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---;  MISTS--Dark stygian mists.  Moving through them as i f  f loat ing,
r is ing.  The great vaul t  of  darkness and mists open below to
inf in i ty or something worse.

wrzARD (o.  s.  )
I chronicle my Lord--Conan, barbarian,
th ief ,  warr ior ,  k ing.  The world grows
old around me but l i t t le changes, Man
is born of  chaos, his pl ight  is  struggle.
A f ight  to breathe, a f iqht  to 1ive,
then to conquerJ-And for what? Can he
conquer t ime or even himsel-f .

A sol i tary wind swir ls up through the darkness l ike a spir i t .
The mists turn and dissipate and reform in i ts passage.

WIZARD (O. S. )
Man dies and his bones turn to dust!
OnIy stor ies remain spoken by such
as f  .

A l ight  d istant,  but  rushing closer,  f l icker ing,  r is ing,  a f i re--
contained but burning from nowhere

WIZARD (O. S. )
Si t  on the ground with me. Let the
f i re warm you and f  wi l l  s ing of
greed, decei t ,  lust  and power.  Ha!
But that  is .  not  aI I .  I  s ing of  loyal ty
honor and l -ove. Yes, love for that  is
what makes men fool ish or great.  You
may choose.

DISSOLVE TO:

THE FIRE--Defines itsel-f--on the ground--frozen ground--a few
meager logrs shielded by stones. Now a f igure is s i lhouetted
crouching by the f ire. I t  is CONAN. He wears a sword on his
back. He is disheveled and bearded, covered in furs.  The dark
sun now cracks over the hor izon, l ight ing his face.

TITLE: IN THE NORTHERN LAND OF THE PICTS

The landscape is bare--tundra and rock, occasional Caledonian
pines--strange trees, pr imordial  and sol i tary.  A wind has blown
away the mist .  Conan warms himsel f  as best he can. I t  is  a
scene from man's beginning. 

CUT TO:



\-.  coNAN--Walking through the ta]I bare trunks of a forest, agrain
the strange Caledonian trees. Snow and frost covers the hard
ground. The land is without remorse of any ki-nd, and yet he
hears something--sof t - - feminine. A woman's laughter.

There ahead, in the swirls of ground fog, a vei l-? A white arm
graceful ly beckoning, then g:one.

Conan rushes forward, his beard f rosted and white wi th ice.  He
SCES:

IN THE ROCKY MfSTS--The sensuous outl ine of a WOMAN--swaying and
moving away from him, her hair f lowing in slow motion. Again her
laugh--this t ime invit ing and seductive.

'  Conan cfambers over the rocks,  h is f ingers f rozen and bl-ue. He
comes upon her. She sways above him, holding onto a twisted
trunk. Now he can see her.  Her face is whi te as the snow, her
l ips blue as are her eyes and lashes. But her hair  is  long and
reddish. She is at one and the same time deathly and carnal-.

DAUGHTER OF THE SNOWS
Do you want me?

She draws back away behind the trees. He cl imbs up and fol lows.

DAUGHTER OF THE SNOWS
Some say I  am the Frost  Giant 's
Daughter.

She stops and lets him get c loser.  She wears l i t t le but gauze,
and her form twists towards him. She reaches out and takes his
hand. Her touch is ice yet  i t  burns.  She caresses his face,
leaving a mark of  f rost .

DAUGHTER OF THE SNOWS
You are one I could love. But
f irst you must f ight my brothers.

And she turns as two huge white-bearded MEN--cIad in frosted
armor and skin as whi te as death appear.  Each bears an axe.
They come at Conan in a rol l ing sinuous pace almost f lying. He
has no choice but to draw his blade--parry a blow--C1ang-- ice
f l ies.  He comes round and slashes through one's spine and comes
down overhand through the other's shoulder p1ate. Both scream
like thunder and go down in a cloud of snow.

- CONAN--Standing in the frost--bloody sword in hand. The Woman





lays back on a rock beckoning him. He goes to her.

BLUE FrRE--Emanating from logs. conan crouches by them, his fur
c loak around the qir l .

DAUGHTER OF THE SNOWS
You must go now. You have conquered
cold and desolat ion,  but th is is the
l-and of the fce Worm, and here he is
King.

CONA}T
Then f  wi l l  k i l I  h im too.

DAUGHTER OF THE SNOIVS
No, I have given you my 1ove.
Now you must repay me.

He hears a keening sound. she shakes in terror,  purrs away from
him and though he tr ies to grab her,  she is gone.-  suddenly he
sees her behind a t ree

CONAN
What do you want?

DAUGHTER OF THE SNOWS
Bring me the jewels of  an Empire.
Bring these and I wil l  give you
your son.

The keening is l-ouder. something trembles und.er the ground.
conan l-ooks down--when he rooks back, she is in the fog between
the trees-- then nothing. The keening stops. The frost  melts and
the ground is sure under his feet. The sun breaks through the
mists across his face.

DISSOLVE TO:

An enormous dark blue wave--r ising up in a roi l ing sea--dark torn
clouds overhead--wind ripping spume from its creri.  We rj-se with
it and at i ts top bursts free a dragon-prowed longship. Thirty
oars per s ide.  The craf t  crashes through the crei t  and r ides
down at us. standing on the prow is conan, his hair browing in
the wind, ice on his armor. Behind him are two warriors with
steel  skuI l  masks for faces.



wrzARD (o.  s.  )
He went west to the sea and became
a pirate!  His Li fe was pi l lage and
rapine! And then, one day on the
eastern border of  Civ i l - izat ion--

CUT TO:

AQUILONfAN TRIBUNE--GAIUS METALLUS--Magnificent in his golden
armor,  standing atop a stone pal isade, the steel  c lad Aqui lonian
infantry formi-ng a shield walI below. Beyond them where a gate
is bui l t  are hundreds of  barbar ians--Picts,  Turans, Gundermen,
Cimmerians, Aesir ,  Vanir ,  and yes, Conan, resplendent in his furs
and chain mai l - ,  h is great sword on his back.

METALLUS
GreetJ-ngs from Emperor Tj-sus.  He,
the Senate and People of  Aqui lonia
offer you gold,  g lory and Aqui l -onian
ci- t izenship i f  you wi l l  f ight  for  us.

CLOSB CONAN--He consj-ders the question. This is the great
machine of  Civ i l - izat ion.  This is the height and qrandeur of
man's achievement.  He is a Cimmerian, a barbar ian,  an animal who
is struggl ing through this wor ld by force of  wi l l  and arms. Is
there something to lose?

METALLUS
Who wil l  come with me to the East
where the c i t ies are paved in turquoise and
evi l  tyrants dr ink f rom goblets made of  rubies-
A new dawn comes, who wil-I  stand with the
Emperor in i ts l ight  and bear the golden
eagles? Who? You?

CLOSE CONAN--He raises his r ight  hand.

CONAN
I, Conan wi l l -  come with you.

METALI.,US
why?

CONAN
Because I  was born on a batt lef i -e1d
and the f i rst  sound f  heard was a scream!



' , r  The others cheer,  ra ise their  hands, cry "Me too!"  "Take Me!"
" I  wi l l  go!"  "Why not?" -*etc.

MONTAGE--Helmets of iron crudely resemblingi one another are
passed to the huge barbar ians.  Along with these are leather
armor and shiel-ds.  Swords and spears are of  the same sty le and
length

METAILUS
You wil l-  learn to be as one l- ike
a chain. Every l ink the same and
strong. This is how civ i l ized men
make war.

CLOSE METALLUS--Walking down the l ine of shields--pushing one
over--s lapping another wl th the f lat  of  h is axe.

METALLUS
Look how you pu1l  to the ]ef t
because your r ight  is  exposed.

Sure enough they do.

METALLUS
That j-s because you do not trust
your comrade's shields to defend
you !

He stops at  Conan.

METALLUS
This is how we beat you! This is
how we take your lands and enslave
your women! Because you are not
a chain.  The Line is weak--What
are you Barbarian?

. CONAN
I am Cimmerian, Tribune.

METALLUS
And you, next to him?

A short stocky KILLER--

KILLER
I am a Pict .
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METATLUS
Wrong I

He smashes them back with his ax and separates them--stands in
between.

METALLUS
You are a dead Cimmerian and you
are a dead Pict .

He grabs the Pict 's  shield,  pu1ls i t  across Conan's f ront .

METATLUS
Now--I cannot get you. Now you are
Soldiers--a Line. The Line is sacred,
a brotherhood. Tt  is  what sets,  us
apart  as much as art ,  wr i t i -ng,  music.
More! Because we are larger than anyone.
Stronger than anyone. This is Cul ture!
This is Strength.  This is Empire!  Belong
to i t !

CUT TO:

\*. THE LlNE--Advancing in war. Arrows thud into the shields--spears
of the second and third row poise over the f i rst  rows of
shoulders.  Conan is in the f i rst  row. Hairy,  mutant looking
Asian forest-men charqe screaming--wielding cudgels and hideous
axes and swords. They sl-am into the shields--Conan bears their
shock.

METALLUS (O.S.)
Pi la !

The spears savagely stab at  the hapless savages

METALLUS (O. S. )
SPatha !

Conan lashes out with his sword in a quick measured stroke that
cleaves through a col l -arbone. Bodies s lump against  the shields.

METALLUS (O. S. )
Advance three steps--Spatha againt

Another stroke-- into a th igh-*screaming and blood spatter ing
Conan's helmet.

CUT TO:
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TABLE--SeI in a steaming slaughter f ie ld--hands grasp at  heaven.
Faces gape in horror.  The table is al-most on a mound of  bodies.
Metal lus s i ts in an ivory chair .  His maroon cape about him, his
golden armor tarnished and spattered with gore.  Jewels,  gold and
weapons are pi led up. One by one, the mercenary barbarians come
and are paid.  Conan takes his.

METALLUS
Conan?

He looks up at  Metal lus.

METALLUS
That is your name? The men admire
you. I t  is  a gi f t  f rom the gods.

CONAN
I know, Tribune Lord.

METALLUS' I  th ink you shal1 be a leader
amongst men.

CONAN
Whatever is your wish Tribune Lord.

METALLUS
Take two shares--

He pushes i t  across the tab1e.

METALLUS
Now you carry the Standard.

CLOSE CONAN--Marching behind the Line--carrying the Legi-on
Standard--a BLACK WOLF'S HEAD. A l ion's jaw is over hj-s helmet.

CONAN
Hold steady. Straighten the Line!

Cavalry thunders at  them. The spears are up straight.

CONAN
Spike j - t  !

The spears come down, Metal lus at  Conants back.

l.\
v



METALLUS
At the run--Advance.

They howl and charge--alI breaking away
reaches out wi th his shield and stops a
Metal lus.

before them. Conan
javel in f rom hi t t ing

DISSOLVE TO:

CLOSE METAILUS--fn tent. He places a chain of gold around
Conant s neck.

METALLUS
Now my fr iend, the Legion is yours.
Keep the Line! Straight and true.

They embrace.

CONAN
I wil l  keep it  as you would--Where
do you go now! . Are you leaving us?

METALLUS
No--I  wi l l  not  be far f rom your
side. Perhaps you wondered why
I commanded you--Barbarians' instead
of fmperial  Troops?

CONAN
It has only occurred to me that
you contmanded well,  Lord Tribune.

METALLUS
I was sent here because no one else
would take this job.  You see I  am
an orphan--a ward of Aquilonia, my
blood is common.

Then he looks of f  a lmost dreamlike.

METALLUS
Because of you, Conan and the Line,
this Legion is now a legend and I--
I  am to r ide the Publ ic Horse.
f  am to be a Consul  of  Aqui lonia.

He takes Conan's hand, grasPs i t .



METALLUS
These years have been the f inest
of  my l i fe.

CUT TO:

A WALLED CITY--Burni-ng under siege--in the midst of batt le below,
Conan on horseback. The whole of  an auxj- I iary battal ion of
infantry is spread out before him. Smoke and f i res obscure the
advance. Drums beat slowly. A RIDER thunders up.

RTDER
Lord Consul  Metal lus presents his
compliments Lord Conan, and asks
that you join in expanding a breach
of the southern waI1-

Conan looks to his lef t .

A DRILLED CORPS OF AQUILONIAII INFANTRY--A Legion--ten thousand
strong, gl i t ter  amidst  the smoke. Their  unj- forms, armor and
standards are far  more resplendent than Conan's mercenar ies.
Metal l -us,  on a whi te horse, holds out his f is t .  Conan hoLds out
his.

CONAN
Thank the Consul  for  h is graciousness.
We are at tackinq now.

RIDER
Lord Consul- Metal lus wishes to add--
no quarter.

CONAN
None.

Drums beat a pounding hlpnotic tempo. The battal ion advances.

CUT TO:

RUINED TEMPLE--A ruined smoldering city below. Beautiful dark
skinned gir ls attend to Conan and Metal lus, who are swimming in a
marble bath.  Other of f icers 1o11 about being fed or watching a
r i tual  dance. St i l l  others walk in a garden with tawny long
haired temptresses.

METAT,LUS
What wi l l  you do with your spoi ls
Conan?
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CONAN
Keep them Sire,  l - ike any man.

META],LUS
For what? I give mine away. Luxury,
weal th only weakens resolve.  I  am
Aquilonian and she is r ich enough for
al- I  of  us.

CONAN
I have a son.

Metal l -us looks at  h im.

METALLUS
You sly bastard.  You've been
keeping a mistress on campaign.

CONAN
No-- long ago-- too many years.  fn
the north,  Pict land. The Daughter
of  the Snows. She told me to come

. back with the jewels from an Empire
and she woul-d give me my son.

METAILUS
You have what she asked for.  Take
leave tomorrow. What was the bov
l- ike?

CONAN
Itve never seen him.

CUT TO:

PICTLAND--CONAN--A1one on horseback--dressed as an Aquilonian
off icer.  He wanders the fens.

CUT TO:

CONAN--Leading his horse through the Caledonian forest. He hears
laughter.  He stops.

CUT TO:

CONAN--Crouching by a f i re-- the l ight  of  i t  q l int ing of f  h is gold
and steel-  armor,  h is f inely shaved face. He is a far  cry f rom
what he was. He looks up. She sways qut of  the mist .  A11 grows
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' ' - ,- /  frosty and white around him. He feels the frost on his armor.
She leads a three year old CHILD.

DAUGHTER OF THE SNOWS
You have taken 1onq.

coNAl{
I t  took some t ime.

He opens a pol ished chest of  ebony, and out spi1l  jewels of
unimaginable s ize and br i l l iance. She gasps almost sexual1y.
The boy pu1Is free and goes and picks up an enormous emerald as
big as an egg.

DAUGHTER OF THE SNOWS
I have never seen such as these.

CONAN
I have.

He touches the enormous glowing stone around his own neck. "The
Eye of  the Serpent" .

DAUGHTER OF THE SNOWS
What about that one?

CONAN
It  is  mine.

DAUGHTER OF THE SNOWS
If sor the boy is mi-ne. How
much do you want him?

Conan looks at  the boy. He looks at  Conan, his eyes glow l ike
coals.  Conan r ips of f  the stone--hands i t  to her,  takes the
boy's hand. He comes to him.

. CONAN
It  is  only a stone.

DAUGHTER OF THE SNOWS
The boy is not yours.  He wi l l
never be. You may take him, but
i t  is  the Ice Worm's seed that grew
in me. You only served him that
night as I  wished. He is the son
of the Ice Worm.
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\- CONAN
So be i t .  Enjoy your prat t le.
Crom is my witness and the boy
is mine.

Conan takes the boy into his arms--turns and l-eaves.

CUT TO:

CLOSE BoY--Sitt ing on a shield, boots tromp by in the mud. Two
huge men bearing kett le drums ride camels toweri-ng over him. He
looks up at them innocently. Suddenly a rough faced ZINGARAN
CENTURION leans down.

CENTURION
Who wi l l  care for  h im?

coNAN (O. S. )
The Zingaran Legion wi l l  be his
Fatherl-and--Look !

Suddenly boots of wrapped fur are in front of him. A sword is
drawn. The l i t t le boy looks up and sees Conan, his father,  a
plumed helmet of bronze on his head. He cuts some wil-d f lowers

\v. from over the boy's head. He drops them on the ground. All  the
while a deep cadence resounds as troops and wagons move past in
the mud. The boy looks at  the f lowers in the mud--he starts to
lean for them--Thwock! The sword quivers, stuck point f irst next
to them. The boY grabs for i t .

CONAI$
Easy lad--You'1I  cut  yoursel f .

He guides his hands to the hi- l t .

vorcE (o.  s.  )
,fust because he reaches for a
gladius doesntt  mean he wi l l  be
a warr ior ,  Lord Captain.

coNAl{
He is my son. Pick him up--
let  us go.

He grabs him up.

vorcE (o.  s,  1
What wi l l  you cal l  h im? ' /

'!



CONAN
I wi t l  cal l  h im Kon.

CUT TO:

NIGHT--PICTISH FRONTIER--Kon, about f ive, runs from a wooden
structure in a frontier fort. Arrows of f lame arc through the
night. Buglers blow on huge horns. Drums pound, Everlrwhere
sol-diers run to posi t ions on the wal l .

SOLDIER
Picts!  Hundreds of  them.

An AQUILONIAN TRIBUNE runs by.

TRIBUNE
The east waI l !  They've come through
the gate!

Kon looks to see: Horsemen leap over a l ine of  Aqui lonian
infantry. Hairy, dark furred men swarm over the wall shooting
drrows, waving hatchets and swords. The Tribune screams and
fal ls to the ground gurgl ing before the boy. The horsemen hac
and hew in the darkness. Women run by screaming--a man has hi
hair  on f i re.  Suddenly--Conan is there--his powerful  form
towering over the chi ld.

CONAN
Kon! Get behind me.

He jams a shield in the ground.

CONAN
Zingarans! Line on me!

The Legionnaires rush to assemble.

Across-- 
coNAN

He waves hj-s sword-- the Line assembles across to the waI l ,  shi
af ter  shield.

CONAN
Second Line--Pi Ia!

The spearmen rush forward, their points up into the night. An
Aqui lonian Centur ion and his squad fal l  back.
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CONAN
f have told you how we win. This
is what happens when you lose.

AQUILONfAII CAI{P--Troops assembled--standards shining. A misty
rain fal l ing. An AQUILONIAN GENERAL and his entourage approach
Conan and his Zingaran Legionnaires.

GENERAT
--When our f inest Cohorts had broken
into fear and panic of the Pict
onslaught--You Zj-ngarans held l ike
steel  and saved us al l .  You have
more than couraqe. You have middl-e
of the night courage. For th is I
honor you. Lord Conan accept this
wreath of  reeds.

He is handed a crude crown of reeds--knotted toqether into a
band.

GENERAL
Of the earth-- i t  wi-1l  per ish
I ike man. Al-so l ike man--one
reed can be broken.

He snaps off an end.

GENERAT
But woven together, they cannot.

He places i t  on Conan's head. Kon looks up from his s ide.

CUT TO:

KON--OIder now, about seven, r iding on a chariot behind his
father in a parade through the streets of  a great c i ty.  Mi l l ions
of f lower petals fal l- on them. Strange painted f igures dance
with f lutes before them. Troops folLow behind. Central  in the
chariot is Metal lus, clad in shining golden armor and plumes of
red. He holds his hands out to the crowds.

CROWDS
Hai l  Metal lus-- Imperator!  Metal lus
of Kush--Of Pict land. Hai l  fmperator--
and his Generals!  fmperator!

Conan turns and looks behind as does Kon. The f ine of  t roops



\ -  extends down past great publ ic bui ld ings--vast  parks,  temple
and the city, bathed in the sett ing rays of the sun, extends
hi1ls down to a great r iver where i ts wal- ls stand.

TTTLE: TARANTIA-_CAPITAL OF THE WORLD
CUT TO:

CONAN--Standing on one of  these hi l Is.  A sof t  wind bl-ows hi
loose si lk tunic.  He wears the reed crown, his son at  h is s

coNAl{
They say the gods l ive here.

KON
I thought they l ived in the
mountains?

CONAN
Our god does. He si ts on a c l i f f
in the cold and watches.

KON
Can he see us here?

CONAN
Even here where the wind is warm
and the smelLs of food and spice--
where men wear si lk and brocade
and women wear l i t t le or nothing.
Yes, he watches us in places l ike
this.

He turns to Kon, kneels down.

CONAN
Remember how I showed. you my
father 's sword?

Yes.

CONA}I
I t  was not my father 's.  I  broke
my father 's sword with mine. He
told me to t rust  steel ,  not  men,
women, animals. I  trust nothing
but my wi l l  and inst inct .  Trust
no one Boy--not any of  th is.
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.+- He qestures.

CONAN
ff  gods l ive here-- they are t reacherous
and dark. Trust no one but the wind
and the cold night sky. Make them
your f r iends and you won' t  need this.
You won/t  need me.

KON
I'L1 always need you father.

Tears f i l l  h is eyes.

CONAN
No--someday you must break my sword.
Now 1et us go and eat their beeves and
pigs and watch their women dance for
us.

He turns and leaves as the sun sets behind the hi l ls  of  Tarant ia.

CUT TO:

. \ ' .  GIRLS--Cuman slaves of  exquis i te form and grace, their  bold
sensuous walk proclaiming carnal i ty and arrogance. They br ing
food to Metal lus and Conan, who l is tens to a poet,  who sings of

/  great batt l -es whi le other gir ls play harps and lyres.

METALLUS
You're lost  in thought-- I 've never
seen you that way.

CONAN
Why not?

METALLUS
. You are one of  d i rect  act ion,  only

biding your t ime between inst inct
and the next.  I  of ten wish I  were
l ike you.

CONAN
What makes us di f ferent?

METALLUS
f am a civ i l ized man. Though r
crushed the Revolt  of  Shem and
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conquered holy c i t ies of  Stygia,
I  d id i t  for  Aqui lonia.  I  have
given mysel f  to her.  You are
st i l l  a f ree man.

CONAN
Isn' t  that  what we desire?

METALLUS
No--only a barbarian needs freedom.
A civ i l ized man, a ref ined and f in ished
man seeks power, and power can only
come througrh something larger than
you. An idea, a rel ig ion.  An army
or a--State.

CONAN
I'm not sure I  need power

METALLUS
You already have i t ,  and so you,ve
already compromj-sed.

CONAN
Are you so sure?

Metal lus smi les.

METALLUS
Emperor Tisus thinks sor and so do
I. We want you to become something
greater than yoursel f .

Conan looks at him.

CONAN
I'm a s imple soldier.  You taught
me that.  A ]1nk in a chain.

METALLUS
No--that 's how you started--No you've
become the chain i tsel f ,  the other
l inks bind you in place. Now the
l inks are bigger--stronl ter ,  and you
are l inked to Her,  l ike me. You
can go nowhere--you can only become
something more.
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\v Conan doesntt  answer.

METALLUS
You must become a King.

Conan laughs, beckons a slave gir l ,  she kneel-s down, offers wi-ne.

CONAN
What is your name gir l ,  and where
are you from?

GIRL
I am Tamra from the Cuman.

CONAN
f love Cuman women. He says I
must be a King.

He turns to Meta11us.

METALLUS
The Emperor 's wish.

He rubs her oi-Ied thigh--she pours wine down hj-s throat.

CONAI{
King of  what?

METALLUS
King of  Zingara.  You lead their
Legion. You are a hero there already.
They woul-d accept a Cimmerian King.

CONAN
Who says?

Metal lus s lams his f is t  down on a plate .  yK{ gir l  puI ls back
spi l l ing wine

METALLUS
I say so! Emperor Tisus says so.
Aqui lonia says so.

He srni les and takes the gir l 's  hand-- leads i t  back to Conan.
She runs her hands through his haj-r--over his shoulders.

METATLUS
Show him paradise for  an evening.
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She pul ls him back. He takes her to him.

METALLUS
f give her to your King Conan.

He gets up and is led away by others.

CUT TO:

TEMPLE OF MITRA--The Pontifexs pass a golden laurel wreath
through the sacred f ires of Mitra. Then they are brought before
the EMPEROR TISUS, an o1d warrior himself, a man once of the
Li-ne. He nods and the Pontifexs go forth to Conan, who kneels
below. Behind him stands Metal lus in the purple robes of the
Consular.  Behind further,  are Conan's Zingaran Lieutenants,  the
great Black Zingaran WoIf 's  Head Standard bi l lowing before the
distant Forum Tarantia and the marble city behind. Heralds blow
on twenty foot horns, and a hundred women and young boys sing a
chorus.

CLOSE CONAII--The crown is placed on his head.

PONTIFEX
Your honor is your
is aI I  you own.

