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FADE IN:
RZD SCREEN = PRE-CREATION

The caulcéron of the gods, the molten pre—earth: Yet the screen
is not completely red-—something STIRS, in the crimson light,
thrusting, heaving, sguirming, as if struggling to be bora: a
DARRNESS, swelling and pulsing with inhuman life. OVER this is
heard the VOICE of an elderly man, vaguely pedantic, the speaking
voice of an ¢ld Chaucerian scheolar, perhaps...

VOICE
* Rnow, O Prince, that in
the timeless age before
man first crawled Zrom
the slime, gods stalked
the earth...

At the word "gods," the DARRKNESS suddenly swells, £illing the
s~reen with BLACX ENERGI, as a MUSIC MOTIF strums, like the
Giants' motif in "Das Reingold.” -

VOICE (CONT)
aAnéd, like the men who
would fcllow them, the
gods made war.

Now SOMETEING ELSE STIRS in the ruddy depths——A SZICOND PRESENCE.
But this "presence" is a WEITE LIGET, in opposition to the BLACK
ENERGI. Suddenly, at the word "war," the DARRNESS spurts like an
amoeba, a TENDRIL OF UTTER BLACX stabbing across the scresn inte
che WEITE GLOW, which reccils and counterattacks with a blast c¢Z
PIERCING WEITE LIGHET. Light flashes back and forth, as MUSIC
SWZLLS, pounding, Zierce, and now SEAPES BEGIN TC FORM out cf the
£rantic warring forces——

PRIMEVAL FORCES

Inbuman, non=-sclid, HUGE FIGURES of darkness and light plunge
acainst one ancther, as CONGEALING CLOUDS take s0lid foram behind
them, becoming a MOLTEN ZARTE in the moment of planetary birth.
Lightring rips across the scene, from FIGURE to FIGURE, scarclet
and white anc black and gold, the MUSIC BEAMMERING like the
striking of an anvil, the earth being forged beneath the
truggling gods, forming OUT of their struggle—

BURNING EARTE

Ncw :the HUGE FIGURES are almost solid, and the earth at their
shadowy, smoke-covered feet is molten, heavy with volcanis clouds,
churning and alive. ONE of the figures ROARS-—a cry like nothing
that's ever liveé, 2 scream of agony torn from the universe
itself, so loud the crashing thunder of a birthing earth is
drowned out; and now the TWC FIGURES plunge acainst each other in
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earnest, taking on a2lmost EUMAN SEAPE=—-
THZ FEET QF TEE GODS

Mountains push up £from the qguaking earth; lava spills in fiery
rivulets into cceans that tuzn to steam; clouds chuzrn in the
furnace glow——ancd the GODS, for they are gods, appear and vanish
as shadows amid the steam, the smoke, the fury of a world
a=-borning; wrestling in the light and darkness.

TEE GODS

Tall as mountains, hidden by fire and smoke, thev are visible only
in brief glimpses: a tentacular arm, a scaly hide, a fluttering of
wings, dark and light, thundering, roaring. Good and Evil, and
the dark image is Evil. -

EVIL

apparently triumphant, looming above its opponent, a figure of fog
and darkness, barely visible; its massive "head™ twists in

satanic pleasure, as it bellows, fantastic rock-like muscles
rippling, huge black wings beating the arm above and behind it, a
dimly-glimpsed ZORN prominently thrusting from between its eves.

GOCD

somehow more EBEUMAN in appearance, vet not human at all, glowing
with inner life and spirit; slowly being forced backward by the
massive weight of the other god; obscured by fog and smoke,
lightning andé fire. :

TEE ZARTE

Spilling from caves, crevices, mounds, like ants fleeing a
riverflood, come hundreds, thousands of PRIMITIVE EUMANS, naked
and savage, dodging through smoke, tossed by the guaking, heaving
earth, screaming, terrified, like souls £alling through the
circles of Eell. ' :

clele}s)

- At the sound of the EUMAN SCREAMS 0.S., GOOD seems to gain

strength, and now pushes upwardéd against its oppenent, striving,
swelling in size, its "“hands” reaching, taking on shape and form=—-

THEE GODS

And now, as the MUSIC MOTIF pounds, swallowing thunder and
screams and the bellowing of the gods, the WBITE IMAGE cets 2
grip on the DARR GOD'S EHORN, and with a ripple of fantastic
muscles, a wrenching and spouting ¢f blood and icher, a terrible,
gving, unnatural SERIEZX, the EORN is torn from the scarlet cod's
skull-- ' :
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DARR GOD'S EYZS

glaring reé with agony and hate, slowly cull;ng, gving—as its
SERIEX echoes andéd re—echoes=-

PRIMEVAL EZARTE

The Zigures part, cne falling, crumbling like mortar and stone,
the other triumphant, hand thrust overhead, the horn clenched in
its £ist, its BLAZING WEITE BODY gradually £illing the screen with
LIGET--which burns away all other images, as a new MOUSICAL MOTIF,
more lilting, begins to rise-—and before it reaches its fullest'
expression, it is CUT DOWN by a restatement of the original
threatening motif, and the SCREEN GOES BLACK.

CREDITS
FADE IN:

A MA? - THZI EARTH - THE HIBORIAN AGE

The contouzs of the Byborian Age continents and occeans—at least
that porticn of them which corresponds to present-day Europe,
western Asia, and North Africa-—zppear. The various kingdoms are
marked with archaic calligraphy=——AQUILONIA, NEMEDIA, TURAN,
ZAMORA, etc. CIMMERIZ and the northernmoest lands are barely
visible, off in the far northwest.

