happen? Where?

: LIEUTENANT
In the camp of Uther, my lady,
after nightfall.

iust

wd

IGRAYNE
It can't be. He came tc nme, to
Lis bed, last night,

LADY
It was his spiritc, vearning for wou
in his hour of death, that visitced

vou.
IGRAYLE
His spirir?
Pale with grief, Igravne stareg at her dead husband in
silence.

-
(e e e i)
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Then her hand drifcs te her stomach. Wnen she talks
again, undone and rescolved, it is to all znd herself:

IGRAYNE
Tintagel Castle falls to Ukther,

But what shall become of me, and
the child I bear?

Meorgana shows ne distress. She runs her babyv hands across
her father's face and closes his eyes. The intensity
that was frozen in them is now added to her own pale and
cunning eyes.

EXT. CLITF ABOVE THE SEa - DAY

Moarlin |

- e

has been propped up against one of the stones. He
is in a deep trance and Uther is attempting to shake him
awake.

UTHER
I want her, Merlin, I cannot be
irhout her. Tintagel is mine.
Can I take her now? Tsll nel

rlin's et
uzzling squezl issues from him.
. o= -

INT. IGRAYNE'S BEDCHAMBER, TINTAGEL CASTLE - EVENING

Morgana watches from a corner. The ladies of the castle
surround Igrayne, who 1s giving birth.

Noisy crows alight on the windowsill. Only Morgana notices.

IRT. PASSAGEVAY, TINTAGEL CASTLE - NIGHT

ther sctrides to Igrayne's bedchamber, his warrior knights
following. He is dirty and his iron dress is blecod-spat-

tered.
UTHER
(bellowing)
Three horses died under me, so
hard did T spur them here. 1Is it

born? Is it zlive?



INT. IGRAYNE'S BEDCHAIMBER, TINTAGEL CASTLE - NIGHT

AT his approach and entrance the ladies shrink back, and
Morgana edces closer to her mother, and seacts ne*sel* on
the ped’ basxde her. Igrayne holas her newbcorn baby in her

arms, the bloocd of birch scill upeon it.

Trmy T

WanLd

Qute!

1

The ladies slip past him to the door, and he goes up te
Igravne.

UTHER
What is it, ladv?

o

Terrified of him, Igrayne faces him the best she can.

IGRAYNE
A boy, sir. Rest yourself,

Uther waves away her words but does sit down on the bed,
exhausted. He notices Morgana, who stares at him.

UTHER
Send the girl zway.

IGRAYNE
She is just_a child --

UTHER
Qur!

Igrayne draws the child to her and kisses her cheek.

LGRAYNE
(whispering)
Go now, Come back later.

The child leaves silently, hatred in her eves.

UTHER
She watches me with her father’s
eves,

he grasps the new born baby with his iron hand, and pulls
it to himselZ. He looks upon it with wonder, with a
gentleness that is unexpecced.

UTHER
igravne, is he mine, or --
He can' rinz himself to sav his name, She hesita:tes,
on the e=ge cf tears, worried Ior the inlantc lying in its

iron cracdle,

ST T s e =y
\\-VA'--..)A;...—,
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IGRAYIE
. The night he died, a man loved ne
with great fierceness. He looked like
my husband, spoke like, smelled like,
felt like my own husband, Bur it
was not he, for he was already
dead. It wasn't his spiric, for
this child, who was conceived that
night, is flesh and blood. I know
nothing more.

Uther draws a dagger. He lifts it.

TGRAYNE
NO w-

But he uses it before Igrayne can move. He severs the
leather thongs that bind the ironm breastplate to his chast.
He casts it to the floor. His chest is smooth and milk-
white in striking contrast to his creased, weathered Zace.
And beaming, he holds the baby to it.

UTHER

Through him, I will learm to lLove
them, for I am tired of battle.
I will stay by his side and
{(looking shyly
at Igravne)
“his mother's...
Igrayne’'s hatred for the man is at the very edge of be-
coming love. The baby starts to cry.

UTHER
Here. It's hungry.

And his free hand opens her shift, and he -holds a swollen
breast in his gloved hand, squeezing gentlwv. Milk bubbles
from it and he thrusts the baby's mouth onto it,

Igrayne weeps and Uther watches proudly as the baby suckles.
Merlin advances from the window, his cape the same iri-

descent green-black as the feathers of the crows that were
perched bv the window.

UTHER
Merlin! Out of the sick slesp at
last

(CONTINLEZD)
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MERLIN
Doing what I did for you, it wasn't
easy, you know. t takes it's toll.
It took nine moons to get back my
strength.

Uther aveids locking at him.

MERLIN
Now you must pay me.

UTHER
Iz

MERLIN

The c¢hild is mine, Uther. I have
come for him.

Uther is shaken to his roots. Igrayne watches, trying
to understand.

UTHER
The cath. You didn't say --

TMERLIN
You didn't ask!

IGRAYNE
Uther, is it true? Don't let him
take the child.

UTHER ,
I swore an cath, Igrayne. I made
a pact with Merlin. .

Igrayne suddenly understands. 8She glares at Uther.

IGRAYNE
It was you? You came to me that night.
You are the father.

Uther is caught, and turns t¢ Merlin who is harsh and
unswaying.

MERLIN
It's not for you, Uther, hearth
and home, wife and child.

UTHER
To kill and be king, is that all?
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MERLIN
Maybe not even that, Uther, I
thought cnce that you were the one to

unite the land under one sword. But
it'll take another, a greater king...

UTHER
You strike me with words z2s hard as
steel.

MERLIN

They are not weapons, my friend, but
truths. You betraved the Duke, stole his
wife and took his castle, now no one trusts
you. Lot, Uryens, vour allies will

turn against you. Give me the child,
Uther, I will protect him. Go back

to your war tent.

1

U; 18T wrenches the babv fr it's mother's breast and hands

him to Merlin.

UTEER
{in torment)
By the ocath, take the devil child,

Take him!
Wich the bawling babv under his cape, Merlin exits., 1I-
grayne pulls herself out of the bed, weak, her legs giving
under her, She starts aftrer Merlin.
IGRAYNE

WHY?... Why must he have the babv?
Uther stops her with his bulk and she claws savagely at
his chest to get past him, He weeps as he folds his arms
arcund her, -
INT. PASSAGEWAY, TINTAGEL CASTLE - NIGHT
As Merlin walks through the casctle, the babyv crving in his
£rai

arms, the knights and lad*es step DacA, a
vene in roval matters.

INT. HaLL, TINTAGZL CASTLE - NIGHT

Merlin comes across the enmpty banguet hall, cooing to the
Saby, strangely paciiring nim, Morgana steps out of the
shacows in nis path, and levrlin steps at the sight ol the
lircle girl, her”pale eves glaring at him

(CONTZINCZZ]
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She speaks haltingly and clearly while farcff Igrayne cr
out her distress.

HMORGANA
Meriin, are you now the father, and
e mother, of the babyv?
Staring at her, Merlin shudders and without answering he
continues away, faster now, and into an unlit passageway
sappearing from sight a bit soonmer than an crdinary mo
tal would have.

)
or
-~

EXT. FOREST - DAY

The forest is dark and shiny with rain, An unseen battle
rages.

The first combattant in sight is Uther, who swings che
mighty Excalibur, cutting an attacker in half at the
walist. Utnnr and a small force of knights, Ulfius among
them, are retreating through the slippery wet forest,

completely outnumbered.

Lord Lot of Lowthean and Lord Uryens of Gore are the lead-
ers of the atrtack.

URYENS
(to his men) _
The King's sword. I must have it,

Ulfius and his men stand their ground so the King may es-
cape the cnslaught. They are hacked down.

Uther flees alone, severing the limbs of any man and tree
that stands in his wavy.

EXT. STONE IN THE FOREST - DAY

Uther has gained on his pursuers., He comes into a small
clearing where the splne of a buried boulder rises through
the forest Iflcor. He stops upon iz, breathing hard, drip-
ping blood. He rages aloud, but his throat is raw and
cracked and only & whisper comes out,

UTHELR
Merlin, where are vou? 7To weave a
iz, to hide us..

He nears his pursuers closin

(CONTILNUED)
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UTHER
No one shall have the sword. No
one shall wield Excalibur but me.

He holds it by the hilc with both hands, the blade point-
ing to the ground of stone. He flexes his knees, He
lifts up his hands above his head. And with all the

strength that rage and pain can muster, and more, he drives
the blade of Excalibur into the stone, nearly to the hilc.
His mouth widens in an awiful silent scream, and then the

foam of saliva pink with blood issues from deep within him,
so viclent was his effort.

and as the sword cuts into the rock, the sarth shudders.

EXT. FCREST - DAY

The forest quakes. The knights searching for Uther halc
in fear.

EXT. FIZLDS, WOODS ~ DAY

And far away a caped figure is crossing a field tcward a
wood, when the earth shakes, stirring animals and birds.
The man turns, He is-Merlin, the two dav-old baby pesk-
ing from his cape. Merlin is amazed at the phencmencn, he
puts his ear to a rock protruding from the earth.
MERLIN
Into the spine of the dragon!
. (and then he is
saddened)
Uther... I loved you, mighty
child. ‘

And tears welling, and giggling at the same time, he whisks
away into the woods.

EXT. STONE IN THE FOREST - DAY

Uther staggers away, colliding with trees, staggering,
crashing to the ground. Until the only life left in hin
is the coursing of his blood, flowing from his gaping

mouth onto the leaves on the forest floor.

The enemy knights advance through the trees They prod at
she fallen leviathan, chey roll him over to ger at hi
scabpbard Cnly then do thev see the sword in the stone,
and thev stop, amaced and afraid. Their capcains appear.
crvens sees what thev are staring at, and races to the
swerd and attempis to pull it ocurz.

(,‘,\.--_-_‘.'.-—.—.‘\
[ R e |
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CONTINUED:
Ee strains wich all his might, but it is immovable.
LCT

Let me,

+
oy
Y

e

shoves Uryens aside, but he can't loosen the sword
ther, and he rages with frustration.

&
&
.
1

A legend appears:

"Fifteen years passed and
the land was without a king."

FADE IN:
EXT, FIELDS - DAY

Peasants spill over the crest of a hill., They are flee-
ing a force of armored knights, their plumed helmets
forged in the semblance of predatory animals. The knights
thunder past the peasants, trampling the ripening crops.
Sir Uryens is their leader, his hard face indifferent to
the havoc he leaves in his wake,

The peasants watch in pute anger.

EXT. FARMYARD - EVENING

Sir Lot leading another group of mounted knights comes gal-
‘loping into a small hamlet, panicked chickens and pigs
scattering at their approach. The farmers run for their
lives as the steel men dismount, leading their horses to
water and hay, and searching for vittles. A knight spots

a woman who stands Irozen with fear, and he drags ner inco
the barn as her crying child watches.

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - NIGHT - MOONLIGHT

A Zarmhouse 1s burning nearby, and three mounted figures
make their wav along a trail at a walking pace -- an old
knight in leather and mail, a young knight proud in gleam-
ing new armor; and on a farm horse, a squire wich bagzage
and jousting lance. The old knighr, Sir Ector, is troubled
by wnat he sees.

SIR ECTCR

It is a dark hour... evervwhere
lawlessness and destruction, and
ne cne to lead us cut of it.

A e
et e matb o
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CONTINUED:

Just then, ten crazed peasants emerge from the darkness,
hurling stones and armed with clubs and pronged sticks.
They surround the three riders. §Sir Ector wheels around
and slices the air with his sword to ward off the am-
bushers.

SIR ECTOR
Listen all. I am Sir Ector of
Morven and these are my sons.
You would wrong me, for I have
never stolen from others, or
destroyed the fruit of the land.

The peasants edge closer, working up the nerve to rush
the horsemen, The sound of thundering hooves cuts
through the clamor.

A cavalcade of riders, armor gleaming in the moonlight,
advances across the fields at a gallop. Immediately the
peasants scatter. The old knight is on the verge of tears.

SIR ECTOR
The people's anger is just. It is
sad that for our own safety, we will
have to ride to the tournament with
these robber knights.

EXT. SITE OF THE SWO%D IN THE STONE - SUNRISE

Red with the first light of day, Excalibur rests in

the stone as Xing Uther left it. The field is pitched
with tents, each flying its heraidic banner. Knights and
squires are everywhere, preparing horses and armor for
the joust. A burly man in religious robes harrangues the
crowd, vying for atcention. ’

BISHOP
This is Easter day, when Christ
rose again. Who will £ind strength
in victory of arms? Who will draw
the sword?

{CONTINUED)
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The Bishop goes amecng the tents, through the teeming throng,
solemnly casting holy water upon man and horse, armor and
banner. The knights kneel at the Bishop's transit, but
ceremony does not lift the air of grimmess that lies over
the event,.

EXT. JOUSTING GROUND, SWORD IN THE STONE - DAY

Thelr armor ablaze with sunlight, two mounted knights
thunder toward each other at full gallop, lowering their
long jousting lances. As they meet, the lance of each
knight is derflected by the shield cf the other. A gasp
goes through the crowd, and the two knights charge pas:t
each other. They wheel around at the end of the jousting
ground and go at each other again frem the other direction.
Again lances strike, and this time one of the men is hit
in the chest and violently unhorsed. The crowd cheers.

EXT. THE SWORD IN THE STONE - DAY

The victor, Leondegrance, rides up to the stone and dis-
mounts, Each great knight with his coterie of lesser
knights comes to watch., A charge of expectation is in the
air, although most knights are glowering with envy.

Leondegrance of Camelyarde ascends to the sword, grabs it
by the hilt, and begins to tug with all his might. Ex-
calibur is immovable. The moment of tension passes.
Leondegrance staggers toward his waiting squires, who
lead him away. ALl the others return to the battle sport.

EXT. JOUSTING GROUND - DAY

At the edge of the jousting ground Sir Ector's son Sir Xay
is getting ready for a bout. His brother Arthur is buck-
ling the new armor while his father fusses zbout him,
making small adjustments when he notices that Kay's
scabbard is empty. He turns to Arthur and grabs him by
the ear.

SIR ECTOR
Arthur, where is Kay's sword? A
good squire doesn't forget his
knight's sword,.

The fifteen vear-old boy blushes.

ARTHUR
I left it in the tent, sir,

(CONTINUED)
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SIR ECTOR
Well hurryv then, and ger it.

r

iead, not with-

-

The Doy dashes off as Sir Ector shakes his
out affection beneath the sternness,

EXT., TENTS - DAY

Arthur Tuns in search of their tent. BHe finds it.

.

INT. TENT - DAY

He enters. The saddle trunk has been emptied on the floor,
equipment is scattered all over, Arthur is shocked, none-
theless he rummages madly. Finally he stops, on the verge
cf tears,

ARTHUR
It's been stolen...

EXT, TENTS -~ DAY

He comes out, utterly defeated, and frantic. He stops

by two knights who are arguing angrily; and one of them

has left his sword in the grass. Arthur looks at it. He

is cempted to steal it, but he can't. Head down, he wanders
off, :

EXT., JOUSTING GROUND - DAY
Sir Ector and Sir Kayv are waiting.

SIR KAY
Father, I'll go and see what's
keeping him.

EXT. THE SWORD IN THE STONE =~ DAY

Arthur stops at the edge of the dark forest, totally de-

jected, when he sees the sword in the stone. He walks up
.to it, his face lighting up, brimming with innccence. He
is alone, as everyone has returned to the jousting ground.

ARTEUR
If only Xayv could have it...

fe smiles, forgetting his troubles, a boy again living in

a fairy tale. He grasps the sword by the hilt and it comes
awav easily from its stone lock. ©Not expecting it to, he
nearly falls., He stares z¢ iz, terribly excized and sur-
srisec: ne tucks it undcer nis arm and rushes back,
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EXT. TENTS - DAY
He bumps intc Kay.

ARTHUR
{(breathless)
Your sword was stoclen, Kay, but
here is Excalibur. 1Is it too
late? I hurried --

Kay takes it, He cannot believe what he's holding in his
hands. He starts to talk but he is so agitated he can only
stutter.

EXT. JOUSTING GRCUND ~ DAY

Kay, with Arthur in tow, rushes to Sir Ector and shows him
the sword; he trembles with excitement.

SIR KAY
Look, Father. Excalibur. Does
that mean that I am to be king?

Sir Zctor is dumbstruck.

SIR ECTOR
Did you free the sword, boy?
| SIR RAY
I... did, Father.

Ector looks at his son, amazed, wanting to believe but not
able to.

SIR ECTOR
We must go to the stone at once.

With Excalibur in hand Ector of Morven heads for the stone,
Kay following, and Arthur too, the boy flushed with excite-
ment but a little worried, not understanding what is hap-
pening.

The exchange between Sir Ector and Sir Xay has been over-

heard, Some have seen the sword in Sir Ector's hand.
Rumor spreads like wildfire,

EXT. THE SWORD IN THE STONE - DAY

As Sir Ector ascends the stone, from all parts of the
jousting ground knights and squires, the Bishop and the
clerics, and peasants too, press arocund.

(CONTINUED)
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Ector lowers the blade into the tight cleft and Excalibur
sinks to its original positcion.

SIR ECTOR
Draw it, sonl!

Sir Kay grabs the hilt and pulls without conviction, and
the sword doesn't give. Eyes downcast, he lets go.

SIR KaAY
Sir, I didn't draw the sword.
Arthur gave it to me.

SIR ECICR
Arthur?!
(spinning around to
face him)
How did you get the sword, child?

ARTHUR
frightened)
Sir... Kay needed a sword. His
was stolen. I saw Excalibur, and
... L took it,

SIR ECTOR
You freed it, son?

ARTEUR
I did, Father. I beg your

forgiveness.
He starts to kmneel but Ector pulls him up.

SIR ECTOR
Try the sword, Arthur.

Arthur is about to grasp the hilt when Uryens and Lot, and
other ncbles, Leondegrance of Camelyarde, and Sir Caradoc
and Sir Turquine among the younger, stride up.