CONAN
Agreed.

MAXIMUS
loyal ty and that

CUT TO:

CONAN--In a chariot at the city gatesr drr escort of Aquilonian
cavalry surrounding his small contingent of Zingarans. Beyond,
stern-faced axe bear ing Aqui lonian Lictors,  who wi l - l  walk at  h is
side. Metal lus r ides up on a whi te horse.

CONAN
Where is my son?

METALLUS
He's staying here--wi th me.

Before Conan can react,  Metal lus leans in,  puts
over Conants wr ist .

METALLUS
It  is  the Emperor 's wish.

"r[
iron hand
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CONAN
You don' t  t rust  me? Do you?

METALLUS
We trust  th is arrangement.  f t
is  an o1d and trusted custom. He
wi l l  be raised as you never could.
Masters from Argos wil l  teach him
verse and phi losophy. History wi l l
walk wi th him to his t ra in ing at  the
Academy of hlar. He wil l  be hardened
and tempered l ike a blade, sharpened
and honed to serve Aquilonia and the
cause of  c iv i l izat ion.  He wi l l  be

'  great.  Greater than you. Someday
he wi l l  r ide the Publ ic Horse.

Conan glares at  h im.

CONAN
There is always'  a pr ice isn' t  there?

METALLUS
You should know that.

CONAN
Where is he?

METAI,LUS
Would you deny him greatness?

coNAl{
No-- I  just  want to see him.

Metal lus points to the wa1l.  There held by an Aqui lonian of f icer
is Kon, tears rol l ing down hls cheeks. Conan and the boy lock
eyes and then the trumpets sound and his chariot puIls away.

CUT TO:

TITLE: MESSANTIA, CAPITAI CITY OF ZINGARA

CONAN--HIS ESCORT--Ride through the gates of the city. People
I ine the streets and stare at  h im, but his welcome is cold and
art i f ic ia l - .  He looks around at  their  faces. He has seen
conquered faces before, but now it is he who feels vanquished and ------.-.--
lonely.  He r ides towards a cold and foreboding fortress that is - \
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.v. his palace on a jutt inq butte, overlooking the city shrouded in
mist .

THRONE--Huqe and golden with l ion claw feet, l ion faces on the
armrests.  Conan walks towards i t  in a great dark hal l .  The men
and women of  Zingaran nobi l i ty  l ine a carpet to his dest inat ion.
He walks sIowly, tentatively. A huge BLACK-ASIAN WARRIOR in
armor waits at the throne with a crown on a piI low. The crown is
si lver,  encrusted with gl i t ter ing gems. The B1ack Warr ior  has a
noble face, strong and serene. Conan looks to him, s ince he
knows no one else.

coNAt{
Who are you? What do You do?

IIAN
f am Michaes-- f  am protector of
the throne.

CONAN
Why? f have loyal trooPs--men who
have faced death with me. Ane You

Conan grabs his wr ist-- the man is made of  b lack pol ished i ron.

CONAN
Tell me the truth Michaes--a1waYs
the truth.

He looks r ight  back at  Conan.

MICHAES
I serve no man--not You, not the
Emperor of  Aqui lonia.  I  serve
Zingara, i f  You serve her, mY King,
then I am a man You can trust.

Conan sits on the throne and takes off his golden Aquilonian
laurel and places it  on the pi l low frorq which Michaes has taken
the crown of Zingara, which he places on Conan's head. Conan
si ts back in the throne.

CUT TO:

THE TWO MEN--Looking across a swift and wide river to primit ive
huts on the other s ide.  Fires burn in the dusk, and candles \
l ight every room on the crowded waterfront. But on the other \



it /
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'-----/ '  side of the r iver there is only darkness and the impenetrable
forests.

MICHAES
We are only the width of  th is,
the Black River f rom the Picts.

Conan holds out his hand.

CONAN
And to the east another r iver, the
Thunder. Beyond 1t, Aquilonia--
Caught in the middle--Zingara,  so
sma11, yet--

MICHAES
So important--that is why we must
remain strong by ourselves.  Both
civ i - l izat ion and barbar i ty want
us--need us.

CONAN
The forests-- I  too came from them.

MICHAES
Beyond this r iver,  men are beasts.
They wi l - l  never be civ i l ized, and
they wi l l  never be conquered.

Conan stares at  the forest  beyond the Black River.

CONAN
For years f defended those beyond
the other r iver against  a l l  that
I i -ves in that  forest--beasts--man
or magic.

MICHAES
That is why you are here. You know
the Picts--You know both r ivers, but
when it  is dark without a moon--

Conan looks at  h im.

CONAN
Which do I drink from?

He looks back across.
\'/'
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CONAN
One day we wi l l  make peace with them.

MTCHAES
Ihey are barbar ians.

CONAN
So am I .

MTCHAES
the Emperor wi l l  not  l ike that .

CONAN
I am a King here.

MTCHAES
Then f am your servant.

CUT TO:

CONAN--MICHAES--Standing in a great l i t  cave where men in teams
buck at  the earth wi th picks.  Ore is carted ar^/ay.

MICHAES
Iron--The Aqui lonians say i t
is  worth more than go1d.

CONAN
And they are r ight--With iron,
one can take qol-d.

CUT TO:

HUGE CRUDE SMELTER--Burning in the night, melt ing the iron ore
and refining it  from rock. Great cauldrons are moved by sweat
covered men--red hot molten magma pours forth sparking and
smoki-ng down earthen rnolds and troughs. Conan and Michaes watch
from a cl i f f  I i t  by the orange gIow.

GREAT BELLOWS--Manned by ten or twenty men--ri-se and fal l--
b last ing through f i res across bars of  i ron which are red hot,
taken with tongs and pounded by huge hairy men--steel-makers.

BLACKSMITHS--Pound out armor plate, plow bl-ades, axe heads, spear
points and sword blades

CONAN IN FURS--WaIking past rows of  huts where art isans craf t
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\-  swords, daggters,  axes and plate armor--al l  of  i t  of  the f inest
qual i ty,  wi th deep blued f in ishes or radiant mirror l ike
surfaces. Conan looks at  h is ref l -ect ion in a helmet.

MICHAES
We are the arms makers to the
Aqui lonian Empire.  The qual i ty
of our weapons of steel is renowned.

CUT TO:

SNOWY RIVER--Somewhere on the Nemedian border of Aquilonia stands
a long ser ies of  temple-I ike structures and barracks.

TITLE: ACADEMIA MARTIUS AQUILONIA

YOUNG BOYS--Are l ined up in the shall-ows of the sl-ow rj-ver--thin
ice is cracked around their  bare Iegs. They wear dir ty lo in
cloths and nothingr eIse.  Many are shiver ing uncontrol lably.  Kon
is one of  them, but he does not shiver.  His eyes are low f lames,
but his face is frozen. An fNSTRUCTOR in furs walks down the
l ine.

TNSTRUCTOR
This is the School  of  WiI l .  Are you
cold? Cold is an idea. Forget i t !

He comes to a tal l  IANDSOME BLONDE KID, ol-der than Kon.

INSTRUCTOR
Look at  the Emperor 's son. He
shivers l ike the rest  of  you. Are
you cold Tisus Alba Fortunas?

FORTUNAS
No fnstructor.

INSTRUCTOR
Then why do you shiver? Purge these
thouqhts!  Wi l l !

He comes to Kon.

INSTRUCTOR
Look at  the barbar ian.

He grabs Kon by the hair ,  harshly.



TNSTRUCTOR
He doesn' t  shiver because cold
doesn' t  enter his th inking.

He pul ls him out.

INSTRUCTOR
You get dressed Cimmerian. The
rest  of  you think about i t .

CUT TO:

FORTUNAS--He is dressed j-n his uniform, a crude fur tunic l ike
the other boys. He backhands Kon across his face so that he
fal l -s to the snow.

FORTUNAS
Lit t le savage. You wi l l  shiver
i f  I  do.  You think you're better
than an Aquilonian?

KON
No my Pr ince.

FORTUNAS
Good, you can clean my latr ine
and warm it for me in the morning.

KON--CIeaning the upperclassman's latr ine.  His gaze is inward

KON (V. O. )
Dear Father--they hate me here-*
how can I live? Why have you
lef t  me--

CLOSE FORTUNAS--BARRACKS--Ho1ding the letter. Kon before him.

FORTT'NAS
Don't  l ike i t  here? Cadet Prefect !

A huge boy, FELEXIO, steps forward.

FELEXIO
Yes Pr ince Fortunas.

FORTUNAS
Bring al l  h is l -et ters to me.



FELEXIO
Yes--Pr ince Fortunas.

FORTIINAS
Dismissed barbar ian.

Kon leaves. When he is gone, Fortunas crumples the parchment an
r ips i t  up.

CUT TO:

CONAN--Alone on the throne in a darkened haI1. He writes.

coNAN (V. O. )
Dear Son, I tve made a mistake.
I am a fool. I  should never have
Iet them take you--I should have
died that day. Now I pay. I woul-d
give al l  the jewels and honor--

CONAN--Resplendent--r iding in state through the streets of
Messant ia,  the Zingaran Capital .  The people cheer him by rote.
He is f lanked by Aqui tonian Guards.

\_, CoNAN--Inspecti-ng a r iver fort where his beloved Legion has
fought a batt le against  the Picts.  Pr i -soners,  anj-mals,  weapons
and severed heads are displayed. Conan hangs decorations around
the necks of  sturdy soldiers

coNAN (V. O. )
--For a chance to see you, to
speak to you.

CUT TO:

METAILUS--Reading the letter Conan has written. He is at the
Academia Martius. He watches the boys train wj-th staffs and
shields.

coNAN (V. O. )
Every day I beq them to return you
to me. I would trade this throne
to hear your voice again.  Forgive me.

A white-bearded SCHOLAR leans to Metal lus.

SCHOI'AR
Which is he?
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METALLUS
The savag'e boy--Kon.

SCHOLAR
He is strong of  body and wi l l .
The others know i t .  They hate
him but i t  is  good for them.

He puts the letter in an oi l  lamp where the parchment quickly
burns.

METALLUS
But,  te1I  h i rn I  was here.

CUT TO:

FIELD--Where they t ra in wi th long staf fs--padded at  e i ther end
l- ike a Marine's pugi l  st ick,  except they are as long as the
spears of  the phalanx. Felexio and Fortunas spar--Fortunas
charges and disarms Felexio and beats him to the ground despite
the other 's speed and size.  Fortunas is an immensely ' ta lented
f i .ghter,  a golden boy.

FORTUNAS
Now you Cl-ivus and the Zj-ngaran
Prince--Kon.

CLIWS is nervous, as he j -s only a toady to his patr ic ian
fr iends, and Kon is growing more sol- id and formidable. He hefts
the staf f  wi th cold precis ion and awaits the spoi led Aqui- lonian.

FORTUNAS
Engage !

C1ivus thrusts and Kon parries, tying up the shaft moving, coming
round with the butt, he slams Clivus in the head, shortens his
grip and spears him in the face. Clivus roLls on the ground
crying.

FORTUNAS
Excel l -ent--but you've insul ted an
Aqui lonian patr ic ian.  We can' t
a l - Iow that.

CUT TO:

KON--Being held by Felexio whi le Fortunas beats him--sl-apping--
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\ '  punching--round house kicks.

FORTUNAS
I don' t  l ike doing this Kon. Do
you understand?

Kon can barely breathe.

KON
Yes, Upperclassman.

Fortunas rubs his hands.

FORTUNAS
Good--You, Cl ivus--Cont inue.

Clivus rushes in to punch and kick Kon.

CUT TO:

FELEXIO--Beat ing Kon with the pugi l  st ick whi le others watch.
Kon takes the heavy blows--bloody but unmoving--deeper and deeper
into his soul .

\-,-,/ FELEXTO
You wi l l  never str ike an Aqui lonian
again.

DISSOLVE TO:

KoN--Si t t ing under a t ree,  wi th others,  wear ing togas. I t  is
spring. A TEACHER stands before him. Kon is fourteen.

TEACHER
--And when Ruta Numantio charged
at the Batt1e of  Galba, what was
his mistake?

STUDENT
But Numantio won and slaughtered
the fragans. His whole career was
made in that hour.

TEACHER
Wrong! He disobeyed. He outran
his posi t ion.

Pr ince Fortunas stands.
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FORTUNAS
There are t imes when one is so wel-1
trained and motivated, when a man
needs a higher standard and knows
he can at ta in i t .  Then victory is
his and he must take i t .  Numant io 's
charge at Galba was what buil t  what
we are.

TEACHER
But Fortunas-- i t  was impetuous.

FORTUNAS
Yes, but j - t  was successful .  We
must learn to take the in i t iat ive--
i f  we are abl-e.

Kon stands. Fortunas looks at  h im. Kon is as big as Fortunas
now and bui l t  heavier,  l ike his father.  His face has become
myster ious--stoic.  The Teacher nods to him.

KON
Numantio is a hero to every boy.
I adore him, but Numantio broke
the Line at  Galba. The Line is
sacred.

TEACHER
He is r ight--and so are you Prince
Fortunas. But Kon is not a patr ic ian,
he must th ink l ike a soldier.

Fortunas smiles at Kon.

FORTUNAS
How can I reach the glory I aspire
to, without comrades l ike Kon. f

.  salute you Cimmerian.

His eyes are cold--he holds the sm1le and si ts.

CUT TO:

LETTERS--Scrol-1s being passed out by Fortunas. The boys take
them.

FORTUNAS
Al-binus--Cletus--CIodio--Drus ius--
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Marcel-1io--Zeutha .

He is done. Kon stands there.

KON
Nothing Prince? Not even from
Gaius Metal lus?

FORTUNAS
No--I 'm sorry Kon. Come dine with
me tonight. You admire Metal lus
don' t  you?

They walk away, down marble pi l lared ha1ls:

FORTUNAS
Someday perhaps you wil l  r ide the
Pub1ic Horse and be a Senator.  I t 's
not impossible.

CUT TO:

CONAN--OLDER--WaIking through the temple with the prj-ests of each
rel ig ion conferr ing blessings upon him. He wears r id icul-ous
robes, and is embarrassed by the whole th ing, aside from feel ing
gui l ty in Crom's gaze.

coNAN (v.o.  )
Son, have you learned of the
ways of man and his many gods?
Crom forgive me--What god do
you pray to? I am well-,  I  have
wealth beyond my needs--

AN ARMORER--Fitt ing a new breastplate, another handing him an
engraved and gold in la id sword. He tests i ts balance. He's not
impressed with i t ,  and hangs i t  in a sack wi th a col lect ion of
swords

CONAN--Walking alone through his palace. He looks t ired, and has
gained a l i t t le weight.  He carr ies a f lagon of  mead at  h is s ide.

coNAN (V. O. )
I 've st i l l  not  heard f rom you.
Perhaps they do not let you write
me. I 've grown used to the s i l -ence.
I 've al l  I  need.



- :  '32

\- '" '  He l-ooks through gauze curtains into his seraglio, where hi-s
. concubines are screaming at one another. One slaps another--

pul ls her hair .

coNAN (V. O. )
How can I complain? Is i t  not good
to be a King? I  am sat isf ied.

They see him and transfer their anger to him. The lone1y Tamra
hur ls a vase that catches in the curtains.  Conan puts up his
hand and retreats.

CUT TO:

CONAN--Al-one on the throne--the ha1l empty, a young gir l  asleep
at his feet .  He gazes out into the darkness.

CONAN
Crom do you hear me? Why have
you left my side? Damn you and
the others i f  you l ive at  a l l  !

He stares ahead.

coNAN (V. O. )
--And so my son, I have decided what
J-s missing. f  must f ind what is 1ost.

He stands.

CONAN
Michaes !

Footsteps--Michaes stands before him.

CONAN
Summon the Picts--their high Kings,
Warlords.  I  wi l l  make peace with
them.

MTCHAES
But what of the Aquilonians?

CONAN
I am King here.

CUT TO:

DUSK--BLACK RIVER--A royal barge with rows of oars crosses the
r iver,  f ly ing the Black Wolf 's  Head Standard of  the Zingaran
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.J Legi-on. Conan is in i ts prow--crown on his head. A Centur ion
cal ls out cadence and the oars s lap rhythrnical ly,  otherwise i t  is
s i lent  save the cal l  of  a loon.

CUT TO:

CONAII--Walkingr up the beach to a crude pavil ion of stones, furs
and canvas I i t  by torches. Great carpets have been laid down,
and a throne of wood and antlers erected, on whi-ch sits the
Pictish King, ORLOCK I4AC MORN. He is surrounded by his favorite
warr iors,  dark and hulk ing,  pai-nted in tat toos wi th red hair  and
dark pi t i less eyes. These are peopl-e who do not l ike the l ight
of  day.  Barbarous and sinister,  they recognize a k indred spir i t
in the new Zingaran King. A chair  is  brought to Conan--he si ts.
The WIZARD himsel-f now steps forward from the Pict ish contingent,
c lad in robes of  fur  wi th Gael ic design.

CLOSE CONAN--He l-ooks at the Wizard--could i t  be?

CONAN
. Where did you get this ! i l izard?

MAC MORN
You know him?

CONAI'I
Yes--What do you want?

MAC MORN
Weapons of  steel  and fr iendship.

Si lence-- then Conan nods.

}IAC MORN
You woul-d not be afraid?

CONAN
Fear is for  other men. I  have
fought you long enough.

MAC MORN
When you die--we want your heart-

CONAN
And I yours

MAC MORN
Then we are brothers.  Let  us
sign in blood.



He stands-- the Pict ish Ki-ng stands. They reach out open hands
and grrasp.

CONAN
One other thing--Give me that
Wizard.  Not that  I  don' t  t rust
your but as an old and useful
custom.

The Wizard looks on apprehensJ-ve1y.

CUT TO:

BARGE--Returni-ng as the sun sets. The Wizard sitt ing at Conan
and Mi 'chaes'  feet .

CONAN
How did you end up with them?

WIZARD
Ganbling--i t  has always been my
weakness.

CONAN
--And they did not fry you in oi l_?

WIZARD
I'm a pret ty good Wizard--Remember?

CUT TO:

ROYAL BEDCHAMBER--Conan wishes his concubine out. The Wizard
stands clumsi ly t ry ingi  to hold an array of  bot t les and closed
ceramic jars.

coNAt{
Put them in this chest

He indicates a wooded chest--opens it, throws out some daggers
and helmets.

WIZARD
These are poisons--so you must be
careful-- the f inest  of  the lands
of the East where men are fond
of poisons.

DISSOLVE TO:
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.- '  CONAN--Standing before a wash basin of turquoise. The Wi-zard
pours into a stone cup.

WIZARD
Up to here--no more--every morning
for th is one.

CONAN
What about the others.

I,tIIZARD
First  you must survive th is.  In
a year you'11- be hardened to anythingi.
Then we start  the others.

Conan takes i t ,  f rowns and gags.

CONAN
Already f  am sick!

WIZARD
What do you expect? f t  is  poisoh.

CUT TO:

DANCER--A Nemedian gir l  dances in a locaI tavern. She is young
and though exotic, she has an air of innocence about her. She
moves with natural girace as i f  she would dance no matter who
watched.

Indeed, someone j-s watching. The boys from the Academy, amongst
them Kon, nohr seventeen. He sti l l  has that air of mystery about
him, i t  gives him an older experienced caIm. The other boys
throw coins at  the gir l ,  but  she eyes Kon. As she dances closer,
their eyes f i-x, and then:

FORTUNAS
Wench! Over here!

Her head turns as does Kon's. Fortunas is behind them with a
handful  of  coins.  He looks at  Kon.

FORTUNAS (seductive)
I graduate tomorrow. Come honor
rn€r  my f lower.

She dances to him, takes the money. He looks into her eyes, then
quickly at  Kon.

CUT TO:
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':--z' GRADUATION CEREMONY--Fortunas stands on a podium in f irelight.
The Masters bow and hand a gladius to a boy in f ront  of  h im.

PRIEST
Saturni-o Strabo--Your sword donated
by your father.

STRABO
Thank you Master.

It  is handed to him with a scrol- l .  Next, Fortunas mounts the
podium in a gold r immed toga, gold l-aurel-

MASTER
Tisus Alba Fortunas--Your sword
donated by the Senate and the
People of  Agui lonia.

FORTUNAS
Thank you Master.

MASTER
Congratulations from your father
the Emperor.

He bows. Kon looks on from the crowd. ONE of the boys looks at
him.

BOY
Next year i t 's you Kon--and your
father is a King.

Kon ignores him, goes deeper into his stoic ism.

DISSOLVE TO:

METALLUS--KneeIing before the Emperor, o1d Ti-sus, who sits on the
ivory throne overlooking the Forum Tarantia. Several SENATORS
stand in attendance.

METALLUS
He what?

Tisus stands.
TISUS

He has armed the Picts!

SENATOR
Weapons of  steel !  We cannot
tolerate i t .
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\*- '  Metal lus sIowly r ises.

METALLUS
--I  was going to ask that his
son be returned upon graduation--

TISUS
Never!  Make-him an instrument
of  the State.

SENATOR
He should serve as vou have.

OTHER SENATOR
We should k i l l  the father-- fnvade
ZJ-ngara--the ef frontery !

Metal lus turns glar ing.

METALLUS
Do we want war and disorder? Are
we not c iv i l ized men. Are we not
abl-e to use statecraf t - -pol i t ics.
These are what we are famous for.

\*_/ Let me handle Conan.

CUT TO:

CLOSE CONAN--In his royal bedchamber, drinking poison. It  goes
down easier.  He si ts down af terwards to get his bear ings.

coNAN (V. O. )
I t  is  three years s ince f 've heard
about you, son. Every morning I
dr ink poison. My Wizard says i t
wil l  do me good someday.

CUT TO:

METALLUS--Reclining on a couch overlooking Tarantia--reads
Conant s let ter .

METAILUS
Ha! You're smart  o ld f r iend. Clever!

CUT TO:

CONAN--In his chariot with spears attending the Royal Hunt. He
-_,,/ drives his chariot up to the trackers who have cornered a l ion,

being held at  bay by ferocious mast i f f - l ike dogs. He draws a
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.-J javelin. At that instant, another chariot arr ives pluming dust--
Metal lus in i t  wi th a javel in.  Conan leaps down from his.

METALLUS
Careful  your Highness.

Conan sees the beast as i t  leaps atop a rock.  I t  is  a saber-
toothed cat,  maned part ia l ly  l ike a l - ion.  Conan looks at  i t ,  h is
weapon ready to cast .

CLOSE SABER-TOOTH--Looks back at him, i ts eyes yellow and
slanted.

CONAN--Lowers his javelin.

CONAN
Pu]1 back the hounds!

The cat seems to know. The dogs are leashed- Conan f l icks his
head and the cat understands and leaves in a bound.

METALLUS
why?

CONAN
There are few l ike him anymore.

He looks at  Metal lus.

CONAN
So I  have displeased them. Did
they send you to punish me?

METALLUS
Would they send a fr iend?

CONA}I
yes.

He cl imbs back into his chariot--

CONAN
I've brought peace to th is part
of  the wor ld.

META],LUS
Peace is rel-at ive-- there are many
who do not s leep wel l  even i f

'\-- YOU dO
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CONAN
I care not how they sleep.

He replaces the javel in.

METAILUS
For everything there is a balance.
You let the l ion l ive so some poor
man's cat t le must die.  You are at
peace with the Picts yet  Aqui lonia
is afraid. Tlt le are not--

CONAN
Barbar ians?

METAILUS
--Unreasonable. V{e must set the
balance r ight .

CONAN
hat would do that?

Metal lus turns away'  looks at  h is pol ished f ingernai ls holding
the javel in--sets i t  back.

METALLUS
The Tenth Front ier  Legion.

CONAN
More troops occuPYing mY countrY.
My people wi l l * -

METAILUS
Grow r ich sel l ing to them. You
would hold our Legion l i-ke we
hold your son. EverYone grows.

CONAN
Tel- l  me of  h im'  

cur ro:

KON--Standing on the graduat ion pedestal  backl i t  by great
bonf i res.  The wind blows his hair .  At  e ighteen, i t  is  p la in
that he wil l  not be a handsome man, but a noble one. He has the
bear ing of  a chief ta in,  even in his toga. The word "Gravi tas"
comes to mind.

MASTER
Kon of Zingara--Your sword donated
bv the Consul  Gaius Metal lus.
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KON
Thank you Master.  fs there
congratulations from my father?

MASTER
No my son.

Stoic,  myster ious,  a lone--but not aloof,  he takes the sword.