As the VOICE speaks again, CAMERA SLOWLY MOVES IN sowazd the
kingdem of Zamora...and toward a city represented by a vaguely
Qriental=-looking STAR near its southeastern border: SEADIZAR.

VoICE

Then, Man was... man, and
the kingdoms of man.
Proud Aguilenia...warlike
Nemedia...Turan, with its
riders armoreé in silver
and gold.

- (beat)
Yet the fate of that
Byberian Age, and of z2ll
the world... the
vioclent aftermath of the
war the gods had made,
eons before...hinged not
upoen great generals and
marching armies... but
rather upon the capital
of the kingdom of Zamora,
which men called, with
good reason... -Shadizar
the Wicked.
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As CAMIRA ZZROES IN on Shadizar's star, a LINE OF FLAME runs
diagonally across the map, searing the parchment, blackening the
image, splitting it in two, the sides of the map curling up and
away in fragments of ash, to reveal—

£XT. EYBORIAN NIGEZT SXIT

A crystal clear summer night, crowded with stars, bright with an
enormous FULL MOON.

CAMERA PANS DOWN past a2 towering, overhanging MOUNTAIN RANGE,
past one particular peak that thrusts into the sky in a shape
that subliminally reminds us of the scarlet god's horn——this is
DAGOTE PEAK. About a hundred yards below the tip of the peak, 2
TEMPLE, carved into the face of the ¢liff, glows warmly with
torchlight. CAMER2A CONTINUES PAN down and down to the glittering
spires and domed towers of an ancient city crowding against the
mountain's base. The ¢city: SEADIZAR.

' EXT. SSADIZAR TEE WICRED ~ DUSK

Seen from above, SEADIZAR is 2 sprawling fecund cluster of.
stone structures surrounded by a high, fortress-like wall-—cne of
the greatest, and certainly the most decadent of the ancient

cities which sprout along the ROAD OF RINGS; the architecture is

faintly eastern, vaguely 3yzantine.

South of a cemtral FLAZA fronted by the private two-story mini-
Palaces of Shadizar's wealthiest citizens, is a dark hzve of
twisting streets and crumbling-stone buildings: TEE MAZE, den of
thieves. EHere, in these murky, smokey byways, night has come
early; £few lights burn; voices cry out briefly in the darkness,
either in laughter or in ageny; a doorway to a TAVERN opens,
spilling light on 2 muddy cobbled street as a SEADOWY FIGURE
passes within; music and roaring laughter spill out with the
light, are muted as the door slams shut again...

INT. TRAVERN - DUSZE

The SSADOWY PIGURE, revealed as a short stout TEIEF, snakes
through the bustling mob inside the tavern-—-past tables where
half-naked DANCING GIRLS writhe to the music of pipe and drum-—-
ducking under sweating serving WENCEES carrying wooden trays
heavy with food ané drink--shoving between overcrowded tables

- where burly ZAMORIANS arm~wrestle with lithe, sallow=skinned

REITANS frem the mystic East. As he pushes through the thremng,
:he TEIZFP shouts cut an unintelligi ible messade to6 any who will
listen, but his words are swallowed ap by the din. He's like a
ghest in the smoke and shadow. _

The tavern has two £loors; the seconé £floor is reached by a
creaking stair that rises to a wooden balcony dizectly above—
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ANGLE - PIT

At cne end of the room, a PIT has been dug into the dirt £loor;
and here two sweating PIT FIGETERS grapple bare-handed before a
rcowd of raucous thieves and brigands. The onlookers shout
encouragement and place bets with an ELDERLY EALF-BLIND BOOKIE
who stands at cne end of the pit, making change, jingling coins.

ANGLE = INSIDE PIT

A huge SEZMITE, greased like 2 pig, has got his opponent—an
equally-huge CIMMERIAN=--in a full-Nelson and looks about ready to
break the Cimmerian's back. The CIMMERIAN howls; the two
fighters sprawl in the dust, twisting about, grappling and
grunting. The CIMMERIAN arches his back, bringing his face into

- the torchlight: it's CONAN, apparently-——and incredibly—

outmatched. EHe glances up, between his GROANS, at the bookie ocut
of frame. - - :

CONAN'S POV - BOORIZ

The ¢ld man WINKS, jiggling a full purse, as GAMBLERS crowd
around, offering handfuls of coins, shouting "Ten silver crowns
on the Shemite... Three gold on the Shemite... The Shemite, for
twenty crowns..." ‘

ANGLE - CONAN

Be lays it on thick, moaning like 2 man in pure agony. He lets
the panting Shemite twist him around in a vise-like grip, bending
Conan's neck forward, as if ready ready to snap it—

ANGLE - EDGE QF PIT

The small TEIIF comes into view, pushing through the crowd. EHe
shoves in as close to Conan as he can, trying to catch the
Cimmerian's attention in the brief pause between two shouted
gambling bids.

s THIETF
Conan=—-!