URYENS
Stand back, Sir Ertor, and take
" your children.

LoT
We will try again.

Urvens, Lot, Leondegrance, Caradoc, Turquine -- each in
turn grapples with the sword, only to be defeated by its
irmobility. The crowd around the stome is thickening with
common folk.

{CONTINUED)
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S5IR ECTOR
¥

Let the boy try the sword,

BISHOP
Let the boy try...
The demand is echoed by peasants and serfs. The great
knights remain silent and bitter in their defest Sir

Ector pushes Arthur to the swerd.

SIR ECTOR
Go ahead, boy., Don't be afraid.

‘The Doy hesitates shyly, and then takes the hilt of Ex=-
calibur and pulls out the sword with a great sweep.

The throng is stumned. Silence falls, Some kneel, fol-
lowing the example of Sir Ector and Sir Kay, of the Bishop
and Leondegrance. The other ncobles stay back, confused,
afraid, angered.

Arthur stands there, little more than a boy, his cheeks
flushed, his soft hair ruffled by the wind, his eyes shin-
ning with exultation, awe and fear. Then, as if gaining
confidence from the sword itself, he turns it in arcs a-
bove his head.

BISHOP
We have our King, thanks be to God.

The commoners and scme of the knights react with roaring
enthusiasm. The others draw closer to Uryens and Lot and
their supperters, closing ranks arocund them.

ARTHUR
Please, Father, rise up. I was
your son before I became your
King... 1f I am King.

Sir Ector rises, tears streaming down his cheeks,

SIR ECTOR
My Lord, you are King, all the more
because you are not my son, and I
am not vour father.

This is quite a shock to the boy king, and to the onlookers.

ARTHUR
Who is, then?
SIR ECTCR

I don't know.
(MORE)

(CONTIRUZD)
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SIR ECTCOR (CONT'D)
Merlin brought you to me when you
were newly born and charged me to
raise you as my own. At first, I
did so because I fszared Merlin,
later because I loved you.

Merlin's name is on the lips of all those close by.

ARTHUR
Who is Merlin?

MERLIN
Speak of the devill...

From out of the forest strides Merlin, dramatic, cape flow-
ing, eyes crazed as ever, laughing at his own entrance.

A crow is perched on his shoulder, and it squawks loudly.
Annoyed with it, Merlin swooshes it away.

MERLIN
I am Merlin, Counsellor to kings.
Wizard and beggar. Prophet and...
(he drops it)
I have feasted on thunderbolts,
I savored my death before I got
myself borm, I =--

Merlin interrupts himself when his eyes fall on the boy,
who is taking in his performance raptly, half awestruck,
half amused.

ARTHUR
Whose son am 17

MERLIN- :
You are the son of King Uther, and
the fair Igrayne... you are King
Arthur,

The suspicion and confusion and envy of the lords erupts.

, 10T
Merlin, we haven't forgotten you.
This is more of your trickery.

URYENS
You're trying to foist a boy of
dubious birth upon us. You want
£o sheame us?

(CCNTINUZD)
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LOT
Lord Leondegrance, jein us against
the bov. Surely you can see he is
only Merlin's tocl.

LEONDEGRAIICE
No. I, Leondegrance, lord of
Camelyarde, saw the drawing of
Uther's sword, and witnessed no
trickery. If a bov has been
chosen, a boy shall be king.

The crowd of serfs and peasants cheer wildly, and their
long suppressed anger against the nobles comes to the fore,
They dare to press up against them, fists harmering on
their shields as they chant Arthur King over and over.
Dark and scowling, full of repellion, all the lords except
Leondegrance begin to withdraw with their iron men sur-
rounding them.,

EXT., CHAPEL, JOUSTING GROUND - DAY

Bells toll the good news. People stream by to see the new
king and join the celebratiomn.

EXT. SITE OF THE SWGRﬁ IN THE STONE = DAY

Uryens and Lot, and Caradoc, Turquine, and the other lords
have mounted, and are moving out, when from the rear guard
2 bowman in Lot's service draws upon the unarmored figure

of Archur across the cheering crowd. The bowman lets the

arrow flv, ’

It flies over the heads of the crowd, unseen.

Except by Merlin at Arcthur's side. He extends his arms
halfway up, his fists clenched tightly as if drawing ur-
gently on the power within himself. The sound of wings is
heard as he flaps his arms.

The arrow flies roward Arthur.

Arthur sees the arrow coming right at him, when a swooping
crow plucks it out of the air.

Arthur watches the crow flapping irs wings, cl
1y, the arrow in its beak, disappearing over ¢
Only he has noticed,.

When he turns Merlin is no longer at his side; to the
puzzlement of all. And Archur is all oF a sudde1 terr
alone and afraid, as people from all si Geq ‘clamor Zor

ttention and guidance. gbiﬁuk
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EXT. FOREST - DAY
rohur Cﬁa ges through the shadowy forest., He is in armer,
¢ it 1is cnlv a l&E“; tuniie of mail, Excalibur is s“enth~
in a leather scabbard at his side. He is frantic an
1ls urzently
o] < *

WmtT%
s B el

ARTHAUR
ee. Merlin.,., Merlin...

His face shines with sweat, the horse i1s lathered., E
dismounts and centinues on footr into dens more
undergrowth.

[

ARTHUR

A huge eve opens in the foreground and what had appeared
to be shadow, bark and tufts of weeds is really Merlin's
head.

MERLIN
You called, sir?

s voice is thin as he is awakening from a deep, axhausted
p. Arthur finds him lying within the la**e gnarled

s of a great tree. The boy kneels before Merlin and

s his hends and kisses them.

et

J—
—L&LL\

You saved me :rom the arrow...
MERLIN

{a flicker of mischief)
sut not from vour destiny.

ARTHUR
I want to thank you.
MERLIN
That's not why you cane,

Arthur blurts it out:

ARTHUR
Merliin, help me. I need vour help.
I den't know how =--

MERLIN
(irricated)
'Help me, Help me.’ Help me get
up.

- el b i 3 oy o . - st T
Archur helps Merlin up and the wizard stands unsteadily.

ey e
(Cu.~~ et hma )
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MERLIN

I'm tired. Doing magic takes its
toll, you know. My arms ache
terribly...

(he makes flving

movements with his arms,

and grimaces)
Once -- or is it yet to happen =--
I stood exposed to the Dragon'
breath so that a man could lie
one night with a woman. It took
me ten moons to recover. L'm sure
that story would interest you,
since -- Well, we'll have to talk
sbout it another time. You're
too busy now.

The forest groans and creaks, alive with murmurs and shrill
calls, | B

MERLIN
It is whispered in the forest that...
(he cups his ear
with exaggeration)
... Leondegrance's castle is under
‘siege by Lot and Uryens.
ARTHUR
(pressing)
Yes, yes, I know that. Everybody
does. Lord Leondegrance is my
only ally among the barcns and the
great knights, I can't lose him.

MERLIN
Well there. You don't need me half
as much as you think you do. You
already know what must not happen.

ARTHUR
(exasperated)
I must find the means to save him,
then. 1 was hoping I could ask
you for a little magic help, but
if it makes you so tired...

‘ MERLIN
Thank you.

Silence., Artchur tries again.
ARTHUR
It's just™that I have no experience,

and no men to speak of. How can I --

(CONTINTUED)
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MERLIN
(suddenly fisrce)
Because you must! You and only you.
Have you Zorgotten that it was you
who freed Excalibur?

Just as suddenly, he is his amused, ironic self again.

MERLIN
Besides, it will be a2 gcod leSSOﬂ.
(glggllﬂg)
The best, if it's not the last.

Arthur bows his head, confused and almost defeated. Merliin
steals a look at him, and puts his arm around the boy.

MERLIN
Maybe you'd like to meet the power
that gave you the sword?

He enjoys being cryptic

ARTHUR
How? VWhere?
MERLIN
In the great: book.
ARTHUR
nat book is that?
) MERLIN
(melodramatic)

The book without pages. Open
before you, all around us. You

can see it in bits and pieces, for
if mortal man were to see 1t whole
and all complete in a single glance,
why, it would burm him to cinders.

ARTHUR
What?!

EXT. FOREST AND ELSEWHERE - DAY AND NIGHT

MERLIN
The dragon! There,

A deep cleft at the edg° of the forest, where far below
lava boils with a phosphorescence that lights up a great
cloud, billowing upward.

(CONTINUED)

Wy L omay
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MERLIN
Coiled in the unfathomed depths,
it emerges...

Merlin points to the sky whers roiling clouds appear to
be unfurling of immsasurable wings.

MEPLIN
v.. It ufolds itself in the storm
clouds. ..

A terrific wave batters a coastline, spray shooting up,
and as the wave recedes it exposes dark rocks and deep
crevices.

MERLIN
... it washes its mane sparkling
white in the blackness of seething
whirlpools...

Merlin spins Arthur around, and they are transported into
a stormswept forest. Lightning strikes.

MERLIN
... its claws zre the forks of
lightning... its scales glisten
in the bark - of trees,.,

The trees shine with wetness, as a great wind tosses
their crowns, the branches groaning against each other.

MERLIN
... its voice is heard in the
hurricane, ..

Arthur is awestruck.

EXT. FOREST - DAY

Arthur and Merlin are back in the same spot, having in
fact never moved at all, but travelled on the spell of
Merlin's words alone.

MERLIN
... it is so much more than a
scaly monster. It is Everything!

Arthur's eyes shine with the brilliance cf the vision.

ARTHUR
and if I am to be King ci everything,
lord andé commoner, beast, lezf and
rock, I must use i1ts wvoilce, 1ts
claws, its power.
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EXT. BATTLEMENTS, CASTLE OF CAMELYARDE - NIGHT

Leondegrance, Lord of Camelyarde, 1s shocked by what he
sees in the distance. EHis daughter, Guenevere, a beautiful
girl of sixteen, draws close to him, terrified. With

his surviving knights, Leondegrance is making his last
stand. The walls have been breached, parts of the castle
are burning.

EXT. OUTSIDE THE CASTLE - NIGHT.

A bellowing dragon advances. Its eyes burn, its scales
gleam from light shining from within. It snorts fire {rom
its nostrils.

Uryens and Lot, Caradoc and Turqguine, the great knights
in command of the siege of Leondegrance’s castle, back

away speechless as the monster descends upon their un-

prepared war camp. All around them, squires and lesser
knights flee in panic and confusion.

Only a dozen or so remain with their leaders. The group
backs up against the swamply mecat that surrounds the
castle, waiting with swords drawn.

The dragon moves closer, and now 1t becomes apparent
that it is nothing more than a force of knights and
footmen. Their shields glinting in the moonlight are

the éragon's scales, torches its burning eves. And the
snorting flames from its nostrils are only Merlin doing a
fire-eater's trick.

The dragon form dissolves, and a banner rises bearing the
emblem of the Dragon, and under it, Arthur and Ector
and Kay lead a charge of twenty knights.

In Arthur's hands, Excalibur leaves an electric glow
upon the air.

EXT. BATTLEMENTS, CAMELYARDE CASTLE - NIGHT

GUENEVERE

Father, it's the boy King.
LECONDEGRANCE

It is. I will £f£ight my wav to his

side.
EXT. OUTSIDE THE CASTLE - NIGET .

arthur and his men charge into the enemy ranks. Lot's
and Uryens' people are pushed into the moat. Although
the water is only waist-deep, the fallen, weighed down
by their armor, drown. The horses of the attackers are
brought down, Arthur's among them. He pulls out from
under it, limping. Bleeding from wounds, cutting,
slashing, thrusting, he falls back from the havoc oI the

charge.

{CONTINUED)
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A small distance exists now between the foes, a brief
respite. Uryens and Lot, exhausted, bleeding, and
fierce in their rage:

URYENS
War-wise fighters, grown grav in
battle, checkmated by a boy

LoT
It's Merlin's trickery, nothing
more. I won't swear faith to that
wizard's brat.

Arthur and his men have been joined by Leondegrance and
his knights, few in number.
ARTHUR
Let's finish this with a show of
force. We have no more tricks
and no more advantages.

He rushes alone at the enemy, shouting at the top of his
lungs, Excalibur flashing over his head, prepared to die.
EXT. BATTLEMENTS, CAMELYARDE CASTLE - NIGHT
Cuenevere watches...
GUENEVERE
- No...
EXT. OUTSIDE THE CASTLE - NIGHT

SIR ECTOR
No =-- Arthur -

The old knight rushes after the boy, sword drawn, to
defend his flank, and the others follow, a battle cry
issuing from them that is terrifying in its fierceness.

EXT. BATTLEMENTS AND BATTLEFIELD BELOW - NIGHT

... and when she can't watch any longer, she buries her
face in her hands.

EXT. OUTSIDE THE CASTLE - NIGHT

Arthur fights like a wouﬁaed lion at the center of the
savage melee of sword and shield, and once again the
two sides f£all apart.

(CONTINCED)
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Urvens and Lot standing in the moat among the bodies of
their men, are reduced to eleven knights, all wounded.

Arthur is flanked by twenty men at arms, most of them
wounded, and trembling now beycnd exhaustion with blood
lust. Arthur steps forward azlone, znd addresses hils
oppenents,

THUR
You are in my hands, to slay or
spare. I need battle lords such
as vou. Swear faith to me and
yvou shall have mercy.

URYENS
"Noble knights swear fazith to a
mere squire?

Arthur turns, searching for Merlin. He spots him watch-
ing from a distznce. They stare at each other, Merlin
implacable, Arthur's eves pleading. It's obvious that
Merlin isn't going to help.

L]

ARTHUR
You are right. I'm not yet a
knight.
(gaining strength)
You, Uryens, will knight me.

He unsheathes Excalibur and gces forward, kneeling before
Uryens and offering him the sword.
ARTHUR
Then as knight to knight I can
offer you mercy.

MERLIN
(to himself)
What's ‘this, what's this?!
Arthur, kneeling, bows his head and Uryens steps up to
him, his features set. He accepts the sword. Lot
watches, a mad hope dancing in his eyes.
EXT. BATTLEMENTS, CAMELYARDE CASTLE - NIGHT
Guenevere watches, frightened for Arthur, not daring to

breathe.

T. OUTSIDE THE CASTLE - NIGHT

i1

.

Urvensg stands tcwering abeve the boy. He smiles enig-
maticallv. He lifts Excalibur.

(CONTINUED
R R X
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s

ush through the crowded ranks

erlin is attempti
rantic and worried for once.

o
o
to get to Arthur. He

I neveyr saw this...

Uryvens swiftly lowers the sword on Arthur's neck; with
the flar of the blade he gives Arthur the three strckes.

URYENS
In the name of God, of Saint
Michael and Saint George, I give
you the right to bear arms, the
power to mete justice.

Arthur looks up.

ARTHUR
That duty I will solemnly cbev
as knight and King.

Uryvens is deeply moved.

URYENS
Rise, my King. I am your humble
knight, and I swear allegiance to
the courager in your veains, for so
strong it is, it's source must be
Jther. I doubt you no more.

Arthur rises, and Uryens kneels and kisses his hands.
Sir Ector turns away to hide brimming tears. Merli
pushes through finally, out of breath. Uryens embraces
Leondegrance while Lot and the other enemy knights kneel
in turn and kiss Arthur's hands.

EXT. WOOD BY CAMELYARDE CASTLE - DAY

The castle can be glimpsed through the trees. A clear
spring bubbles from the ground, and the sun splashes
leaf, bird, squirrel and bee with golden light, and
Arthur and Guenevere too. Guenevere is serious and
intent on her work.

ARTHEUR
Owwnv. . .

With water from the spring, she is bathing & large cut
on his chest that has been stitched cleosed. Wounds on
his arms, and one on a calf alsc show evidence of her
neat sewing. She's just finishing, and she dabs his
chest with a dry cloth.
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GUENEVERE
It didn't hurt too much, did it?

ARTHUR
. Yo ==

GUENEVERE
-- I'm pretty good at stitcherv.
I've sewn my father's wounds more
than once.

He starts to get up.

GUENEVERE
Careful! You'll have to stay
still for a few days or you'll
tear them open.

Arthur shivers at the thought.

ARTHUR
But I have to leave tomorrow.
The forests are thick with rebels,
invaders plunder our shores -~

GUENEVERE
-- And damsels in besieged castles
are waliting to be rescued?

ARTHUR
I didn't know Leondegrance had a
daughter.

GUENEVERE

Well then, T shall tell vou which
knights have maiden daughters, so
you can avoid their castles.

Arthur smiles at her, enjoying her jealousy, and it
irritates her a little.

GUENEVERE
No. I think it's better if vou
just stay here to heal. At least
a week.

I'm going.
Quiet, or I'll sew up vour mouth

T00.

(CORTIHUZ
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She touches his lips with hers, her eyelids fluttering
shut. He stares at her young beauty, and draws her into

a long, slow kiss.

A shrill almost human squeal pierces the air not far
awav. Arthur pulls away startled, half-rising.
Guenevere giggles.

GUENEVERE
Would you rescue me from a fiery
dragon, sir?

She puts her arms around him, drawing him clcse again,
speaking in a half-whisper.

GUENEVERE
It's just a furry little rabbit
that took the bait and sprung the
trap. :

They smile at each other, about to kiss. As they come
closer:

GUENEVERE
You'll find him served up to vyou
tonight, cooked in a most excellent
sauce. .. .

INT. BANQUET HALL, CAMELYARDE CASTLE - EVENING

The soft beat of psaltery and the liquid flow of lute.
A serving platter bearing a roast rabbit in rampant
positicn is carried across the hall. It is laid on the
long raised table before Arthur, who presides in the
middle. He looks at it suspicicusly and blushes, re-
membering the afternoon; and it looks back ar him accu-
singly with its cherry eye.