CUT TO:

AQUILONIAII MONTAGE--The young men of Aquilonia in parade before
the Emperor--Kon is a Centurion in the Twentieth Legion--Bravura.

KON--Walking the batt lements of  the Stygian wal l - - Imperial
Legionar ies on guard against  the desert  t r ibes.  The waI l  is
endless--bl-ockhouses every half mile--a man every hundred yards
with shield and spear.  Kon wears a l ion skin cape and gr l j - t ter ing
hel-met.

KON
All  i 's  wel l?

LEGIONARY
Yes Centurion Si-r. Have you
heard about the Emperor 's son
Fortunas?

KON
No, what?

LEGTONARY
He led a charge that stormed the
wal ls of  'Jugra in Ghul istan. He
was f i rst  into the c i ty,  he is being
given the Civic Crown. Do you think
we wi l l  be posted there Centur ion?

KON
We have a waLl  to guard here.

LEGIONARY
But nothing happens here.

KON
You are a soldier of  the Line--
be proud and hold i t .

\_; He wal-ks on.
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CUT TO:

CONAN--Riding in a chariot, reviewing the Legion. He is gett ing
gray in his hair  and beard,  and though he's a l i t t1e paunchier,
he's st i l l  a formidable f igure.  At  h is s ide are his Aqui lonian
keepers--the fmperi-aI Cavalry--behind are Michaes and the Wizard.
He rides up to a delegation of Aquilonians surrounding a covered
sedan-chair .  He stops.

AQUILONIAN CENTURION
Greet ings King Conan. May we present
the new Aqui lonian Magistrate?

He turns to the chair .

CENTURTON
Your Excel lence.

At that ,  a beaut i fu l -  hand--graceful  and feminine, wear ing r ich
r ings,  pul ls back the shade--a graceful  foot ,  ankle and long leg
fol low. The curtain parts to reveal an EXQUISITE VIOMAN of stern
patr ic ian bear ing,  but st i l ]  h int ing of  Aqui lonian sensual
depravi ty.  She smi les myster iously at  Conan.

CENTURION
Countess Zul ieka.

Conan is astonished that they have sent a woman, a beautiful- one
at that .  He dismounts his horse. He is about to reach out his
hand--hers is suddenly there for him to take.

CONAI'i
Excuse me my Countess, but I did
not expect--

ZULIEKA
A woman. Of course not--but the
honor is mine, King.

CUT TO:

THE TWO--Wa1kj-ng back before the troops, fol lowed by their
entourages.

ZULIEKA
It is most unfortunate news that
I  bear,  King. The Emperor is dead.

-  He is succeeded by his son Tisus
\.-,, Alba Fortunas.



CONAN
I am sorry--

ZULIEKA
Nonsense! He hated your and you
him. You are lucky to have kept
your head al l  these years.  Long
I ive Fortunas--Hero of  Ghul- istan!

CONAN (shrugs)
Lonq l ive him.

ZULIEKA
War has broken out in the East.

CONAN
With whom?

ZULIEKA
The Ghurkhan of Kara Khitai and
the Taurans. We must send a peace
keeping mission. I t  wi l l  be a hard
ti .me for us King Conan.

CONAN
What do you want?

ZULIEKA
Men--the f inest  you have. A Legion.
Your Legion.

Conan looks at  her.

CONAN
My Legion? --Why Zingarans?

ZULIEKA
They are the best desert  f ighters--
and you are at  peace-- there wi l l
be taxes aqain, but this is the
pr ice of  peace--prosper i ty.  Cul ture.
The al- ternat ive is unthinkable.

CUT TO:

CONAN--On a balcony over looking the Black River.  The l ights
in windows far bel-ow and sparkle off the water. The sound o

\,_-, lutes and tambourines drif t  on a soft night wind. It  blows
si lken curtai-ns behind him. He wears no crown. Below, far
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\J below, people are revel ing in the street,  l iv ing their  l ives,
struggl ing,  fa i l ing,  graspinq as man always does. He turns,  he
has a cup--pours poison in i t - -dr inks i t  down easl ly.

CONA}I
Wizard !

WIZARD
Sire.

He looks over his shoulder to the o1d Wizard, who bows
obsequiously.

CONA}I
I  am a pr isoner of  the crown.
This place. I  must get out of
here.

He steps j -n.

CONAN
Disguise me--so that I  can go--
down there.

.,-, CASTLE GATE--Conan in the rough clothes of a farmer or herdsman,
a smal l  crude dagger on his bel- t .  His face is unchanged.

CONAN
No one can see me--who I am?

WIZARD
No one Sire-- I t  j -s a spel l  that
wi l l  last  the night.

He turns and leaves-

WATERFRONT--Conan str iding along the rough waterfront area
watching merchants sel- l  st inking river f ish meat from f1y
infested butchers and rot t ing vegetables.  Conan dr inks in the
mess, because even i f  i t 's  rot-- i t  is  l - i fe.  He sees men arguing,
whores beckoning from doorways--grambling dens and ale houses, al l
awash in f i l thy humanity. No one notices him. fndeed he has a
good Wizard.

CLOSE CONAN--Sitt ing, l- istening to f ishermen, carqo boatmen,
traders.  He carr ies a wooden staf f .

' TRADER
New taxes--now they have a tax'v 
on wine.
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FISHERMAN
I dr ink aIe,  to hel- l -  wi th wi .ne. What
about the King? What does he say?

TRADER
He's theirs.  He wears their  leash,
dr inks their  wine.

CUT TO:

CoNzu{--Walking through a back street--he sees a MAN turning a
beeve on a spi t - -bast ing i t .  I t  looks good, other beeves, veals
and pork,  hang roast ing or smoking along with great sausagles.
Conan savors the smel l  and feels for  h is pouch around his waist .
He takes out a golden coin, thinks twice about i t  and puts i t
back. He walks up to the BARBEQUE MAN.

CONAN
I'm hungry-- f  '  ve-- I '  ve got
no money.

The Barbeque Man looks up--looks him over.

BARBEQUE MJU{
How'd you get so big,  being so poor?

CONAN
I lost my money--gambling. I come
from the Black River and I 'm not
used to a town. I '  f l  work for  a meal.

The Barbeque Man smiles at his honesty.

CUT TO:

PILE OF HEWN LOGS--Ten feet high--hardwood, hickory--an axe is
stuck on a stump. Conan looks at  the ax.  Picks i t  up,  hefts i t ,
looks around. No one is watching, he spins i t - -catches i t ,  whips
i t  around his body in a sort  of  kata.

LOG--He raises the blade, s l ices c lean but the pieces are not
even. He sets another up.

MONTAGE: Axe blade spl i t t ing 1ogs, shaving of f  s ides--st icking
as wel- I  as spl i t t ing-- f inal ly cut t ing evenly wi thout ef for t .

CONAN--Standing sweat ing--shir t  of f ,  axe in hand. He looks l ike
Conan again.  He has l ined up f ive logs,  checks to see that no
one is watchi.g, and proceeds to go through the logs with short
precise strokes of ten shortening his gr ip,  then slammj-ng the wood
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down to break it  apart. I t  is done with rhythm and speed--
obviously a combat dr i l -1.  The last  log leaves a th in piece
standing--Conan turns away then whips around in a vicious
backhand not looking and spl i ts the piece perfect ly.  His hands
are bl istered. There is st i l1 most of  the pi le 1eft .

CUT TO:

CONAN--Gorginq himsel f  wi th br isket and sausage--grease running
down his chin, his body aching from good work and his hands rough
and scabbed. He belches-- lays back to s leep.

DAWN--Conan chopping wood as the dawn sparkles off the r iver
water.  The ci ty is asleep and only the sound of  h is axe carr j -es
out over the water.  The pi le is done.

CONAN--HoIding out a bruised hand to the Barbeque Man. He puts
two si lver coins in i t .

BARBEQUE MAN
Took you long enough. But you
cut wel l .

He turns and walks away toward the hi l l  with the castle in the
distance. The Barbeque Man watches hi-m and scratches his head.

CUT TO:

CONAN--AsIeep in his chamber in sweaty clothes--stretched out on
a ruq, snor ing.  The sun is out.

CUT TO:

CONAN--On throne--a delegation of Aquilonians are before him. He
seems distracted, and though the Countess Zul ieka is speaking, he
looks at  her strangely.

. ZULIEKA
Already we have rumbling of
discontent--guarded insul ts to
our soldiers-- infer ior  service
and pr ice gouging from certain
merchants.  We wi l l  not  to lerate
insul t  -

CONAI,I
Why not? We al l  to lerate j -nsul t .

He stretches.
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ZULIEKA
What do you mean by that, King?

CONA}I
I 'm sore today-- Iast  n ight I  d id
a man's work.

ZULIEKA
I 'm not interested in ta les of
your depravity. These town people
are insubordinate--sur ly.

CONAN
You look fetching today Countess.

She stops.

CONA}I
There--Are you embarrassed? Better.
My people do not l ike to have their
sons draf ted to f ight  your wars.

ZULIEKA
Your men are good at  i t .

CONAN
Dying? So that Aquilonian mothers
need not cry?

ZULIEKA
You never hesi tated to serve.

He laughs.

CONAN
I had ideals.  The chain,  the
Sacred Line. Who would not
die for  that?

He looks of f - -wist fu l .

CONAN
But of  course I 'm di f ferent--

He looks lust fu l Iy at  her.

CONAN
r am a barbar ian.



\* ZULIEKA
I wi l l  send my report .

CONAN
Come back when you can spend
more t ime.

She leaves. Michaes steps up.

MTCHAES
What has gotten into you Sire?
That was most rude. Are you
drunk?

He looks to the Wizard.

CONAN
Wizard-- I '  1,1 go again-- tonight .

WTZARD
What did you f ind there Sire?

CONAN
Work.

He stretches again.

KON--On horseback as the Cavalry burns a Tauran.
Line of  refuqees moving before him.

KON
Have them fed, but give them no
extra.  I t  is  not  my intent ion
that rebels should fat ten on State
grain.

CENTURION
It wil l  be a hard wi-nter Tribune.

KON
The better they learn.

He unfolds a parchment, looks at i t .

KON (V. O. )
-Again rny regrets that I have no

word from your father. Perhaps it
is  best to forget--As always--Metal



48

NIGHT--BARRACKS--FRONTfER--Kon is walking to his quarters when he
is accosted by the SENIOR TEGATE--the Commander of the grarrison.

LEGATE
Kon--Come here Iad.

He walks over in his rest ing tunic,  carry ing his armor and
helmet.

LEGATE
f 've just  received word, Centur ion--
You are to leave for Tarantia at
once.

'KON
At once Sir?

LEGATE
The Emperor--he has taken an interest
in vou'

KON
We were classmates at  the Academy Sir .

LEGATE
You've been promoted to the Praetor ian.
You are to be one of the Emperort s One
Hundred.

Kon doesn't know whether this is good or bad, considering the
source of  h is promot ion.

LEGATE
Are you not pleased? You are
a barbar ian.  You'LI  be cal led
Publius Kon from now on. Keep
it up and you may ride the Public
Horse. That 's as far  as a man of
your bir th can go.

KON (to himsel f )
Quite an honor Sir .

CUT TO:

NIGHT--TARANTIA--The Via Venuvia, where the palatial homes of the
rj-chest patricians overlook the crowded subura below and the

\v. r iver that snakes through the great city. Metal lus walks to a
chariot await ing him. An IMPERIAL GUARD stands ready. He gets
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\v, on the chariot and is whisked away

SUBURA--The streets are narrow and crowded--dark and choked with
smoke and trash. The char iot  c lat ters over the cobblestones.

GUARD
Get out of  the way! Make room
for the Consul !

People look up--Metal l -us,  stronq, eternal ly distant.  The char iot
stops by the r iver.

METALLUS
Here?

GUARD
Yes Consul .

Metal lus gets of f - -wal-ks down a path to an arbor over looking the
r j -ver l i t  by many candles.  At  a wide place, he sees couches and
piI lows, a f igure recl- ining upon them. All  around in the shadows
are guards gl int ing of  steel  and bronze. Metal lus walks forward
to the f igrure--a man in a purple toga. He bows.

METALLUS
My Emperor.

Young Emperor Tisus Alba Fortunas looks up.

FORTUNAS
You wonder why I brought you here.
To this f i l thy place? Not ice the
air  is  f reshened here f rom the r iver.

He claps and two handsome young men appear in ceremonial armor.

FORTUNAS
This is the f inest  brothel  in
Tarant ia.  A secret

He indicates with his hand, and the two men select weapons from a
female at tendant--sword, shield,  spear.  Fortunas claps again and
a BEAUTIFUL DARK-EYED WOMAN glides in and goes to him. Metal lus
leaps to his feet .

METALLUS
Excuse my inpropriety, since I had
no idea-- the Empress was present.
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beauty is only surpassed by her cunning and ruthless ambit ion.

THEODESIA
Are you surprised Consul to f ind
a wj-fe at such a place? Perhaps
you have heard that my husband
found me under these circumstances?

Metal lus swal lows.

THEODESTA
Have you heard that Consul?

METALLUS
Yes, my Empress.

She smi les seduct j -ve1y.

THEODESIA
Good, you're at  least  c l -ever enough
to be honest when vou are unsure-

She looks over and the men begin f ight ing-- th is is for  real--
- '  swi f t  brutal  spear thrusts and parr ies--desperate.

THEODESTA
Do you enjoy watching men f iqht
Consul--- I  do.

FORTUNAS
Life is a struggle.  We do not grow
without pain. We do not emerge--
become.

META],LUS
We must.

THEODESIA
The same of the State.  I f  Aqui lonia
is to reach i ts t rue place of  dominance,
i t  must-- fu l f i1 l - -potent ia l ize.

One of  the men thrusts his spear into the other 's Ieg.  The man
screans in agony and drops his spear,  but  st i l l  screaming, he
draws his spatha(sword) and cleaves through the of fending shaft .
He pul ls the point  f rom himsel f  and hacks his opponent 's wooden
shaft  to pieces, advancing and making him draw his sword.



FORTUNAS
One can never be sure of  one's

elat i -ve posi t ion !

He draws an englraved dagger of priceless workmanship--i ts
heat-blued blade gl int ing l ike a diamond.

FORTUNAS
Steel  Consul .  This is what we
must concern ourselves wi th-
Responsibi l i ty .  Prudent ia.  We
are the heirs to great c iv i l izat ion.
We are responsible to the wor ld for
i ts art ,  i ts  cul ture,  i ts  language--

THEODESIA
. -/\trd government. Why are we here
i f  not  to govern,  to rul-e.

FORTUNAS

;f,i.:;3i"; ;' :,i;"":.i';:: ::: :
weapons of  stee1. I t  is  a terr i fy ing
new worl-d.

Metal lus s i ts up.

METALLUS
What do you want Sire?

FORTUNAS
Zingara--

The f ight  is  loud with c langs of  b lade on shield and desperate
grunting and breathing. The wounded man has pushed the other
back into the shadows. He smashes with his shield,  swipes at  th
head, knocking of f  h is opponent 's helmet.  Theodesia gasps,
knott ing the.fabr ic of  her c lothing in a c l -enched hand. She
stands--steps closer to them. She is breathing fast .  Fortunas
J-gnores her-- leans in c lose to Metal Ius.

FORTUNAS
One comes to places l ike th is to
buy pleasure.  In t j -me one t i res
of a favor i te.  That is why i t  is
wj-se to only pay by the night.
Never possess. tet  them worry
about their  d9€,  beauty,  sweetness
of breath and skin.  I  only pay
by the night.
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which is instant ly cr imson. They reverse posi t j -ons.  Theodesia
kneels c losely,  a hand clasping her grommet at  her breasts.  The
wounded man sl ips on the bloody stone surface, enough t ime for
the other to chop down between the shoulder and neck. He puIIs
his sword away as the other stands straight up screaming in
surpr ise and drops his weapon. He staggers about,  holding his
neck and goes to his knees moaning and bleeding. Theodesia
rushes to the v ictor,  who holds his s ide wi th his f ree hand. She
throws herself around him, her wispy costume stained and cl inging
to her.  She kj-sses him though he gasps for breath.  He runs a
rough hand over her thigh.

FORTUNAS
But someti-mes there is one more
valuable, enduring. One that demands
possession! Then i t  is  unthinkable
for other men to have her.  Then i t
is  Love, and a man, i f  he is a man,
must have al l  her favors.  I f  he loves
her,  he cannot breathe without her!

Fortunas leaps to his feet--rushes at  the couple--Theodesia ducks
aside as Fortunas thrusts wi th his dagger.  The gladiator avoids
i t - -comes back with an overhand stroke with the spatha. This
Fortunas parr ies easi ly wi th the dagger,  and traps the f ighter 's
arm wj- th his.  He wrenches i t  expert ly,  spins and stabs the
slayer under his heart  where the armor stops. The man cr ies out,
st i f fens and faI ls.  Fortunas takes Theodesia by the wr ist--pul Is
her to him. She kisses his hand, arm, neck. He keeps her at  bay.

FORTUNAS
I must have Zingara. I must have
her and al l  her favors-- j - ron,  mines,
smelters,  weapons of  steel .

THEODESIA
Can we let  these things prol i ferate?

METALLUS
Me? Why me?

FORTUNAS
Because we are in an era of
discontinuous change and you
are the King's f r iend.

METALLUS
You don' t  t rust  me. T'his is a test .
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THEODESIA
Al l  of  l i fe is a test .

They both stare at  Metal lus.

FORTUNAS
Last month I  sent him a gi f t - -
Countess Zul ieka. Next month
f  shal l  send him another--his
son.

THEODESIA
Gif ts make a s lave, l ike the
whip makes a dog.

CUT TO:

NIGHT--CONAN--THE ROYAL BEDCHAMBER--Conan is drunk, laughing in
the distance on his bed. He is carousing with a woman. They can
be seen in s i l -houette--occasional ly the l ight  of  the torch
f lashing on their  f lesh as they wr i the on the bed. A wine f lagon
clangs on the stone f loor, the sound of their breathj-ng and
gasping f i l ters through across the f loor to the doors where
Michaes stands--he closes them. He has the hint  of  d isgust,  more
accurately,  d isappointment on his face. The doors c lose--we
cannot see who it  is with Conan--a beautiful woman now atop him
swaying and moaning in r is ing pleasure.  As we get c loser a
f l icker of  l ight  reveafs i t  is  Zul ieka, Magistrate to the
Emperor.

CLOSE ZULIEKA--Her pleasure is real, uncontained, but behind it
is  the hint  of  a deeper agenda, the gasp that hides a smirk of
one who is most sat isf ied wi th decept ion.

CUT TO:

CONAN--AI his grand table. He is signing a l-aw. Various vizi-ers
and clerks fuss about. Ttre Aquilonian contingent, behind a
cold1y imperious Zuli-eka, watch from a di-stance. Michaes watches
over Conant s shoulder.

CONzui
You've been si lent  Michaes. You
do not approve of this tax?

MICHAES
The people have never been taxed
on grain before Sire.
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"..--; Conan whirls around. He goes back to the document.

CONAN
The people are r ich,  one of  the
r ichest provinces of  the Empire.
Everyone is taxed on grain.

MIC}IAES
hlhen f was born, w€r Zingarans,
were not part  of  an Empire.

CONAN
The world has changed since we
were born.

CUT TO:

TROOPS--Marching away under palace wall-s. They are the Zingaran
Legion, they bear the Black WoIf  Head's Standard,  Conan's
standard.  They gleam in the late af ternoon sun. The kett le
drums pound. Conan watches from a balcony used for reviews. He
watches the Legion march under the Arch of Mitra, toi^rard the city
gates and the road leading east.  At  h is s ide is Zul ieka. He
catches himsel f - - looks around at  the temptress,  whose eyes f lash

CONAN
Now, go and send your Emperor
wor:d that I have obeyed.

ZULIEKA
You shall  be rewarded--tonight I
wi l l  show you the gates of  Paradj-se.

CONAN
Not tonight.  I  am t i red.

ZULTEKA
You've t i red of  me?

He doesntt  answer.

CLOSE CONAN--BALCONY--Sipping his poison.

CUT TO:

THRONE--He si ts alone in the dark,  mists swir l -  around him. He
sees the face of  h is son, looking up to him from behind a shield

\- /  in a batt le,  scared--needing him. Then he sees his son, held on
the batt lements of  Tarant ia,  tears pour ing down his face. Then
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swayj-ng before him is the Daughter of the Snows, the mother of
his chi ld.  He stands, reaches for her,  but  she gl ides away
laughing, and he is holding frost .

DAUGHTER OF THE SNOWS
Your seed did not bear f ru i t .  I t
is  I f rs seed.

She laughs and disappears,  and Conan is holding his scepter.  He
is alone i-n a darkened throne room. A few attendants watch from
the door. He throws the scepter down.

CONAN
Guards--Get me the Wizard!

CUT TO:

GRAND CHAMBER OF THE EMPEROR--TARANTIA--Pub11us Kon Cimmericus,
Off icer of  the Praetor ian One Hundred, the Emperor 's One Hundred,
is surrounded as he walks up the deep purple carpet over the
marble f loor to the Emperor 's cur i le chair  of  ivory.  The Empress
Theodesia is at  h is s ide in a s imi lar  chair .  He sal-utes and
bows.

KON
Publ ius Kon.

FORTUNAS
Kon! Why we haven' t  ta lked since
school  days. I 've fo l lowed your
career,  noted al l  your decorat ions.
You might cal ]  me a fan. Fine record,
though you could have used a l i t t l -e
combat.  But we are al l  not  so luckv.
Not l ike Felexio here.

The huge dangerous Fel-exio of school days has become a darkly
menacing professj-onal who looms behind the throne in black armor.

FORTUNAS
You remember Felexio--Why he's been
in one batt le or another s ince he
graduated.

He watches Kon's react ion which is none.

FORTUNAS
Always at my side.
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I've fo l lowed your i l lustr ious
career too,  My Emperor.

FORTUNAS
So good to watch someone you know
evolve--mater ia l ize .

KON
My humble grati tude Emperor. I
only serve the State.

FORTUNAS
No, you're more. You see, you're
not one of  us.

Kon's eyes look down.

FORTUNAS
We do this because we are born
to i t .  You serve by choice.  I
admire you Publius Kon. That is
why f am sending you home.

Kon looks up confused.

KON
Home Sire? This is my home.

FORTI'NAS
Your father is King of  Zingara.
We have interests in acquir ing
Zingara as part  of  the State.
How would he feel about that?
Or you?

KON
My father gave me to Aquilonia
Sire.  The army is my country.

FORTUNAS
Good, then you are to be Mi l i tary
Tr ibune to Gaius Metal lus who wi l l
be Prefect .  When a t ransi t ion is
complete,  the Empress and I  wi l l
v is i t  and confer Imperium.



THEODESIA
Does this trouble you Publius?
Deal ing wi th your--past.  I t  would
trouble me.

KON
I'm sure I  wi l l  learn f rom i t
Empress and be a more useful
servant.

THEODESIA
Wel-l stated--you have a beguil ing
manner Tribune. See that we talk
sometime.

CUT TO:

AN AXE--SI ic ing through a 1og--c lop-- the pieces fal l - - -another
clop--another piece. Conan stands by the r i -ver watching the s
pass below the dark forest  on the other s ide.  The axe rests
easi ly in his hands. He hears the murmur of  f ishermen below--
occasional  words f i l ter  up--"Occupat ion--Grain tax--Bread-
--Sweat-- In just ice--Damnable King"

CONAI{--V{alking through the town feeling the si lver coj-ns in hi
hand. He carr ies a heavy staf f  which he has carved with
intr icate patterns. He comes to a group surrounding a man
wearing an o1d Legionary tunic.  He has one €ye, an o1d vetera
Young people surround him.

VETERAN
I wear my decorat ions always!

He points to his eye.

VETERAN
Does the King pay my rent or give
the bread f  was promised? No!

Conan stops.

CONAN
Why not-- the King feeds al l -  veterans.
A11 men who fought for Zingara.

VETERAN
What about the Shemite Succession
or the Vilyet gi lar? The Aquilonians
cal- l  them pol ice act ions--not wars.
Wel]-- th is happened whi le I  was
pol ic ing the Shemites.
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CONA}I
I served in the Vilyet War--with
the King. He was good to me.

He shows his coi-ns.

VETERAN
What unit brere you with? I was
in the infantry! I  don't remember
you. I  th ink you're ly ing.

The others jeer him. Conan glowers but walks away.

CLOSE TWO TOUGHS--BoIh wearing swords on their backs, poor
br igands. They not iced Conan--especial ly his coins.