At this, Conan manages to twist around so that, even locked in his
opponent's apparently lethal embrace, he can see the thief.
Conan's eyes, behind the seeming pain, are questioning:

- TEIEF

T asy :ans'nd- 1 L B .
they're hanging nim ard 2
score more of thieves—-—in
the Plaza!
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ANGLZ - CONAN
nearing this, shocked, reacts—

ANOTEER ANGLE - TEE PIT

‘Conan breaks the huge Shemite's grip in one easy move. He picks

up the startled man and hurls him bodily out of the pit-—-then
leaps from it himself, pushing through the astonished mob like an
ice—-breaker through 2 frozen sea—

CUT TO:

.

EXT. TEE PLAZA - DUSK

Conan shoves to the edge of the crowd of EAGER ONLOOKERS, knocking
hapless bystanders out of bis way like tenpins. The rest of the
crowd, their bloodlust zroused by the spectacle before them, are
oblivious to anything but the show.

ANGLE - THE CROWD

Conan shoves past—2 young, haunted-eyved MOTEEZR in rags holds up
her baby to watch the show. Two STREET URCIINS tumble in a fight
cn the nuddy cobbles. An OLD MAN with decaved teeth cackles
gleefully. One or two white—-robed DAGOTEIAN PRIESTS, their shaven
heads gleaming in tnoe sun. The PRIESTS bow and mutter silent
prayers, hands clasped over their faces as if touched by the scene
Defore them. On the very fringe of the crowd, vet clearly apazrt
from it, is a2 small group of stone—faced BLACX WARRIORS in
peculiar leather uniforms, leaning on spears. Various ARMED CITY
GUARDS are also about, moving through the crowd, alert acgainst
crouble. '

ANGLE ~ CONAN

Snarling, he shoves a FAT MIRCEANT from his path-—when suddenly a
GREAT CRY goes up from the mob, almest a cheer. CON SOUND tihere is -
a STRUMMING, an almost musical sound, like sevezal harp strings
being plucked simultanecusly. Conan stops short, looks up over
the heads of the mob—

CONAN'S POV - THE PLAZA GALLOWS

A sizable cgallows-platform £ills the center of a large

cobbled plaza ringed by many marble-faced mini-palaces. Upon the
platform, raised several feet above eye level ané the GUARDS who
keep the straining crowd back, TRAPS have just been sprung--the
STRUMMING SOUND——and we see, past the heads of the mob, the
dangling feet of a score of ractag thieves of various races. Scme
are already dead, slowly swaving at rope's enc; others twitch and
jerk spasmodically for a2 few pitiful moments.
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In the center of the group are already-lifeless limbs of cne who
was ¢laé in foot-gear made of wolf's hide.

ANGLE - CONAN

Grim, his eves moving upward toward the dead man's face.

ANGLE -~ SUBOTAI

Dead, his neck broken, dangling from the nocse amid his peers.
ANGLE - CONAN

Raging soundlessly, his face a mask of barely supressed anger.
Around him the mob slowly disperses. Behind him, watching him, is
2 veiled WOMAN in white robes, a tall, well-fed EUNUCE looming
protectively beside her. She seenms intent, studying the Cimmerian
2s be swings around, like an animal in pain, searching for the
source of its pain, ready to howl. BHe approaches the gallows
slowly, gaze riveted con Subctai's swaying form.

Ameng the crowd, mumblings are heard--"This bunch &ied faster than
last week's lot," etc.——but net by Cocnan. He's lost in his
private anguish.

Near him, a PORTLY MERCEANT sniffs a nosegay, as a LEAN MERCZEANT
beside him eyes Subotai's corpse, its legs twisting slowly,
slowly, in the wind. -

LEAN MERCEANT.
It was that little
Byrkanian they made the
mest of. What was his
crime, anyway?

PORTLY MIRCZANT
I hearé the f£fool stole 2
magistrate's purse...

Conan hears, swings toward them, unnoticed. Eis eyes bore into
them 2s the Portly Merchant gestures with his chins toward a
nearby structure. Conan's eyes follow.

PORTLY MERCEANT (CONT'D)
...2nd of all the judges
in Shadizar the Wicked %o
steal from, he chose
Lréa. - :

CONAN'S POV - TEZI PLAZA PALACZS

CAMERA PANS vr and across the palace Szacade immediately opposite

during the above dialogue. A domed stcone bullding, heavily-kbarreg,



about an OLD MAN in a dirty white robe; the robe locoks as if it
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and guarded. A plump figure in red and black judicial robes
watches the scene £rom a gilded iron balcony on the second floor:
MAGISTRATE LUDA. Ee munches on a pomengranate, picking the seeds
from between his lips. '

ANGLE - CONAN - CLOSE
Looking up in silent, smeldering rage.
ANGLE - MEDIUM CLOSE - LOUDA |

The red juice of the pomengranate runs down his fat chin. He wipes
it away on the black sleeve of his judge's robe, and turns with a
disinterested sigb away from the mass gallows below.

CLOSE - CONAN

Eis eyves bore into the palace above.

CUT TO:
EXT. THZ STREETS - NIGET

Away from the Maze, the streets are better lighted, but no less
ancient, no less thick with an atmosphere of fear. A group of
shaven DAGOTEIAN PRIESTS, swinging incense censers, dreoning a low,
muted chant, pass down the street, parallelinc the cutter trough
where sewage spillage drains away between the cobbles. OLD WOMEY
in doorways bow as the priests pass, their faces hidden by veils
and cowls; they hecld lanterns which cast the priests' shadows
acress the walls of the residential-style buildings which line
this street.