Guenevere is dancing around her father, lovely, gliding,
sensual. She sees Arthur and the rabbit and laughs out-
right. He twists off a leg of the rabbit and sinks his
teeth into it to hide his embarrassment. Guenevere
passes to another partner, smiling at him, radiant.
Arthur watches her, his heart breaking. He is in love.

Merlin leans close.

MERLIN
A king must marry, after all.

ARTHUR
... Cf course. ..

(CONTINUED)
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Only then does he resalize that Merlin has understood
everything. He is annoyed at being so transparent.

ARTHUR
I ilove her. If she wculd be ny
gueen, my Creams would be answered.

MERL.IN

{mischevious)
There are maidens as fair, and
fzirer than Guenevere. If I put
my mind to it, I could see them
now, many of them, weeping for love
cf you, watching the hills for you
coming freom the high towers of their
castlies. Offering you their every
favor. Rich, clever -- But 1if it is
to be Guenevere, so be it.

A shadow of doubt crosses Arthur's brow.

ARTHUR
Who will it be? Put your mind to
it, then.

*MEERELIN
Guenevera., And z beloved friend
who will betray you.

ARTHUR
{smiling)
Guenevere...
MERLIN
You’'re not listening. Your heart
is not. Love is deaf as well as
bling.

Guenevere approaches, smiling and coguettish. She
slaps here hands, and a servant sets down a tray of
pastries before Arthur.

GUENEVERE
They are only for vou, for in thenm
I mixed things that heazal, but not too
guickly; and things that make limbs
sleepy, preventing ascape, but keep
one's mind sharp.

She smiles at Arthur'’'s embarrassment and confusion.

ARTHIUR
What's in them?
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She takes a cake and bites into it.

GUENEVERE
It is an ancient mixture, containing
only soft, unborn grains, and flavored
with roses. The rest is secret,

Cuenevere offers one to Arthur, and he hesitates, looking
at it.

MERLIN
Locking at the cake is like looking
at the future. Until you have savored
its bitterness and its sweetness, its
texture and its perfume, what do you
really know? and then, of course, it will
be toc late.

Ar+hur bites into the cake, and Guenevere looks deep
into his eyes.

. MERLIN
Too late. . .

FADE OUT:
A legend appears:

", ..but for years war kept Arthur
from thoughts of marriage.”

FADE IN:
EXT. OAK FOREST - DAY

War tents have been pitched beneath the majestic trees.
Near the banner of the Dragon a doe grazes. Arthur is
0lder, in battle-scarred plate armor, pacing and angry.
Be is watched by his wounded and bruised knights - Kay,
Uryens, Lot, Leondegrance, Caradoc, and some new young
faces among the ranks. No one talks.

The harsh clank of its battle trappings announces the
arrival of a horse. All eyes watch i1t walk into the camp.
A knight is slouched in the saddle.

Arthur runs to meet the horse, followed by sguires and
some of the knights. He =ases the rider to the ground,
unlaces his helmet. It is Sir Ector, and his hauberk is
badly dented. Tears burn in Arthur’'s eyes.

SIR ECTOR
He is the mightiest and fairest of
knights.
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. ARTHUR
ie fought and won battles, and
now one man defeats all my knights?
I will go.

He pushes past the knights and goes to his horse. Ray
steps in frent of him.

SIR KAY
A king must not engage in single
contest. I1'll go,K again.

Arthur riszes into the saddle and takes a jousting
from the rack.

0
o
o

_ ARTHUR
Where is Merlin?

The squires are silent.

Arthur gallops off in the direction Sir Ector came Zfrom,
1s knights are afraid for him.

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - DAY

His countenance grim, Arthur gallops along a trail bor-
dering a plowed field when in it a screacrcw moves. It
'starts to run as St’Ck-Wl&ldlﬁg farmers pursue it. It

Merlin. Arthur turns off into the field, and at the
.SLVb* of an armored knight on a war horse, the farmers
turn and flee. Merlin stops to catch his breath.

ARTHUR
(angry)
I should have left you to fend
for yourself.

MERLIN
I had to weave a little enchantment
on the bees so I could get some
honey, and I didn't feel up to
using any more maglc just vet.
Anyway, T was in less danger than
you'll be in today.

Arthur's hand is clenched tight around Excalibur's hilc.
ARTHUR
Se vyou were stealing their honev.

whev should have killed you.

; (CONTINUED)
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. MERLIN
Come now. So much anger for such
a little crime? Are you surs there is
nothing else troubling you?

You know full wel
I go to meet it n
my revenge.

He offers his arm and Merlin hoists himself up behind
the XKing.

EXT. GORGZ THROUGH THE HILLS - DAY

nd

A "aherfal_ cascades into a2 pocl. The spray casts =z
rzinbow. Benezath it is a ceolorful confusicn of flcvers
and budding tress, a place dreamlike in its beauty.
Arthur, with Merlin behind, gallops along che edge of
the pocl. The trail widens into a field of grass.
arcthur reins in beside a pile of broken lances an

twistec shields. Across the £ield, pitched upon the
trail is a war tent mede of diaphanous whize silk, a
sky blue banner above it. IMerlin slides off and Archur
continues. .

Frem the tent, a knight with jousting lance rides Zorwar

et him. His armor is so shinv it is a mirror. His
seen through the open visor, seem to laugh. H
speech is foreign, from across the sea. He is Lance
of the Lake.

LANCELCT
Good day to you, sir.

ARTHUR
Move aside. This is the King's
road, and the knignts you joined
arms against were his very own.

LANCELQOT
I await the King himself. His
knights are in need of training

ARTHUR
am King, and this is axcalibur;
o of wings from the dawvm of

NO T [
ime. Who _are wou_ and why &

-

-

8]

(CONTINUZID)
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\NCELOT
I am Sir Lancelot of the Lake,
from across the sea, I am the
best knight in the whole of
Chrlsulandom and I look for ti
king who i1s worthy of my sword
sarvice.

 y
o

t

L £4]

ARTHUR
-- That is a wild boast. You lack
a knight's humility.

LANCELQT
Mot a boast, sir, but a curse.
(a cloud passes over
his innocent face)
Never have I met my match in joust
or duel,

ARTHUR
Move aside!

LANCELOT
I will not. You must retreat or
prove your kingship in the test
of arms, under the eyes of God.

He crosses nimself,

ARTHUR
Then may He give me the strength
to unhorse you and send you with
one blow back across the sea.

Arthur wheels away, trembling with anger, and gallops
to his edge of the field. He sees that Lancelot has
alreacy posztwoned himself and is waiting, lance decwn.

Merlin watches, a spectator, as the two charge at each
other. They collide with great force, their spears
shattering. Arthur is jolted but stays in the saddle.
Lancelot's jousting is impeccable. Arthur draws
Excalibur.

LANCELQT
Hold! I offer you another lance.
Pages come forward with new lances for Arch and Lancelot,
LANCELOQT

Yeu joust well, sir. Battle
learnt, not tournament fancy.
You should ride more forward in
the saddle, though.

-y e

u.....\u._.u,i

L
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Arthur grabs the spear from the page's hands, and circles

back to work the horse up into an all-ocut gallop. Lancelot

spurs forward to meet him. Arthur is neatly unhorsed.

He picks himself up frem the ground in a rage, drawing

Excalibur., Lancelot on his horse weaves circles zround
him.

LANCELOT
‘ield. I have the advantage.

ARTHEUR
I will nort.

Arthur charges Lancelot, a raging bull, but cuts and
slashes only at the air as Lancelot stays clear of him.

- ARTEUR
Fight me from your horse or on
foot, but fight me. Your avoidance

mocks me,

LANCELOQT
I sought only not to harm you,
sir,

He dismounts and draws his sword, and they clash. Shield
and sword and armor against shield and sword and armer.
The swordplay is furiocus, Arthur attacking, slashing,
hacking, Lancelot parrying effortlessly, elegantly de-
fensive. Arthur brezks the onslaught to catch his
breath. Lancelot l1ifts his visor. His eyes are calm,
laughing.

_ LANCELOT
Sir, your rage has unbalanced you.
It seems you would fight to the
death against a knight who is not
your 'enemy, for a length of road
you can ride around.

ARTHUR
So be it, to the death.

LANCELOT
It is vou, sir, who knows not the
virtue of humility, as a true king
must.

Arthur goes forward attacking with terrible blows upon
Lancelot's shield, and Lancelot holds his ground, shield
nigh. And in its mirror-like metal Arthur can see his

own reflection, a face distorted by uncontrolled passion.

(CONTINUED)
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Arthur discards his own shield, grabs Excalibur witch
both hands, and with a frightening shout that speaks
of all his rage, he swings a terrific blow upon the
shield, cutring through his own reflecticon and the
metal. And Excalibur snaps in two.

A blinding blue-green light explodes from the broken
sword. Lencelot, knocked back bv the force of the
blow, 1s stunned by the blast and falls to the ground
unconscious. Arthur backs away, horrified, half of
Excalibur in his hand.

ARTHUR
What horror is this?
(calling)
Merlin!

Merlin approaches, pale, gripped by dread.
MERLIN
The sword is broken. Hope is
broken...

Arthur picks up the broken blade, utterly undone.

ARTHUR _
My pride breke it, my rage broke
it... Humiliarion and defeat lie

in ambush even for a king.
(looking at Lancelot)

This excellent knight who fought

with fairness and grace was meant

to win. With Excalibur, 1 tried

to change that verdict.

Merlin stands there, drawn, defeated, his hopes dead.

ARTHUR
- 1 have lost for all time the
ancient sword of my fathers whose
power was meant to unite zll men,
riot to serve the vanity of a
single man.

Despairing, he flings the two parts of Excalibur into
the pool. He kneels at the water's edge, and he cries.

ARTHUR
I zm nothing.
Then Arthur sees something that startles nim. Beneath

the surface, suspended in the blue-green water amid the
dancing weeds, he sees Excalibur, incact.
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It is held by a maiden in flowing gown the color of the
water, her long hair rippling across her face, obscuring
it.
ARTHUR :A
Excalibur! Is it true? ngﬁ?’
MERLIN

The Lady of the Lake. Take it.
Take it, quickly!

Arthur dips his hand under the water and grasps the hilt
and the mement he does the visicn in the blue-green water
fades. He rises with Excalidbur in hand, and Merlir
speaks before Arthur can ask the question.

MERLIN

There are infinite worlds within

the infinite coils of the Dragon.

In one of them, which I have not
. traveled, the sword was forged.

I cnly know that the King is

returned to us through the

instrument of his power. The

game continues!

-

And he laughs.

Just then Lancelot stirs., Arthur rushes tc his side.
He loosens his helmet and removes it, uncovering damp
curls. The young knight's eyes open, and his laughing
charm once more animates his face.

ARTHUR
Thanks to God, you are alive.

LANCELOT
{sitting up)
I, the best knight in the world,
bested! This is & great day, for
my search is over. I love you, my
King.

He embraces Arthur, who is overwhelmed by his childlike
directmess. The King helps him to his feet.

ARTHUR
You are still the best knight in
Christiandom. You gained a hundred
advantages over me. It is I who
must love you, for through your
courage and patience vou "taught
me a bitter lesson.

(MORE)

lala Stisslh S hthbabal
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' LAYCELOT
Then make me your champion and I
will alwavs fight in vour place.

ARTHUR
But your life and lands are far from
here .
LAWCELOT

I gave up my castles and my landsf

¥

He thumps his breastpiane

LANCELOT
Ny domain is here, inside this
metal skin. And 1 would pledge
to you all that I still own:
muscle, bone, blood and the
"heart that pumps it.

‘ - ‘ARTHUR
And a great heart it is. Sir
Lancelotl, you Will'bg my champion.

Lancelot draws his sword, holding it by the blade, a -
crucifix. . :

LANCELOT E
In the name of Jesus Christ and
His holy blood 1 sweag eternal’
faith to Arthur, King.
A -
They embrace. and Merlen watches

ENT. ARTHUR'S WAR CAMP - SIGET

Convergipng from different directions parties of mounted
Knights enter the war camp, Lancelot among them. They
dismount, battle-weary and burning with the excitement of
yiciory. They quench their huge thirst from buckers
carrieéd by squires. They rip off hunks of meat from



carcasses sizzling con spilts over a roaring firs. 4ind thevw
join the throng of knights, where stories of deseds c¢f ar-ms
of the day are snthusiastically exchanged.

A great number of Xxnights are packed tightly around Xi
Arthur, each man anzicus *o tell of his vietories., O
them bas the King's attention.

KNIGHT
ceaWe killied every one of tkhen.
Burnt their ship....

Arthur sees Lancelot in the throng and moves toward hinm.

Merlin follows Arthur znd is pushed ard Xnocked arcund in
the crush of spikes and iron. The only unarmored man in

the crowd, he glares at the excited knights irritably.

ARTHUR
Lancelot, how did you fare in the
North?

LANCELOT

We spared the lives of a few, so
they could sail bome and tell their
fellows what fate they met at the
hands of Xing Arthur's knighits...

Arthur turns toward Urrens.

ARTHUR
And you, Uryens?
URYTZNS
Viectory!
: i ARTEUR
Lot, and you?
ILCT

We drove the invaders into the sez.

ARTHUR
You, Gawain, the East?

) GAWATY
The East is ours again.

Cheers greet each declaration.

ARTHUR
over. One land, cne
z ‘
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anidst the celebration, a fracas is heard. 4 4mighst
pusaing forward to talk te Arthur has entered a shoving
match with those in front of him

, ENIGHT
Let me through. I fough®t the Hing's
tattle too. He pust mow my story.

Merlin is brutally 3ostﬁed He draws a fistful of powder
from his cape and h° tosses it inte the air above him.

He raises his staff into the cloud, cracking it like a
whip. The tip of the staff catches fire, and the fire
spreads through the powder in the air, gtumning all into
silence, Merlin shouts and srnarls.

MERLIN
Chaos... confusion... brutes...
savages... troglodytes.... Stand
bac_‘.;«:... maks space.

Merlin swings his burning staff in a wide arc. The knights
back away, amused at first, then a bit afraid,

MERLIN
The mocn... the sun... the stars...
they spin... they turn ... they
circle... around US... US...

The knights have fallern back. Merlin stalks past each man,
and Arthur tco, holding the flaming tip of nis staff before
gach pair of eyes, and staring into them with his gimiet

caze.

MERLIN ’
You, and you, ard Fou, takes up your
place. Be wedded to the world.
RasSpect its order., TFear its symmeiry.
Love its perfection. All of you,
together, be one.

The imights have formed a circle. They realize this.’
Awestﬂucs, they whisper in asgonlshment looklng up av
skv burning with stars. Wer*mn brims with pride as he
waits for Arthur to recognize his handiwork.

ct
i
]

ARTHUR
Your esncient wisdom and infinite
sight have forged this circle,
Merlin. ©Hereaffer we shall come
together in a circle, to tell and
hear of deeds good and brave. I
will build a £able whers This
fellowship shall meet. And a hall
arcund The tabls. Axnd & castls
about the hall.
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A cheer rises. rtour strides into the ring of xmights.

And I will marry.

Anovher bcut of cheers goes up, and Arthur stovs belore
Leondez*ance, restiprg his hend on the old knight's shoulder

ARTETR
And the land will &avs an heir to
wield Execalibur. -

Leondegrance's eyes fill with tears of Jjoy. 4 roar of
cheers, Arthur draws the sword of power.

ARTEUR
anights of the Round Table, zood
friends, brothsrs in arma. I send

you on & guest rarder by far than

the battles we have fought together, .
a quest to uphold always, and every-

where, Jjustice, honour, and truth,

Zach day shall bring forth a cause,

and may each c¢ause btring forth a

knignt.

Lancelof is drawn in, oy the King's enthusiasm. Hz unsheaths
his sword and swoops it low in salute.

LANCELCT
I swear never Yo rest twice on the
same pillow till all men live at
peace.

In guick succession all knights draw their swords, fcllowing
Lancelot's example.

rierlin struggles To put out the flame on his staff. Ee
finally does it by smothering it with earth. When he
locks up again, he sees the knights galloping off in all
directions. :

INT. FARIMQOUSE - DAY

Terrified wemen, a scre ﬂ“ng child, cowering men, cold
or made 0ld 2y the nard labor of the fields. Armeored
men are ransacking a farm, looking for grain, and geld,
wnich thev Zind among the votive obJecua of a lictle
touse altar. & woman 1s dragzged away to be raped.

{CONTINUED)
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Through a window, a knight in shining armer is seen

emerging from the adjoining woods. The plunderers are

all of a sudden apprehensive, and fzll silent. Omne of

them grabs the crying child and covers her mouth with
is iron hand.

EXT. FARMYARD - DAY

The knight is Lancelot, in his mirror-like armor. He
rides into the cluster of houses and barns that mzke up
the farm. There are other armored men there, arocund a
cart half-loaded with loot. They smile nervously at
Lancelot. The farmers are blank with fear.

Lancelot stops in the middle of the yard. A knight
among the armored men comes forward.

- KNIGHT
Good dav, sir.

LANCELQT
Good day te you.

And he also acknowledges with z nod the ashen-faced
patriarch of the community.

Lancelot spurs his horse cn, and the knight sighs with
relief. But then he reins his horse to a stop. Ee has
sensed something. He turns his head, his hooded eyes
on the knight and his men, and they squirm inwardly.
INT. FARMHOUSE - DAY

The child, her mouth covered by the armored hand.

EXT. FARMYARD - DAY

Lancelot, listening, watching.

INT. BARN - DAY

The woman, a blade flashing next to her eye.

EXT. FARMYARD - DAY

Lancelot, immobile. Behind him, the knight, his face
shiny with sweat. His minions inch forward, hands
moving slowly toward sword hilcts.

(CONTINUED)
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Lancelot wheels his horse arcund.