CUT TO:

fNN--In the crowded subura of the town. Conan goes in. The
place is fu l l  of  Aqui lonian soldj-ers on leave, and the usual
pimps and whores, as well as working men looking for a good meal-
and a dr ink of  a le.

CUT TO:

FLAGON OF MEAD--Placed before Conan wiLh hot sausages and meat.
He si ts in the corner away from the crowd. He sees a shapely
BLONDE WOIIAN from behind, serving others. She rem:nds him of
someone Tong ago--she is obviously the proprl-etor, sj-nce people
cal-I to her and know her. She directs other gir ls and young men
in the servJ-ng. Conan strains to see her face, but there is so
much smoke from the cookingr pits, and she is in si l-houette. He
takes his smal l  dagger--cuts a sausage. Fl ies buzz around him.
He grabs out with l ightning speed and catches one. He strains to
see the woman, but she disappears behind others.  He doesn' t  see
the two criminals who've fol lowed him here. He looks at his
f ist--opens i t - - the f Iy crawls on his palm. He blows on i t  and
i t  f l ies away.

CONAN--Paying a servant gir l  with one of his coins that he takes
from his pouch. He's placed the staf f  on the table and doesn' t
not ice that  suddenly the two thugs are at  e i ther s ide,  seated
with him.

THUG
What else you got in that  sack Sir?

Conan l -ooks to one f i rst ,  then the other.
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CONAI'I
Are you hungry?

THUG
I am Gothio,  a s layer of  men,
and what i f  I  was hungry?

Conan reaches for the knife--they show the bl-ades of their
swords, and sl ide one over Conants hand.

GOTHIO
Not so fast .

Conan moves his dagger slowly, indicating the sausage.

CONAN
There's plenty.

He lets the dagger drop on the tab1e. A f ly buzzes around them.
Conan's eyes fol low i t .  They look at  h im. Conan's hands lashes
out so c ju ickly,  they don' t  even react unt i l  i t 's  back. His f is t
is  c losed. He opens i t - -a f ly*-

CONAN
The same one.

He blows-- i t  f l ies away. They watch-- i t  buzzes around.

CONAN
He won't go ahtay.

Now they are wary--downright scared. The f ly buzzes and stops on
a thick support  behind Gothiors head. He turns his face to see
i t  crawl.  They al l  watch i t .  Suddenly a blur of  Conan's hand
and the dagger sinks into the wood where the f ly was. It  buzzes
off .  The Tough gasps as the dagger vj-brates for a second.

CONAI{
Dontt  worrY--1 wouldn' t  even hurt
a f1y.  I  just  scared him.

He reaches out,  pul ls out the kni fe.  The Thugs gasp and f lee.
Conan cuts the sausage.

CONA}I
There was plenty.

CUT TO:
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A GrRL takes his f lagon to be ref i l1ed. she hands i t  to the
Blonde woman near the barrels.  conan strains to see her.  Now
the woman turns and conan's heart  a- lmost stops. His jaw goes
s-Lack for the woman Looks exactly as he thought she wouJ-d.
ExactTy -l jke vaLeria, the only woman he ever l-oved-*dead for ove:
twenty years. The woman is probabJy twenty years ol-der than
vaferia was, but she rs st:- l l  strong and handsome of feature.
Conan is intent on the Woman. She seems to not ice and looks at
him. The serving Gir l  comes back.

CONAN
Who is that woman over there?

. GIRL
Ael-dra? She owns this p1ace.
She takes care of  us.

CONAI,I
Where's her husband?

GIRL
Her husband was a soldier in the
Legion. Ki l l -ed in the Vi lyet  War.

cLosE--He turns away, behind his f lagon. only his eyes furt ivel l
look back--he broods behind hi-s mead.

cI,osE AELDRA--Brings a large earthen amphora of wine out and
hauls i t  towards a group in another dimly I i t  room. suddenly a
strong hand grabs one of the handles. She looks up into the dark
face of  Conan.

CONAN
It  is  heavy

She pulls up her side. They take it  toward the room.

AELDRA
f saw you watching me. There are
younger and f iner here,  and I 'm
not for  sale.

Conan doesn't say anything. They enter the room--a bunch of
working men young and old. A few have their women with them.
They surround a TOGATED MAN, big, once powerful, with long gray
hair ,  wi ld blue eyes. He dr inks f rom a skin.  Conan looks Ae]dra
in the eye.



6l

CONAN
You remind me of someone--

AELDRA
--Long ago--I know. I always
remind men of someone.

They set the amphora on a low table, others grasp it  and t ip i t
to pour wine in many cups. Conan he1ps.

GRAY-HATRED MAN
Careful-- there's a tax on that wine.

AELDRA
r didn' t  pay i t .

She l -eaves, lookinq over her shoulder at  Conan, who watches her.

MAN
You fancy Aeldra,  Stranger.  At I
of  us do. I t '1 l  do no good. Where
are you from?

CONAN
The Black River-- the other s ide.

MAN
Lived with the Picts eh? --That
don' t  matter.  Have you met--our
Ieader?

CUT TO:

THE GRAY-HAIRED MAN--Eyes f ierce with f ire looking right at us.

\\ 
GRAY-IIAIRED MAN

You 1olled in gardens where breezes fanned
The blossom's shiver ing shard:
But we were bred to the naked land
Where l i fe was bitter and hard
You raped the grapes of their purple soul
For your wine cups brimming hj-gh--"

He stops, breathes and dr inks his wine.

GRAY-HAIRED MAN

";;l:."*:$t,l:n'li*3ii1:,,o' 
the muddv hole

A11 si t  around him transf ixed by his ease of  del- ivery.
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GRAY-HAIRED }IIAN

";"3533'.il3"1,51:"::i i;: 3::i: and lutes
Then bui ld a pr ison of  sat in and gold
And call  i t  Culture and Art--"

Now Conan sits forward and says the l ines along with him.

BOTH
"--Then l ie in the laps of  smi l ing 1and,
TiI l  i ts rusts unman and rot them,
And they scorn their blood of the calloused hand
And the fathers who begot them."

At l  are s i lent .

CONA}I
You must be Herodion?

HERODION
I am--and you?

CONAN
,fust a man who admires your songs.
They've kept me company--good company
when I  am alone.

HERODION
A poet can be no better paid.  Thank
you Sir .

The woman Aeldra looks over the others at Conan, he's more than
just  another in th is pIace. He catches her gazet she turns awa

HERODION
Do you wish to be free to l ive

.a man? To stand instead of  kneel?

CONAN
As aI I  men--only more.

HERODION
Then I ask you--Are you wil l ing to
stand alone--even if  i t  means your
death.  Even i f  no one knows?

He looks to al- l -  of  them.
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HERODION
What can one man do. How can one
stand against Empire. And what i f
your act  is  fut i le?

He stands up.

HERODION
Meaningless !  - -Because f i rst  i t
must be one and then another. Unti l
you are al l  wi l l ing to stand alone
and fai l--There can be no revolution.

He looks around past Conan j -nto aI I  of  their  eyes.

HERODION
We've talked of  p lans--schemes--
We've complained of  the King*-
of  the Aqui lonian Legions--But
i t  is  no more than my songs.

CONAN
Your songs are as great as men--

..,,/ HERODION
No! They are just  songs. Are
you wi l l ing to stand, Stranger?

Conan stands up slowly.

CONA}I
I 'm wi l l ing.

HERODION
V{hy?

CONAN
Because--"My knotted hands st i l l  c lutch at  l i fe
St i l l  l ike a shoreless sea
My soul  beats on in rage and str i fe
And you cannot shackle me."

Conan reaches his hand out--Herodion takes i t .

CUT TO:

CONAN--Al-one at a table--brooding over his cup. A11 the others
are gione. I t  is  late--aLmost morning. A few couples grope in

\v.  the shadows. A drunk snores on a table.  Footsteps: Conan looks
up--Aeldra with an amphora of wine.



AELDRA
Maybe I can f i l l  your cup?

CONAN
I dr ink aIe l ike a man.

AELDRA
You don' t  look l ike a man prone
to poetry.

CONAIV
Life is strange--

He looks up at  her--she si ts next to him.

*And r saw 
t":Y 

"!".?t"tJ rhar evir snake
To slay before I  d ied
Unruly golden hair  that  tossed
In wi ld and untamed pr ide.
Her s l im foot pressed the foe-man's chest
His proud head back was thrown
Matching the steel  she held on high,
Her eyes in glory shone.
I saw the gleam of her golden hair

Til3'in:'i:,:'i::ffi $=:3i31 33inn. me our
Barbar ic f ierce and free--"

She leans closer to him--cannot do otherwise.

AELDRA
What--what happened to her?

CONAN (quiet)

;;'i;: ;l:.3':I::$ 5;:l ;::,,'n" skv as wer l

They look deep into each other,  but  get no cLoser.  She slowly
backs away as does he.

CONAN
It  is  late-- the dawn--

AELDRA
Wil I  you come back?

CONAN
Yes'  

cur ro:



CONAN--STREET--A1one, walking in the shadows towards the distant
palace on the hi l l .  The narror^, streets are empty. The town
sleeps. He moves in the shadows carry ing his staf f .  Suddenly h
hears a woman scream. He stops.

STREET--Far ahead. A f igure is thrown to the ground. A IIAN
stands over the f igure--k icks at  i t ,  l ight  ref lects of f  armor.

MAN
You've insul ted me.

The f igure is a WOMAN--smalI compared to the man. She scampers
away. He comes af ter  her--c loser.

MAN
A Pict ish whore!

He kicks her hard in the r ibs.  She wheezes air--and rol ls
gasping. Now we see it  is an Aquilonian Guard from the
occupat ional  Legion. He is drunk. She is young and clad in
furs.  She gathels hersel f  up--puts her hands up weakly.  He
looks around to see i f  anyone watches. No, so he draws his
gl int ing gladius.

WOMAN (qasping)
No--Pl-ease--

He leans over her,  grabs her dark hair .  Suddenly he is pushed
back by the end of  Conan's staf f !  He looks up in shock. He see
the f igure of a big man in the moonlight, but the man is unarmed
no plate steel  on him. He grabs the end of  the staf f ,  holding i
wi th his lef t  hand.

GUARD
Who are you Var let !

Conan doesn' t  answer.

GUARD
You've touched an Aqui lonian!

But Conan's eyes gl int  wol f - l ike wi th no understanding. For a
second this cruel soldier sees somethi-ng primordial and
fr ightening--barbarousr ds remorseless as nature.

GUARD
Who are you? She's just  a
Pict ish whore.
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CONAN
Itm her Kinq.

The Guard now smiles ,r, nr" superiority over this amateur. He
Iaughs, and with t .hat  cuts across the staf f  wi th his razar sharp
blade. I t  spl inters and a piece fal1s.  Conan whir ls i t  back
smashi.ng the Guard's wr ist  wi th the heavy end-- the gladius f l ies,
sparkl ing in the moonl ight .  Before i t  c lat ters on the stones,
Conan crosses the stroke, shi f t ing the gr ip,  and comes down on
his helmet wi th the carved heavy end. Clunk-- i t  caves in.
Another whir l ,  sl iding step, and he jams the sharp splintered end
into the underarm devoid of plate armor. A sickening wet sound
and then the Guard lets out a gagging scream, k icking his feet ,
goi-ng to his knees as bl-ood courses down his face from under his
helmet.  Conan withdraws the staf f .  The Guard clat ters face down
on the stones. She rushes to him.

GIRL
Quick--someone wil l  come !

She grabs his hand-- they run into ' the shadows of  a narrow
passage.

CUT TO:

CANDLE--Being l i t--other candles revea1 a small- room hung with
furs and strange Pict ish symbols.  A WITCH si ts before a low
f i re.  Conan looks out a fur  curtain-- the sky is gett ing t iqht  in
the east. Conan sits before the o1d l^toman, the gir l  of f  to the
side.

WITCH
My daugihter's name is Diera,
she brought the soldj-er here
so that I  could te l - l  h is for tune.
We are Picts.

CONAI.I
What happened?

WITCH
He had none. You'd better go
before i t  gets l ight .  Someone
wi l - l -  recognize you.

CONAN
You know who I am?



WITCH
Didn' t  you teI1 Diera you were
the King?

CONAI{
You bel ieve that?

WITCH
Too bad you don' t .  Go before
i t  gets l ight .

Conan gets up--backs to the door and looks out--he goes.

CUT TO:

HERALDS--Blowing horns as the Imperial Guard of the Prefect Gai
Metal lus Marula enters.  Metal- l -us,  h is twel-ve Lictors as wel l  a
Kon and a mi l - i tary escort  enter.  Michaes and others await  them

METALLUS
You mean he is drunk, playing with
his whores.

MICHAES
He wasnt t  aware of your arr ival- .
I  have sent the Lady Zul ieka.

METALLUS
Then Iet me know when she returns.

CUT TO:

ZULIEKA--Looking distant but at t ract ive.  She bears hersel f  as
the countess she is--but s l ight ly disgusted by having to wai t
whi le King Conan splashes water on his face. He turns.

CONAN
Metal lus?

ZULIEKA
Yes Sire,  and the new Mi l i tary
Tr ibune. They wait  in your hal l .
Further Sire,  there has been an
act of  rebel l ion.  A soldier of
the Front ier  Leqion has been slain.

CONAN
Where? When--Did people see i t?
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ZULIEKA
His body was found this morning.
The new Trlbune wil l  conduct an
invest igat ion.  He should interest
you.

coNAt{
Tribune--What is another Tribune
to me?

Zul ieka smi les wi th sadist ic sat isfact ion.

ZULIEKA
His name is Publ ius Kon.

Conan whirls about

CONAN
Kon !

. ZULIEKA
Yes, do you know him?

CUT TO:

CONAN--Rushing into the Great HalI wearing only his Zing'aran
toga. His footsteps echo as he approaches the Aquilonian
entouraqe, now including Metal1us, Kon and the darkly menacingr
Felexio and several  huge Praetor ians.  Conan sees the f igure of
Kon--standing straight,  c lad in i ron plate and chain mai l ,  h is
helmet held at  h is s i -de.  I t  can only be him.

CLOSE KON--His eyes burning l ike when he was a child but he
doesn' t  move from the "at  rest"  posi t ion.  His eyes bl- ink however
and he lets out a control led gasp

CLOSE METALLUS--Turns and looks at him. He composes himself.

CLOSE CONAN--Eyes on f ire, mouth agape, he l i teral ly sturnbles
forward.

MICHAES
Your Highness--Your Crown.

Conan comes face to face with Kon. They stare at  each other.

CONAN
Kon--Do you remember what I tol-d
you? Do you--Son--Do you remember
your father?



' ' *- Kont s eyes f lutter.

KON
Always.

Conan lunges forward--throws his arms around his son--but i t  i
l - ike embraci-ng a t ree.

CLOSE KON--Using al l  h is discipl ine and stoic t ra in ing to keep
from showing emot ion. Conan's face is stained with tears and
can only say "Kon--Kon--" .  Konts eyes moisten, but that  is  a1

METATLUS
Fine f igure of  a soldier isn ' t
he? One of  the EmPeror 's One
Hundred. A Tr ibune.

Conan lets go--steps back-- Iooks in Kon's eyes, but they are n
hardened as is his waY.

CONAN
V[hy? --Why did I never hear from
you. Whatever theY've done to You,
you're st i l t  my blood--Barbar ian blood!

METALLUS
You'11 have much to dj-scuss, but
i t  is  unseemly to do so now. There
are matters that  must be deal- t  wi th.
You each have your dut ies.

Conan, awash in emot ion, t r ies to get a hold of  h imsel f .  He
staggers back si ts on his throne.

MICHAES
Your crown Si-re.

He places i t  on his head. Conan touches i t .

CONAN
I must have forgotten.

KON
They say you qave a lot  for  i t .

This goes to Conan's heart .  He si ts back wounded, Iooks to th
others.

CONA}i
What are the Praetor ians doing here?
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METALLUS
They are here to make Zingara safe
for the Emperor. There is much unrest--
instabi l i ty .  Revolut ion in the wind
and terror ism. That we cannot to lerate.

CONAN
And you are here to help me.

METALLUS
I 've always been at  your s ide Conan.
Michaes, bring chairs so that we can
discuss a course of  act ion.

DISSOLVE TO:

MESSANTIA--STREET--RIOTS--A wagon f i l led with amphoras, is
attacked by an angry crowd. An Aquilonian merchant tr ies to
defend i t .  He is swept aside--beaten. The ceramic jugs are
broken. Many scoop up the wine and drink i t .

. . .  AI\ i  EFFIGY OF THE EMPEROR--WiIh an Aquilonian helmet i-s naiLed to
a cross and set afire--around dance young drunken men and women
tear ing at  each other 's c lothes, laughing and screaming in anqer
and l-ust

They do not see the far end of  the street.  Aqui lonian
Legi-onaries assemble carrying their heavy shields and pitum.
Metal lus pulIs up in a chariot, Iooks to Kon, who sits on a
horse. He nods.

CLOSE KON--He puIls down an angelic sol id si lver chiLd mask over
his face. That gives him the emot ional i ty of  a statue-- i t  is
part of a Cavalryman's helmet. He barks commands extending the
Line.

. KON
On me--Shiel-d width--Tighten i t .
Visors down! --Forward!

They march, a drum sect ion fo l lows--beat ing out cadence. Their
spears al-of t .

THE CROWD STOPS--Sees a wal l  of  shields coming--hears the drums-
Herodion amongst the crowd yel ls:

HERODION
There! --They've come to put the
yoke on you! Now! Now we answer!
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He throws a heavy piece of pottery. People emerge from the t
balconies,  roofs--pul I  up t i le--grab potted plants.

LINE--Being pelted from the front--occasionally an arrow thuds
into a shield, but the Line closes the distance. Now the heavy
objects rain f rom above, a man fal ls--another,  h is helmet rol l ing
under their  feet .  Kon dismounts--draws his gladius.

KON
Front Rank--Spike i t !

The pi la come down--points sparkl ing.

KON
Other ranks--Tortuga!

The shields come up protect ing the others-- the Line slams into
the crowd--soldiers spear people wi th short  brutal  thrusts--
always advancing. A woman screams--goes down clutching her
breast. Men are speared through the face--mouths and eyes being
preferred targets.  Herodion hur ls a c leaver.  The crowd breaks
and runs, Herodion in their midst. Many are trampled and then
speared to death by the soldj-ers.

CLOSE METALLUS--Watching with satisfaction.

METALLUS
That should guench any f lames of
revol t .  Never quest ion author i ty.

CUT TO:

METALLUS--Si t t ing at  a table in the center of  the street.  He is
on his j-vory chair. People are brought to hin for questioning.
Behind, stands Kon behind the si lver curls of his cupid mask,
blood on his sword arm. Bodies are being hauled from the street
and stacked in a wagon.

METALLUS
Who found the Centuri-on?

ZINGARAN WOMAN
We all  did when we came out in
the morning.

KON
Was he robbed?

I'{AN
No--He had coj-ns in his pouch.
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METALLUS
How do you know?

}IAN
I saw the soldiers count i t  later-

METALLUS
After you took what you thought
wouldn' t  be not iced?

CLOSE METALLUS--Fron below--towering over on the ivory chair, an
image of  author i tar ian rule.

METALLUS
He was murdered!

ANOTHER ANGLE-_

METALLUS' Who are the ringleaders? Who
.. brought you here today?

'\--l CLOSER STILL--

METALLUS
What good did i t  do you?

Metallus standing up--

METAILUS
Do you think we want this?

A MAN--O1d, scared, s i t t ing at  the table.  Metal lus leans closer.

METALLUS (quietly)
We know he was with a gir I .  His
comrades told us. A Pict ish whore--
dark hair--sma1l,  graceful .  Tel I  us
her name--we wil l  f ind out anlrway
and then we']1 remember that you
said nothing

A WOMAN--Injured, her face wrapped in gauze. She is somebody's
wife,  mother.  She shivers as Metal lus regards her.  She looks up
at the serene metal-  expression of  Kon, hands clasped behind his
back, 1n hls s j - lver armor.
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METATLUS
We know who the leaders are--
Your husband told us--Write i t
down here.

CUT TO:

TWILIGHT--CAI'{P--On the outskirts of town--below the eastle. Here
is camped the Frontier Legion. Tents extend around the base of
the hi l l  behind an earthen guarded walI. Metal lus stands outside
a command tent, Kon at his side.

METALLUS
' WelI  wetve done a day's work--Wetve

protected the Imperial Line--another
day.

KON
I sense a bi t  of  cynic ism Gaius
Metal-Lus.

METALLUS
Cynicism--me? But f r ide the
Publ ic Horse. I 'm just  t i red.
The faces look the same after
al l  these years.  Even this
place-- i t  might wel l  be f i f ty
others.

KON
But i t  is  not .  I t  is  Zingara.

He turns.

METALLUS
WiI l  you see him?

KON
The King?

METALLUS
Your father.

KON
You l ike him don' t  you? More
than you would admit.



METALLUS
We fought the Line together. I
saved his l i fe.  Mitra knows how
many t ime he saved mine. f was
the--happiest then--i f  you could
cal l  i t  that .  I ronic.  I 've had
many women. More pleasure than
anyone deserves, but I never took
a wife.  Aqui lonia,  that  b i tch,
was mistress to al l  of  us.  She I
serve and love. But a man should
be al- lowed a f r iend. Don' t  you
think? I  suppose i t 's  sof t - -
unprofessional, but when you get
older you qet t i red.

He turns-- looks at  Kon who walks away.

TENT--KON'S--He unt ies his heavy breastplate,  lets i t  fa l - I  down
on his cot. He dri-nks from a wineskin--sees an ORDERLY standingi
outside.

KON
Yes--Come in.

ORDERLY
Tribune Sir--a gir l  wishes to
see you. She says you've been
looking for her

KON
A gir l?

ORDERLY
Yes Tr ibune Sir--a Pict .

CUT TO:

DIERA--Pushes the f laps of the tent aside. She has obviously
dressed in a Zingraran wrap for the occasion. She is smal l ,  but
of  a lean and curvaceous f igure.  Her eyes are l ike dark pools o
oi l .  Kon is seated. He looks her up and down, she knows i t .

KON
Be seated.

CUT TO:

.\v, KoN--Pouring himself a ful l  cup of wine. He looks at the cup
then at  her.  She has cur led her legs beneath her on a rug.
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KON
Youtve never seen this man before?

DIERA
No--nor any l ike him.

KON
What was his most str ik ing feature,
besides being big and strong?

DIERA
The way he moved. I am a Pict.
Our men move differently than
townmen. He moved l ike that,
The soldier had no chance. I t
was done before he struck-

KON
Have you seen him again?

DIERA
No.

KON
Were you afraid of  h im?

DIERA
No.

KON
Why not?

DIERA
Because you look l ike he did.
He saved me. In his heart  he
was one of--us.

KON
Don't  make that assumption of  me.

DIERA
Why not? --You do not know your
heart?

Kon smi les.  fs she try ing to j -nterrogate him? St i l1,  there is
something drawing him to her, but she is just a woman.
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'-v KON
You said there was something
else he said to the Centur ion.
Wi l l  you tel l  me now?

He leans closer,  puts his i ron hand over her wr ist ,  she sl i thers
to him.

DIERA
I wi l l  te l I  you when I  feeL i t
is  r ight .

She leans against his knees--runs her hand up his arm.

DIERA
My gods would scorn me--for what
I do. Do you have gods?

KON
No--only Aqui lonia.

DIERA
ir,,:-... A man needs gods--he needs something
i.,  he cannot understand.

She r ises l ike a snake to him. He takes her in his arms and
kisses her deeply.  The cup of  wine fal ls and spi l ls  on the
f1oor.

CUT TO:

FIRE--Through the f lames of his tent cooking f ire we see Kon and
Diera wr i the on the furs.

CLOSE DIERA--Her head on his chest, breathing in gasps.

KON
. TeI l  me what he said.

DTERA
Why? --He--he said--

(she breathes)
He said he was the King.

CUT TO:

BATTLEMENTS OF THE CASTLE--II is dark, night. Conan sits on a
stone l ike Rodin 's Thinker.  He stares down at  the c i ty where
f i res f l icker and sparkle.  A fu l - l -  moon casts i ts ref lect ion of f
the waterways.





CONAN

;iii"3H:13 ilffi: iSll'mv dreams
With the faded f i re of  lost  desire,
Llke a ghost on a moonl i t  p la in
In the pal l id mist  of  death- l ike s lee
She comes again to me--"

We see he's not alone. The Wizard s i ts against  ar

"r see the ?lH of her solden hair
And her eyes l ike the deep gray sea."

He looks at  the Wizard.

WIZARD
Did Herodion wri te that  too?