On the far side of the street, a group of TERED BLACK WARRIORS in
armor watch the priests pass. ONE BLACK turns and spits into the
road; the cther two pull him aside, and they move c£f up the
street, intc the fog. TWO SMALL CIILDREN plaving with a dog look
up as the blacks go by:; terrified, they gather the dog up, rush

into a2 lightad docorway to parental safety.

ANGLE - ROOFTOP

Overlooking the street, 2 EUMAN SZADOW crouches on the ornately
carved overhang. It is CONAN, in camouflage paint, stripped to a
loineloth, carrying a knife, a short sword azt his waist. Ee rises
silently, running like a cat along the edge of the roof,

above and a short distance behind the group of priests. BEe
doesn't seem to be following them. They are simply going in the
same directicn he is.

ANGLE - STREET ‘ )

The priests pass a crowd of worried-looking citizens cathered
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might once have been a2s white as that worn by the Dagothian
priests, but it and its owner have fallen on evil times. Macdness
burns in the 0ld man's eyes. Ee staggers wildly, his VOICE rising
anéd £falling from an inaudible whisper; his listeners are riveted,

. pale and frightened. The same MOTEER seen at the hanging clutches
a sgualling infant to her bare breast, nursing; she senses the
passage of the priests behind her, glances at them, cringes away
back into the crowd.

OLD MAN
(2s priests pass)
The mcon waits...the
stars... and Dagoth Peak
broods in silent
judgement...

BEe points past the spires; the ¢rowd involuntarily glances ug.
TEZIR 20V - TEE PEAX

locming dark over the city, the -temple lights warm and almost
friendly. s

ANGLE - TEE SOOTESAIZIR

OLD MAN (CONT'D)
All will die, all; all
will éie...for the Time
is upon us...it draws
near, it draws near...

ANGLE - ROQPFTOP
Conan glances down, sSeeing the ¢lé man. Runs on, ignoring him.

CoT TO:

EXT. TEZ PLAIZA - NIGET

Almos: deserted now, but for several tattered CRONES and QLD MEX
who wozrk to lower the dead from the communal gallows inte waiting
carts érawn by powerful-looking draft horses.

" ANGLE -~ LUDA'S PALACE

Lights waver beyond the silk-curtained, iren-barred windows. TWO
HELMETED GUARDS patrol the entrance to the townhouse, alert.

The greup of white-robed Dagothian Priests goes by, some turning
down an alley that leads to the rear of the townhouse; the others
going off to take charge of the death-cazts, swinging their
censers to send a fine mist of incense wafting over the rudely
stacked corpses, as if in some sacred ritual for the dead.
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EXT. PLAZA RQOFTOP - NIGET

A SEADOW slowly rises into view on the roof of the house adjacent -
to Luda's, framed against the stars. It is CONAN, looking down at
the priests. thoughtfully, then shrugging as he looks across at
Luda's mini-palace. He rises silently, runs to the edge of %the
roof he's on. 2an alley ten feet across separates the two
buildings. Conan studies it, then takes a few steps backward.

CUT TO:

EXT. A FOUNTAIN GARDEN ~ NIGET

A guiet cul-de~sac where 2 marble fountain whispers in the
moonlight. The WOMAN IN WHITE sits on the rim of the fountain,
gazing into the placid water. A few steps behind her stands the
buge, silent EZUNUCE, hands folded over his massive chest, his eves
sweeping the garden warily. From her purse the woman removes a
small handful -0f GLITTERING WEITE POWDER.

ANGLE - POCL

She sprinkles the powder onto the water's surface; her reflection
vanishes as the WATER GLITTERS. A new IMAGE appears: iz is CONAN
on the rocftop, backing up. The WOMAN bends forward to watch
closely. ‘

ANGLE - MAGICAL IMAGE IN POOL
Conan takes several running steps, leaps—

CTT 7T0:

EXT. LUDA'S DOMED ROOFTOP = NIGET

—and spanning the ten foot distance between the houses, he lands,
rolling, on TEE DOME. Ee 2lmost rolls off; has to catch nimself
by pressing hands flat against the cocl stone of the dome, almost
Bugging i=. After a moment, he regains his feet like a cat, knife
in hand, eyes searching the darkness.

COKAN'S POV - TEZ REAR ALLEY

Below, at the rear of Luda's small pzlace, lantern~light from a
hook above a narrow stone door reveals a strange gathering:
severzl of the priests stand with Luda, counting out bright golden
coins into a leather purse. Luda, dressed in robes for sleeping,
watches them impassively, with 2 lizard's gaze, his eves on the

purse and the coins. The priests finish counting, pull the purse

drawstring taut, ané handé it to tae magistrate, who tucks it away
in nis robe. EBe nods formally to them; but they turn away without:
responding ané return up the alley =zo the street. Luca, stung by

e
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their apparent cuzt dismissal, ducks inside his door, slamming and
bolting it audibly.
ANGLE =~ CONAN
Eali-curicus, giances cut 2t the plaza—
CONAN'S 2P0V - TEE PLAZA .
-——as the priests who just paid Luda join the cothers at the carts.
all ride off together, slowly, in procession like a funeral
parade, vanishing into night and fog.
ANGLE - CONAN

Cismisses them from his thoughts, looks about for an entrance into
Luda's palace. Finds it.