I hear the stifled cry for help,

I smell the reek of Zear
With a snout the knignt and his men draw their swords
and rush Lancelot. He reins in his horse, causing it
tc rear and break their attack., He slides off, £z1linsz
on his feet with sword drawn, already IZighting. In an
extraordinary show of sword plav he cuts down six men.
INT. FARMHOUSE - DAY
Hearing Lancelct storm in, the man holding the child
hands her to a woman and kneelg before the alter, just
as Lancelot bursts into the room, sword high and already
swocping down on the man's neck. Lancelot brings the
sword to a halt mid-air, his fury held in check., The
repentent man 1s spared. The woman xneels to Kiss
Lancelot's hand.
EXT. SITEZ OF THE SWORD IN THE STONE -~ DAY
The field is pitched with war tents and pavilicns decked

-
for heliday. Nobles and knights flank the King an
Guenevare, a beautriful vision in white samite, a wresath
of flowers round her head. Lancelot leads a long file
of priscners up to the King. They fall to their knees,
begging fergiveness; among them is the man whom Lancelot
had spared before the altar.

LANCELOT

These men repented before God for
their evil deeds. Those who would
not, mer their fate at the end of
my sword.

{he kneels
Accept the fruit
as my wedding gifc.

'y

cf my first gquestc

me.
™ Ky h] St e, A 3 oo - 5
He rises and Zfollows Archur and Guenevere into the
- - - - r - by
central pavilion. Pages draw its curtains closed as
Thev Dass inside.
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INT. PAVILICN - DAY

Guenevere is surrounded by a group of ladies and maids
who fuss over her dress and her hair. They eye the
great knight and whisper about him, Guenevere laughing
with them.

Archur sits, excited and happy.

A TRFTVT Y
S &I{UP\.

Sit besicde me, Lancelort.
Lancelot sits, stiff and upright.

ARTHUR
Your deeds set an example for all
other knights. For your gift, ask
a gift of me.

LANCELST
Only give me leave to ride out

again, to do what I am most able
to do, and happilest deing.

Guenevere overhears. She approaches and Lancelot jumps
tc his feet.

GUENEVERE
(to Arthu;)
He must stay for the feasting days
of our wedding, and tell his deeds
himself.
ARTHUR
(to Lancelot,
smiling)

I grant you your wish if you grant
Lady Guenevere hers.

LANCELCT
I will stay, madame.

Merlin leans close to Arthur.

MERLIN
The knights of Galvs apD&oach
the camp. t would be politic --
ARTHUR

-- o ride out and meet them.

Ye rises. Lanceleot, who was about to sit again,
stra

(CONTINTED)
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ARTHUR

I will ride with Sir Kay. Lancelot,

rest here.

GUENEVERE
Den't start a war cn my wedding
day!

ARTHUR

Without Lancelot?!

50.

Arthur and Merlin exit, leaving Guenevere and Lancelot.
She locks at him, lively and amused, and he can't help

smiling.

GUENEVERE
Look, Lancelot. The maids and
ladies whisper abour vou. They
all dream of winning you, young
and old, fair and ugly.

Lancelot blushes.

GUENEVERE
But surely that's no secret to
you, dear Lancelot. You're the
bravest and.strongest knight
thev've ever seen, and beauty
has kigsed your brow.

He can't look at her.
GUENEVERE

The well-kept secret is whether
any of them has won your heart.

LANCELOT
No.

GUENEVERE
Why?

LANCELOT

T am a fighting man and I am
married to the quest. That is
enocugh.

GUENEVERE
And there is no maiden in the
whole world who inspires vou?

LANCELOT
There is one.

(

JZD)
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CGUZNEVERE
Who?!

LANCELOT
You.

GUENEVERE
Me?

LANCELQCT

Yes., I would swear my love to you.

GUENEVERE
Yo me? But why?

LANCELOQOT
I cannot love as a woman the lady
whe will be wife to my King and
my friend. And, in pledging my
love to you, I cannot love any
other woman.

Guenevere smiles, moved by his blunt innocence.

LANCELOQOT
I will see vou in all women, and
I will defend them as I would
defend vou.

He kneels, kisses her thigh, rises and leaves.

INT. CEAPEL -~ DAY

A chorus of children sings. The Bishop waits at the
altar with hig frairs and altar boys. Cornucopias
overflowing with vegetables and wildflowers adorn the
church, which glows with the light of a thousand candles.
Sir Kay is satisfied. He comes back up the petal-strewn
aisle.

EXT. CHAPEL, SITE OF THE SWORD IN THE STONE - DAY

Arthur and Guenevere are ushered in by Kay. They are
flanked by Leondegrance and Sir Ector., Lanceleot and
Merlin follow, leading the cortege of knights and ladies.

T

-
at

ferlin is incapable of entering the chapel, £
ls him.

-4
rhe threshold there is an unseen force that

o

s i
epe

rt

LANCELQOT
crd Merlin, are vyou 1117

-

(COUTINTCED)
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No, no, I need zir.

Strangling a laugh he wrenches himself away. Just then
Urvens znd a small par;y of knights rides up through the
tents and dismounts in f£ront of the church. L*yens
helps a lady off her horse and joins the cortege on foot.

URYENS
Merlin, don't you join the
celebration?

Merlin, who was slinking away through the throng of by-
standers, looks up. What he sees sends a chill through
his body.

At Urvens' side stands a young woman of sinister beauty,
with bew;tching eves of ice. Merlin just stares at her,
and she smiles back at him faintcly. '

URYENS
My wife, Merlin. Lady Morgana of
Cornwall.

MORGANA

I remember you, Merlin. I was a
child. You-took my brother away.

Merlin laughs. Uryens shrugs and continues into the
chapel with Morgana. As she enters she glances back,
and just then Merlin steals a look, and their eyes meet.

INT. CHAPEL - DAY

Urvens and Morgana take their places near the altar.
Arthur and Guenevere kneel before the Bishop, and Arthur
takes her hand. The clatter of armor mingles with the
enthusiastic, happy singing of the children, and seems
to strengthen their song.

EXT. SITE OF THE SWORD IN THE STONE - EVENING.

The chorus carries across the field to the dark wall of
trees from which issues ancther chorus, of hoots and
squawks and howls., Merlin advances along the edge of
the forest. He stops by the stone that conce held the
word, his eves wild. He forgets his inner torment
when he sees a plant at the base of the stcne. He
kneels beside it and plucks it. He admires its strange
flowers; he smells them.

(CONTINUED)
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Two feet appear at his side. EHe rises to be face to
face with Morgana. They look deep inteo each other.
Then Merlin bresaks the silence.

MERLIN
You left yvour hugband's side?
You left your brother's wedding?

MORGANA

Is +hat mandrzke, Lord Merlin?
MERLIN

It is.
MORGANA

Can i1t truly be used for magic?

Merlin smiles at last, and Morgana does, her eyes
piercing, cruel and lovely.

MERLIN
Yes...sometimes...

His gaze &rifts toward the chapel.

MERLIN
...There are many powers in this
world.

INT. C(HAPEL - EVENING

Arthur and Guenevere are radiant with joy, and Lancelot
behind them mirrors the ceremony of their joing in his
armor; and the sweet voices of the children f£ill the
chapel as the bishop pours the wine into the chalice, and
lifts it up before him, blessing it.

He turns to the roval couple.

BISHOP
Drink this the blood of Jesus
Christ our Lorg.

The chalice seems to burn with a mystical light; and
as the chorus soars:

FADE OUT:
A legend appears:

*and Arthur built his castle,
Camelot. And one day, in the
far reaches of the Kingdom...

i1
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FADE IN:
ZXT. FOREST, STREAM - DAY

It is shadowy and dark; ancilent trees creek, unseen
animals cry ocut. A rabbit hops into view and a boy leaps
forward, grabbing the animal by the ears before it can
move. He -- Perceval -- is a wild boy of seventesn,
dressed in skins and with an endearing and childlike
smile.

PERCEVAL
{to the rabbit)
Sorry. Hungry.

2 din is heard through the forest, and it grows.
Perceval glances around, panicked. The sound is the
rubbing of leather upon leather, of metal on metal,
for now a mounted figure in armor hovers over the
terrified boy.

PERCEVAL
{stuttering)
Bave I taken too much?

He lets the rabbit go free. The threatening figure
dismounts. And Perceval, cartwheels backward, landing
in the stream and scooping a fish out.

PERCEVAL
{desperately trying
to ingratiate(
I had rabbit yesterday. Today
I'll eat f£ish...No?

He returns the fish to the water. The figure steps
into a pool of sunlight and a glorious haloc streaks
from the armor. It is Lancelot. :

LANCELOT
Don't be afraid.

Perceval is overcome with astonishment, and he kneels.

PERCEVAL
You're an angel! Not a devil...

Lancelot laughs and pulls the boy to his feet.

LANCELOT
Just a man. & knight in the King's
service.

PERCEVAL

You're a man?!
{(he reaches out to
touch Lancelot)
.with metal skin!

(CONTINUEDR)



2/28/79
53b.

CONTINUED:
Perceval is beside himself with enthusiasm.

PERCEVAL
Can I grow metal skin?

Lancelot rolls his eyes, amused.

LANCELQT
Youtve got a lot tc learn.

EXT. SPARSE FOREST - DAY

Lancelot 1s cantering and Percsval is running alongside,
shouting in gasps.

PERCEVAL
I'1l1l learn...take me...to the
King...What's z...King?

Lancelot shakes his head and spurs the horse into a
gallop. Perceval lengthens his stride, and keeps up!
Lancelot reins to a halt.

LANCELOT
Very well. Climb up.

_PERCEVAL
I will run.

LANCELQOT

Listen, boy, it's more than
twenty davs from here.

PERCEVAL
Twenty days!? The world is that
big?

EXT. OUTSIDE CAMELOT, FOREST - DAY

Perceval cannot believe his eyes. As Lancelot and Kay
talk about him out of earshot, he sees things that he's
never seen before; and he gapes like the country bumpkin
that he 1is.

Dragen~like kites sweep low, manuevered by children. 1In
a meadow among the trees, knights hone thelir skills with
lance and sword, and ladies watch and their "bright eves
rain influence and judge the prize." And then, there

is Camelot itself; the great gate and the drawbridge;
the massive walls, and the soaring towers and spires
above,

{CONTINUED)
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Perceval rushes up to Lancelot and Kavy.

PERCEVAL
Who will give me my sword?

Kay is not at all pleased; nonetheless he takes the
boy by the ear and leads him across the drawbridge and
into the castle.

XAY
Kitchen knives and greasy spits
will be your weapons, bov.

Lancelot smiles to himself, hesitating, lingering before
the great gate of Camelot.

There 1s a walkway suspended in the trees above, that
also lzads to the castle, and promenading on 1%t is

a2 group of women, Guenevere and her ladies-in-waiting.
The Queen sees Lancelot and hastens toward him.

Lancelot sees her, and meounts his horse and heads back
into the forest. She stcps, somewhat ahead of the
ladies, and watches wistfully.

Lancelot turns back and seeing her cne last time, draws
down his visor and spurs his horse into a canter.

{CONTINUED}
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He passes two commoners who are heading for the castle,
one fat and the other thin, and they are locked in hot
dispurte. Their wives keep them £ om coming to blows
and their children spur them on, enjoying the excitement

Lancelot is swallowed by the forest.

INT. HaLL OF THE ROUND TABLE, CAMELCT - DaY

Guenevere, bearing a bowl of perfect, deep red apples,
approaches the Round Table, where Arthur sits, Merlin

at his side, attending to the affairs of the kingdom.
Quite a few of the knights occupy their seats, talking
with each other, drinking and laughing, attended by
ladies and pages. Guenevere places the apples at
Lancelot's empty place and takes her seat next to Arthur.

In the archways that lead into the hall, petitioners
wait, eating, drinking, talking among themselves. In
the din, no one pays attention to the vehement arguing
of the far man and the thin man, which continues even
here. The hall is the burgeoning, happy center of the
kingdom.

But Merlin is oblivious to the lively clamor. He gazes
like a lovesick puppy across the table at Morgana, wh
bends over whispering to a knight at the table, the young
Sir Gahalt, while his older brother Sir Gawain listens.
Morgana notices Merlin's stare and smiles at him, and
then resumes her flirtation with Sir Gahalt, 2uch to
Merlin's annoyance.

Sir Kay ushers the thin man and the fat man into the
open space at the center of the table for their audience
with the King. They quarrel even as Kay tries To present
them, and the arrention of the hall graaually focuses on
them.

The two men both talk at once, interrupting, overlapping.

FAT MAN THIN MAN

I brew ale, sir -- From old shoes --

How would vou know

you miser? I, sir, have the
misfortune to live next
to this criminal --

I am an honest tradesman,
ir. I must sell what T
produce. Neot to mel
(MORE) {(MORE)

(CONTIRTUED)
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AT MAN

(CONT'D)

He leans over the barrel

and sucks in the vapors.

The Thin len is crestfallen,
He reluctantcly hands the coins to Kay, who $
Arthur tcsses them in the air znd lets
He hands them back to the

face.

them to Arthur.
them f£all on a metal plate.

Q.

tuy ale and he
Pay for what?
are mine
They are floating on
wind. ’
Why?!

both armused and exasparated.

\RTHUR
Enough!..., What is a fair price
for the smell of your ale?
FAT MAN
That's why we have come to you, sir,
There's nio one 2lse can tell us.

ARTHUR
What does it cest to get drunk on
vour ale?

FAT MaN

Ar least tnree shillings, sir.

dresses the Thin Man.

ARTEUR
Give me three shillings.

the smile gone from b

/28,739

LW ¢
Lt~

THIN MAN (CONT'D)

Thin dan, who 1s totally confused now, as 1s evervbody

else.

The knizhts roar with laughter and the Fa

L d

SR T
Thwin Man look at

ARTHUR
For the smell oI vour ale, the
jingle of his coins.

r
sach other in astonishment,

%gts out a raucous lauagh that winsg, him a glance of
disapproval from Kay.

INT.

HALL OF THE ROUND TABLE - NIGHT

The éin of the petitioners is replaced by music,

{CONTINUED)

Man and the
Perceval
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t is the hour of the evening feast, and all knights are
vresent, except Lancelot. Whole tree trunks burn in the
great fireplace, and lambs roast on spits in the flames.
Pages run to and fro with travs of food and wine, Perceval
among them.

Morgana stops beside Merlin.,
MORGANA
What d'd I see todav in the
wizard's eves? Censure, because
I enjov a few words wich a young

and handsome kmight?
Merlin is in agony, a bug stuck om a pin.

I ..E’.;RL}....‘
No, no, of course net. You are
voung -- :

MORGANA
{lzughing)
-- Jeazleous. Maybe you ars human
after all.

MERLIN
I'm not jealous!

MORCANA
It's clear you are, and it irks me.

MERLIN
No. Yes, I am. I am jealocus.
want to write poems about yvou with
moonbeams, make the sea sing your
name -- :

4

MORGANA
A lovestruck page!
MERL
Shh... ves, ves. ©5Sit with me,
please... Morgana. '
She does, laughing and in complece contzrol His hand
immediacely slides onto her thizh. She removes it, bput
nolds it in her hand, toving with his fingers.
MORGANA
A steamy, panting, lovestruck page.
3us wnat good are songs and poenms
ro me? Thev are the barter of
ordinary love. 4 gift that
reflacrad your greatness i1s the
- Bl
cnilw cne worthy of yeour lowve
IS olaibtuirtine ——

N PRSI S



Merlin loocks at her, knowing already, sad vet =ager.
-3

MERLIN
I showed you all my conjuring
ricks. .,

HORGANA

The deepest secrets, the forbidden

formulas, ..

MERLIN
Mzybe... maybe...

Merlin's thoughts have carried him far away, when he
realizes that Arthur is addressing him.

ARTHUR

Merlin, are you counsellor to the

XKing, or to my sister?

Scme knights laugh.

Arthur is

MERLIN
At your service, sir,

ARTHUR
Then answer me this. TFor vyears
peace has reigned in the land.
Crops grow in sbundance, there
is no want. Every one of my
subjects enjovs his portion of

happiness and justice, even those

whose tiresome misunderstandings

we must resolve here each dav.

Tell me, Merlin: have we defeated

evil, as it seems?

MERLIN

Good and evil; there 1is never one

without the other.
taken aback.

ARTHUR
Where hides evil, then, in my
kingdom?

MERLIN
Never where vou expect it, that
all T know.

He chuckles softly and Arthur is puzzled.
speaks out, the voung knight with
Her manner 13 sarcastic.

flirving.

1

s

) 1
A kn
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SIR GaHALT
If we have peace and justice, why
is Lancelot never with us? Why
is he always riding out on his
quests? He must know where th
evil 1is.

s

P

SIR CAWAIN
Could there be evil wirthin Lancelot
himself? To live above human folly,
as is his aim, i1s to be overly
proud.

SIR GAHALT
He pays nio heed even to the Queen's
longing for his company.

The hall falls silent, all eves upon the Quesn.

(lashing out)
What 1s it you would have your
words mean, Sir Gahalt?

Frightened, Gahalt doesn't answer. Morgana has slipped
to Guenevere's side. :

MORCANA
Don't listen to him. TYcu are the
Queen.

Arthur, ashen-faced, turmns to Merlin for help, but he
has escaped into sleep.

ARTEUR
Sir Gahalt, answer the Queen.

GUENEVERZ
Ne. I meant nct to be angry with
you, Sir Gahalt. 1In the idleness
that comes with peace gossip has
bred its own evil. You merely
repeat it. Please, sir, have one
of those apples that Lancelot
loves, and in that gesture partake
of his goocdness.

Morgana picks the bowl up and as she does so, unseen by
any and with a magician's dexterity, she thrusts her
fingernails deep into the top apple. She gives the bowl
to Guenevere, who takes it and sweeps around to where
Sir Gahalt sits, followed by Morgana. The voung knight
jumps to his feet.

(CONTINUED)
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GUENEVERE
Take one, Sir Gzhalso,

SIR GAHALT
I am most honored, my lady.

He is too shy to take the shiniest, most beazutiful apple
c top, and goes for another one. Morgana giggles, and
ne locks at her. She looks at the apple on top and then
smiles enccuragingly at him. Sir Gahalt takes it and
starts eating as the Queen returns to her seat.