CONAN
No, I  d id.

. - : ) . .  The Wizard says nothing for a moment.

-.v wrzARD
You've learned much in the years.

CONAN
I've had the t ime.

He l-ooks sharply at him.

CONAN
What does it  mean? Has she come
back? Would the gods gi-ve me another
chance?

WTZARD
It 's just  a woman that looks l ike
her. No one comes back=-and the
gods--they do not favor you.

CONAN
Yes--my son is proof of  that .

WIZARD
Don't  b lame the gods for i t .

Not Crom.
CONA}T
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.-;. He looks up in the sky.

WIZARD
Do you st i l l  bel ieve in gods?

CONAN
Yes--not al l - -but  Crom.

WTZARD
Perhaps you've lost  h im. Dr i f ted
far from hirn.

CONAI'I
Make a spel1 so that I can be
disguised tonight.

WIZARD
There is no need.

Conan stands.
. CONA}I

Why not?

WTZARD
Yout ve g:rown so far from them
that they wouldn't know who you
are.

Conan looks at him--down at the city and back at the stars.

WIZARD
Maybe Crom doesn't know you either.

CUT TO:

DARK NfcHT--Sentries walk the palisade that surrounds the
Aqui lonian's cantonment.  Metal- lus snores content ly on hi-s cot ,
oblivious to the drama that the night holds. Beyond is seen Kon
walking to the guard gate, draped in his purple cloak, at his
side the pret ty Diera.  A Legionary comes to at tent ion and
salutes as he passes. He returns i t .  The Sentry goes on his
way. So, he thinks,  the young Tr ibune is already tast ing the
del ights of  these southern lands. He is a man, what would be
expected? Kon stops for a moment, Diera reaches out, touches hj-s
cloak, his impassive form. He is a soldier again,  but  she knows
more.

DIERA
Tomorrow--
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KON
Perhaps.

He watches her go down into the streets that f l icker of coal
f i res and candles.

CUT TO:

DOCKS--A group of rough men assemble, some are armed with daggers
and cudgels. A lone f igure stands on a small pier. They
approach him. He turns to them, he is a huge man of imposing
build and shows no fear. He too, wears a cloak, he looks up from
its fo1ds. I t  is  Felexio,  the s layer.

FELEXTO
Is th is al l  of  you?

One of  the thugs that accosted Conan in Aeldra's Inn,  steps
forward

GOTHIO
I 'm Gothio,  I 've k i l led men with
my hands. You can count on me.

FELEXTO
You don' t  look impressive.

Gothio signals and a larger group emerge from the shadows. They
surround the l i t t le pier,  weapons si lhouetted, yet  Felexio is
cool  to i t .  He waits,  l -ooks them over.  At  the forefront is
Herodion.

HERODION
Are you the Nemedian?

Fel-exio whistles and oars are heard. Some of the men crouch and
ready their crude weapons. Felexio smiles condescendingly at
them.

FELEXIO
No need to fear.  Trust  me.

A boat comes out of  the darkness, s i lhouetted in the moonl ight .
I t  is  a longboat f i l led wi th men. A rope is thrown to Felexj-o
and he pul ls i t  in.  Four or f ive big men leap graceful ly to the
pier al l  c loaked j -n robes, but several  are carry i -ng round

\_,  Nemedian shields.  fnto the l ight  comes a black cowled f igure.
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FELEXIO
Gregor ia,  Bey of  Nemedj-a.

Light shines on the face of Fortunas, the Emperor.
.HERODION

Why would a Nemedian Bey want to
help Zingarans?

FORTUNAS
The struggle against Aguilonian
hegemony and oppression j-s al l
mankind's.  You must be Herodion?

HERODION
I am.

FORTUNAS
I've marveled at  your work for
many years.  f t  is  an honor Sir .

He reaches, Herodion pu1Is him to him, embraces him. It  is a
l i t t le too bold but i t  g ives Fortunas the edge.

FORTUNAS
Right now, there are Nemedian Armi-es
massing in the North. Our ships can
sail  down the Black River and be here
in days. Now is the t ime Brothers.

MAN
We might be trading one dictator
for another.

HERODION
You are a strong nation, r ival- to
Aquj- lonia.  We are l i t t1e people.
What wi l l  you do i f  we succeed here?

FORTUNAS
What have you got already? Slavery!
No, I can only give you gold and
weapons. I  can' t  make you bel ieve
me. That you must decide.

GOTHIO
Let 's see the color of  your gold.



Fortunas turns to him with his wonderful unspoken contempt for
such trash.

FORTUNAS
Of course--Felexio--Show them.

A barrel is rol led on the dock--from nowhere Felexi-o f lashes a
heavy sword from out of  h is c loak spl i t t ing i t  open. I t  ro lLs
across the dock spi l l ing gold coins that  leave a gl i t ter ing
trai l .  Fortunas puts his booted foot up and stops the barrel
before i t  ro l ls  into the water.

Another couple of  Praetor ians in black robes haul  out  a rol led
rug-- let  i t  f lop open--gl i t ter ing swords, axes, plate armor.

HERODION
What is our course of  act ion?

FORTUNAS
The King must die!

He goes and picks a sword from the pi1e, a brutal  b lade of  the
northern real-m. He whir ls i t ,  then turns i t  over across his
forearm, hi l t  toward Herodion.

FORTUNAS
We've fr iends amongst the guards.
Tomorrow night at the low moon.

Herodion takes the sword.

HERODION
The Aquilonians?

FORTUNAS
We' l I  c lose the gates.  They can
do nothing. By dawn you wil l  be
King with a Nemedian army sail ing
down this r iver to do your bidding;

He leans in cLose.

FORTUNAS
Are you afraid poet?

HERODION
Death to tyrants I

CUT TO:



.J CONAI{--Al-one in Ae1dra's inn. He eats from a plate of food and
broods over his mead. Her shadow passes over his dark
countenance. His eyes f ind hers as she stands looking down at
him.

AELDRA
Who was she?

coNAlr
I thought f would never see you
again unt i l  my death.  Then i f  I 'd
l ived well and never yielded to
another 's wi l - l - ,  then Crom would
send you--wearing a winged helmet,
you would reach down and take me
from the slain.

He of fers his cup to her.

CONAN
We would drink sweet mead in the
qreat feast ing hal I  of  Crom and
warm ourselves by his f i re.

She si ts next to him, dr inks f rom his f lagon.

AELDRA
And then--

CONAI{
And then--you would look up--and
kiss me-

She does--they embrace, alone in the deserted inn. They hol-d
onto one another increasing in their  passion as i f  th is is the
only chance they wil l  ever have, as i f  this has been preordained
but wi l l  not  last .

CUT TO:

DAWN--MESSANTIA--The city is just awakening. The castle darkly
looms over i t .  Camp and cooking f i res are 1i t  in the Aqui lonian
camp.

UT TO:

WOOD--Being spl i t .  Conan enjoys the dawn spl i t t ing Aeldra's
1ogs. She looks out at  h im from bui ld ing a f i re.

CIJT TO:



KON--Walking the palisade, checking the guard. He comes upon
Metallus who l-ooks out over the town.

KON
Good morning Consul. A spring day.

METALLUS
Something is wrong. I don't know
what but I  can feel  i t .

Kon looks out at  the r iver.

METALLUS
It 's just  a not j -on,  but not i -ons
have kept me al ive.

He turns to Kon.

METALLUS
There's going to be a r is ing.  I f
not today, then tonight. Double
the guard and put the Second Cohort
on a1ert .

CUT TO:

KING'S BED CHAMBER--Michaes pushes open the door--wal-ks in.
one. He is fo l lowed by the Wizard.

MICIIAES
No one has slept here.

WIZARD
Perhaps the King has a gir l f r iend.

MICHAES
He could or maybe he just got t ired
of th is place-- I f  he isn' t  back by
noon. I '11 not i fy Metal lus.

CUT TO:

Hll, I ,--Overlooking the thunder River to the east. Felexio and
Praetor ians r ide out of  the forest  and look down. Far in the
di-stance, many barges are set  on the r iver.  Fortunas r j -des u
a splendid whi te horse, st i l l  cowled in dark robes l ike the
others.
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FELEXIO
Someone is going to cross the
river my Emperor?

FORTUNAS
Reinforcements.

FELEXIO
But we have already suff icient
force to crush--

FORTUNAS
Wrong! You can never have enough
force my fr iend! Victory r ides
with the gods and they prefer the
heavy Legions. Force and overwhelming
power are what history is made of .
The War Gods favor the Seventh Legion.

F"ELEXIO
The Black Seventh.  You are taking
no chances Sire.

FORTUNAS
V{hy should I--By that thought--I feel
i t  is  imperat ive that  the King's son
Publius Kon should not be here to
make any claims on the throne.

FELEXIO
He could be alerted to the assassinat ion
plot  and die in the struggle.

FORTI'NAS
Yes, as a good Aqui lonian soldier--
at  the s ide of  h is mentor Gaius
Metal- Ius.

FELEXIO
The r ider of  the Publ ic Horse!
A Consul?

FORTI]NAS
He has served too long. He is
loyal  to the State but he no longer
compliments the emerging landscape.

\-..  He turns his horse.



FORTUNAS
The Empress travels with the Seventh.
By Mitra do I  miss her.  She is the
wood by which I burn. Tomorrow she
wi l l  have a new province.

They r j -de of  f  the hi l l .
CUT TO:

METALLUS--WiIh Michaes and the Wizard in the King's hall .  Kon
walks in.

METALLI.}S
He could be kidnaped or poisoned.

WIZARD
I don' t  th ink so.  Not poisoned.
I 'm a Wizard.  I  see things. The
King enjoyed disguis ing himsel f
and going amongst his people. He
is comfortable wi th them. I t  is
harmless,  he wi l l  be back soon.

METALLUS
Harml-ess? Whi le rebels plot  !

KON
I have an excel- lent intel l igence
source in the town.

CUT TO:

DUSK--THE BLACK RIVER--Conan by himseLf walking along the bank.
The waterfront is somewhat quiet. I t  is a spring evening and the
r iver i tsel f  f lows smooth,  dark and peaceful .  Conan goes to the
edge, picks a rock up and skips i t  across the surface. He
watches. the splash and ripples go by in the current. He is more
at peace than in a long t ime. Yet his inst incts te l l  h im that
peace is not in his future or his past.  He throws another stone.

CUT TO:

NIGHT--Kon walks through the narrow streets,  only he is not in
uniform. He wears the simple tunic and trousers of a merchant,
but at  h is s ide is the ever present gladius.  Even dressed this
way people give him a wide berth.  L ike his father,  Kon j -s always
formidable.  His blood shows. He comes to a dwel l ing,  Iooks at
the s ign--knocks.

CUT TO:



KoN--Si t t ing before the old Pict ish Witch,  Dj-era serves him wine
from an amphora.

DTERA
I told you he would come.

WITCH
My daughter has powers over men,
even strong men l ike you, Tribune.

KON
If  she has power,  i t  is  because
I wi l l  g ive i t  to her wi l l ingly.

He reaches out,  takes her hair  in his f ingers.  There is a rough
worldly way in th is,  but  not wi thout genuine emot i -on as wel l .

KON
Now teI I  me Diera,  where can I
f ind the man who saved you?

DIERA
The King?

KON

WTTCH

KON
Because he is a rebel  and ki f led
an Aqui lonian.

WITCH
Liest  Do you not th ink I  can' t
see the blood in your veins!  Why
do you feel an unreasoning lust
for my daughter. You would take
her now and run your hands over
her hips i f  I  were not here!
Admit  i t !

He braces himsel f  in his stoic ism. But she is r ight .

WITCH
You think I  see nothing! I  am a
Pict  and my daughter is a Pict--
So are you!

Yes.

whv?
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He glowers at  her.

WITCH
You seek this man--this man who
saved my daughter 's l i fe so that
she could sleep in your bed? This
man who risked al l  because of a
Pict ish gir l - -Who took l i fe in an
instant? This man is King and he
is your father!

She laughs a wi tch's laugh, Diera qoes to him. He puts his arm
around her. He thrusts out his other hand and quiets the Witch.

KON
Then you teI l  me where he is.

She looks right through him.

WITCH
His l i fe is in danger.  They
wait  for  h im.

Kon stands in anqer.

KON
Who! Where!

WITCH
Where he sleeps.

.  CUT TO:

NrGHT--rNN--conan stands at the door. No one is there. He sees
a shadow, turns-- i t  is  Ae]dra.

CONAN
The others? Where is everyone tonight?

AELDRA
They have gone to kiI l  the King.
Herodion, al l  the young men. The
die is cast

CONAN
How?



AELDRA
Irai tors in the cast le.  Nemedian.
The King dies!

Conan steps to her,  grabs her shoulders.

CONA}I
Whatever happens tonight, you
remember me as you have known me.

She holds him-

AELDRA
Why--Where are you groing?.

CONAN
To what I  deserve.

He leaves. She wants to cry out af ter  h im--she l is tens to his
footsteps running into the darkness.

CUT TO:

\__, WIZARD--In his chamber l ight ingr a candle.

CONAN
Wizard !

He turns start led.

CONAN
Summon Michaes, no one else.
Meet me in the Great Hal I .

THRONE--Conan eats from a bronze platter as always. Mj-chaes and
the hl izard s i t  around him. In the distance, gl ide servant gir ls
and a few court iers.  The guards stand at  doors.

CONAN
They wi l l  not  come t i I I  a l l
are asleep. There must be no
witnesses, no interference.

He looks at  Michaes.

CONAN
If  you trust  me and love Zingara,
you must do as I say.
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MIC}IAES
I do Sire.

CONAN
You must f lee nor--sl ip out while
no one watches. Take three extra
horses--r ide to the East and br ing
back our Legion. TeI l  them what
has happened here!

MICIIAES
I '1I  send a t rusted man--two.

CONAN
No--they wi l l  only bel ieve you.
You must command them. Kil l
their  Aqui lonian of f icers and
return by forced march. Whatever
you hear,  let  nothing stop you.

MICHAES
f woul-d die here at  your s ide.

coNAl{
I  know--but--we'11 see who dies.

Conan nods--Michaes gets up and goes. Conan pours some wine,
dr inks i t .

CONAN
Here we are again gi l izard. Two
against  many.

WIZARD
Itm not so young anymore.

CONA}T
Then you better conjure up some
powers.

He sips.

CONAN
Who gave you this wine?

WIZARD
The Lady Zul ieka bought i t  for
you. She asked i f  you needed
anything else.
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CONAN
ft 's f i1 led wi th spider poison
and has hints of  b lack Lotus.
Light--with no body.

He drinks i t  down.

CUT TO:

METALLUS--PuIl ing on armor whil-e Kon stands outsj,de his tent
fu l ly armed, carry ing a heavy falchion as wel l -  as his gladius.

KON
Sha11 I  p ick a t rusted sguad?

METALLUS
No--we would alert  the assassins.
We'I1 use the palace guard when we
get there.

He grabs a spatha, throws his heavy regimental- robe around his
shoulders.  Kon does l j -kewise-- they head of f  towards the moonl i t
cast le.

CUT TO:

STEEP HILL--Leading to the highest wall .  About twenty men move
along the precar ious t ra iL,  Herodi-on leading. He looks up--eight
or ten more men in maiL and helmets stand up suddenly. Felexio
is prominent. He towers above them with a huge sword on his back
and a bow in his hands.

FELEXIO
From here we cl imb.

He looks up--c1aps his hands; A rope is thrown from a high
window.

HERODION
Who are these men?

FELEXIO
Mercenar ies--Slayers for  h i re.
You think we would leave it  al l
in the hands of you amateurs.

CUT TO:

IALLWAY--Outside the King's chamber.
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THE GUARDS--AII but two march off.  They look around nervously.

CONAN--Watching them through a spyhole in the stone.

CONAN
OnIy two guards remain. Traitors!
WeI l  i t  must be t ime.

He turns to see the Wizard with a spear j-n some ridiculous
ancient helmet.

CONAN
Is that the best you can do?
Hide under the bed!

WIZARD
Thank you Si-re.

He goes to do so- Conan throws of f  h is toga reveal- ing a gleaming
breastplate and mai l  tunic.  He reaches up where an old war-axe
is crossed with a shield and sword on one of  the great marble
pi I lars.  He takes the shield and axe-- thrusts the sword into a
potted palm and goes to his bed, lays down.

CUT TO:

NIGHT--HILLS--A Shepherd tends his f lock in the pass of  p ines
along the Road of Kings--the paved road from Aquilonia to Zingara
and the exotic south. The Shepherd watches as suddenly al l  his
sheep stand at once and start bleating. His dogs steady them but
their panic grows and then he hears a rumbling in the ground--a
shaking l ike a distant s low earthquake.

CLOSE SHEPHERD--He rushes about in panic, and now the rurnbling is
more rhythmic and precise. He looks at his sheep and down the
moonlit  road that is suddenly dark in the distance--the darkness
moving towards him. He too l ike his sheep runs in panic.

CUT TO:

LOWER GATES--Kon and Metal lus walk through saluting the guards
and enter the cast le.

CUT TO:

IALLWAY--The assassinat ion party passes steal th i ly ,  rushing from
pi l lar  to pi l lar .  Felexio urges them on--when they have passed,
he pul ls back a curtain--Fortunas in black armor wi th an upraised
black cupid mask.
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FORTUNAS
Now send for Kon and Metal lus.

Two Praetorians j-n state armor qo and eight more take up
posi t ions guarding the hal lway with shield and pi lum. Felexio is
gone--Fortunas fo11ows.

METALLUS--Climbing up a dark spiral stairway. He l-ooks out a low
doorway. Kon foLlows.

METALLUS
No quards!  You are r ight !

CUT TO:

THE ROAD OF KINGS--Fil l ing with darkness that, as i t  approaches,
gl ints in the moonl ight  def in ing i tsel f  into the shapes of  shield
bear ing men--darkly c lad--s ix abreast--marching to a thunderous
cadence made only by their booted feet. Ten thousand men--comingt
down the Road of  Kings f i l l ing i t  l ike ah endless throbbing
rept i le.  No drumsr rro sounds, just  the t ramp of  men, shields on

' their backs, coming on j-nexorably.

CUT TO:

CLOSE CoNAN--Snoring--stretched out on his bed, a cover thrown
over him from which protrudes his boot less feet and legs.  He
rol Is on his s ide--snores IoudIy,  obl iv ious to the door that
creaks open. A wind goes soft ly through the room blowingr si lken
curtains across dark f igures c lutching raised sharp gl int ing
weapons. They creak through a cl-oud of siIk, and approach the
marble pi l lars of  the royal  bed. A slayer raises a spear--steps
graceful ly out of  the s i lk .

Conan's hand f lashes down and an object  f l ies--c lank! A heavy
dagger pierces the neck of the man who lets out a horribl-e long
gargling scream. Another rushes forward wielding a heavy
cleavj-ng blade--cuts through the brocade hangings and is met by
Conan's shield.  He rol1s of f  the bed grabbing the sword from the
pa1m. A quick up-thrust  under the arm of the assai lant--a blade
f l -ashes--caves into Conan's cuirass at  the r ibs.  He gasps--hur ls
the sword at the man and grabs the axe!

CLOSE--FELEXIO--He f i res a shaft--Conan ducks behind a pi l Iar--
the arrow glances of f  and into someone's face.

HERODION--Rushes forward sword in hand. A huge man who was a
slayer in his youth--he swipes at  Conan.
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HERODION
Here--take him! Do you run from
me despot!

CLANG!--The blow is parr ied--Conan backs into the moonl ight .
Herodion sees his face.

HERODION
You !

CONAI,I
Herodion! Don' t  let  th is happen.

Herodion charges in,  swings a great stroke with both hands.

HERODION
Die Tyrant!  Death to Tyrants!

Conan is 'on1y able to parry the stoke incompletely-- the blade
cleaves into his r ib cagre--bending the plate--Conan gasps in
pain,  b lood spatters out over his hand as he shi f ts the blade in

.,.  a whir l ing motion and cleaves down through Herodion's shoulder tot  h is heart .  Blood spews over him as Herodj-on bel lows l ike a buII
going down. Conan wrenches the axe free, spJ-ns around choppingt
another through the stomach and cleaving again in rage. An arm
holding a sword pinwheels through the aj-r catching on the si lken
gold brocade and staining i t .

CONAN--Back to the wall-,  spreads his legs, spins the axe around
him in his deadly kata--comes to rest  ready. He stares out at
thern--hardened men, out laws, mercenar ies,  soldiers--aI l  are
cruel ,  inured to the th ick blood spattered and pool ing under
their  feet .  Immune to the cr ies of  pain and gasping of  death,
they look at  Conan--eyes gleaming. He is not l ike them. He is
not f rom civ i l izat ion.  His feroci ty is natural  l ike a bear or
t iger and i t  has no l imi t .  They hesi tate.

CONAIV
Who dies f i rst?

CUT TO:

ROAD OF KINGS--Now f i l led wi th the passing Legion. I ts standards
are dark bronze--an upraised hand, skul l  and eagle 's wings--
Legion VII  Rapacl-o(Rapacious) .  I t 's  motto:  t 'Let  the Gods Show
Mercy".  I ts men move ahead at  the speed of  a forced march,
faceless in black armor,  heads down--points of  the pi la gJ-eaming
in the moonl ight .  The very ground shakes.





CLOSE SIIEPHERD--Crouched by some stone watching
from Hel l  pass.  Again--no ordersr no drumsr ds
a machine.
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the processj .on
i f  the Seventh is

CUT TO:

DOOR--MetaIIus pushes open a heavy wooden barrier--they emerge
onto the outside batt lements and al l  can hear a clang and thunk
of a weapon cleaving fol lowed by a scream--more metal sounds and
yel l ing come from a dark stairwel l .  They rush down i t  pul l ing
their  swords.

CUT TO:

WIZARD--Under the bed, sees feet and legs movj-ng frantical ly--a
body lays in a gleaming pooI.  Conan's feet  are bare--he leaps--
Crash! The bed shakes as he bounds over.  A man fal ls in the
foreground wearing a hel-met that  is  caved in.  The Wizard twists
around--booted feet c lose by,  facing Conan's bare feet on the
marble f l -oor-- they thrust  and parry,  the c langs heard overhead.
The Wizard reaches out and pu11s one of  the booted feet so that
the man sl i -ps,  going to his knee. Slang! An axe chop and the
body fal ls headlong away--Conan j-s g.one.

CUT TO:

CONAII--His face half soaked in shiny blood from a head wound.
His arm gashed and his s ide leaking red down to his feet .  He is
gasping for breath,  but  holds the axe ready--his back to a pi l lar
of  b lack pol ished grani te.  He moves around, dark enemies
crouching and close around him.

MERCENARY
. Take him at  once.

OTHER THUG
He is weakening.

CONAN
When the wolf at the top of
the hi l l  is  hungry--

One moves--Conan whirls the axe, shortening the grip and traps
the blade in the curve of his. He turns i t  back wrenching the
sword from the man's hands, and spins i t  up and cleaves down
through the man's breastplate.  A mist  of  b lood hisses from the
man's lungs as he sinks to the f loor.

CONAN
--The food is always there.
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Another two men thrust with lances--driving Conan back--an arrow
whist les through his hair .  Suddenly a scream from the outer
room. A clanging crash. They turn--a body fal ls shaking. I t  is
Metal lus wi th his smal l  round shield and falchion. He wiel-ds i t
expert ly taking out another. Behind him Kon stabs a cl-oaked
figure then beheads him as he bends over.

DOORWAY--FELEXIO--In cowled hood and wrap masking his face, sees
that the t ide is turning. Several  shrouded Praetor ians are
behind him.

FELEXIO
Withdraw !

They cover themseLves and duck back into the shadows

CLOSE KON--Goes af ter  the c losest to Conan. Engages one with the
bl inding speed of  the gladius and cuts him down--parr ies the
other and sidesteps so that he and Conan are at  the pi l lar
together,  a lmost back to back. The assassins again hesi tate.

KON
Come on!

Conan looks over at  h im. His son, a bloodied sword f lashing in
the moonl ight  by his s ide.  Bmot ion f loods across his face, his
eyes are swimming, pain throbbing through him.

CLOSE CONAN--Through the blood and sweat, a tear runs down his
cheek. He sees Kon feint  at  one of  the k i l - l -ers,  the man's guard
comes up, Kon goes under and chops him across the leg and
withdraws just  as quickly.  The vict im screams and rol ls,
twist ing in the blood on the stone f loor. The others turn and
run. Metal lus rushes in from the other side--two men drop
weapons and bows. Kon pursues the others out into the haIl.
Conan leans against  the pi l lar ,  s inking sIowIy.  Metal lus is over
him.