ANGLE - ROOP TRAPDOOR

Near the crest of the dome, 2 trapduor is visible, for use in the
event of a fire. Conan tries to 1ilt the heavy wooden door; it

won't budce.

INT. UPPEZR CORRIDOR CEILING/TRAPDCOR - NIGET

Seen from beneath, the trapdoor is clearly locked by a thick iren
irawbolt.

EXT. LUDA'S PALACE ROOFTO®

Conan stops trying to lift the trapdoor, sguats. From the leather
pouch a2t his belt he takes out a LODESTONE. BHe tests it on his
knife; the knife clicks against the magnetized stone with a soft
chink. Pulling it free from the knife, he presses it to the outer
edge of the trapdoor, running it carefully along the edge uatil he
feels it tug. 1It's attracted by something on the underside of the
tzap.

——— e - merarm . -
—a s - . - . . -

INT. UPPER CORRIDOR CZIILING/TRAPDOCR

Siowly, almost magically, the DRAWBOLT slides back. The trapdoor
lifts, andéd Conan peers dewn through the opening with a wolfish
grin. _ :

CTT TO:

INT. LUDA'S BEDCIAMBER ~ NIGET - CLOSE

Darkness. Luda, only his plump head protruding from beneath thick
covers, lies snoring. Abruptly his eyes snap open ln surprise, &as
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if he hears--nc, senses--another presence.

LUDA
Who's there?

LUDA'S POV - TEZ FAR WALL

Conan, shrouded in shadow. Of his head, nothing shows but his
eves, gleaming ferally. An errant moonbeam is reflecteé from a
dagger in his hand. Ee seems not even to breathe.

CONAN
(low, emctionless)
I am Ceonan, a Cimmerian.

ANGLZ - LUDA

Trying not the move his head, oz raise his voice, as his aand
sneaks beneath his fat pillow.

LoDa
What is it you want?

LUDA'S POV -~ AS BEFORE

CONAN
Subotal was my frienc.

ANGLE - LUDA

Carefully pulling a small, delicate——but deadly—CROSSBOW of golé
from beneath his pillow, breathing shalleowly, shifting it inte
position.

a LTDa .
Subot2i? I don't kaow
the name.

LODA'S POV - CONAN

CONAN
You knew it when you
condemned hiam.

ANGLE - LUDa

Panicking. Ee heaves up, aiming the crossbow a2t the shadowed
figure in a sudden, desperate movement. As he's about to locse
kis arrow-—Conan's dagger seems to bloom in his corpulant throat
like 2 scarlet flower. With a strangled casp, Luda releases the
arrow. A wild shot that goes into his bedding. Then he £2lls
back, dead, eves staring into eternity.
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ANCTHER ANGLEZ - CONAN

- Conan crosses to stand above Luda's corpse. Yanks his knife from

the magistrate's throat as a growing stain turns the bedclothes 2
dazk red. Conan wipes the blade clean on Luda's pillow.

CORAN
May you join him in hell.

Ze's about to leave when he spies the lezther purse given Luda by
the Dagethian priests, lying atop a2 jewel=-encrusted trunk near the
bed. He tucks the purse intc his belt, then crouches to examine
the’txunk. Its jewels glitter in the moonlight. e shrugs. Way
not: -

. ANGLEZ - ZEDCHEAMBIR JEWEL CASE

A small golden padlock smaps cpen under his knife. EHe lifts the
1id cauntiously, wary for a creak--when scmewhere in the distance a
BELL BEGINS TO CLANG. Ze looks up.

CONAN
Damn.

ANGLE -~ BEDCEAMBER

Rising, he turns to the bedchamber's doocr. FOOTSTEPS rush towarcd
it from the corridor ocutside. Conan latches the door, throws the
bolt, glances abou: the room. He runs to the Prench door-like
window, throws it cpen to reveal iron bars blocking his escape.

Be slams into £he bars with his massive shoulder; ANCTEER 3ZLL
BEGINS TO CLANG. Now TWO BELLS are going; outside in the corrider
SEOUTS can be heard...running feet. Conan throws himself mightily
against the bars once =more.

ANGLE = WINDOW EARS

Mortar chips away from the jeint of bars to window s5ill; the bars
begin to shake locse as Conan slams into them again and again.

ANGLE - BEDCZAMBER DOOR _ .-
PISTS hammer on it from the other side; the latch is rattled; but
the locking bolt is secure. Now the door vibrates as several

bodies slam into it from the other side, shouts echoing throucgh
the wood: "Magistrate...Magistrate Luda..."

ANGLE - CONAN

Shoulder raw, he hits %he bars acain, and this time they rattle in

their sockets. They twist, bending ocutward. EHe puts both hands
on them, hunches his shoulders, and PUSEZS with all his strength—
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ANGLE = BEDCSAMBER DOOR

——sags on its .hinges, the wcod tearing around the boclt; ancther
impact, and it smashes inward, SEVERAL GUARDS in armor tumbling

“through. Other GUARDS with BOWS appear fzom the corridor behind

them.
ANGLE - CONAN

The bars give way; he throws them cutward and dives through the
opening as arrows whistle past, barely missing hixm..