With the third bite he is unable to breathe. His face
goes red and he rises to his feer, attempting to call out.

He fzlls, dving immediately. All leap to their feez, and
Arthur rushes te the young knight. Merlin is asleep and
far from human affairs.

Arthur and Sir Gawain rise from the body of the young
knight. Sir Gawain backs away from Arthur and points at

Guenevere, trembling with cold rage.

SIR GAWAIN
Hear me, Lord Arthur, and knights
and chieftains: I charge Guenevere
with the murder cf my broether.

Guenevere, white and with a broken voilce, turns to Arthur.

-

GUENEVERE
I didn't... I am innocent.

She begins to swoon and Morgana keeps her steady on her
feet. Arthur slumps into his sear and Sir Gawain kneels
before him. . _

SIR GAWAIN
I champion this truth: that Queen
Guenevere murdered Sir Gahalt with
the aid of sorcery.

Enraged, Arthur reaches for Excalibur. But with effort
he checks his impulse,

ARTHUR
The Queen will be in my charge
till a champicn steps forward to
fight on her behalf.

GUENEVERE
Jot vou, my husband?

~ 3 1 -
Archur cannct look at her,

(CONTINTUED)
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CONTINUE D

SIR GAWAIN
She must be burnt a? the stake.
Thar is the senten for murder

done with magic.

ARTHEUR
It is. Lords and knights of the
Round Table, as her husband I sa
that this deed was noft done by
Gueneveare. Who among you will
champion this truth?

*‘J-

No cne responds. (Cuenevere falls inteo her seat. Archur
searches the eves of his knights and thay evade him.

I zm torm.

Sir Ector, old znd feeble, weeps for Arthur. Scmeone
spezks up. It is Perceval, who kneels

before the Queen. Hig voice is unnaturally loud, and
his eves shine with held-back cears; he stutters

PERCEVAL
I will champion you, my kady.

He is overwhelmed by his own boldness. He looks around.
All eves are upon him. Guenevere smiles at him, sadly.

NEVERE
I thank you, but vou are noct yet
a kn gi’.‘t.

PERCEVAL
I will find Lancelor! He will
come!l

Perceval hurries from rhe hall. Arthur looks awav,
ashamed, and his eyes £all on Merlin, twitching and
mumbling in his sleep.

MERLIN
Bowvs!... bovs will be bovs
EXT. FOVE'-COUHTRY“IDE - DAY
In Tull armer buz ﬁor nis helmer, Lanceliot is seazed at
2 small table in the shadow of a tree, eating &n agoles

I ale et e
AL U R S
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oung girl is turning a chicken cn a spit, and her
her is remeving freshly-baked bread from an oven.

is very peaceful and silent until, galloping all ocut,
receval arrives. TFrantic, out of breath, he leaps from
s lathered horse.

PERCEVAL
I have found you. The Queen. An
apple. Tomorrow. Sir Gawain --

LANCELOT
-~ It must walt, ¢hild. These
good ladies, zfor whom I intervened
once, will honor me with a meal.
I am beholden to them now as I
was when they begged my protection.

The twe women set the chickan and the bread before th
great knight, and stand back to watch him eat, flushed
with excitement. Perceval falls silent, in awe of
Lancelot,

INT. BEDCHAMBER, CAMELOT - NIGHT

Arthur stands hunched over the fireplace, staring intoe
the fizmes. Guenevere paces back and forth to a window.

GUENEVERE
Why can't you be my champion?

ARTHUR .
If I am your judge, I cannot be
your champion. When I act as
your king, I cannot be your
husband.

GUENEVERE
And you cannct love me...

ARTHUR
The laws, my laws, must bind
everyone, high and low, or they
are not laws at all. Lancelot
will come...

GUENEVERE
And if he cannot be found, no
cther knight will champion me,
though vou beseeched each and
every one of them., Why be king
if there is no one you can call
loval subject but an eager boy?

(CONTINUED;
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He hides his anguish from her. Numb uitﬁ hurs, she goes
to a tall curtained window, and draws it open, and stands
there locoking out upon the suvroundlng forest, silent and
still beﬁea*h the moon.

EXT. WINDOW - NIGHT

She cries softly, and she whispers the name of the great
knight.

EXT. EDGE OF THE FOREST, WALLS OF CAMELOT - NICHT

A mounted knight stends motionless at the edge of the
forest, his armor gleaming with dark lustre. It is
Lancelot. His eyes are raised to the high window, where
he sees Guenevere. He watches her in silence. In the
high window Guenevere draws the curtain and Lancelot
reins back into the forest.

EXT. FOREST - NIGHT

Lancelot has unsaddled and tethered his horse in a small
clearing. He sits, resting back against z tree. He
removes his helmet; he plants his sword before him, like
a cross. He loosens the ties of his breastplate. H
waits for day, yawming, tired. But his eyes burn, zr
he closes them and nods off to sleep.

A ¥night appears silently hovering over him. Lancelot
looks up, and his eyes go wide with fear. The knight
towerxng above him wears armor identical to his, and

he raises his sword, and the blade is descendlnz upon
Lancelot. Lancelot draws his sword from the ground and
rells awav, but the knight's sword slices t%*oug his
shoulder jOlnt Lancelot attempts to rise but already
the knight, Lancelot's mirror image, is upon him. From
the ground, Lancelot parries the blow and slashes at the
opponent’'s knee, cutting through the joint in the armor
and severing the leg.

d

Jza

The knight doesn't fall, doesn't bleed, doesn't cry out.
Cn one leg he comes forward, a horror. Lancelet is
paralyzed by fear. As the knlght leaps upon Lancelot,
Lancelot rises to meer him, impaling himself on the
knight's sword below the hauberk. He throws the knight
to the ground, and comes down upon him. He rips off
the helmet and the breastplate. The armor is empty

and Lancelot rolls over on his back, awarening from

the nightmare with his own sword deep in his stomach,
and in his hand his own helmet and breastplate, while
cther parts of his armor lie strewn zround him.

{CONTINUED
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nly then does he become conscious of the terrible pa

and the shock of the truth. He grabs the hilt of his
sword and draws it from his stomach. He curls up in
agony, clutching a fistful cof leaves to the wound.

o
-

a

LANCELOT
Guenevere, I fight against myself..

He loses consciousness.

EXT. JOUSTING GROUND OUTSIDE CAMELOT - DAWN

The Bishop blasses the field. Guenevere, numb gnd dis-
believing, is being led to the stake, wnich rises Irom
a2 bed of straw and wood. Arthur watches, in shock.
Other knights and ladies keep their distance, watching
darkly, stealing glances at Arthur, mumbling disapproval
of his refusing to defend Guenevere. In battle dress,
Sir Gawain rides up and down the jousting Tun on a
snorting and powerful horse, practicing. Perceval, in

a mail doublet, waits beside a mangy roan, his face
burning with anxiety. :

Guenevere is tied to the stake. All eyes watch for the
approach of her champion. Arthur goes to Perceval.

ARTEUR
Is he coming?

PERCEVAL -
He heard Lady Guenevere's request
and he said nothing. That is all.

Arthur hides his pain behind a rigid mask.

EXT. JOUSTING GROUND - DAY

The sun has risen, shining cruelly intec Guenevere's eves;
the Queen is alone at the stake. Sir Gawain rides up to
King Arthur, who waits alone, separated from the others,

SIR GAWAIN
My lord, the sun is upon the field.
The Queen has no champion. T
demand justice, as is my right.

ARTHUR
So it is.

Perceval leaps onto his horse.

(CONTINUED)
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PERCEVAL
* Let me champion the Queen!

H

Sir Gawain locks at the squire with contempt.
SIR GAWATIX
{(to Arthur
Since no knight comes forward, I
demand iustice ~-

Arthur is in anguish. He searches the tree line for a
sign of Lancelot. He looks from Guenevere at the stake
to his own knights watching him. He draws Excalibur,

A gasp goes through the crowd of onlookers.

ARTHUR
Boy, kneel.

Perceval leaps from his horse and bends his knee De:ore
the King. rthur brings the sword down on the boy's
shoulder, giving him the three strokes.

ARTHUR
in the name of God, of St. Michzel,
and St. George, I make you a
knight. Rise, Sir...

«

e e
PERCZVAL

... Percevall

Gawain shakes bis head disdainfully as Perceval mounts
back into the saddle, his eyes burning with fervor.

Si: Gawain and Perceval ride to opposite ends of the

field. The spectators fall silent, all staring blankly,
'tﬁelv senses dulled by the tracedy, at the uneven
combatants.

A cry goes up. Lancelot rides out of the forest. He
rides up to the King and salutes him. Arthur smiles
at his old friend, tears of joy in his eyes. Lancelot
bows toward Guenevere and rides on to where Perceval
waits.

Lancelot reaches ourt to touch Perceval's cheek.

LANCELOT
It's my :ask zo prove the Queen's
innccenc
~ercev%l cannot reply, his eves affixed on the blood

rhat trickles from Lancelot's hauberk. Lancelot raises
his lance in salute to Gawain across the field. Gawain
salures in answer.

(COWTINTUEZD)
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The two huge knights charge at each other, each man's
spear tip making contact with the other's armor, and in
the violent cocllision both are unhorsed. Lancelot is
slower at getting to his feet and drawing his swerd.

He is bleeding below the nauoe*k from his self-inflicted
wound.

In the first cnslaught Lancelot fights defensivelw,
falling back. He has to toss aside his shield and hold
his stomach with his shield hand.

Morgana watches with Merlin. Every terrible blow of
sword on sword reverberates through her body pleasurably.
Meriin is captivated by her cruel sensuality.

EXT. JOUSTING GROUND - LATE DAY

Thev swing and thrust at each cother with slower but
bone-crushi ing force, both unsteady now. Blood seeps
from Lancelot's feet, leaving awful footprints on the
earth. Finally, with a daring thrustc, Lancelot 1lifts
Gawain's visor and the sword tip is before his eves.
Gawain drops his sword and shield, kneels and spezaks
in a voice hoarse with weariness.

SIR GAWAIN
The Queen is innocenc. I yield
to your mercy, Sir Lancelot.

Lancelot collapses in a dead faint.
P

INT. CELL, CAMELOT - EVENING

Eyves closed, Lancelot lies on a bed, naked but for 2z
cloth across his loins. His minor wounds have been
dressed, and Merlin is kneading the huge gash in his
stomach, working the severed flesh together. Guenevere
stands on one side of the bed, Arthur on the other,
both looking down upon Lancelot, relieved and not
daring to look at each other.

MERLIN
Flesh on flesh. You must press on
the wound, Guenevere, held it, and
it will begin to bind.

Guenevere kneels, and at her touch Lancelot's eves flicker
open. Ilerlin exits, and draws Arthur away with him
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I8T., CLOISTER, CAMELOT - EVENING

arthur is deeply tormented.

A THUR
Merlin, tell me. UNWow that
Guensveras is r t rmed teo me, ..
MERLIN

—

Wiat is it, my ¢nild?

Merlin zopears moved by the medirmmerrs that Arthur has
to face,

ARTEUR
Will I have a son?

lin sczares off into the evening sky, where a lax
MERLIN

ARTHUR
Just yes? No mad laughrter, no
iddles, nothing but a simple
ves? That frightens me.

. TRLIN
A king should be afraid, alwavs.
The enemy, is everywhere. Waiting
in gmbush in the dark corriders
of his castle, on the deer paths
of his forest, or in the gray and
winding paths of a more tangled
forest, in here.

He taps his skull and smiles.

INT. CELL - EVENING .

Lancelot is staring intc Guenevere's eves. She opens

her snils, ba* ng breast with the innocence of a,mocther
preparing to suck$e a child. She presses her breast to
his wound, her face to his chest, her arms enfolding him.
She whispers.

or
=
a

CU‘F‘\\QWTrF-:ﬁT"
FTlash on flesh. I will heal you.
= v trembles and his eves brim with tears. He Is

€} pe
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INT. HALL OF THE ROUND TABLE, CaAMELOT - NIGHT

The court is assembled, for the evening feast. There
is music and heavy drinking. Some knights are slouched
across the table. Lancelot, still weak, tzkes his seart,
iooking at the drunken and frivolous knights. Archur

; , : N
catches it, and they smile a2t each other.

ARTHUR
They miss the battlefield., I
think we do too.

LANCELOT
But one can still keep a swerd
sharp riding out in the name of
the King's law.

Guenevere cannot tear her eves from Lancelot. He avoids
ner look. - Arthur looks from Guenevere to Lancelot, and
speaks softly to him, across her, and with stabbing
directness.

ARTHUR
It is not easy for the young ones
to learn knightly virtues without
the hard teaching of war and quest.
It is only your example, Lancelot,
that binds them now.

Then, addressing the hall:

ARTHUR .
Wnich is the greatest gquality of
knighthcod? Courage? Compassion?
Loyalty? Humility? What do you
say, Merlin?

He is bent cleose to Morgana, whispering. Only when the

hall rimgs with lzughter does he look up.
& o]

MERLIN
What?
(then, seeing he
has an agudience)
The greatest? They blend together
like the metals we mix to make a
good sword.

ARTHUR
I didn't ask for poetcry. Which
is it?

Merlin looks from Arthur to Gueneverse to Lancelot to

A
. -
ATTuT,

(CONTINUED)
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MERLIN
All rvight. Truth. It must be
rruth, above all. %When & man lies
he murders some part of the world.
An uneasy silence falls upon the feast. Guenevere and
Lancelot cannot look at each other, and Arthur fesls i
Lancelot jumps to his feet.

t.

LANCELOT
Conversation and court life deon'es
suit me. I must take my rest in
the forest.

Guenevere stifles her dismav.

THUR
ARTH
asn't Merlin mended your wound?

)
"

r

LANCELOT
It is deep...

Arthur is about to rise to embrace him, but checks himself.
y

, ARTHUR
You will be.sorely missed. Heal
voursaell and come back.

The exchange has become closely intimate, even t%ougn
they stand apart and speak before eva*vone in the large
hall Lancelot leaves. Only Guenevere cannot warch.

EXT. FOREST GLADE - DAY

Water gurgles from a rock that is captive in the roots
of an ancient cak. Lancelot, in armor, reclines against
irs trunk, the roots cradl:mm him. He is perfectly
still, drawing life from the vibrant, all-enfolding
forest. Flower petals drift on the breeze. Trees s;gh.
Fox and rabbit, sparrow and hawk, at peace with each
other, watch over the knight.

EXT. FOREST - DAY

A horse and rider tear through the thick undergrowth.

It i3 Guenevere. The Zforest races past her as she gal-
lops toward the glade, brambles tearing at her flesh and
clothes.



EXT. FOREST CLADE - DAY

)

¢, tenss. (Guenevesre disTounts
fiushed and breathless from the
eft free, wanders over to his

Lancelot gets to his fee
and approaches. She is
wild race. Her horse, 1
and grazas beside ir.

h

t

LANCELOT
?7 You will destroy Arthur,

She meoves closer and he thrusts our his mailed fizt to
keep her away. She clutches it and vresses the meral
to her sofr tear-streszked cheek.

LANCELOT
The law forbids it.

GUENEVERE
Love demands it.

Bungry with passion, she embraces the cold unmoving
armer, kissing it.

LANCELOT
There are things above love --

GUENEVERE
-- Nothing!.

He steps back, drawing his sword. He holds it
blade between them.

[
e
o
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LANCELOT
By my knight's sword, I swore
faith -~

And before he can finish she grabs the blade to push it
aside. He holds it fast. Blood streams from her bare

hands. He cannot prevaill without cutting them deeply.

He lets go of the sword, and she lets it fall to the

- ground.

She embraces his strill and defeated hulk. She kisses
the metal, and sensation shoots through him, dizzying
him.

LANCELOT
Guenevere, .

He folds her in his arms, and their bodiles lock together
as tHCLgu a trap had sprung. Their mouths meet, each
devouring the other...



EXT. EBATTLEMENTS, CAMELOT - DUSK

Arthur and Merlin, the King desperate, the Wizard
overwhelmed by compassion:

ARTHUR

I am alone andéd betraved. By my
wife, by my besloved friend, by

my knights. And by you. Perhaps
most of all by you. For you made
me, vou forgeéd this wretched life.
And like a child tired of a tovy,
you toss me aside, a babbling
lecher trotting after mv sister...

_ MERLIN
That igs my destinvy. I have a
destiny, too...

_ ARTHUR

With all ycur powers, you are
content to be ridiculed, laughed
at...

MERLIN

My powers fade, Arthur. I resort
to cheap tricks...

(with sudden

enthusiasm)
Yes! I enjoy every moment of mv
foolishness, I join in the making
of it, so no one can betray me. But
yvoul You betray yourself.

ARTHUR
Me? I have lived by the ocath of
king and knight.

MERLIN .
You betray the boy who drew the sword,
the boy who saw the Dragon...the
Dragon who moves close by, coiling
and unceiling, restless, looking down,
waiting for the King to be a2 king...

9/28/79
70.

Arthur looks up and in the rolling clouds maybe, just

maybe, the form of a dragon . is taking shape. Arthur

draws Excalibur, intensity animating his dead features.

ARTHUR
I must do it myself. I must
kill them both. Lancelot and Guenevere,

Will vou ride with me, Merlin?
MERLIN

I cannot. I must not. Here I

must stav.

{CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

They embrace. Merlin is con the berge of tears, his
face immediately sad and finally ancient. Arthur exits.

Morgana, who has been watching from +the shadows, slinks
up to Merlin's side.

MORGANA
Crazy old fool. You think yourself
2 Kingmaker. Ha! A meddler, mors
likely. Look what a mess you've
made of things.

Merlin smiles knowingly at her.