METALLUS
We've survived agrain my fr iend.
Are you wounded badly?

Conan holds the axe up at the hallway.

CONAN
My son.

CUT TO:
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KON--Rushj-ng down the hallway oblivious to danger. Suddenly he
f inds himsel f  a lone. A wind blows on the lamps that barely f ight
the darkness, voices are heard in the rooms, women crying, men
quest ioning. Footsteps far away running. Kon relaxes, his neck
feels cool ,  he senses something. The near lamp f l ickers and goes
out.

Suddenly he whirls around ducking, something swishes over his
head, a blade! He turns and sees a taI l  dark robed f igure
wheel j -ng a halberd (bladed spear)  expert ly,  and comi-ng back for
the opposi te stroke. He parr ies wi th his hand support ing the
blade of  h is gladius--Clang-- the gladius is broken--his fef t  hand
cut--he ro1ls--sees spears on the waII  across a shield,  leaps in
and kicks his opponent at  the end of  h is stroke sending him back.
He rol ls up and grabs a spear' spins away as the halberd blade
chops through the shiel-d. Now the two face each other in
darkness. They both have staf f  weapons.

They assume posi t ions,  the other counter ing perfect ly.  Swath!
A stroke cleaves across Kon's armor,  cut t ing his tunj-c s leeve.
He thrusts--C1ing! The man is wel l  guarded with bl-ack p1ate.
Another fe i -nt--an at tack,  metal  c langing-- then he closes,
reverses his grip and slams his opponent in the head with the
wooden butt  on the staf f .  The man staggers back counter ing wi th
a r iposte that  cuts Kon's cheek and ear.  Kon arches out of  the
way and spears the man in the face only to have the bl-ade glance
off  the black cupid mask that j -s revealed. They stand there for
a second. Then the opponent backs into the darkness and cannot
be seen

FOOTSTEPS--MetaI lus
hal l - .

with Royal Guards runs toward him down the

METALLUS
Tribune !

He sees Kon--spear pointed at  the darkness.

. METALLUS
Where Tribune!

He sees, and a guard grabs a lamp off a wall ,  rushes forward.
The dark corner is I i t  by the f l icker ing f lame. I t  reveals
nothing, save the black shape of  a doorway.

CUT TO:

SHEPHERD--standing as the rumble of footsteps fades away. The
sheep run around him bleat ing.  He }ooks down the road, a th in
wispy trai l  of  dust  begins to dissipate in the bl-ue moonl ight .
Soon i t  wi l l  be as i f  nothing passed this way at  a l l .
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CUT TO:

METALLUS--KON--Striding down hallways, weapons brandj-shed, their
feet  leaving echoes of f  the stones.

CLOSE KON--He feels his shredded ear. They hear footsteps--boots
on the pavement coming up stairs--from the other direction behind
them cr ies of  a larm as pages and at tendants rush to the King's
aide.

METALLUS
Halt !  Who are you?

IIAN
I 'm the cook Sire-- Is the King
al l  r ight?

OTHER MAN
What is th is blood on the f loor?

KON
The King l ives-- fetch the royal
physic ian.

A couple of  pale GfRLS from the seragl io look around the corner.

GIRL
The Master?

KON
He is al ive--go back to your room.
He wil l  need you soon enough.

From the other di-rection come a large force of armed. men in dark
cloaks. As they emerge from the shadows they see Kon, Metal lus,
others. They cast back their cloaks revealing Aquilonian armor
of the Praetor ian Guard. The Emperor 's favor i te Iacke1z, Cl ivus,
stands mouth agape.

CLIVUS
Consul--How did you get here?

METALLUS
I carne in the back way.

CLIWS
We heard there was an at tack on the

\,, King? Is he al ive?
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METALLUS
Very much so. He is not easy to
ki l l .  Lucky we came though--

KON
How did you know?

CLIVUS
A page looked for the guards-- there
were none, so we suspected a plot--
We sent for you--

{ to Kon)
Trj-bune. How did you know?

KON
A Witch to ld me.

He turns and goes back into Conan's chamber as Metal- l-us talks to
them. He sees the Wizard binding Conan who si ts on hj-s blood
spattered chair .  Bodies l i t ter  the f loor.  Several  physic ians
rush to him--blood st i l l  runs f rom fresh wounds. He is pale.  He
turns'his head to see Kon.

KON
Father.

Conan smil-es
KON

Are you wounded gravely Sire?

CONAII (to Wizard)
Am I going to die?

WIZARD
Probably not.

CONAN
Then I am sti l l -  King

He pu1ls himsel f  up--barely,  and teeters dizzy wi th pain and l -oss
of blood. He pul1s his axe--shiny wi th cr imson, holds i t  at  h is
waist .

CONAN
f am King! And by th is axe I  ru le!

DISSOLVE TO:

He rol ls on his bed whi le the Wizard s i ts in his chair  mashing





opium. Conan's harem try tend to
patt ing his head with cold soaked
goes to the door and sees:
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him, rubbing his shoulders,
compresses. The Wizard l -eaves,

KoN--Sitt ing alone in the hallway in armor. Kon seems to be
meditat ing,  but looks up caLnly at  the Wizard.

KON
He is better?

WIZARD
He wi l l  be--

(hears drums)
What 1s that?

Trumpets sound distantly.

KON
The Emperor and Empress. They are
entering the city with the Seventh
Legion.

CUT TO:

DRUMS--Pounding slow1y on camels--standards--sku11 eagl-es,
upraised hand-- the black brocade cloth banner of  the Seventh,
Rapacio. At the head, clad in golden muscled cuirass and bare
headed, r ides Fortunas, a golden wreath on his golden hair. At
his s ide,  a lso in sensuous golden armor,  bare-thighed and hair
blowing behind her,  is  Theodesia.  She wears a gladius at  her
side, a band of jeweled gold around her head. A hooded fal-con
perches on her forearm. Behind in a chariot is the Conmander of
the Seventh, GENERAL NICOMEDIA SCAURIA CARNIFEXIA(Lhe Butcher).
Carnj-fexj-a is a woman! Clad in dark bronze armor and plumed
helmet wi th jet-black hair  and blue eyes, she is shapely yet
brutal ly strong. As large as a man, she is a total i tar ian
enforcer, famous for her lack of mercy and sexual enjoyment of
conquest and slaughter.

The Legion i tsel f  marches to a s low cadence (1ike today's French
Foreign Legion).  Each man is over s ix feet  taI l  and wears bear
skin cowls over their helmets. The drums beat and the Legion
moves slowly f rom the shadowed streets into a space of  l ight .
The Zingarans watch from buildings and windows and street sides--
encouraged to cheer by burly Aquilonian giants walkingi among them
in chain mai l .

CLOSE DIERA--HER MOTHER--Watch, her eyes are moist wj-th
apprehension.
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\-/ '  AELDRA--OTHERS--V0atch--the shadows of the standards pass over
them. Aeldra looks up at  the splendid f igure of  the Empress,
their  eyes meet.  The Empress's gaze is icy cold and. imperious,
and turns Aeldra's eyes.

CUT TO:

THRONE IIALL--The throne is empty. But the room j-s f i l led with
Agui lonians and Zingaran court  of f ic ia ls.  Next to the empty
throne on ei ther s ide are the ivory cur j - Ie chairs of  Imperial
author i ty.  Cl-osest to us s i ts Theodesia--magnif icent ly
sculptured and cruel. Fortunas is standing. Behind are Scauria
Carni fexia,  Felexio and Metal lus.

FORTUNAS
For valor and disdain for your own
safety.  fndeed, Ioyal  dedicat ion to
what we l ive for--holding the Sacred
Line. I  am pleased Publ ius Kon.

Now we see Kon, bowing.

FORTUNAS
--Take this smal l  token of  the
State 's grat i tude.

Scaur ia Carni fexia steps forward with a wreath made of  bronze.

CARNIFEXIA
The Crown of Bronze for defending
the State 's interests.

THEODESIA
A brave son-- f ight ing at  h is father 's
side. How do you feel Publius Kon?

KON
I would have done the same for
any al1y.  I t  is  my duty my Empress.

She smi les.

KON
It  just  happened to be my father.

This is unexpected--gj-ves Kon an edge. Theodesia is surpr i -sed
and smi les at  h im.

THEODESTA
And how fares the King, Publius?
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KON
The King is mending, my Empress.
I 'm sure that pleases you.

He bows to her,  holding his crown on. He turns and leaves.
Cl ivus stands.

CLIVUS
Consul  Gaius Metal lus.

Metal lus walks forward passing Kon. Metal lus gives him a pleased
smi1e. He walks up to the Emperor and Empress--salutes.
Fortunas watches to see Kon eJone, then returns the salute.

FORTUNAS
Alas, the worthy Metal lus,  a man of
the highest order.  We--we are but
the inher i tors of  c iv i l izat ion.
Whereas men l ike yoursel f  r ise to
r ide the Publ ic Horse. You are i ts
true protectors.  There i -s no honor
I  can give you Meta11us. You have
too many already.

He laughs.

THEODESIA
VIe thought you should know that the
Zingaran Legion peacekeeping in
Kara Khi ta i  have revol ted.

METALLUS
Revolted !

THEODESIA
Yes, mut in ied. Ki l led their  of f icers
and any other of ours they could f ind.
By the t ime author i t ies reacted they
had marched off--disappeared into the
desert .

METALLUS
Coming back here no doubt. Part of the
plot. Who leads them?

Cl ivus Leans in,  Fel-exio looms over hj-s shoulder.

CLIVUS
\-_-- Skelas Michaes.



METALLUS
The Protector of  the Crown!

FELEXIO
Exact ly!  The King's r ight  arm.

METALLUS
We've found a few who f led that night.
They've confessed, but they want to
see the King.

FORTUNAS
They must be crucif ied imrnediately.

METALLUS
But we might learn more from them.

THEODESTA
No, the Emperor is r ight .  Let  just ice
be swift.  We know what is happening
Here.

CARNTFEXTA
And we know what to do about i t .

He looks at  the huge bronze-armored Carni fexia whose eyes show
the gl int  of  sat isfact ion.  He looks back to Theodesia and
Fortunas.

METALLUS
-And the Zingaran Legion my Emperor?

FORTUNAS
Let them come home. I wil l  slaughter
them at the c i ty gates.  The Empress
wi l l  enjoy the spectacle.

She takes.his hand in hers and leans against  h im.

THEODESIA
That is al l  for  now Consul .

CUT TO:

AQUILONIAN CANTONMENT--By the gates, a crowd of Zingarans watch
in horror as four crosses are erected with men cruci f ied on them
Carni fexia r ides below in her char iot  g iv ing instruct ions as the
are raised. A f i f th cross is st i l l  on the ground, where

J Legionar ies nai l  the feet and hands of  the thug, Gothio,  who



threatened Conan in the inn not long ago. He screams out in pai
with each hammer blow.

The Aquilonians work quickly. The Emperor, in a scarlet and
golden robe, watches from a special  tent .  Theodesia is at  h is
side holding him and watching the execut ions.  Dust raises as a
chari-ot comes down the hi l l  from the castle.

CLOSE CHARIOT--Being driven by none other than Conan the King.
He is wrapped in dark blue robes and wears his crown. He pul1s
up in f ront  of  the last  cross,  confront ing Scaur ia Carni fexia.

CONAN
Who ordered this?

Felexio is suddenly there behind him with a huge blond Nordheime
Legionary.

CARNIFEXIA--An imposing f igure, in thick bronze and purple robes
looks him up and down.

CARNIFEXIA
'Just ice !  Good Aqui lonian-- just ice !
Reward for virtue--punishrment for
wrong! You see King, how quickly
Aqui lonia punishes the transqressor?
After al l  he t r ied to k i I I - -you.

Conan pulIs the charj-ot close to the man he knew. The eyes wide
in recogrnit ion. His mouth opens as i f  to speak but he says
nothing.

CARNIFEXIA
He seems to know you.

Conan whirls around.

CONAN
He should.  I  am his King! Is his
King but a dog, that Aquilonia crucj-f ies
his subjects at  wi l l? Is the King too
weak to do his own just j -ce?

CARNTFEXIA
Aquilonia makes no account of her
act ions to barbar ian Kings.

Conan faces her.
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CARNIFEXTA
He wi l l  d ie as the State wishes.

Conan looks at the man's face--now with eyes that are pleading to
him. The man moves his l ips.  Conan leans close.

GOTHIO
Not-- th is way.

CONAN
No--

He leans back, Iooks at the menacing Amazon form of Carnifexia,
then to Felexio, then down. Suddenly his robe j-s drawn asi.de and
with a f lash of  steel  he bur ies a short  sword up to the hi l t  in
Gothio 's s ide.  Blood runs over his hand, the horses smel l  i t  and
lurch forward. He pu1ls the sword out and Gothio l-ets out a long
sigh and his head fal ls l imp and dead. Conan wheels around.

CONA}I
He dies as I  wish-- I ike a man.

-  Carni fexia steps forward her hand on her gladius.  Conan leans
out and slaps her with a powerful back-hand using the f lat of his
bl-oodied blade. She recoi ls but doesn' t  faI I ,  her sword drawn.
Felexio draws too, the soldiers ready spear and shield.  Conan
wheels his char iot  around facingr Carni fexia.

CONAN
You want some of i t  b i tch!
( to Felexio)

What about you? I '  1I show you who
rules here!

Suddenly a voice r ings out.

VOICE
He rules

They turn.  I t  is  Metal lus--walk ing towards them.

METALLUS
After al l  i t  is  hrs k ingdom.

He stands next to Conan's char iot .

METALLUS
It le are just  guests here.

He looks up at  Conan.
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METALLUS
Go back my fr i-end. I wil l  mend
whatever needs mending here--

He stares down Felexio,  smi les at  Carni fexia.

CONAN
Which river do you drink from
Gaius Metal lus?

METALLUS
The one that quenches my thirst.

Conan puI1s his matched horses around and thunders off under the
f ive crosses.

CUT TO:

THEODESfA--Wa1king with Metal lus,  she wears a whi te s i lken robe,
part  of  which t ra i ls away in the twi l ight  breeze

THEODESIA
I was especial ly pleased with your
handl i -ng of  the King, Consul .

METALLUS
It is what you employ Ine for Empress.

THEODESIA
--But--He did defy an Imperial  Off icer.
One of  my favor i te Generafs.

METALLUS
Perhaps we should be tolerant.

THEODESTA
Because Conan is your fr lend Consul?

METALLUS
Perhaps he should be arrested and
put to death.

Theodesia stops.

METAILUS
But i f  you decide to do sor remember
that Aqui lonian law requires that
Royal  b lood cannot be spi l led except
in batt le.
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THEODESIA
Suffocation, wrapped in felt  and ridden
over by horses? DrownJ-ng? It is too
warm to freeze a man.

METALLUS
My dear Empress you are too
imaginative. f  reconmend poison.

THEODESIA
Why of course, how obvious.

She looks him over di f ferent ly.

IHEODESTA
' I thought he was your fr iend Consul.

METAILUS
I am only a servant of  the State
my Empress. I t  is  not  for  me to
decide.

CUT TO:

Night--KON--Wa1king through the streets of  Messant ia,  head bare
with the tunic and cloak of  an ordinary c i t izen. He is careful
and wishes to see as few as possible.  He knocks at  the door of
the Pict ish Witch.  I t  is  open. He pushes i t .  She is s i t t ing by
the f , i re--Diera at  her s ide laying seduct ively.

WITCH
You could not stay away from her
could you?

KON
No.

Diera rushes to him throws her arms around him. He ki-sses her
f iercely,  then l -ooks at  her mother.  His eyes are savage.

WITCH
f'11 leave you alone.

She gets up graceful ly and is gone into a back room. He looks
around not trustingr something.

DIERA
I worr ied.  You could have
been ki l led.
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He pul1s her down by the f ire and takes her with a passion that
is ancient,  racial ,  beyond his control .

DISSOLVE TO:

KON--Laying by the f i re wi th his breeches on but shir t less.  His
sword lays at  h is s ide and his arm is around Diera.  A jugr of
wine is nearby,  and a rabbi t  roasts on the f l icker ing f i re.  Kon
has dozed of f  and a shadow passes over him. First  Diera's eyes
open, she sits up covering herself and awakens Kon who looks up
into the face of :

CONAII--Looming over him, the Witch at his side.

KON
How did you f ind me?

WITCH
I brought him.

Conan kneels over him.

CONAN
Quiet !  L isten to what I  say.

Kon starts to speak, Conan puts his hand out.

CONAN
They are going to k i l l  me.

.KON
V{ho?

CONAN
You know who. Your masters. The
Emperor,  Civ i t izat ion.  Aqui lonia!
They have to! --f defy them--They
cnush those who defy them!

KON
But you are their--

CONAN
Friend and a1ly? You believed

that which they taught you about
the Sacred Line? The chain that

,  is  stronger than any man? Bigger?
Greater?



Yes.
KON

CONAN
WeIl the l ine is made of trust and
fai th,  not  steel .  And that is where
they l ie!  They use our fa i th and
trust  and we are fools in their  eyes.
They betray us and i t  is  the worst
th ing men do. But they wi l l  pay.

He grabs Kon's hand and gr ips i t  in his f is t .

CONAN
Trust Crom and yoursel f .
to ld you that.

KON
I l is tened!

He puts a crude crown in his hand.

I once

CONAN
This is the t rue Crown of  Zingara
not that  s i l ly  th ing f  wear.  I t  j -s
made of iron which we take from the
ground and hammer with our skil-l and
sweat and make something of. This
is the t rue wealth of  man. I t  is
yours i f  you earn i t .

Kon puI1s himsel f  up,  Iooks at  the crown-- i t  is  crude, ancien
from the bowels of the earth.

CONAN
You must take the gir l  and her
mother.  I 've lef t  jewels.

He grabs a sack ful l  of something.

CONAN
You must leave this place--You
cannot do anything for me. Go
amongst the Picts and they wil l
know what to do.

Kon grabs his other hand.

KON
I'11- not leave you father!
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CONA}T
Men are not great.  They are
not gods, just  men and they fool
themsel-ves.  They are greedy,
lustful and bl ind--but they know
what j-s r ight and what is wrong.
I was wrong and I can never make
that up to you.

Kon takes the crown of  i ron.

CONA}I
There are no great races or peoples.
Only the strong and the weak, the
false or the t rue. Being a fool--
You can be so much more than I.

He qets up goes Lo the door.

CONAN
It t  s up to you now.

,,_,-, looks at him, the V{itch looks to him. He hol-ds the crown in his
hand.

KON (to Witch)
Who was my mother?

WITCH
Some say it  was the Daughter of
the Snows.

KON
Take me to the Ficts.

CUT TO:

WATER--Pouring over marble--cascadingr down upon Conan, who sits
under an art i f ic ia l  waterfal l  in his baths.  Fire pots give of f  a
red hue as they warm the water.  A fa int  steam dr i f ts overhead.
Conan is attended to by his concubines who rub his shoulders and
dress his wounds with scented oi ls.  Conan ]ooks of f  down an
arcade where gossamer curtains blow in a fa int  breeze.

He sees a shadow-- i t  grows into a distant sensuous f igure of  a
graceful  woman. Conan snaps hJ-s f ingers.  His concubines l -ook to

\7.  h im. He dismisses them with a wave. They scurry of f .
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Now the f igure gl ides toward him, indeed al l  si lk, and the l iqht
reflecting off a smooth oi l-ed thigh or shoulder. The woman j-s
fol lowed by a servant who bears a tray. She moves with a slow
walk--stopping tentat ively behind the thin curtains.  Conan
stands and wraps himself in golden cloth.

ZULIEKA
I have not seen you since they
tr ied to take your l1fe.

CONAN
It 's been too long.

ZULIEKA
Are you well my lord?

CONAN
Enough.

She enters and lays down on an elevated cushion. She indicates
the tray be placed before her.

ZULIEKA
Roast porks and veals to give you
sustenance. And wine to forqet
Your Paj-n.

CONAN
We barbar ians don' t  feel  pain.
But we enjoy wine.

She pours two goblets-- the s lave l -eaves. She passes him some
meat on a skewer.  He takes i t  and eats i t  beast ly,  1ets the
grease drip down his chin.

ZULIEKA
How does i t  taste?

IIe grabs her by her hair  twists her head to him and kisses her
roughly.  She tr ies to pul1 away but he kisses her deeply.  She
gasps, then bi tes at  h is neck and pul ls away smi l ing wantonly.

ZULIEKA
You haven' t  t r ied the wine.

He looks in her eyes then to the goblet  puts i t  to his l ips and
dr inks i t  down ful ly.  Then he runs his tongue over his l ips.



CONAI'I
Wine of  Shiraz.  FuII ,  wi th hints
of cobra venom and a faint taste of
almonds. Black nightshade? Smooth
with a long f in ish.

She suddenly has fear in her eyes

CONA}I
Why there is just enough for you.

He grabs her goblet in one vice-l ike qrip and in a l ightening
stroke, grabs her other hand wrenching her to him.

The two almost naked f igures panting and struggling through the
drif t ing mist and gossamer curtaj-ns--they arch and ro11 back j-nto
the shadows. She's gasping almost cry i -ng out--a gurgl ing sound,
her chokj-ng cough--more gurgl ing-- the goblet  c l inks and rol ls
across the pol ished marble t r ick l ing wj-ne. Now only their
breathing then she lets out a horr i f ic  scream. Her legs shining
in the l ight thrash about.

CUT TO:

WIZARD--Running down the haIIway.

WTZARD
Help me! Help me! Murder!
The King has been murdered!

Peop1e come out of  doors--guards,  lackeys, Aqui lonian court iers.
Felexio is suddenly there in tunic,  but  holding a sword.

WIZARD
Murder!  The King is dying!
He's been poisoned!

Suddenly Metal lus is there wi th Cl ivus.

METAILUS
Where?

He grabs the Wizard.

WIZARD
In his bath-- the Lady Zul ieka--
She is poisoned too!

Metal lus and the others rush past the Wizard.  He turns and sees
.J in the hallway, Carnifexia, without armor, the Emperor and

Empress. They whisper to each other.



lt2

CUT TO:

BATHS--Zulieka twists in a few f inal convulsions on the marble,
and sl ides headfirst into the water. Conan is face down and
unmoving on the f l-oor. Hls one hand clutching at a cloth of gold
curtains, his other gripping the wj-ne goblet. Wine is pooled
around his head. He lays perfect ly st i l l  whi le a few bubbl-es
emerqe from the water. Metal lus rushes in--goes to Conan.
Felexio and Cl ivus stand over.

METAILUS
He's dead--poisoned!

FELEXIO
She appears to have shared his
fate--pi ty.

Meta1lus looks up at  h lm.

FELEXTO
Such a beautiful- woman.

..\  Metal lus stands as Fortunas and Theodesia enter--behind themt Carni fexia,  wi th several  of  her most strapping soldiers.
Metal lus turns to them.

METALLUS
The King is dead.

FORTUNAS
Then f claim sovereignty in the
name of the Senate and People of
Aqui lonia.

THEODESIA
What of  h is son?

FORTUNAS (To Felexio)
Find him--there must be no
compl icat ion.

Carni fexia str ides forward.

CARNIFEXIA
Obviously a palace plot--his
concubj-nes, servants--they are
al- l- in on it  !

Metal lus looks to Theodesia.
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THEODESIA
We must f ind his son.

CARNIFEXIA
Put them all  to death, scourqe
the disease before i t  spreads.

At that moment the Wizard rushes in and is seized.

WIZARD
I had nothing to do with i t .
I  was asleep.

FORTUNAS
f'm afraid we must nul l i fy  in

'  order to achieve balance and
stabi l i ty .

Metal- lus leans down next to Conan as the Wizard is dragged away.

METALLUS
Cover him'and take him to my
quarter.  He was my fr iend.

FORTUNAS
Yes, he was.

CUT TO:

WOMEN--Scream as the Aquilonian guards bring in Conan's
concubines, binding them and sewing them up in felt  shrouds as
they scream and writhe.

CLOSE WIZARD--Twistj-ng as they sew the shroud over his face--

CLOSE METALLUS--Ca1m, detached, he looks at Conan, who is half
turned over. He reaches down, looks at his face--he seems quite
dead. The Wizard screams.

METALLUS
Take care of him damn you!

The men go to assist  wi th the Wizard,  and Metal lus thrusts a
dagger inside the shroud and roLls Conan over on it .

METALLUS
Now f  in i -sh th is.