EXT. LUDA'S PALACE

The guards at the entrance crumple as Conan lands on them, feet
£irst. ONE tries to get back up. Conan cuts him down with a
slash of his knife, then darts off into the darkness as shouts
from above follow a2 £light of arrows——and he's gone.

coT TO:

EXT. FOUNTAIN GARDEN - CLOSE

en the MAGICAL IMAGE, which shows Conan dodging down 2an a2llev inte
TEZ MAZE. The WOMAN IN WEITE's hand comes into view, stirring

the waters. Conan's image disappears, to be replaced by that of a
white-gowned DAGOTEIAN PRIEST, obviously of high rank. Ee has
benign, fatherly features. _

ANGLE - WOMAN IXN WEITE -

She puts back her heod. She is'young, virginal, as fresh as
spring dew. Eer name is ATALI. It would be hard to imagine a
more innocent and idealistic believer in any religicm.

ATALI
I've found the one you
scught, father. 3e's
trong...but he seems so
zough, so crude...more
like an animal than a
true man. .

ANGLE - ATALI AND POCL

The priest's VOICE bas a hollow scund, like an echo at the botiom
of a2 well. Eis image flickers in the poocl, but even so the
resemblance between father and daughter is obvious. Eis name is
RARANTEES.
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RARANTEES
It is not for us to judge
the. £itness of the tool,
my child...ocnly to use it
well in the cause of the
Dreaming One.

ATALT
Father, I hate this
place... these people.
When can I retuzn to the
temple? '

: XARANTHES
Time is short; the hour
of Eis coming draws near.
We must each £fulfill the
task given to us. May
Dagoth watch over you.

ATALI .
And over you, my father.

She touches the water, and the priest's image shatters amid the
ripples.

CTT TO:

INT. TAVERN - NIGZET

Conan's £ist slams down on a slop-stained tabletcp; his fingers
open, ané Luda's purse tumbles to the wood, c¢coins spilling in a
glittering heap. Conan reoars with delight; around him the drunken
revelers cheer.

CONAN
Drinks for everyone, by
Crom!

ANGLEZ - TANKARDS OF ALE

Wenches pass ocut myriad of tankards and geblets cf ale and mezad to
grasping, cheering thieves, men and women. One tankard ends in
the hand of a hard—eyed prostitute named MURIELA who presses close
against Conan, peering over his shoulder, eyeing the <oins on the
table with interest. She's dressed skimpily, but has a rough,
well-rouged appeal.

ANGLE - TAVERN DCOR
t opens as Atali and the Eunuch, STRABO, pass through. She sees
Coran acreoss the room, wets her lips nervously, uncertainly.

wooks =o the Eunuch for support, direction; he glances frcm Rer to
the Cimmerian pointedly. Atali pulls her rcobe abcut her, heaves a
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deep breath, starts forward through the mob.
ANGLE -~ CONAN

Conan enjoys himself huge-y, grabb:.ng a2 tankard——and sud¥enly
pauses, gazing at the coins, face growing more scmbre. Abruptly
he slams his fist down on the table. The crowd falls silent,
seﬁszng his barbarian mood. Conan gestures with his +ankard to
make a toast. -

CONAN

Be was a foul-smelling
HByrkanian bastard...a son
of 2 bitch who'd stab his
"mother for the gold in -
her teeth. But he counld
fight like a cornered
wolf, and he feared
nothing and no man.

(1ifts the tankard)
Subotai.

Around him, others drink the toast, murmuring “Subotai™ to each
othe:. Some merely shrug their shculders, the name means nothing

them. Conan drinks the whole tankard in one long pull, slams
i* down empty on the table.

CONAN
(bellowing)
More ale! Must z2 man die
of thirst?

The crowd of thieves and wenches goes back £o noisy carsusing.
ANGLE =~ ATALI

She seems to be rehearsing a speech sub-vocally as she pushes
zough the throng, almost reaching Conan's table. But before she
can zpproach him, the hard—-eyed MURIELA cuts her off with a cguick
metion, slipping between Atali and the barbarian, and jamming an
elbow into Atalils ribs._... ... . _. ___
MURIELA
(hard whisper as
Atali gasps fer
breath)
Pind yocur own, Sweetmeat.
The big one's mine.

ANGLE = CONAN
rabs another tankard, drinks it down, as MORIZLA presses closer

t¢ him, twining her zzrm around him. Conan, in an exgansive mood,
eves her appreciatively, then motions to the barkeep.
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CONAN
Barkeep! Another é&rin
fO: this. . -lady. .

. MURIELA

(smiles, cuddling)
That accent...Where &o
you hail from?

CONAN
Cimmeria.

MURIELA
.(pretending to like
the sound)

Cimmeria. That's up
north someplace, isn't
it? .
(Conan nods, drinks)
Tou want company?

Conan sees her glancing sideways at his leather purse, its coins
spilling ontec the table. Ee scoops them up in one neat motion,
into his belt, andé drinks another tankard of ale. She watches him.
Be wipes focam from his lips, grins at her.

ANGLE - ATALI

holding her side, cztching her breath as she watches this, men and
women moving in from either side to block her view as we

CoT TO:

INT. MURIELA'S ROOM - NIGET

Muriela pulls Conan in through the door to her shabby, gaundily-
furnished upper f£loor roem. TYards and vards of cheap fabric acdozn
the walls and furniture, such as it is: louncing pillows lesing
their stuffing, many small-cbscene wooden idols cn shelves smoking
with incense, ¢olored lanterns and candles, 2ll glimmering in the
lichz breeze from a2 half-open shuttered window.

MURIELA
I want to get one thing
straight...l don't do
Rushite.