MERLIN
I? Perhaps, perhaps. I'm losing
interest, Morgana...I have helped
men -- or meddled in their affairs,
if you would have it that way -- since the
dawn of time. Now let them live by
their own laws. Let them stand on their
own feet. The gods of once are gone
forever,it is a time for men...Morgansza,
make a man out of me. Kiss me.

He reaches to touch her lips. She cradles his hand
is hers and doesn't allow Merlin to kiss her. She
kisses his knuckles and stares into his evyes,
stoking his desire.

MORGANA .
You know what I-want. I want the
secret of true magic, how to thicken
the stuff cof dreams and wishes with
the flesh of the world.

MERLIN
That I cannot.

She breaks away, provocative, alluring.

MORGANA
Then I will not.

EXT. FOREST - NIGHT
Arthur and Sir Kay gallop through the forest, silently.

t is not a dream. Their armor and the hooves of their
horses are muffled with pieces cf cloth.

{(CONTINUED)
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Only Naturzs will ever see their love:; the creatures oI
the air, trze and ground witmess the final reality of
their passicn and sense its uniathomable depths, singing
of it in a pmundred languages. Lancelot and Cuenevers
arz naked and inverlocked, cne bsing, suspended Iin the
darkness in the eve of the forest,

EXT. TOREST - NICH

Archur walks soundlessly through the trees, approaching
the glade. The forest fzlls suddenly silent.

All passicn spent, locked in each other's arms, Lancaloc
andé Guenevere drift off inte sleep.

.

Arthur comes upon them. He stands over them. He draws
Excalibur. Checking all emotion, he holds it zbove his
head. The ancisznt steel glows darkly. The lovers'

faces are serene and innocently beautiful. He hesitares,
tormented, Hig mask of anguish gives way to determina-
tion and calm. He strikes the sword home, letting go

. AT
s LT,
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He backs away, rturns and disacpears into the Zorest.

EXT. FCOREST GLADE - DAWXN

The skv is red; so is the steel of Excalibur. Lanceloc
awakens and starts at what he sees. His cry stirs
Guenevere. They are horrified to see Excalibur impaled
in the ground berween their entwined bodies. It has

pierced their union without grazing their Ilesh. They
leap up and back away, unable to spesk at firsc.

LANCELOT
Why didn't he kill us?

GUENEVEREZ
He has given up.

She kneels before the sweord, embracing the hilt to her
breast.

A et
(Cust - a )
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Lancelot stumbles into the Iorest, berserk with guilc.
He *a es against a small tree, crying cur, and he rips
its roots IZrom the ground, the terrible tearing and
rant'r; he svmbol of his own imner corment,

Cuenevere sinks to the ground next to Lancelot's anmpty
armor and his asbandoned sword.

INT. DUNGEONS Or CAMELCT

Merlin and lMorgana descend winding steps cut out of rock
The only light comes Zrom the glow of Merlin's scafZ.
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where I could
and To one wou

MORGANA
People make you laugh?

He laughs.

Thev do.

Why?

e
£
ot

eans close to her ear, whispering into it.
MERLIN
Thev don't know how close they

live to the edge of delight or
disas--~-

He is about to kiss her when he slips
MERLIN

dappiness or horror.

INT. CAVE BEIIC TH CAMELOT

They pass through Jaws of stalactires and stalagmites.
Merlin cracks nis staff whip-like and a ball of fire
pillows up Zrom the tin and illuminates a cave wildlv
veined and Ifiligreed with minerazls and crusted with
growtihs oI crvstals. The light goes our but the mala-
chite and the gold, the gquartz, diamond and berillium
burn dull e turns to ner, suddenlv tall and un-
steeped, rounger, sleen and evil

N T e
L e & ...-“.,.....J,‘
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He sweeps

He deposits her

him away.

She leans

She draws
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Flattery! Do yo
ignorant of your s
g§nes7 Preying
of others. That'
a petry evil,
Great p”ans Immoss sla a:eams.

Laughable endings...

She pushes

on bare rock. He kisses her,

MORGANA
Merliin, thes powers of Suwmcning,
the t*ue Name of the charms of
Doing and Undoing. Show me!
MERLIN
I won't. You would misuse such
power. I have paid encugh for
you, and I will have you.

forward and kisses his ear and whispers.

MORGANA

ake magic, my foclish wizard.
For ocur love., Weave a marvelous
room around us, a rcom worthy ol

our cocupling.

closer, kissing him deeply. He breaches heavil
MERLIN

Wnat do vou want? You must desire

it Zor me to weave it.
MORGALA

walls oI shining crystals; burning

with red Iire, Zurnishings of metzls

znc lewels never seen DY oman

(COUTIUTED;
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Morzana falls silent as Merlin raises a hand, majesti-
cally intening a narsh repetitive charm. The mineral
veins of the cave begin to glow and fog seeps out from
them, enveloping the couple.

MERLIN
Desire it and it will be as you
desire.

Morgzana burns with intensity. Merlin utters a formula
and the fog coalesces arocund them into the shimmering
prasence oF crystal walls, fountains raining Jewels
flowers made of scented air, a bed of glass shot with
light and covered with skins of animals dead before the
time of man, goblets of ruby, tapestries woven of golden
hair. She reaches ocut to touch the wall and her hand
plunges through the unmaterialized illusion.

MORGANA
It's cnly a semblance. You
disappeint me.

She begins lacing up her loosened gown.

MeERLIN
Don't touch the walls. Come close
to me.

She does, a mad hope in her eves. She kisses his chest.

MORGANA .
Do it, Merlin, the deepest secret.
Fix it with the charm of Mzking,
for our endless pleasure,
ters the ancient charm, Morgana listening closely,
izing it. The illusion is all of & sudden solid.
MERLIN
Fer you...

She runs hexr hand across the hard crystal surface, her
eyves gleaming.

Frem outside the wondrous room they can be seen to
embrace. He carries her to the magical bed where he
makes love to her, as they disappear from view in its
effulgentc light.

out through the crystal door, burning with
t. She turns to watch him asleep i e



CONTINCED:

She utters the charm of Summoning learnt from le
and the room melts into an eddying carmine fog. W
iz, Merlin struggles to awaken from the torpor of love,
alarmed.

s
et
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Outside, lorgana utters the charm oif Mszking and the
gaseous mass begins to crystalize.

Inside, Merlin is rising to his feet, breathing the red
fog, his movements slowing to a standstill, his mouth
opening in a scream of horror.

The cloud has metamorphosed into a magnificent clustar
of red crystals. Morgana peers into its facets and
there she sees, in fragments, Merlin's terror -- an eve,
the gaping mouth, a clawing hand -- as he is entombed
in the stone, GShe laughs in triumph.

EXT. FOREST - CAMELOT - DAY

Surrounded by forest, the spires and battlements of
Camelot rise under black storm clouds. Arthur and Kay
ride back to the castle.

INT. HALL OF THE ROUMD TABLE - DAY

The great hall is in gloom. Few knights are in atten-
dance at the table. Some sleep off last night's wine.
Arthur approaches, haggard, searching.

ARTHUR
Has no one seen Merlin?

Knights look up; those who meet Arthur’'s reddened eyes
shake their heads. Arthur leaves. A knight whispers
to another.

KNIGHT
. Did you see? The King was without
Excalibur...

INT. PASSAGEWAYS, CAMELQOT - DAY

Echoing in the vaulted corridors outside the hall, the
imight's whisper stabs Arthur.

The words now seem borne on the whistling wind and follow
the King wherever he goes in search of Merlin. He ccmes
upon a knigat seducing a lady in a dark corner by the
chapel deor, his hand under her gown. Arthur notes the
sacrilege in silence, and continues his way.



INT. BEDCHAMBER - DAY
The wind keens. Thunder rolls overheazd. Archur enzars
his bedchamber He sits by the emptv fireplace, a oroken
man. CFeminine hands light on his shoulders He starcs
Je looks up. It Is Mergana. He smiles and grasps her
nangd.
MORGANA

I'11 weep for vou, brother,

for a2 King must not weep.
She comes zround and she kneels in fromr of him. Befors
he can talk she silences him with a2 rtender caress.

MORGANA
Do vou know what Guenevera's maids
nave wnhispered?

T - 1 L3

11s head,

H
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MORGANA
That when the King returned Ifrom
bartle. ..

% 4 e v 1 £ 3 s oty d
ne begins un:tying the laces of his metal thigh and shin
ds.

_ MORCANA
... Guesnevere would unlace his
armor and massage the burxms whers
metal rubbed on f£lesh...
naked, gencly touching nis

She 1s stripping h
fle de stares ofI, remembering.

o
—
gh with her £

MORGANA
... She would prepare a bath for
you, mixing specizl cintments in
the water...

thur's eves brim with tears. Morgzana weeps, amb*acing
hls knees. He rests his hand gantly upon ner head, choked
with remembrance, soothing her. Bur as she weeps, she
incantcs a charm.

l[)

Arthur looks down upon her, and the woman wno looks up

at him i1s Guenevere, a Guenevere with cold ice eyes. =e

[~
is made weak by cesire and eakened further by nagic.
He holds her fzace accr;ncly.
ARTHUR
Guenevere! Yoa are --

(CONTINUTD)



8/28/79
78. :

CONTINUED:

"GUENEVERE"
--bon't speak. A thousand words,
a hundred thousand words, would
only be prologue to the truth
tha*+ must be. That you, King,
and I, your Queen, beget a son,
to bond our love and toc strengthen
our weak kingdom with & successor.
Come, my lord...

She draws him to the floor and upon her body, helding him
tightly to herself. Arthur trembles with excitemenc,
pathetic in his desperate passion.

As he takes her, she shudders, losing control of the
charm, and her features change till once again "Guenevere"
is Morgana. She holds him in a tight embrace so that

he may not see her. She whispers in his ear.

MORGANA
The moon flows in my bloed to
meet your seed. And already I
bear him who will be Xing.

Arthur wrenches himself away so he can see her, her
arms still around his.neck. He looks down upon her,
aghas*t, incredulous. A

MORGANA
I could easily kill you, brother.
But I want vou to live to see our
son be Xing. In me, the blood of
Cornwall will have its revenge;
in me, the blood of Uther will show
its dark side.

She presses her thumbs into his neck and he faints.
EXT. FOREST - (CAMELOT - DAY

Morgana, with a small party, rides away from the castle
through the lashing storm, till they are taken from
sight in the folds of the forest...

INT. CHAPEL, TINTAGEL CASTLE =~ NIGHT

Lightening forks across the sky, illuminating the

interior. The chapel has been transformed intc a place

of satanic worship. Held up and surrounded by hooded
figures, Morgana lies on the altar, her pregnant belly

huge; and her features are fierce with passionate intensity.
She writhes in the pangs of childbirth.

(CONTINUED)
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MORGANA
tand back. all of you. Through
my own body I have nurtured him
with my potions. I made him. I
alone can give him life.

INT. CHAPEL, CAMELOT - NIGHT

Arthur enters, pale and haunted. Mass is being celebrated,
and some knights are presernt. Those not asleep whisper

to each other about the XKing. The socund of an apprecaching
storm 1s heard.

As the priest raises the chalice to consecrate the wine,
Arthur comes down the aisle and steps onto the altar.

Ee reaches out to grasp the chalice from the priest's
hands.

INT., CHAPEL, TINTAGEL CASTLE - NIGHT

Morgana holds aloft her beautiful new born baby, his
body glistening in a flash of lightening. She is
triumphant.

INT. CHAPEL, CAMELOT - NIGHT

A bolt of lightening strikes the chalice, rocking the
chapel, and Arthur is knocked back violently.

Rain lashes in through the shattered window upon the
terrified knicghts, They and the priest back away.
Ar+hur is left alone. He rises and goes to the chalice,
which is bent and cracked. He kneels before it. Steam
hisses up as rain falls on it.

INT. HALL OF THE RCUND TABLE - DAY

Sun streams in. Many of the knights are in attendance,
in full armor. Ladies and pages watch from dark corners.
Arthur addresses the fellowship. He holds the cracked
chalice in his hands. He burns with a new-found fervor.

ARTHUR

Who will ride the labyrinths of
the forest, to the very root of his
soul, to the very ends of the earth,
to find the secret that will redeem us
from the evil that has fallen upon us,
and make this chalice, and curselves,

" whole again?

(CONTINUED)
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Gawain rises and draws his sword in salute.

: SIR GAWAIN
I will ride forth in the name of
that guest, and commit my strength
and my soul to it.

Perceval, Kay and a few others draw their swords and
touch their lips to the blades in oath, Sunbsams
splash off their armor.

PERCEVAL
I will go.

The rest of the fellowship draw their swords in imitaticn,
but the rescolution within them is not strong. Arthur
comes forward to Gawain.

ARTHUR
Gawain, a dreadful fear is upon
me, that we may never meef again,
that the fellowship will be no
more. ..

He embraces Gawain, tears in his eyes. He turns to
Perceval, and Perceval knesels.

_PERCEVAL N .
We will find the secret or die.

Arthur kisses the young knight's brow. Then he turns
tc Ray. .

ARTHUR
Kay, I know yvour heart yearns to go,
but I am prisoner to my duties, and
you must be to yours, at my side.

Arthur and Kay watch the knights file ocut till the hall
is empty, the harsh song of their armor growing distant.

FADE OUT:
A legend appears:

"FPor nine years they searched.
Morgana's power grew in the land.”

FADE IN:

EXT. SNOWSCAPE ~ DAY

Under & leaden sky, Gawaln drives his horse through
swirling snow. He comes upon a mounted knight who is

frozen in hig tracks. He brushes the snow from the man's

face. The frozen features belong to Caradce. He slowly
continues on his way.

(CONTINUED)
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EX?T. DEAD FOREST - DAY

Dangling from the branches of a dead tree are a dozen
dead knignts of the Round Table, crows pecking at the
rotting flesh in the chinks of armor. Perceval rides
up, cries out in horror, and spurs his horse away.

EXT. MOORS - DAY

The rotting carcasses cf sheep. The crops blackened and
withered on the stalk. BHBungry peasants head for a
distant hill.

EXT. HILLSIDE, MOORS - DAY

A giant head has been carved out of an outcrop of rock,
its stone mouth gaping toward the sky.

People are congregatsd around the mouth. Peasants

and farmers, they are wild with excitement, responding
to drums therbbing and bagpipes wailing. They watch
Morgana, who is surrounded by knighits in dark armor.

At her side is an angelic boy cf eight, his eyves cold
as his mother's. Morgana is more beautiful than ever,
in flowing druidic rcbes, the gossamer silk clinging to
her sweat-drenched body. :

She is standing by the deep hole which forms the agiant's
open mouth. It is covered by a tooth-like grating acting
as a drain for the blood of human sacrifices made there.
-Before her is Gawain, chained and struggling against

five strong men who hold him. Morgana 1lifts a dagger

and plunges it into Gawain's chest. The fountain of
blood that gushes from the great knight's body drives

the crowd into a frenzy.

(CONTINUED)
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MORGANA

(intening)
The blood of this knight will feed

:ne god i the earzh, he 1s weak
wi *'h hunmger, and ne will te madse
sy-wué by this blood. Then he
will plant his seed, andé the land
VIIL be fertile once again

513

Gawain, his blood fleowing from him a:ﬁ into the giz
mouth, looks up in anzu;sh. His bellowing voice is
echoed and amplified by the hollow beneath the drain.

GAWAIN
arthur, forgive me. I die without
the secret. I have failed.

EXT. MOORS -~ DAY

Gawain's death cry and the din of the ritual carries

to Perceval's ears as he wanders through the wastelzand.
He draws down his visor and spurs his horse forward.

nrrm t et A il s o o oy - Y .
Ledhv i v Thamdekes L MCCRSE - DAY

FHe gallops toward the giant's head. He
chiecks his sword and lowers his lance.

The knight charging forward on his wsr horse is an awve-
some sight, tut the crowd arcund the giant's mouth is
s:ra.gely Lu-;gaﬂuuucd. Mergana is excited; she turns
te the boy.

MORGANA
Lock, Mordred, a true prize for
the giant. The lamb rides inte
cur jaws.

G

Perceval is galleping toward them when the grouvd gives
wav Deneath the horse, and he and the animal D?unce int

kg e

a pit. The cheerirng crowd rushes to the edge of the trap.

- MORGANA
{to Mordred)

You must kill him, for this knight

is dear to vour Zather. You Tust

cdo it and learn to enjov wour

Zatker's pain
Her Tnizhts draz Perceval, urarmed, into llorzanz's
tresence

A
(CCUTINUED
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MORGANA
fave vou IO’nd what vou search for?
Have you found what Archur seeks?

2 -

Perceval doesn't answer, defiznt and hiding his Zear.

MORGANA
You haven't, or vou would be
smiling now in the face of death.
Your quest i1s an impossible one.

PERCEVAL
That it might be impossible makes
it all the more necessary.

MORGANA
Fool!
{vc the men holding
Perceval)
Uncover nim. I'1ll show you the
mystery of life. It's death.
(to Mordred)
Do it, Mordred!

Hold_ng Perceval by his limbs and nair, the men force
hiim down on the bloocv grating, drawtrg back his head,
exposing his throat. Morgana kneels by his head, and
¢raws the bov beside her. She holds the tip ¢f the
dagger to Perceval's neck and takes Mordred's hand and
wraps 1t around the handle. Percevzl is choked with fear,
his heart pounding in this throat.
MORGANA
Feel the life through the dagger,
child. It belongs to youw

The boy looks up at his mother. The vein in Perceval’
neck pushes against the dagger’'s point.

MORDRED
I feel it, Mother. I will give
his blood to the giant.

The boy raises the dagger, and hesitates just a bit.
Perceval resigns himself bra vely. He looks th c&lld
calmly in the eye. 1tordred tr pos down the blade with-
ut strengih, just plercing the skin with the tip. He
lets go of the dagger, afraid now of his mistake.

The dzzger clatters to the grating and slips awavy down
the drain, belore llergana can retriesve it She rages
against Meordred In the cenfuvsion Perceval tears Llcose,
The men holcing him slipging on rthe blocd-wer stone.