CUT TO:
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THE BLACK RIVER--Kon, Diera and her mother are rowed across the
moonlit  water toward the dark lmpenetrable forest on the other
side. They pass, going downstream, by the royal  docks. Torches
are seen comi-ng down the pier. The party ducks down and sl ips by
in the current and disappears into the darkness of  the r iver.

CUT TO:

DocK--Aquilonian Legionaries carry the bundled forms of the felt
shrouds over their  shoulders,  they twist  and struggle-- the
screams of  the women muted by the thick fabr ic.  A Pr iest  of
Mitra gives invocations fol lowed by others bearing torches and
swinging smoking pots.  At  the end of  the pier stands Carni fexia,
shapely in her gathered robe, her long black hair  b lowing in the
wind.

CARNIFEXIA
First  the women!

One is propped on her feet--Carni fexia pushes her over screaming
to plunge into the dark water.  One af ter  another are quickly
presented and dispatched this wdy, their  screams gone with a
splash, a bi t  of  struggle.  Carni fexia is caught up in the sheer
sadist ic rush of  i t  a l l - - f inat ly the Wizard,  k icking and
thrashing.

CARNIFEXIA
Throw him!

Two bur ly Seventh Legion ki l lers in Wol- f 's  Heads throw him far
into the r iver.

METATLUS
Now the King.

He grabs his ankles, Felexio the top, and they swi-ng his dead
form.

METALLUS
Goodbye comrade.

He is thrown far out and splashes into the moonlight and is gone.
Metal lus turns and walks away. Felexio fo l lows. Fortunas and
Theodesj-a watch from shore. OnIy Carnj-fexia seems to stare out
at  the blackness of  the other s ide

CUT TO:

UNDERWATER--FELT--A dagger ripping through--huge hands pu1l the
shroud away--Conan bursts forth, swims after the sinking shroud



nearby--grabs i t ,  r ips i t  wi th his dagger--puI ls the Wizard out
by his col lar .  He swims up dragging the Wizard st i l l  hal f
shrouded.

CLOSE CARNIFEXIA--She turns back to the others, who proceed back
to the cast le.

RIVER--Conan and the Wizard break the surface--Conan holds the
Ial izard's head up. Both 9asp, they've dr i f ted away from the pier
but Carni fexia stops-- looks back. Conan goes under wi th the
Wizard.  She watches a second, seems sat isf ied then goes on.
Conan and the Wizard come up much farther down river.

CLOSE CONAN--I,'IIzARD--Breathing hard. .
CONAN

Can you swj-m?

WIZARD
Not wel1.

CONAN
Then vou'11 drown.

WIZARD
The others--the poor women?

CONAN
They never hurt  anyone. She'11
pay. I  swear to Crom she' l - l  pay!

He grabs the Wizard by the col lar  and starts for  the other s ide.

CUT TO:

THE FOREST--DARK--Shadows that gl ide l ike spir i ts. Kon makes his
way through the waist-high ferns dinly l i t  by l ight of a f i l tered
moon. A huge f lapping thing breaks into f l iqht from a tree
overhead. Diera gasps in fr ight and clutches her mother. They
l-ook to Kon and his gl int ing short sword.

WITCH
Do you bel ieve in magic?

KON
My father once told me, when I
was a boy, that  a l l  th ings of  th is
earth can be cut wi th steel .



ItIITCH
He is wrong, al l  th ings that are
warm and have the blood of  l i fe--
But there are things that are cold--

She is j-nterrupted by movement ahead--men. Dark and crouched,
they stand out of  the ferns.  The Witch steps forward and speaks
in a strange Gael ic tongue that is not l ike speech at  a l l ,  but
more l ike song. It  has definite rhythms and meter to the sounds
She is answered by one of the dark men. They move ahead, she
fol lows with Kon and Diera.

CLEARING--They emerge. Two chariots are brought up, their
dr ivers f ierce in the moonl ight ,  wi th red hair  t ied over their
heads. They are bare-chested and covered in blue tatoos that
even show in the moonl ight .  They wear t rousers of  a Tartan plai
wool ,  and carry long ornate swords at  their  waists.  Kon is wary

WITCH
Get i -n.

He does-- the Pict  looks him over contemptuously,  but  Kon is
probably equal ly as scary to him. Diera gets in wi th him, holds

' him. The Witch cl imbs in the other chariot, and the driver
Iashes the horses and they hust le through the forest ,  the
dappl ing moonl ight  f l icker ing over Kon and Diera-

FENS--Wide gleaming marshes--the two chariots run across the
hor izon to:

HILLS--Low, covered in heather and stones--the moon, low in the
night sky now, as they make their  way.

CUT TO:

CONAN--WIZARD--Warming themselves over a small f ire of coals by
the side of  the r iver.  f t  is  ear ly dawn. Nei ther have much
clothing and shiver in the ear ly chi l l .

CONAN
YesterdaylwasaKing.

WTZARD
Ahd today?

CONAN
Cold and hungry.  L i fe is never
disappoint ing.



CONAN
Crom, I 'm st i l l  here and I
enjoy your joke.

They hear horses. Conan douses the f ire and the two throw
themselves into an irr igation ditch and half submerge. Along a
nearby road, a patrol  of  Aqui lonian Cavalry thunder past,  bear ing
the Upraised Hand Standard of the Seventh Legion.

CUT TO:

CONAN--WfZARD--Staring at an o1d plow horse and mule corral led
behind a farmer 's hut.  I t  is  st iL l  dawn.

VOICE
You want a horse?

They turn and see a sturdy gray-bearded FARMER--two large Young
Men have gotten between them and the road. The old Farmer has a
spear.  The boys have a ma1let  and a scythe. Conan looks them up
and down.

CONAN
Yes.

FARMER
How you qonna pay for i t? You
don't even have any shoes--Your
Maj esty.

Conan st i f fens.

CONAN
You know who I am?

FARMER
They say you are dead.

CONAN
Do I  look i t?

FARMER
Close--and older than f remember.
Crassides--Pr imus Pi lus--Third Cohort .

He comes to at tent ion,  the spear straight up.



CRASSIDES

llffi: ifi"T" 
sons--Attention boYs !

They do l ikewise, 
"*r-nn.

CRASSIDES
You don' t  remember me Sire.  Of
course I  wasn' t  ta lk ing to Generals
or Kings in those days, and when
you retired us and gave us this
land, I  was just  another soldier.

CONAN
TeIL me Crassides, was I  a good King?

CRASSIDES
Far as f  know Sir .  You made us
r ich and fat .  And you were just .
A just  King, that 's always the best
King. Damn those bastards for  k i l l ing
you S5-re.  _They say your son is st i l - I
around though. They're looking for
him.

CONAN
To ki l l  h im, so they can claim
Imperium over Zingara. How do
you feel  about that  Crassides?

CRASSIDES
Legionary Crassides Sire.  I  feel
I would rather die a free man at
your s ide.

CONAN
Do you think others would feel
this way? FolJ-ow a dead King?

CRASSIDES
My boys--Right boys?

They nod. Conan looks them over--an army?
Civi l izat ion wi th? Yesterday he was Ki-ng.

To
He

fiqht al-
looks up

Crom?
CONAN

CUT T
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:+' A STONEHENGE-LIKE TEMPLE--Bare monoliths on a stark rock strewn
ridge in the Pict ish highlands. I t  is  a dark af ternoon and a
storm has blown through. The skies are angry gray and b1ack.
Kon, wrapped in his cfoak, stares out at  the bleak landscape.
Diera and the Witch take shel ter  below in the lee of  the great
stones. He turns,  Ieans down to her.

KON
Is my mother st i l l  a l ive?

WITCH
No!

She pauses-- looking away.

WITCH
'-And yet--she is wi th us.

KON
TelI  me!

WITCH
She was taken by the fce Worm.
They gave her to the Ice Worm.
Some say she l ives j -n i t  st i l l ,
l ike al l  i ts  v ict ims.

KON
Who? Who did this?

VilITCH
Priests--Shamans*- long ago-- Perhaps
because she slept wi th your father.
Because she bore you.

KON
How do you know?

WITCH
It  was cold for  four years--as
if the j-ce were coming back. We
remembered the ice in our dreams.

She grabs him.

WITCH
The ice is gone-- the old race is
gone. Even the Worms of the Earth--
gone. Only the One remains and so
we gave her to him.
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.-/ KON
You?

WITCH
Yes. I  was a Pr iestess of  the Moon.
A11 men wanted me' but--

She strokes Diera's head. Diera's eyes blaze.

WITCH (distant)
The Snow Gj-ant's daughter was more
than I .  She was the most beaut i fu l - -
she had the power to bl ind men with
desire.  An so my voice was against
her,  and we took her to the Ice Worm's
lair. And I thought she was gone.

Tears rol f  down her face.

WITCH
I knew you would come back--Your
father would be a King. --My
daughter--al l  th is I  saw--I  knew
and it  came to be. I am--dammed.
The gods wil l  not take me and
give me peace.

Kon leans back against  the stone, the wind blows cold across his
face. l l i -s soul  is  chi l led.

KON
--Then we are both damned--The
Ice Worm.

WITCH
--She-- the Snow Giant 's Daughter
said that  the spir i t  of  the th ing
entered your father and that you
are i ts son.

KON
You take me to i ts la i r  and we shal l
see who's son f  am

CUT TO:

NIGHT--Trackless fens and r idges of  whi te rock,  damp and cold
with the wind. A huge moon r is ing throws i ts l ight  on Kon's
face. He strains to move a huge slab of  rock,  carved with
ancient runes.
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WITCH
What wil l  you do? You cannot
ki I l  i t  wi th steel-- i t  is  cold--
colder than the great ice.

He reveals steps crudely cut  ages before,  going into a dark
pr imeval  darkness. He sl ips down, tucking his gladius in f ront .
He barely squeezes in.

KON
The helmet--bag.

She hands them to him, he wedges down into the darkness.

CUT TO:

A SPARK--Again,  then Kon's face is i l l -uminated by the c loth and
powder he has spr inkled, as the f i re l ights

WOOD--SmaI1 pieces added--Kon looks over his shoulder.  The cave
is rounded, wi th r idges l ike the inside of  some beast.  Ice on
the f loor gleams. Kon puts more wood on the f i re-- i t  g lows. He
takes out a water skin that  he uses l ike a be] lows to blow on the
blaze. Then he adds pieces of  b lack anthraci te-- the coal-  of  the
fens and marshes.

CUT TO:

COAIS--Red hot glowing--Kon's sword stuck in them.

CLOSE KON--He looks at the f loor--strange shapes carved j-nto i t
by something. Pi les of  bones--cracked and mashed in the corners.
The bones are ground and munched, but parts of sku}ls and ribs
ident i fy them as human. Kon st i rs the coals wi th his red hot
blade.

CUT TO:

THE BLACK AIVD RED WOLF HEAD STANDARD OF THE ZINGARAN
LEGION--Marching in the dust along the river bank--they extend
back into a c loud of  dust-- ten thousand men. They walk l ike men,
not l ike the dr i l l -ed machine of  the Aqui l -onians. But in th is is
their  strength,  for  they are coming home to their  wives,  sons and
daughters in per i l .  At  the vanguard is Michaes in armor.  He
sees dust ahead

M]CHAES
Dust,  a char iot  approaching.
Archers f ront !
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Archers fan out, ready for what comes.

DUST--OuI of which trots a mule with Conan astr ide i t ,  a cape
blowing from his shoulders.  Behind him trots the plowhorse
pul l ing a crude wagon with the Wizard and Crassides. His sons
run alongside carrying scythes.

MICHAES--Grins widely.  He cannot bel ieve i t .

MIC}IAES
The King!

Conan pul Is up his mule--he wears a r id iculous wide hat of  straw.

MICHAES
Hai l  Sire,  f  am glad you l ive.
Where is your crown?

CONAN
I lef t  i t  in Zingara

He looks at the men who rush around. Many of these he trained,
and al- l  know him from their , fathers and uncles.  The words
"Conan--King Conan--the King l ives" are passed in whispers.

CONAN
Wil l  you hear me? I  want al l
of you to know what I say. My
crown is in Messant ia.  They took
it from me--Stranqers that do not
l ive there. I trusted them and
I was wrong. I  t rusted and I
grew soft  and r j -ch as wel l  as
foolish and weak. I forgot what
it  is to be a man. I became a
King--Their King and so in t ime
they took my crown!

He looks around at  a l l  the faces.

CONAN
But you st i l - l  t rust  me. To you
I am sti l l  your King, and the Crown,
i t  is  not  mine to lose. I t  is  yours,
I have failed your Comrades, and so
I must go and get i t  back.

,,,---/ Silence.
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MICHAES
Did you hear--the King, your King
is going back to get his crown! Are
there a few amongst you who would
help him? I  wi l l .

Voices--hands raised: " I - -Yes-- I  wi l l  go."

MICHAES
A few--Who loves their country
and their King?

More men raise their  hands.

MICHAES
A few who would march against
those who cal l  themselves our
masters?

More shout ing--now the whole Legion is ast i r .

CENTURION
That Crown of Jewels was not
our Crown!

AQUTLIFER
Our Crown is I ron!

CONAIV
Witl  you make me one? Wil l  you
make me a Crown of fron?

CENTURION
Yes--That is what a King must
wear!  f ron!

Screaming--rais ing of  shields,  c lanking swords against  them--
screaminq: "Yes! Yes! Crown of  f ron!"  Ten thousand men as
one: "Yes we wi l l  go wi th you to Zingara!  Yes we wi l l  be at
your s ide!"

BELLOWS--FIRE--ARMORERS-Pound1ng out a round ring of laurels--a
Crown of  l ron.

UT TO:

COALS--Red hot in the darkness. Kon's eyes f lash at  the sound of
somethj-ng deep in the darkness. A shr i l l  keening, almost

,--, mournful, emanates. He stands up, pulls his cloak around him as
it has suddenly gotten cold. Frost forms on the ribbed stone
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.v surfaces. The barest  l ight  comes from the coal-s,  but  a dim
f l icker ing appears far  in the darkness. Then he sees:

TWO GREENISH EYEs--Radiating ahead, swaying from side to side but
gett ing c loser.  The wa11 of  the almost organic tunnel-  ref lect
br ief ly in the cold l ight .

KON--Up and walking towards it--frost forming on the wal-1s--ice
on the f loor of  stone.

THE FIRE--Goes out-- the coals gone--only a blue cold dimness
gives shape.

CUT TO:

WITCH--Throwing runes into the dirt wail ing in some ancient
tongue, cry ing and rending her hair--out of  her mj-nd. Diera
shr inks f rom her.

CUT TO:

THE TUNNEL--OuI of which emerges the Ice Worm--white, sl ippery as
a frozen lake--coi l ing and thrust ing not l ike a snake, but a
giant worm. f ts head is smal ler  than i ts body--round and white,
wi th the two glowing eyes. I t  opens i ts mouth--rows and rows of
smal1 sharp teeth.  Gl istening on i - ts head, between the eyes, is
a spear- I ike horn of  g leaming diamond ice.  The keening--cry ing
sound is almost l ike the Witch above. As the Worm comes forward,
everything is frozen hard and glassl ike around it .  Now the whole
pale body glows and l ights the translucent wal- l-s of the cave, as
if thi-s is al l  in some immense dark glacier coming from the
bowels of  the earth.

KON--Cloaked in his robes--his mouth covered, walks towards i t - -
stops-- the creature s l ides at  h im, i ts head l i f t ing.

KON
Crom! Damn you!

The thing seems enraged at the god's name--opens its blue mouth--
blows out a f rosty stench that f reezes on Kon's face.

CLOSE KON--He casts back his robes to reveal his helmet held by
i ts straps--glowing-- f i l led wi th coals.  He pul ls his reddened
sword from it and back-handedly f l ings the helmet and its f iery
contents into the yawning mouth of the Worm. Coals and qlowing
metal  are quickly gone. A shr ieking occurs,  the o1d Worm shakes
and convul-ses,  pu1ls in on i tsel f .  The noise takes on an
unearthly,  afmost human intensi ty.  The white skin convulses
violent ly--suddenly the mouth opens and water- l ike l iquid spews
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out f looding the f loor. Kon leaps on the thing behind the head
and plunges his red hot sword into i t .  Water and red burst
for th.  I t  b1eeds! He plunges again-- th is t ime behind the eyes,
then he pul1s the blade free and throws himse1f back-

KON--On the cave f loor, watches as the Ice Worm writhes and
twists screeching in i ts death agony. I t 's  b l -oated be1ly turns
out toward him. He stands and hacks it  open--r ipping down its
length.  Bones and water and red f lu id th inner than blood gush
forth. And something else--bright red and catching the dim l ight
in a sparkle.  A huge red stone--The Eye of  the Serpent--Kon
scrambles for  i t .

CLOSE--His hand reaches i t - -

KON--Suddenly he is imbued with a power and determination that is
elemental .  He kicks the f lopping head away--pul ls himsel f  up and
with his sword he swings at  the horn of  ice.  C1ang--he glares in
pr imordial  hatred--winds back--swings two handed for al-1 he's
worth.  Clenge! The horn f l - ies end over end into darkness.

CUT TO:

KON--Emerqing from the qround, thrusting up l ike surfacingi from
deep water through the narrow passage way. He f inds the sky dark
with a v io lent storm. Wind--rain whips across his face. He
looks to Diera,  who is holding her mother 's l imp form--the
Witch's rain soaked hair  hanging down, her face ashen and
l i fe less.  Diera's face is streaming with tears and rain.  She
howls incantations into the wind. Kon is wrapped in his cloak
and soaked, his hair  b lows and his eyes are dark pools of
unspoken emotion and now a strangie wisdom, a maturity. He cl imbs
out carry ing the horn.  Diera sees i t  and starts screaminq, l -ets
her mother go--she cowers away. He puts the horn in his bel-t and
gent ly picks up the Witch's l i fe less body--puts his forehead to
her cheek and holds her.  Then he stands and reaches for--Diera
comes to him. He takes her hand.

CUT TO:

TEMPLE OF MITRA--Throbs to an ancient cadence of drums, the low
chant of  thousands of  voices.  Fortunas, Emperor of  the Civ i} ized
World--rul-er of an empi-re from Zingara to the Vilyet Sea, bows
with the exguis i te Empress Theodesia before the Pont i fex Maxj-mus,
who bestows the blessing of  Mitra upon them. Behind are the
Consuls,  Leqates,  Tr ibunes and the black mass of  the Legi ions.
The sLorm rages dark and fur ious here too.



SOLDfERS OF THE FRONTIER LEGION--CIad in golden armor lead a
white bul l  up the grani te steps to an al tar  of  purest  marble,
where a Headsman with an axe waits.

CLOSE THEODESIA--Arching her back and beckoning to the gods of
thunder, l ighting, darkness and power. The rain runs down her
face and arms and breast.

THE AXE IrIAN--Huqe and dark, I i f ts his ceremonial weapon.

CLOSE THEODESIA--fn some realm of passion as l ighting i l lurninate
her face and gleaming eyes--the thunder claps.

MARBLE STEPS--BIood running down them.

PONIFEX=-LEGION--CROWDS--Bowing and chanting a foreboding chant.

CUT TO:

THE FENS OF PfCTLAND--Fires burning in another circle of crude
monoliths. A strawman about ten feet high adorned with heather
and garlands of f lowers buffets in the wind. The storm has
broken. Below si ts the Pict ish King, Orlock Mac Morn on a thron,
of  stone slabs. He is surrounded by his ret inue of  b lue painted
and tat tooed war-men. Pict ish gir ls dance in a c i rc le around th,
straw-man as it  is set afire. As the f lames and smoke leap up,
we see the Witch's body, surrounded by Drui-ds, who bear her to a
grave on the lonely moor. Kon and Diera watch as women come
forth with garlands of f lowers and drape them over the dead
Priestess.

CUT TO:

ORLOCK MAC MORN--Looking sternly down from his seat.

MAC MORN
Why would I help you? How do
f know you are what you say?

Kon produces the simple round crown of iron that Conan gave him.

MAC MORN
Anyone could make that.

KON
The Pr iestess--You yoursel f  know
she was once great and--

MAC MORN
She is dead!
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\*/. He stands up.

KON
What of  th is!

He pu1Is f rom his bel t  the crystal  horn of  the Ice Worm. Mac
Morn recoils as do the Druids--the women scream out prayers and
incantat ions.

KON
My father said I  must break his
sword! I f  the spir i t  of  the Ice
Worm was with me then I am free
now! And you--you are free of the
ancient curse, but whi le you hesi tate' our enemies etrow stronger !

CUT TO:

I"IAP--In a splendid tent in the Aquilonian cantonment. Of f icers
and scribes wait for orders. Fortunas sits on an ivory campaign
chair, magnif icently drmored. The Legate commanding the Frontier
Legion and Carni fexia wai t  a long with Metal1us. Felexio str ides
in wearing dusty armor and cape.

FELEXIO
They are here--

He points to a posi t ion north on the edge of  Zingara.

FELEXTO
They are on our s ide of  the
Black River.

METALLUS
Their strength?

FELEXIO
One Legion-- the Wolf 's  Head, and
what rabble travel with them.

He hesi tates.

FORTUNAS
Go on.

FELEXIO
There's rumors that Conan is al- ive.
That he leads them.



FORTUNAS
He can' t  be!  I  saw him dead!

He quickly controls himsel f .

FORTUNAS (cal-m, confident)
What does i t  matter i f  he is.  He is
no more than a commander of barbarian
auxi l - iar ies.

METALLUS
They sometimes take pot ions,  these
barbar ian Kings, to ward of f  harm.
I 'm not superst i t ious,  but I 've seen
strange things. Maybe he is al ive.

CARNIFEXIA
Then f wil l  crush them and brinq
you his head.

METALLUS
No one can wi-thstand the Seventh
Legiion, but let us make an example
of them.

FORTUNAS
What do you mean?

He points to a t r ibutary of  the Black River--a val- l -ey leading to
Messant ia.

METALLUS
They wil- l  come up this gorge--try
and storm the gates by surprise at
niqht.

FORTUNAS
Why wouldn't they march up the road?

METALLUS
Because I  t ra ined Conan to str ike
fast  and with surpr i -se.  This is
consol j -dat ion of  force--his only
chance.

FORTUNAS
You seem to beli-eve these rumors--
of  h is bej-ng al ive.

METALLUS
One must discount nothing.
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Then what would you do Consul?

METALLUS
Let him come this way--onIy the gates
wi l l  be held by a Cohort .  He wi l l
stop there and when the sun comes up,
the entire city can watch an Aquilonian
Legion--

CARNIFEXIA
Trr*e Seventh!

FORTUNAS
'-Crush the barbar ian revol t .

He walks to the map.

FORTUNAS
The Seventh wil l  be hidden beyond
the northern road. We can block
him that way and swing around to
take him in the f lank af ter  he
emerges frorn this ravine of yours,
Metal lus -

FELEXIO
The Cohort guarding the gates wil l
be important--

METALLUS
I '  11 take that--

FORTUNAS
No--you'1I  be wi th me Consul .
I '11 need your--sage advise.  You
take the Cohort ,  Felexio.

FELEXIO
Thank you my Emperor.

FORTI.]NAS
-And you my goddess of str i fe--You

will lend me your splendi-d command?

Carni fexia is angry at  being cut out of  a l - l  the glory,  but  she
keeps her thoughts to hersel f .

CARNIFEXIA
An honor my Emperor.
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CUT TO:

I,IARSHES--FOG--EasI of the Zingaran Road. The distant Rabir ian
Hil ls loom as a shadow. The rebel army vanguard pushes through
the wetlands. A SCOUT sees higher ground ahead, and as i t
becomes dist inct ,  i t  is  seen that l ines of  f igures in loose
groups appear.

SCOUT
Figures--Somebody' s ahead!

CENTURION
Infantry to the f ront in phalanx.

Men rush forward and form a l ine

CENTURION
Cavalry and archers forward on
the f lank!

The horses have trouble negotiat ing the swamp. The Centurion can
i . - :  now see that i t  is  a crowd of  c iv i l ians,  just  people waving-- they

spread out and i t  can be seen that they are townsfolk,  farmers,
.. , ,_., refugees from the harsh Aquilonian oppression. Wagrons and carts

fol low. Men and women rush amongst the troops shaking hands,
kissing them. Horses are st .ar t led.  The Centur ions bark out
orders keeping the troops in formation. Here and there, a
trooper sees a wi fe or mother,  a son or daughter,  and starts for
them.

CENTURION
HoId your Line!

Conan and Michaes ride through the openings in a chariot drj-ven
by Crassides, now wearing armor and a helmet.

CRASSIDES
See Sire-- I  to ld you.

Suddenly Conan sees something.

CONAN
Over there-- to the lef t !