As she's about to shut the door, another would-be CUSTOMER, in
merchant's robes, tries to push in; she shoves him back.

MURIELA
Later. Can't yvou see I'm
busy?
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MORIELA (CONT'D)
(back to Conan,
pouring him a drink
from 2 £flask)
Balf a crown, and I'll
give you a night that
will baunt your dreams
forever...

Du;ing this, there's a moan from behind a curtain of straggliné

veils. She keeps talking, pulls the curtains back to reveal two

EWI? KEITANS bleerily blinking at the light, empty goblets in
ané.

MURIELA
(impatiently)
Tou paid for an hour, not
for all night. Get out.

Heaves them out-—as that same eager MERCEANT iries to get in the
door again. ' .

MURIELA
I said later. I have
company.

She glances over her shoulder at Conan, bends forward to whisper
something in the customer's ear. EHe nods, backs out in a hurry.
Turning, back to the door, she locks it and tucks the key into he:z
belt, grinning a:t Conan, who's been taking all of this in with an
amused expressicn. . She siddles toward him, disrobing, ané bends
to blow cut a2 candle. Looking up from the candle, her £face
partially iz shadow, her eves glitter in the dimming ligh:...

CTT T0:

INT. MORIZLA'S ROOM - NIGET

A nude Conan lies.snoring,-belching in his sleep, tangled in 2
mass of shabby bedclothes, surrounded by empty jucs cf wine. Eis
clothes lie scattered around the roem, his scabbard, his dagger
all visidble, but not his sword. EBe rolls over, muttering sleepily,
and knocks over 2 balf-full tankard that puddles cut on the matted
floor, toward Muriela's feet. Standing, she throws a dirty robe
over her nude body and rushes guietly to 2 shuttered window. She
glances back at Conan, then opens the window and peers down into
the street below.

EXT. MAZE STREEZT - NIGET - MURIELA'S POV .

Two stories down, in the narrow muddy street, stands a platoon of
CITY GUARDS, about ten men in leather armor, bearing spezars. The
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PLATOON SERGEANT urinates against the tavern's wall; he tucks is
in as MURIELA EISSES 2t him from her window.

_ANGLE -~ MURIELZA'S WINDOW

A foot-wide ledge runs along the wall &i ec.ly under the window.
Muriela, leaning out, beckons urgently to the men below.

CuT TO:

INT. MURIELA'S ROOM - CLOSE ON CONAN
as his eyes slit ope¥ warily; a SEADOW falls over bhim.
ANGLE - EIS EAND

reaching stealthily under the bedélothes to :ighten_a:ound the
hilt of his sworde— " ' :

WIDE ANGLE - CONAN

-—comes roaring up out of bed, naked, swinging his sworéd, tossing
the bedclothes aside into the face of one CITZ. GUARDSMAN as he
cuts down 2 another. Ee's fully surrounded by the GUARDSMEN:
Muriela cringes at the rear of the room, screaming, as Conan plows
yelling into three of the spearmen, including the platoon
sergeant, carrying all three backward through the hall door.

INT. TAVERN ~ BIT

With a crash of breaking wood, Conan ané the three guardsmen
plunge through the second floor balcony and land in the pit, which
is already occupied by two armed pit fighters——including the
SHEEMITE Conan beat earlier in the evening. The same half-~blind
bockie is at pitside, and he now starts taking bets on Conan as
the Cimmerian, half-drunk and staggering, tears through the taree
guardsmen in a spectacular display of sword versus spear.

Partway through‘the'fight:'.be'Shemite, recognising Conan,-tries
to grab him; but Comnan heaves him into the platoon serceant. Both
men c¢rash into the remaininc pit fighter, and the crowd thr-ows 2

- wiléd cheer.

=

ANGLE -~ TAVERN

Conan lunges frem the pit, ducking as two more GUARDSMEN rush inte
view, thrusting with spears. Ee grabs their extended spears and
yanks them into the pit behind him, whirls and picks up a roasting
BOAR from the hearth——to the consternation of the sweat;ng cook—-

‘and uses it 2s a2 battering ram £¢ knock down the remaining cuards.
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ANGLE - MURIELA

watching from the secsnd-story balcony, is obviously _e'rlfled
that Conan might turn on her now. _

ANGLE - CONAN

But Conan is almoest blind with drink, and after staggering about
for 2 moment--passing ATALI and STRABO, the Eunuch, who sit
watching him £rom that same dark corner—he sees the door to the
street and runs toward it.

ANGLE - CONAN'S FOOT
trips on a puddle of zle.

ANGLE - CONAN

i

goes crashing spectacularly into the doorjamb, headfirst.
ANGLE - MCORIZLA

sighing with relief, turms toward her room-—and f£finds herself face
to face with a Dagothian priest, who steps from the shadows at the
top of the stairs.

BPRIEST
You have made an enemy
this night, woman.

Muriela skrinks back, hand to mouth, eyes wild. The priest steps
bv her, emotiocnless, and moves down the stairs, back into shadow.
Muriela lcocoks dewn toward the fallen ficure of Conan 0.3.