P N
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Perceval runs through the crowd. Immediarely, lance
lowered, a knight is upon him. Perceval leaps toward
him, catching the lance in his hand, and pulling down
rhe rider with it. He jumps the rider and draws the
knight's sword. Whirling the lance and cutting the air
"*th the sword, he keens back the cother knights for =
moment, giving him time to see his chance. He leaps
cnto the riderless horse and chargas off through the
crewd. He reins in asbruptly, the horse rearing. He is
wary of the ground before him; there could be & hidden
pit. But there is no time to think, Knights and men

on foot are rusning him. He spurs forward into a gallop,
the horse striding mightily. And its hind leg sinks into
a pit, the animal losing its gait. But the momentum
carries the horse forward, and it recovers from the
stumble, Perceval gallops awav.

Morzana is enraged. She shakes Mordred by the hair.

MCRCGANA
You didn't kill him! You didn't
kill him!

But suddenly she begins kissing him tenderly.

MORGANA
¥y dear, swéet boy...

He just stands there emotionless, the dead center of
her turbulent passions.

IXT. DEAD FOREST - DAY

Perceval gallops down a trail. The black-armored knights
£ Morgana chase him.

Perceval reins into deep cover alongside the trail.

The pursuers thunder past and the sound of hooves
recedes. Perceval checks his newly found sword, slashes
the air to feel the weapon's balance. He re-sheathes it.
He pats the horse.

PERCEVAL
We'll become good friends.

-

again, intc the pathless forest of dead

"

-
i
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starts o
gas.,

He 1is suddenlv set upen bv a wildman who, swinging a
small urrcoted tree, knocks him off his horse. Perceval
crashes to the ground and before he can use his sword
the wildman has knocked it out of his hand.



CONTINUED:

It is Lancelot, demented, who furiocusly rains battering
blows on Perceval's armor, bellowing with rage. All that
Perceval can do is attempt to avoid the blows. Lancelot
addresses Perceval as if the young knight were Lancelot

T o=
nllsel .

LANCELQOT
YWhere are vou going, Lanceleot, in
vour iron temb? Still trying to
save the worlad?
(he hammers blows
onto Perceval's

arTor)
The best... the bravest... the
greatest... Focl that ever lived.

Now the world rots. Death is
king of the earth. 4nd it is
vou whno make it so, Lancelort.

Before Perceval can speak Lancelot disappears again into
the forest, his eves blank, as though his encounter with
the young knight had never happened.

A knot of pain, Perceval pulls himself up. He tries to
rise inte the saddle. He is teoo hurt to do it. He starts
off on foot, slowly, leading the horse.

£EXT. DEAD FOREST AND STREAM -~ NIGHT
It is very dark and Perceval has to feel his way.

He comes to the edge of a stresm. He kneels teo drink, and
the horse drinks beside him. Then he rests back on his
heels, brooding, too tired to rise.

He lowers his eyes, staring into the dark water, defesated,
empty.

Before him in the water a long thin bar of light appears.
He looks at it amazed. Veices are heard singing very far
away. He reaches out to touch the long strip of light
but his hand just disturbs the water. It is a reflection.
The strip grows wider and the ethereal music is cleser.

Perceval looks up. The strip of light is before him,
suspended, thirty feet above. It contimues to grow

wider. A drawbridge is being slowly lowered, allowing
a powerful light to escape from within.

eval is terrified. In pain, he slowly rises intec
saddle, readv to gallop off; but fascinated, hypno-
d by the sight, he cannot, and he stavs znd watches.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED

The dim cutline of a.castle becomes visible as the draw-
bridge is lowered zcross the water to the ground at his
feec. At the center of the blast ¢f light coming from
the castle, Perceval can make out a burning chalice.
The music swells to a terrifving pitch, sezring the
fcrest

EXT. ENTRANCE TO CASTLE - NIGHET

At the sight of the chalice, Perceval masters his fear.
Bathed in light and music, he spurs the horse forward
cnte the drawbridge.

Once he is on it, the bridge begins to rise. Unsure of
its footring and blinded bv the light, the horse becomes
skittish, and Percewval has to struggle to control it.
He dismounts to lead it, bur the horse is terrified,
rears up and jumps off the bridge, which contirmes to
rise, drawn up by unseen hands.

Perceval hesitates, then advances down the sloping draw-
bridge intc the castle courtvard. All details are
bleached out by the blinding light. The chalice appears
suspended in space, and now the figure cf z man can be
glimpsed standing behind it.

Znchanting music from unseen singers grows and wWeaves.
Perceval looks back to see the drawbridge slowly closing,

trapping him inside.

He approaches the figure, his courage ebbing. Hands
cupping the chalice, it speagks to him,.

FIGURE
What is the secrer of the chalice?
Who does it serve?

Ferceval doesn't understand. He glances back again.
The drawbridge is nearly closed. Terror seizes him.

Panicked, puzzled, baffled, he backs away. He scrambl
up the drawbridge desperate to reach the top befeore it
closes. He claws his way up till his hand grasps the
top. He heaves himself through the narrow closing slit
which is about to crush him. He screams, and with a

final effort he wriggles free and topples over crashing

inte the warter below,

23

ZXT. DEAD FOREST ARD STREAM - HIGHT

.

He loocks up. The drawbridge thunders shut, the last thin
strip oi light disappearing; and now he i1s surrounded only .,
bv the silence of the forest,
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Where there was a castle, now there is darkness.
Perceval wades through the water. He has crossed the
stream and all he can see and feel are tree trunks.
The castle has disappeared. He is utterly defeated.

FPERCEVAL
The chalice. The secret was in
my grasp. 1 let it slip, afraid for
myself. A guestion was asked. I
didn't understand. I didn't try.
I failed...

A2 legend appears:

"Nine years passed.”

?13

ADE IN:
INT. CAVE BENEATH CAMELOT.

Dripping water is steadily encrusting the crystal with
limestone.

INT. HALL OF THE ROUND TABLE, CAMELOT - DAY

Dead knights lay on bisrs. Ths once glorious seat of
power is failing into decay. Few are in atitendance argund
the table. Agitated, Kay enters and goes to Arthur, who
is worn and haggard, and aged. .

g
e

Kay
Your son Mordred i1s at the gate.

Arthur comes alive.

ARTHUR
At last...

KAY
Don't recognize him., You were
trapped by Morgana's sorcery.

ARTHUR

(staring off)
...Gawain and Perceval, Bors and Bohort,
Caradoc and Ector, and all the others --
iost to me. Only the echo of their voices
remains in this empty hall. All I have
left is the memcry of thelr fellowship.
Echoes and memories. I am a ghost of
the King that once was... '

(CONTINUED)
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ARTHUR
{he turns to Kay
and with sudden
harshness)
... .Mordred is real, alive, my own
flegh and blood. I will see him,
I must.

EXT. GATE, INSIDE AND OUTSIDE CAMELOT - DAY

The drawbridge lowers slowly, and Arthur moves away from
Kay and the other knights, and advances across it.

Rocks wheel cover the dead +trees of the forest that
surrounds Camelot. & group of armed men waits at the edge
of the forest. One steps forward, a huge knight in black
armor, the metal defining and exaggerating the powerful
musculature of his body. He is Mordred, a yvoung man of
eighteen, and of extraordinary beauty. 2 page follows

ten steps behind him bearing an enormous spear, 1ts points
hooded. Arthur stops at the edge of the drawbridge,

the huge knight a few steps from him. Kay, ready for
anything, moves halfway across the drawbridge.

Mordred kneels on one knee.

MORDRED
Father...

ARTHUR
Rise, Mordred.

-

MORDRED
I come to claim what is mine,
Father.
ARTHUR
I recognize you only as my son,
no more.
MORDRED
({his tone is
scathing)

And yvou are the great King? The

lords have rebelled. Invaders attack

the coasts. Crops don't grow. There is
nothing but plague and hunger in the land.
Only I am feared. I will be king. You
have lost Excalibur, but I have found my
own weapon of power. There.

He points to the huge lance. The page pulls a string and
the hood drops, revealing a diabolically sharp spear tip,
its metal glinting menacingly.

MCRDRED
The very spear that plerced the
side of Christ as he died on the cross.

(CONTINUED)
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L
Fau®
Your mother told vou that?

Meordred is thrown cif by the doubr Archur has cast
arcthur locks upon his son, desverately trving to read
him.
ARTHEUR
I cannot ocfier vou the land, cnly
my love. ..
MORDRED
And I offer only this, Father. To
commit with passion and pleasure all
the evils that vou failed to commit, as
man and King.
archur goes forward to embrace his scn, a desperate
attempt Mordred recoils.,
MCRDREID
We will embrace only in batrle,
Father, and I will touch you only
with the blade of my spear.
Arthur is on the verge of tears
MORDRED
I will muster a great force of
knights, and I will retuwn to fight
for what is mine.

1

-enters the castle, the drawbridge
iiately behind him. He is hunched cver,

Asleep in the saddle; Perceval rides across burnt and
smeldering fields. The horse walks aimlesslv; it is
the same animal, mangy and old. A hoard of children
in filchy rags closes in on him, begging, pullinz at
the horse’'s crappings. He bolts awake and reins awav.
His eves are red and feverisnh.

Wild ncre grigs him when he sees a glinting light by a
farmhouse. He spurs the horse forward into a zallon
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EXT. FARM - EVZNING

He leaps from the saddle and a terrified woman backs
away. Perceval plunges his hand into the source of

lxght, It is nothing .but the reflecticn cf the dying
sun in a buckatful of water. Percewval covers his face,
P??C“”%h
Illusions. I will never find it
again... I am SO“"‘, woman, that

I frightened you.

Peasants have emerged, Ssurrounding him, and thev hold
axes and pitchforks.

PERCEVAL
Good woman, dec you have any food?
Some water?...

PEASANT

The little we had, we gave t©o
Yordred's knights. He has taken
this land. Tell the King that
now we must look to Mordred.

SECOND PEASANT
But we will give you some water...

At least ten peasants ‘encircle Perceval and he is too
exhausted to purt up a Iight. They grab him and carrv
him away. Other peasants pull his horse to the ground,
and cone raises an axe to kill it,

EXT. STREAM, BARREN LAND - EVENING
They throw Perceval down an escarpment and he rolls into
the fast-moving water. He is swept downstream and
th*own zeroc*ously against the rocks in the stream bad,
crying cut in pain.

EXT. RIVER AND UNDERWATER - EVENING

The water 1s deeper and Perceval is dragged under by
the weight of his armor. He struggles aesperately to
shed it, halfi drowning.

Exhausted, he pulls himself up onto the muddy shore

beside a rotting sheep carcass, and around him the
daylight cies.

, Lifeless, he stares intc space.
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PERCEVAL .
1 have lest my horse, my armor,
mv sword. I have lost my way.

I lost my strength. I have lost
evervihing...l will not lcse
hope.

A 1;mh: bursting through the trees shines on the mud,
wordless har:cn*as sound somewhere in the £ t
Perceval serts off toward the source.

The burning light blasts inte his face but he doesn't
flinch. The cherus builds in powsr. 2Before him draw-
bridge lowers.

ZXT. CaSTLE GaATE - NIGHT

He steps onto the bridge and walks in., He crosses the
courtvard as the drawbridge closes behind him. All
detzils cf the castle are bleached out by the sezring
light.

INT, CASTLE, VARIOU

Heading for the source of the light he ascends what seems
to be a staircase. He enters z hall where the chalice
‘stands suspended, burning with light, and the mysterious
rusic swirls and grows. .

Perceval approaches the diaphanous and featureless Figure
who stands over the chalice.

FIGURE
Who dees it serve?

PERCEVAL
You, myv lord.

FIGURE
I have waired long for vou. Once
o -

. you almest saw, but fear blinded
you. Why am I served from the
chalice?

PERCEVAL
Because vou and the iand are one
FIGURZ
I am wasting awav and I cinnoc
cie. And I cannct live.
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PERCEVAL
You and the land are cne. Drink
frem the chalice. You will be
reborn and the land with you.

1.
it

eval's

Perceval cups his hands zround the chalice to lifc
ggc th?y close on nothing, and he draws back. The
+igure s hands, although insubstantisl, grasp Ferc
and appear to held his hands around the cup.
. FIGURE

But who am I?

Perceval begins to kneel.
PERCEVAL

You are my lord and King. You are

Arthur.
The blinding light vanishes, the music drifts away.

INT. EALL OF THE ROUND TABLE - NIGHT

knees before Arthur and he h

Perceval is
now whele again, up to the Xing. It

£
the chalic
with blood
de drinks. And having done so, he seems to become
younger and to grow in strength.
- ARTHUR )

I didn't know how empty was my

soul until it was filled.

Sir Kay stands by the vast fireplace where a small

olds
fills

3
from within and Arthur takes it from Percevsal.

fire

burns, and only now looks up and is aware cf Perceval.

KAY
Perceval, vou have returned!

ARTHUR
Ready my knights for battle; they
will ride with their King once
more. I have lived through others
far too long! Lancelot carried my
honor and Guenevere my guilt., My
knights have fought my causes.
Mordred carries my sins. Uow,
£ last, I will rule.

EXT. WOODS AND FIELDS - NIGET

-

+ M T - = — . - - 2 N

Archur at the hezd 0f 2z small force of knights, £k
N G 1 p + 17 o et }

armor shining beneath the meoon, gallops through th
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Where hoovés thunder, the ground becomes alive with
sprouts and tendrils, and bare trees start to bud, and
grasses to blossom, the power of Nature exploding into
life.

INT. CONVENT - DAWN

An old nun approaches the doors, upen which scomeone is
pounding loudly. She opens the peephole. It is Arthur.

NUN

Go away. DNo man is allowed beyond
these doors.

ARTHUR
I am Arthur,

The old npun is amazed and starts pushing open the many
bolts, mumbling and agitated.

INT. CONVENT COURTYARD - DAWN

‘».J

She leads the King, his footsteps ringing in the silent
cleoister, past the doors to the cells. His armor is
wet with dew and it shines with a dull and deep lustre.
Nuns whisper at his transit. She opens the door to 2
cell and Arthur steps inside.

INT. CELL - DAWN

Candles flicker on a small altar before which a nun is
praving. She rurns to see who has entered. It is
Guenevere, clder, thin with self-denigl, all the more
beautiful. She locks up at the majestic figure who
stands before her. She nearly swocns. He helps her
to her feet, and words rush from deep within him.

ARTHUR
Guenevere, accept my forgiveness,
and put vour heart to rest. We
have suffered too long. I have
always loved you, and I still
love you.

She weeDds.

GUENEVERE
T loved wvou much, as =ing, and
scmetimes as husband, tut cne
cannot gaze toc lomg at the sun
in the skv.

{‘\‘rr\ 1:\
i S

(CONTINUED)
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ARTHUR

Forgive me, my wife, if vou can.
I was not born to live a man's life,
but to be the stuff of fuiure memory.
The fellowship was a brief beginning,
a fair time that cannot be forgotten;
and because it will not be forgotten,

that fair time may come again.
Now once more I must ride with my knights
to defend what was, and the dream of
what could be,

GUINEVERE
I have kept it.

She draws back the covers of her pallet, and there is
Excalibur. Arthur is overwhelmed by emoticn; he

can barely speak. '
ARTHUR

I never dared to hope all these

years that it was in your keeping.

He kneels before her and kisses her thigh. She gazes
off, remembering the life of long ago. He rises and
loocks ©ff into her eveg, unakle to find the words;:

he finally does.

ARTHUR
I have often thought that .in the
hereafter of our lives, when I ows
no more to the future and can be
just a man, that we may meet, and you
will come to me and claim me yours,
and know that I ar your husband.
It is a dream I have...

He takes Excalibur by the hilt and exits.
INT. CONVENT COQOURTYARD - DAWN

The nuns scatter before him in awe and terror. He
strides forward, Excalibur in hand. HBe stops and. tests
its balance, and he draws force from 1t.

ARTHUR
Guenesvere. ..
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EXT. WOQODS ~ DAY

Excalibur gleams in the sunli g Arthur holds it high,
at the head of a small force of knights under the banner
of the Dragons. Xav and Perceval ride at his side.
Plumed helmets, shields blzzing with armorial colors,
pennants £lying in the clean wind from their lances;

it is a brave s;gx The trees are in blosscem and
dandelion fluff bi llows up at their passage.

EXT. PIT, MOQORS - DAY

Arthur's group ccmes to a halt. Two knights and a few
sguires gallioping from the opposite direction rein in
befcecre the King. The knights draw their swords in
homage, and the older one addresses Arthur.

ENIGHT
It is only me and my son. All
other knights of the dukedom have
rallied to Mordred.

Arthur smiles, hiding the hurt. Hes points to an opan
pit, a huge devastation,

ARTEHUR
What horror is that?
ENIGHT
Mordred, sir.ie digs for
precious metals, with which
he buys the loyalty of men at arms,
binding them to his sgide.

EXT. THE MOORS ~ ARTHUR'S WAR CAMP - LATE EVENING
It is a clear night and the sky blazes with stars. A
crescent moon casts its silvery light upon Arthur, who
wanders from his camp alone.
EXT. STONEHENGE, THE MOORS -~ LATE EVENING
He stops in the ancient circle cof druidic stones.
ARTHUR
I am outnumbered ten to one by

Mordred's forces. Merlin, I need
you at my side as you were onge, my

friend, to give me courage. There
are no war tricks that will fool
Mordred. He was weened on blood.

{CONTINUED)
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Ye falls on his knees in front of the stone, tired,
berween thinking and dreaming, and he bangs hi
mailed fist against it

. ARTHUR
More than I sver did, I need you
now. Where ars you, Merlin?
Is it true that Morgana has
trapped yvou?

INT. CAVE BELCOW CAMELOT

The veins of crystal glow darkly, and the hammering of
Arthur's fist upon the stone is dimly echoed here.
In the red crystal, fragments of Merlin can be

N

plimpsed, trapped, frozen.