He sees a ta l - l -  b londe woman, stately and graceful  in her cape.

CRASSIDES
You have an eye for them Sire.
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rush--she stands taII and majestic as they thunder up and stop.
Conan looks down at  her.  She looks into his eyes, gl istening
with tears.  She wears a dagger at  her t r im waist .

CONAN
How did you know?

AELDRA
I heard rumors.

He reaches for her, pul ls her up into the chariot, they embrace.
Tears rol l  down his face. She pulls part of her robe up and
wipes his eyes.

AELDRA
It 's not r ight  for  a King.

CONAN (soft)
She said you would come from the
depths of  hel- I  to f  ight  at  my side.

AELDRA
Then I have.

He kisses her there and then, and the people cheer because i t  is
good to see their King kissing a cotnmon woman, one of their own.

CUT TO:

DUSK--METALLUS--FORTUNAS--WaIch1ng from the battlements as the
Seventh marches out below.

FORTUNAS
The city seems empty, Consul.

METALLUS
. They are afrai-d my Emperor.

FORTUNAS
What have they to fear? We are
civ i l ized men. We br ing order to
chaos. We al- l -ow the trader,  the
the merchant to grow, to f lourish.
I t  is  only behind the shield and
sword that art can bloom--poetry--
l i terature.  Al l  are paid for  by
our arms. Do they f ear weal-th and
power?
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METAILUS
Those are th ings to fear my Lord.

FORTUNAS
They are de:t jes.  Do you bel ieve
in the gods Consul-?

METAI,LUS
When i t 's  appropr iate Sire.

FORTUNAS
I don' t !  The gods are merely
entertainment. The rea-l god and
there is only one-- j -s power.  The
power of  thunder,  water,  wind, f i re.
The power of men who are not afraid
to use it .  --What formati-on do we
break these savages with tomorrow
Consul?

METALLUS
The Line with encirc l ing horns.

FORTUNAS
The School  solut ion.

METALLUS
It  has served me wel l  Sire.

FORTUNAS
True, i t  bought you the Crown of
Reeds and the Public Horse, but
thi -s must be a rout.  Total  war
without '  quarter.  Annihl lat ion.

CUT TO:

NIGHT--THE ZINGARAN ROAD--.Lying open under the moon. ft fades
into the distance, straight,  of  wel l  cut  stones--Conan stands
looking down i t .  To his lef t  begins the ravi .ne--sha11ow here but
stretching to steep tree covered cl i f fs on ei ther s ide.  Behind
Conan are Michaes, Crassides'  the Wizard--a few char iots.
Suddenly several- RIDERS gallop up from the rear.

RIDER
Sire--The Ri-ver !

Conan turns to his r ight ,  where f lows the Black River in the
':\ ,-- l  moonlight. Something is there!
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RTDER
Picts Sire!  Thousands of  them!

Conan can see great barges and canoes crossingi towards him. No
f i res--no sound.

CENTURION
Shal l  I  cal l  to defensive format ion?

CONAN
No!

CRASSIDES
But they are Picts Sire!

CONAN
Stand where you are! Weapons
at rest .

CUT TO:
' ORLOCK MAC MORN--And others leaping from long canoes, weapons

.:  g leaming--dressed for war.  With him are Kon and Diera.  The
Pictish King's men form around him. Mac Morn sees above, on the

'.--,r bluf f :

CONAN--Robe f lowing in the wind. A si lvery crown of j-ron on his
head, an axe and shield over his shoulder. Behind him, the
vanguard of his army stand at ease. A horse neighs before an
empty char iot .  A11 glow in s i lver l iqht .

MAC MORN--WaIks to him--Kon at his side.

MAC MORN
How many are they?

CONA}I
They have three Legions--The Frontier,
Emperorts Standard and--the Seventh.

MAC MORN
The Seventh-- the Black Seventh?

CONAN
Thirt lr  thousand men al l  together.

MAC MORN
That 's enough for me.

He looks over at  Kon.
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MAC MORN
I brought your son along. Thought
you might need him.

Conan looks into Kon's eyes. Kon looks r ight  back at  h im. They
love each other, but things wil l  never be easy between them.

CONAN
I do.

MICHAES
How can we beat them? They are
Aqui lonians-- three to one against
us.  They are the f  inest  soldj-ers
the world has ever seen.

CONA}T
?Ie don't have to beat them. We
just  have to beat one man, the
Emperor.  What is his weakness son?

KON
GlorY.

CUT TO:

NIGHT--GATES OF MESSANTIA--Riders hurt le towards them. fnfantry
run in formation behind. On the gates stand Felexio and other
Legates. The waII is thoroughly manned with archers and anti-
s ieqe devices.

RIDER
They come! They are here!

FELEXIO
Three Cohorts to the front!

Six hundred men in three thick phalanxes run and form the Line in
front of the qates. They hear a throbbing drurnming sound--a
cadence.

FELEXIO
Close the gates!

CLOSE LEGIONARIES--They know what this means. They are
expendable.  The gates are c losed. Fire pots f i l led wi th naphtha
and bal l is tas are loaded on the ci ty wal I .
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\-..- CLOSE THEODESfA--In golden sensuous curved armor and crimson
robe. She stands on the batt lements, hearj-ng the drumming sound
increase. She moves to Felexiots s ide.

THEODESIA
What is i t?

FELEXIO
Why, their footsteps Ernpress--

( turns )
--Fire pots!

Bal l is tas f i re,  hur l ing pots of  naphtha far into the night.  They
hit and explode in vicious spattering f lame, and l ight a mass of
Zj-ngaran infantry. The Zingarans let out a roar and charge the
Front ier  Cohorts.

THE LINES--Clash together below as the Empress watches. Vic j -ous
fighting occurs in the front ranks. Fi-reworks--pots, f lami-ng
hoops, etc.  are hur led at  the at tackers af ter  fa l l ing on the
hapless Front ier  Legionar ies.  Men whir l  about encased in burning
armor screaming. Huge rocks are thrown next, taking out sections
in the ranks.

CUT TO:

CONAI{--Standing in the darkness with Mi-chaes, Crassi-des and Kon--
watching part  of  h is men in the fut i le at tack.  The rest  of  h is
Zingarans are in forrnation hidden by darkness, gl-eaming in the
moonl ight .

CONAN
Now they have us exactly where
they want.

He turns to Kon.

CONAN
Now i t 's  t ime for you to go. No
matter what happens to us, you must
not depart from the plan--Understand?

KON
Understood.

They Look at  each other,  want ing to say something more, but
\_ nej- ther one can show his emot ion easi ly.  Kon goes. Conan turns

to Michaes.
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CONA}T
Allow the vanguard to withdraw
and reassemble!

FIGHTING--Trumpets and drums sound a recall .  The Zingarans cover
themselves with their  shields and retreat into the darkness. The
Aquilonians advance several paces after them.

CLOSE--FELEXfO--He sees this.

FELEXIO
Hold--Reform and remain in formation!

The orders are shouted down.
CUT TO:

FORTUNAS--CARNIFEXfA--In war chariots. He gives her a nod, she
holds up her hand. I t  is  fo l lowed by the I ron Hand Standard of
the Seventh. The entire Legion moves forward at the trot--armor
b1ack, chinking and cl-anking as the f i rst  l ight  spi l ls  over them
from the east.

si lhouetted by a dramatic coming ofRAB rRrAN MOUNTAINS- - Darkl y
dawn -

Z INGARAN LEGION- -Re formed
ravine comes out. Behind
covered heights.

in the width of  the def i le,  where the
them, the steeply s ided slopes and the

CONAN--Raises his hand-- the Wolf 's  Head Standard comes up. He
looks down the Line-- i t  is  straight--precise.  Michaes is at  h is
post at  the far  end. He l -ooks out at  the distant c i ty wal ls--
smoking, where the engagement was. On a hi l l  on his r ight ,  he
hears a beat ing thunder.  Suddenly the ent i re crest  comes al ive
with evenly spaced black f igures running. They spi l t  over and
out formJ-ng into units.

CONAN
Zingarans! Prepare to engage the
Seventh Legion--Rapacio-- the Butchers !

As one they pound their shields with their spathas and shout.

CONAN (to himself)
Crom! Again we are here. One thing
I know--You are watchingr you old wolf!
The odds are long aqain,  you enjoy that .
I f  I  d ie--We wi l l  meet in Valhal la,  I
wi l l  eat  at  your table.  And i f  I  l ive,
you wi l l  f ind other ways to tor ture me.
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CONAN
I hope you enjoy i t !

He turns to the foe, which are formed into square Cohorts of
black shields.  Cavalry and l ighter t roops spi l l  out  to the
sides. Behind, are the black char iots of  the commanders as the
war drums continue--ten thousand darkly armored men moving in
perfect  synchronizat ion.

CLOSE SEVENTH LEGION--Their black painted shields with a gray
mask of  a demon. Their  faces are covered with cupid masks--
polished l ike obsidian. They advance as the war drums pound out
a cadence.

CLOSE CONAN--Raises his axe. Drums sound the Zinsaran advance--
pi la up.

CONAN
Steady the Line--Cl-ose your intervals.

They draw closer.

CONAN
Spike i t !

The pi la come down--the two shield wal Is rush together and crash.
Horrendous but discipl ined moving--spear ing, thrust j -ng--k i1I ing.
A Zingaran shrieks and grabs his leg--another turns, blood
puls ing f rom his neck over his comrades. The shields cLose ranks
where they have fal len.  An Aqui lonian is stabbed in the face--
his mask fal l -s--he gags--others just  drop l ike stones. Swords
whist le l ike scythes. Lances r ip through shields impal ing
sometimes two men.

CONAN--Watching the Line--Aquilonian Cavalry plunges in frorn the
side. Conan meets them with Crassides and cleaves a man from his
horse--he wades in whir l ing the axe l ike he pract iced so long
ago. Armor j -s smashed, pieces f1y.  Conan for a second is raised
against  the dawn sky hacking and cleaving with mighty strokes--
arms and hands fIy. Then the attackers are gone or dead. He
turns back--sees:

THE SECOND WAVE OF AQUTLONTANS--Spi11ing down the hill and
rushing to breaches in the f ight lng in spiked wedge format ions.
Over al l  th is,  Conan can see Fortunas in his golden armor,  the
perfect  conqueror on his char j -ot ,  r id ing back and forth yel l ing
orders and hur l inq javel ins.



CARNIFEXIA--Behind the f i rst  L ine,  spear ing a Zingaran of f icer
through the throat.  She sees Michaes on his horse-- turns her
chariot and thunders towards him. Michaes sees her coming--
braces a lance--she cleaves i t  aside--swings out and hacks him in
the arm wj-th her sword. He drops the lance as she qoes by and
wheels around.

MICHAES--His r ight arm crushed, he sheds his shield and pulls his
sword with his 1eft .  Two loyaI soldiers rush to guard hin wi th
their shields. She thunders down on them knocki-ng one aside and
cleaving the other through the head. She shakes him from her
blade and str ikes at  Michaes. Their  steel  c langs and sparks.
But her hand is stronger. She beats him down to his knees and
then buries the blade through his shoulder down to his chest.
His eyes go blank--he stands. She rJ-ps out the sword in a spray
of blood and he fal ls l i fe less under her wheels.

CUT TO:

THE BLACK RIVER--Here the Zingaran civi l ians have buil t  a
barr icade of  hay bai ls and are insert ing wooden spikes point ing
out ten feet. Ae1dra, l ike the other women, have armed
themselves with spears,  knives and short  spikes.  Men have wood
axes and scythes--anything. They hear the roar of  bat t le f rom
the ravine. Aeldra feels at  her neck. She wears the great
jewel--The Eye of  the Serpent.

WIZARD
What do you feel?

She clutches i t .

AELDRA
Danger,  fear,  love and--hate.
Why? Why did he give this to me?

CUT TO:

CONAN--Seeing the Seventh is prevail ing. His own Line
faltering--death and dismemberment everyarhere.

coNAlu
FaI l  back!  Reform! FaI l  back
to the gorge.

Trumpets blare recal l .  The Zingarans as one turn their  shields
and run. The second Line lets them pass--spik ing their  p i la and
br ief ly holding the Aqui lonian onslaught.

CLOSE METAI,LUS--In his chariot, his sword in the air.
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METALLUS
Hold the format ion!

They start  to go.

METAILUS
HoId! Do not break!

Fortunas spurs up to them.

FORTI'NAS
Look at  their  backs. We've beaten
them you old fool! Now is the chance
to destroy them al l !

METALLUS
No--Not yet !

ZINGARAN LfNE--Running. Conan races back, plants the Standard at
the narrow gorge.

CONAN
Reform on me!

\*---,,  The Line forms--the Aquilonians come at a quick pace, but are
sti I1 discipl ined. Conan sees they cannot gro around him now. He
looks up the steep slopes to the dark woods. Crassides is by his
side--bloodied--his sons protect ing him.

CRASSIDES
Ittle cannot hold!

CONAN
I know.

The shock of the Aquilonian Line hitt ing is l ike an earthquake.
Men scream and go down in the front ranks. Litt le groups form
into c i rc les and.die where they stand-- f ight ing.

CUT TO:

PALACE WAILS--Theodesia can see i t  a l l .  Felexio is at  her s ide.

THEODESIA
He is advancing into the gorge.
The Line is--

FELEXIO
Yes, the Line is breaking to
pursue them..
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METALLUS--Even on his chariot with Fortunas. He sees the
Zingarans start  to break and run. He hears a wai l ing batt le cry
and Carnifexia thunders past swinging a mace--running down
stragglers.

CARNI FEXTA
Come brothers--To the death!

She is lost  in orgiast ic s laughter--s lamming--rending--r id ing
across the l ines,  Ieaning out of  her char i .ot  harvest ing I i fe.

CLOSE CONAII--Hacks through a shield, ki l l ingi the man--he wheels
and cleaves another through his helmet.

CONAN
Withdraw! --Withdraw to the
redoubts !

He turns l ike the others--running headlong j -n retreat.

THE SEVENTH LEGION--Surge after them, st i l l  held by their
Centurions to a fast ragged advance. Everyarhere in the Line,
they surqe and strain at  the restraint .

CLOSE FORTUNAS--Behind them Carnifexia beckoning.

CARNI FEXIA
They are runni-ng! KiI l  them al- l !

METALLUS AT THE EMPEROR' S SIDE--They see over the Cohort 's backs,
the Zingarans in scattered f l ight--ahead where the ravj-ne
narrows, a Line is forming again-- the WoIf 's  Head Standard f l ies
frorn a rock. Fortunas turns to Metal l-us mad with frustration and
bl .ood lust :

FORTUNAS
You want it dont t you?

METALLUS
What?

FORTUNAS
You want i t--for you--for your
own glory.

'L^! - 
METALLUS

\_, What, my Emperor?
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Victory !

Metal lus glances quickly up at  the dark t rees above-- the steep
ravine wal ls--he glares back at  Fortunas.

METALLUS
Alright! --You want a Crown of
Reeds! Thatts where they grow!

He points to the Zingaran last  stand.

FORTUNAS
Centur ions!  Release them! Come
with me Aqui lonians! Fol low my
sword!

He whips his horses and charges--the whole Seventh breaks and
charges af ter  h im--the Cavalry,  Carni fexia--a1l-  go at  the th in
l ine of  Zingarans.

CLOSE CONAN--Under the Wolf 's Head Standard.

CONAN
Let them pass! PuII  back!

They run up into the rocks as the Aquilonians thunder by. Now
Conan on a rock hacks down those below who try and get him. His
fel Iow Zingarans form into t ight  l i t t le shield wal ls to protect
themsel-ves. Others run towards the barri-cades at the r iver,
where the women and old men are. The Aquilonians hotly pursue in
a running melee.

CUT TO:

KON--High in the woods. He sees now the terrible rout of his
father 's Legion. But he also sees what i t  has done. The Seventh
is an undiscipl ined rabble stretched out in a l ine of black in
the dust below.

CONAN--Looks up.

CONA}I
Now! Trumpets!

Trumpets sound a new cal l .  A charge. The Wolf 's  Head is brought
to Conants s ide.

\ ' ,  TREBS--Dark and steep, suddenly f i l l  with thousands of Picts
howl ing and waving steel  swords--carry i -ng steel  shields,  they
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'\-- l  hurl themsel-ves down the slope.

CLOSE ORLOCK MAC MORN--Waving his sword. He is f irst amongst the
enemy--cleaving and hewing--blood coursing through the air.

CLOSE CONAN--Descends into the fray.

KON--Riding a horse down the steep slope, engages f l rst  one
cavalryman then another, from whom he wrestles a lance before
gutt ing him with the gladius.

CIVILIANS--Brace as the chariots of Fortunas and Carnifexia run
uncontrol led into the barricade. The vanguard of the screaming
Aqui lonians catch up to them and a v ic ious k i l l ing ensues.
Fortunas hurls javelins then hacks down oId men and women as they

'c lose around him. His char iot  is  turned over,  but  he comes up
and hacks his way through to the r iver 's edge.

PICTS--ZINGARANS--Descend upon the Aquilonians, who are attacking
the old and the women. The Legionaries are dragged down and
ki l led wi th mal- lets and spikes.  I t  is  here that the fu l - I  fury of
revolut ion takes hold.

wOMEN--HoId up bloody helmets.

SOLDIERS--Stab and chop already dead enemies.

CUT TO:

CONAN--Rushing to the river, sees Carnifexia turn her chariot--
her sword red with the blood of women and chil-dren. She tr ies to
make an escape back through the batt le. Conan stands in her
way--br ings his axe across his chest.  She charges screaming l ike
a banshee wheeling her spatha. She seems suspended in t ime, an
image of unearthly demonic evi l .  Her scream too is distorted and
drawn out. As she thunders down on Conan, the oId King knows
what to do. He has spent a l i fet ime f ight ing demons. He feints
f i rst  to one side, drawing the horses with the f lash of  h is
blade, then spins the other way, let t ing his axe leap out f rom
him in a rounding backhand.

Carni fexia 's howl is cut  short  by Conan's axe crashi-ng through
her char iot--shield,  and f inal ly her waist  above her r ight  h ip.
Plate armor and blood f l ies and spatter Conan, who rol ls in the
dust and comes up to see her sagrging in the charj-ot that runs a
circ le and back to the r iver out of  control .

CLOSE AELDRA--fn the th ick of  f ight ing,  wielding a spear.  She
sees the runaway char iot  come across the l ines of  sharpened
stakes. The dr iver saqs, holding onto i ts s ide.  The horses shy
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from the pointed stakes and the chariot turns over in a
spl inter ing crash.

CARNfFEXIA--Impaled by a spl intered stake and bleeding from her
cleaved side lands in the mud of the r iver bank. She is sl iding
down and grabs at the tufts of grass. She looks up to see Aeldra
standing over,  a long spear in her hands. Carni fexia cr ies out
in a feminine voice.

CARNIFEXIA
Help me! Please by Mitra,  help me!

Ae1dra puts the point  of  the spear against  her breastplate and
with a l i t t le shove pushes her.  She sl ides into the r iver where,
helpless from wounds and the weight of armor, she thrashes as she
goes under.

CUT TO:

FORTUNAS--Running along the river bank:-further down. He is
encountered by one group of rebels, then turns as others surround
him. They have scythes and mal-lets, smal1 spikes and curved

FORTUNAS
Do you know who f am!

I,IAN
Yes Emperor, we are your subjects.

FORTUNAS
--And you intend me to end this way.
I t  wi l l  cost  you dear ly.

He grabs a spear-point, pul ls the man in--guts him with his
gladius and takes the spear.

FORTT'NAS
Have you no champion. This is
just  sport .

Suddenly Kon pushes through and dismounts.

KON
I am their champion. I am thej-r
pr ince and hal- f  a Pict--a f i t t ing

,,-_,,/ match for you, AIba Fortunas
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FORTUNAS
Yes, yes Publ ius Kon. I 've been
denied my pleasure at  hurt ing you.

KON
I think you denied nothing.

He takes a lance from a man, they square of f .  I t 's  the same old
rout ine for  which he was beaten: thrust--parry-- thrust .
Fortunas'  point  g lances of f  Kon's shoulder--Kon spins--changes
his qr ip.  Fortunas thrusts l ike he did that  n ight in Conan's
palace--Kon parries, comes up the shaft turning with his own and
quickly spears the Emperor in his armpit. He screams l ike a
woman and Kon spears him again through his face. He quivers.
Kon pu11s back the spear, standing on guard, and Fortunas pitches
over headlong down the river bank where he comes to rest--his
head in the r iver t ra i l ing cr imson.

THE GORGE--Conan walks through--the dead everlrwhere. The Picts
are overwhelming knots of  resistence and taking heads. Orlock
Mac Morn has two heads, he throws them down as he goes after an
Aqui lonian of f icer.  Ever l rwhere f r iend and foe are scattered--al l

.  the way back up the gorge. Conan is looking for something. Some
of his men see him and walk wi th him. Soon the Wolf 's  Head

.!, Standard is waving behind him. His face is bloodied--his crown
dented by a sword blow. I t  saved hin.  Crassides l imps at  h is
side, helped by his sons.

CLOSE METAILUS--Laying in the tangle of his broken chariot--an
arrow through his neck, a Pj-ct ish falchion imbedded in his side.
Dead Picts are in a pi le under and around him, his gladius
broken. He looks up as a shadow comes over him. He sees Conan.

METALLUS
They--they broke the Line, fry fr iend.
-- I t  was--Sacred.

Conan nods.

METALLUS
I never did-- I  never broke the Line--
A sword--

Conan leans down and puts a Pict ish sword in his hand. When he
does, a weak laugh emits from Metal lus, as i f  he could get up and
f ight .  He instead raises his sword to the sky.

METALLUS
Now my fr iend--Now?
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\ , /  Conan plunges his sword two handed through Metal lus' chest.

faces come close together.  Metal lus breathes his last  breath
Conan's,  h is eyes thanking him--the sword fal ls f rom his hand
clat ters across hi-s armor.

CUT TO:

THEODESIA--Looking down from the batt lements of the Palace.
sees the f igures retreat ing-- the Front ier  Legr ion standing in
defense-- the dust,  smoke, chaos from the gorge. I t  is  p la in
Seventh Legion is no more and wil l  never return.

FELEXIO
Sha1l we assemble a rel ief  force
and try and break through, my
Empress?

She looks sharply at  h im.

THEODESIA
No! Hold the Line here wi th the
Front ier  Legion. The Empresses'
Standard wil l  conduct an orderly
withdrawal across the Thunder
River.  The Front ier  Legion wi l l
act as rear guard. You may coflrmand.

FELEXIO
And the Emperor?

THEODESIA
He wanted mart ia l  g lory.  I  hope
he found i t .

He looks out sternly.

THEODESIA
. He also broke the Sacred Line.

The Line-- is what makes us strong.
What separates us from savagery,
Felexio.  You understand that.

FELEXIO
I do my Empress.

CUT TO:

THE THUNDER RIVER--On the far side, the Army of Aquilonia--
._,  standards,  banners,  golden armor,  dr i l led discipl ined troops.

Already they are bui ld ing pal isades and defensive di tches.



t46

\--; Behind them, the Road of Kings that leads to Tarantia, Capital- of
the World.

ON THIS SIDE--The unwashed masses of  the people,  their  t r ibes,
the c lans, the warr ior  races. Strongly bui l t  ragged men and
long-haired women--Picts, Zingarans, Cimmerians and other
barbari-an peoples. They wave weapons and totems in defiance.

The swift and deep Thunder River separates their worlds. King
Conan stands on the bank, his arm around the blonde woman Aeldra.
Nearby his strong son Kon si ts a horse, and the witch Diera looks
up at him. The Kingt s Wizard throws a rock in the current, i ts
splash and ripple quickly gone.

CONAN
They l ive where men thirst for power
over others, where they crave the
sanct i - ty of  scented waters,  golden
bowls and cloths of  s i lk .  They hide
their need to enslave behind what they
call  compassion and humanity-- i t  is
a l ie! And then we must always be
wait ing--vigi lant in the dark for we
know the truth--!{e are the Peop1e,
and between our world and theirs
is eternal  war.

(pause)
"For I would hurl your cit ies down
And I would break your shrines
And give the site of every town
To thist les and to v ines.
For al l  the works of cultured man
Must fare and fade and fal l .
We are the Dark Barbarians
That tower over aLL."

The Wizard looks up at him--out at the r iver and throws another
stone

THE END

But there is more--Conan, Kon, Aeldra and Diera must f ind their
dest iny in the great struggle to come. This too wi l f  be to ld in
"Beneath My Sandaled Feet" ,  the f inal  instal lment of
R.E. Howard's "Conan".