EXT. STONEHENGE - LATE EVENING

Arthur slips off into sleep. The stones around him
distort. He sgpesaks sgfilv, but then though the words
continue, his lips are closed.

ARTHUR
...Xf only you could be at my
side, Merlin, to sesz me wield
Excalibur once more...

INT. CAVE BELCW CARMELOT

The crystal is cracking, shards falliing to the cave
floor.
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Archur is srill on his knees, and he sits tack, Lookin
up. But the atmosphere is different, within a dream,
end the stcnes of the hemge loom larzer cover him now
(e leu=as:
Fy PRy
What is this place? It is rumored,
Merlin, that veu drew your power
from these circles

:-"‘1’
G s s

TSy

4 hand ruifles the King's hair. He turns, and is face
ro face with Merlin, standing over him. Arthur lcoks
2t him withour surprise, as though the intervening years
never wers. Merlin begins te laugh his hideous zigzle
Artnur rises.
AR.THL L
Quiet. You'll wake the men, and
thev must fight tomorreow Ior their
very lives
MERLIN
I know. I hzve hesrd neises and
echces through the stones.
ARTEUR
Wnat is this plzace, Mer‘:q“
MERLIU
It is like 2 tree. The roots of
the stones spread cut across the
land and they draw cn the thougnts
and acticns of men. Like sap
those human matters course through
the stones feeding the stars that
are the leaves of the tree. and
the stars whisper back to men
the future course of events.
(becoming
passionate)
Bur the earth is being torn apart,
its metals stolen, and the balance
i5 breoken and the Linmes of power
no leonger converge. In fact, I
nearly didnt make it in one piece.

ctedly and

stretches witia sexaggerated
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ARTHUR
Where have vou been these many
vears? Is it true that Morgana --

MERLIN
-—~ Stories ... You broughi me back.
Your love brought me back. Back to
where you are now, in the land of
dreams,..

ARTHUR
Is this a dream? Tell me, Merlin!

Merlin smiles, turns and leaves, heading for Arthur's
camp, giggling. Arthur starts off after him and
awakens from the dream when he walks into one of the
stones. It takes him a moment to realize that
Merlin has vanished.

ARTHUR
Merlin?!

He hwurries away toward the canmp.
INT. KAY'S TENT, ARTHEUR'S WAR CAMP - NIGHT

Arthur shakes Kay awake, and as the faithful knight
comes out of a deep sleep, he clutches Arthur's arm.

KAY
Merlin, will I live...?
{he shakes away
the dream)
...I was dreaming...

ARTHUR
Of Merlin?

ray
Yes. He spoke to me. He said
I would fight bravely tomorrow.
I have never dreamed of Merlin
before.

ARTHUR
I dreamsd of him too...Merlin lives!
He lives in our dreams now, in that
dark and shadowy place that is as strong
and real as this more sclid one. He
speaks to us from there.



EXT. MORDRED'S WAR CAMP

- NIGHT
; Mer
n the
passes a
thrown on the canvas,
fearsome spear.

Cape flowi
tents, and
guards. #H
Mordred is
blade of a

ng
i

=

He enters a3 tent.

INT. MORGANA'S TENT

NIGHT

in her
kisses
o awaken.

She is stunningly beautiful
leans over her lovely body,
lips, and waits for her

MERLIN
i have returned, enchantress.
are beautiful, magnificent.
vou used up all the magic you

You

Have

gtole

from me to keep yourself voung?
Y

Have vou any magic left to do
battle with Merlin?

INT. TENT - MORGANA'S DREAM

She rises from her sléeping Lody.
MORGANA
You provoke me, Merlin.

MERLIN
What's behind that beauty?
A wizened, cold-hearted snake.

Merlin steps back, grandiose and melcdramatic.

MERLIN
You are a snake about
strike!

to

9/28/79
97.

lin sweeps between Mordred's war
logic of dreams, unseen by the
tent wheare the huge shadow oI
as he sharpens

o

the

-

(CONTINUED)
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TINUED:
He raises nis staff
;ﬁ‘\LIN
And I am the staff that drives the
snake back
He lowers the staff with dreamlike slowness and she
slinks right up to hixw
MORCGANA
Burning with the fire of desire,
am the flames that consume the
staii to ashes.
She winds her flugtering hands around the staff, and
the shadcws they cast upon the tent give the illusion
of licking flames
MERLIN
I am the cloudburst that gquenches
the flames,
_..4.0 C:‘ u':z
I am the desert, where water
disappears --
MERLIN
-- I am the sea, which covers the
desert Iforever under its weight
MCRGANA
-- I am the fog and mists that
rise up from the sea, escaping...
She lzughs ar her cleverness.
MERLIN
Feog and misc! You couldn't bte
that. You don't have enough magic.
INT, MORGANA'S TENT - NIGHT

Morgana tosses and mutters in her tormented dream.

T

A, C TSRV R
g '—‘ - -~ N - -
... L have the desire arnd I have
the magic.
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Merlin, huge, magnetic, enfeolds Morgana in his cape.

MERLIN .
You are mine at last. I am the
sea and you will never excape me.
Fog and mist...[7?

2And he laughs at her, suffocating her. HMorgana begins
chanting the charm of Making, desperate --

INT. MORGANA'S TENT -~ NIGHT

-- and she finishes uttering it in her sleep. Her
eves spring open, and vapors issue Ifrom her gaping
mouth. She screams and the fog gushes cut f£illing
the tent.

EXT. MORGANA'S TEST, MORDRED'S WAR CAMP - NIGHT

Fog billows out of the tent, spreading through the camp.

INT. MORDRED'S TENT - NIGHT

LIEUTENANT
A fog is rising, sir.

: MCRDRED
That cannot be.

He rises and geoes out with the lisutenant.
EXT. MORDRED'S WAR CAMP -~ NIGHT
It is fogbound, the campfires yellow smudges within i,
MORDRED
(to the lieutenant)

My mother has a sense for such things.

She said there would be no feg.
Mordred enters his mother's tent.
INT. MORGANA'S TENT - NIGHT

Mordred enters.

MORDRED
«..Mother?

Morgana, withered, cld, lies dead in the bed, wisps
of smoke rising from within her ruptured body.

.
¥l
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EXT. MOORS BY THE SZA - FOG - DAWN

Arthur, with Kay and ﬁerceval, canters through the white
fog. They are flanked by & phalanx of knights in silver
armor,

ARTHUR
Ray, you will lead the attack.
Perceval, you will stay with me.

T

Xay draws his sword in salute, elated.

k]

THUR
Be cautious, my brother.
He spurs forward, while Arthur reins to a halt, watching
him disappear. Pe*ceval and a few knights stay behind

and surround the King.

ARTHUR
T et bat=] rth 4 = 3
4 =L s atcie ere .s one i..l...u.ng
I must do, that no one else can.
F

ind Mordred and kill him.

Ahead, the horrible din of jocined battle.
1

In the swirling fog, clash of zrms follows clash of arms.
There ig ccnf;sLon, for each & *gh; is unable to see if
he i1s Iighting friend or foe until they are upon each
other

The battle becomes a series of vicigus duels, a knight

in silver armor against a knight in black- burnished armor,
Just glimpsed in the fog that is alive with the clang

Y sword on shield, the pounding of hooves, the cries

of the dying.

Squires drag away their wounded knights, their yvoung
faces pale at the sight of the carnage.

Kay is unhorsed but picks himself up and mounts a rider-
less horse, rejoining the combat zlthough he is bleecding.

EXT. MORRS BY THE SEA - FOG - DAY

t is full day, and the fog blinds with its painful glare.
Arthur with Perceval at his side rides through the fog,
searching. Perceval takes up a cnallenge against the
{ing. he unhorses this opponent, piercing him with his
lance. He returns to the King's side.

PERCEVAL
There are toc manv on Mordred's
side., Ve cannot hold out ruch
longer.

(CONTINUED)
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Ray i1s glimpsed fighting cn Iocot, hurt, barely holding
his own, but then the sight is hidden in the fog.

Kay overcomes his opponent and steops to catch his
breath. He is amazed by what he sses. A knight, in
old, ba:ttle-scarred armor whose pieces don't match, cu:s
down the knights in black in foray after foray, wheeling
and turning in & brillisnt aznd ruthless spectacle of

ts. He fights without a shield, a lance in
wand and sword in his right.

L{H]

Kay moves away in search of Arthur.

Arthur and Perceval watch the lone knight meting out
death with such terrible bezuty, weaving in and out of
the fog.

KAY
He can be ne other.

ARTHUR
Lancelot?. .. It is Lancelot!

-

He spurs his horse forward to join him, but Perceval
guick to stop him.

1o
n

© PERCEVAL
No, wy lord We seek Mordred
KAY

I will join him.

Kay rises onto a fresh horse and gallops away.

EXT. MOORS BY THE. SEA - FOG - LATE DAY

arcthur and Perceval ride aleone, the accompanying knights
gone, the dyving and the dead and the crazed horses zll
around them.

Sqguires zare carrying Kay upon his shield. He is dead.

Arthur leaps to the ground and reaches out to touch his
face, and closes his eves. He stifles his tears.

ARTHUR
Has anvone seen Lancelot?

SQUIRE

He lies over there, sir.
archur rushes cfi, Perceval follewing on horseback.

(CONTINUED)



10z.

CONTINUED:
Lancelot is mertally wounded, blood flowing from his. -
abdomen, his eyes open but his gaze dead Arthur falls
to his side.
ARTHUR
Squire! Here!
But there is no one now except the dead and weunded, and
Percevzl, who dismounts to wahcn over the n;“c, sword
drawn. Desperate, Arthur stops the wound with his hand.
Lancelot's eyes are sightless, but tears spill frem them.
LANCELQT
Arthur,
ARTEUR
Lancelot, I will save you. Don't
die
He tears off a piece of his tunic and staunches the
wound with iz,
LANCELOT
My salvation is to die a knight of
the Roumd Table,.
* ARTHUR
You are that and much mere. You
are its greatest knight, you are
what is best in men. Iow we will
be together --
LANCELOQOT
-- It is the old wound, that has
been opened. I have always Kknown
it would be the gateway to my death,
for it has never healed. Ler my
heart do its job, my King, and
pump me empty. ..
Arthur takes Lancelot in his arms and rests his lips
against the knight's brow.
LANCELQOT
(a death whisper)
Guenevere, has she come to you,
is she Queen again?
Ee lies, closing his eves, unable te leocok at Lancelot.
ARTHUR
She is, Lancelor.

O\vmw NITTET
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CORTINUED:

A tovish smile settles cver the rfeaztures of Lancelot's
Zace, and he dies. Arthur hoids him o his brezst, his
gves shut tight.
A sztrong wind rises Perceval kneels beside Arthur
PERCEVAL
The fog 1s liftinzg. Only we
remain alive.
EXT. HMOORS BY THE SEA - EVENING
Arthur znd Perceval rise, and as far as thev can see
acrcss the green hills that rell down to the sea lies
the afrermach of the masgsacre. Eacked bodies, abandoned
armor, steaming horse carcasses, evervthing still The
Turzur of the dving is carrisdé on the wind to the soIc
roar of the sea. The squires have fled the scene ol
norror.
ARTHUR
But for Mordred. Where is Mordred?
semh-re on the harrlefiald DMordred searches the dead,
sccompzanied enly by his 11 e_genan;, who turns over the
bodies of Arthur's knights.
MORDRED
Where is Arthur?
One of Arthur's knights reaches out blindly for help.
Mordred crushes his skull underfoot. The shafc of his
huge lance is caked with blcood, as are nhis hands.

che
LY

e Kl Te

EZL

val see Mordred and his lisutenant, an

£ erce
T trzins Perceval from going forward.

¥ H

—

.

ARTHUR
No, Perceval. Now it is time for
me to ralse my sword.
(nhe bellows ourt)
Mordred, prepare Lo meet your
death.

. . . - . .
Shielc on his left arm. and Excalibur in his right, he
sTarts Toward Merdred
AN 3 ™ bl
5 OPWRLD
I wailz for vou, rfather
. ‘“f“'\‘\“""‘"\"'"“"‘\ Y

(CONTINTUED
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Mordred advances forward, the huge spear in both hands
and parellel to the ground.

Arthur goes straight Zor him, shield rezdy to receive
the blow Mordred keeps walking, his arms now tansed
back ready to strike.

Once they are within weapon's reach of each other,
Mordred dashes forward and thrusts the spear. It glances
If Arthur's shield, slides under his hauberk and
penetrates tne King's body, and so powerful was the blow
that the blade pierces him right through.

O

%orhaLly wounded, Arthur's scream of paun becomes a
horrible war cry, and he drives himself forward with =211
the scr ub_n he has along the spear shaft zlmost to
Mordred's hands. lordred is knocked back and to the
ground and Arthur presses down on him, the but:t of th
spear pinning Mordred. Arthur 1ifts Excalibur. Mordred
attempts to free himself, as the blade of Excalibur
descends upon him and cuts through metal, flesh and
bone. Mordred's head falls to the ground, rolling away

Mordred's lieutenant flees. Perceval races to Arthur’'s
side, and supports the Xing, who has fallen on his knees.
Arthur spezks through tne pain:

ARTRUR
Draw the spear from me. Do it.

Perceval holds the King tight to himself with one arm,
while wirh the other he draws che shaft through and out
of Arthur's body. Arthur sags but doesn't fall. Perceva
begins to remove his armor to cet at the gaping wounds.
The King speaks slowly, scftly, rom outside his own
pain~wracked body.

ARTHUR
There is one thing left tc do...
Excalibur... And vou must do it,

Perceval. Leave my wounds, I
cemmand vou,

PERCEVAL

1 cannot --
0

.;“i A
-~ Take Excalibur. Find a pool
of calm warer and throw the sword
into it.

Perceval, stunned bv the command, doesn't move,

(CONTINUEID)
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CONTINUED:

THUE
Obey me, Perceval. You must act
for me. 1t is my last order as
your King. Do it, and be back!

Perceval picks up the sword, mounts his horse and rides
inland. Arthur watches him go, struggling with the
pa::, still kneeling, and then his head £alls to i
chest.

EXT. POCL, MCOCRS - EVENIRG

Perceval steps threcugh tall reeds to the edge of a pool.
He cannot bring himself to throw Excalibur into the
water. He exznines the blade, and it is haloed with 2
faint irridescence.

PERCEVAL
It is too precicus a thing. I
can't...

He backs away from the water and hides the sword in the
reeds, and starts back.

XT. MOCRS BY TFE SEA -- EVENIXG
Perceval dismounts, rushing to Kneel at the King's si
Arthur looks up, calm and intense.

l:
0.
n

-

ARTHUR .
When vou threw it in, what did
you see?

PERCEVAL

I saw nothing

The King looks at him with piercing power. Perceval
blurts it out.

PERCEVAL
My King, I couldn't do it.
Excalibur cannot be lost. Other
men --

ARTHUR
-» By itself it is onlv a piece of
steel. Its power comes from he
who wields it. For now there is
no one. Do as I Lave ordered!

Perceval leaves once more. The davlight is failing.
the sun is near the horizon over the sea, bursting

chrouvgh clouds.



o230

E£XT. POOL - ZVELIN

He picks up the sword and loohs 2= it v 2 lanz =oe,
Fimally, with greaz:- =isgiving., he hurls it into cthe
middle oI the pocl. As Emgca.idur is akour to roucsh T
water & weman's hend rsaches and zrasyts it By the nil
Iz nhoics the swori glelc o a mement and then frzus

5.

Perceval backs awzy Srom the pool stumned bv the marzval.

.

- - g -~ L5 L ] -y - oy~ —
2T . MCORE BY THED Bzt - SUNWBET
. . - s . . e
Perceval rerturms te the Xing, zerridbly excited, sheocuzing
R ; ==
from nis heorse:
h= 2y AT
PIRCEIVAL
Arghur!
- ‘g M LS 4 " - ] e S - -
Sus aTthur isn't shera, Pereeval lcocoks around iz he
- ¥ - : - - g - - A - g [ -
coest 't understand, He sees & trail of tlcecd. Ze spurs
- - - ~ : 1 - - . -
nis horse ancd Zollows the rail &o

3
wh LD the s5ée.

EXT. BEACHE - SUNSET TEHEN NIGET .
There is5. 5 al
bv iz man crawli
sea. Xeé lcoks

1 of bloecd and prints
ng. Perceval Zcllows them toward the
= Tes
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across the waves,

e gees 2 saliling vessel ri
can maxe out the distant figu
br women, their gossamer ro

-

Ee gallicps inco the waves until his horse wilil zo nc
furcher, caliling out with all his strength, & futile

attempt:

PERCZVAL
Arcthur! Will you returm...?

The sun slips below the horizon. Night is fzlling, =
the winé whips the wavecrests.

Te gurns from the sez and wades hack.

PTRCIVAI

- ok -
211 the knighis ol the Round Tatle
are ceacd. Lxcallitur Is ceturmed.
ATZRUTr is zerne. Mavte he lives, -
mavie ne will Teturnm...

upen the sand lels

- G T u k-,

- ¥here t3e Blood and prints ceazse, Tiers aTe :a:?;ffstgr
ceming fror and returning inte tThe sea. Teorceval lcozZs

on a swell, Cn its Zdec
of Artihur, lrying suroo
»inplXxing irn the wind.

sun hovers oz the horizon and the sibip is heading e

A —— - ——
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CONTINUED:

e stops at the ecge ol the water. In the uncerzain
iizght sxky and sea Seccme cne. He craws the chailce

cut ¢ a pouch cn his sacdle, and he nolds it up belore
nim :

PERCEVAL
Cnly I remain, and this.

»

Zhe wind swirls and whistles mysteriously in the hel

icw
cI the cng. Music grand anc melancholic grews Zrem iz,
The chalice etchad in sta rllg , is the last thinz thet

+

is taken from sight in the enfoldinz darkness.

=

rADZ CUT.
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