ANGLE - CONAN

Onconsciocus, his forehead bloody, GUARDSMEN standing over him. In
the background, severzl cother guards stagger uprigbt, help their
wounded comrades. A droplet of bleed from Conan's brow hit the
wooden floor as we

CUT T0O:

INT. SEADIZAR PRISON CORRIDOR - DaWN

SOUNDS of a whip being applied to £flesh echo through the dank
stone corridors of the prison, as Atali follows a WARDEN to a
cell. The cell is reached down a flight of stone steps; the doo:s
is open, ané =he WEIPPING SOUNDS come frem within. tali

follows the warden through the door.
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INT. CONAN'S CELL - DAWN - ATALI'S POV

Gray light streams through a high, narrow barred window, onto the
sweating, scarred back of a huge BALD TURNKETY. . The turnkey grunts
as he whips someone cut of view; there is no souné from his
subject. -

At last, he puts up his whip andé looks around, and now his body

no longer blocks Atali's view of the cell's occupant: it's

Conan, chained to the wall, in a ragged priscn loincloth,his half-
naked body striped with bleeding lash-marks. Ee gazes without
emotion past the turnkey at the warden, who steps into view,
gesturing at Atali.

WARDEN
HEis wife. PFive minutes.

The warden sets down a small hourglass, its sands already £flowing.
ANGLE - CONAN AND ATALI

Warden and turnkey leave, the turnkey eyeing Atali lustfully.

She shrinks away, veil up to conceal her face. Conan listens for
the sound of the bolt sliding shbut on the cell Soor before
glancing at Atali skeptically. She, in turn, studies him
uneasily, as one would whe finds herself alone with a wolf. But
there is still scmething about her attitude, a sense of haughty
superiority combined with innocence, that seems to dare him to
touch her.

CONAN
A wife is something a man
remembers... when he has
one.

ATALZ
Do you want to live,
barbarian?

Conan looks up, alert. :
CONAN
211 men want to live.

ATALZ
Swear to help me in a
certain task, and not
only will you live...you
will gain a treasure
beyond imagination.

CONAN
A (eyeing hner)
Tou think highly of
voursels, den't you?
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tartled, unaccustomed to such a remark, she almeost slips her
(ﬁﬁ , vell. 3Behind it, she blushes. Like an adolescent caught out
‘ playing an adult. :

ATALI
That's not what I mean.

CONAN
What sort of treasure,
then?

- ATALI
Does it matter?

CONAN
(glancing at his
chains)
Not much. All right,
weman, we have a bargain. -
The qQuestion is, do you
bave a key?

ATALI
Better than that.

From her gown she brings forth a flask -of blue liguid, which she
pours over the iron manacles on Conan's wrists. A SIZZLE=--the
liguid is ACID, and the iron BURNS THROUGE enocugk for Conan to
wrench the chains lcose. The chains clank to the ground, and
Conan stares at his wrists, rubbing them. He winces, with
momentary pain, as the movement starts the lashmarks on his back
bleeding, then shrugs it off. -

CONAN :
(greatly suspicious)
Nice trick. Are you a
witch?

ATALI
t was acid, no more. I
have horses outside the
city gates. Give me a
few mcments, then follow.

She goes to the cell door, leaving Coman in shadow. At her rap,
the Warden returns teo let her out. The door creazks shu:t behind
her. Conan continues to stare down at his hands, examining them,
until the door creaks cpen again, and EEAVY FOOTSTEPS approach.
The bald Turnkey comes forward, slapping his palm with the whip's
thick leather handle, grinning. His smile fades as his eves co %o
Conan's chains...now lying at the Cimmerian's feet.

Conan looks up at the Turnkey with a2 slow, wolfish grin.

- coT TO:
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INT. MOURIZLA'S ROCM - DAWN

A plump ZAMORIAN MZIRCEANT huffs away on top of her as MURIELA
feigns passicn. She glances over his shoulder to check the time
on an hourglass set on the table beside them; the sands are
running out. 8he cries out in faked ectasy, clutching the plump
man's shoulders.

Suddenly, there is 2 soft thunk 0.5., and the merchant collapses
unconscious on top of her. Muriela, puzzled, looks over his
shoulder, and her eyes widen in surprise—

MCRIZLA'S POV - CONAN

Conan locms over the merchant, hefting the Turnkev's whip; he's
just struck the man's head with the handle. Now he tosses the
whip aside—

ANGLZI - ROCM

——and as Muriela screams, Conan heaves the uncenscious merchant
off her andé scoops her up under cne arm.

MURIELA
{shrieking)
Please, no...the City
Guards made me betray
you...l swear by Mitra, I
was afraid...

Conan reaches under the bedclothes with his free hand andé pulls
out a cloth pouch jingling with coins. Ze shakes it for ber to
hear.

CONAN
And well paid, toec.

MURIELA
trying to.bargain). b oim— —— 2

The Priests... the
Priests of Dagoth... I
can tell you what they
said... They have an
interest in you, {
Cimmerian...

Conan hefts her more securely under his arm, ignoring her as he
st2lks 2o the window. Murielz sees it's no use.
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MURIELA
(screaming,
terrified)
Tou're going to kill me!
No...No, please....help!
Help, murder!

The.gir;'s shrieks grow more and more desperate. Shaking his head,
as éf éisappointed, Ccocnan steps out through the half-shuttered
window.

EXT. TAVZRN LEDGE -~ DAWN

Conan carries the shrieking girl along the ledge, £ree hand
touching the tavern wall for balance, sure—-footed as a mountain
goat.

CLOSE - MURIELA

wide—~eyed, horzifiad, screaming at the top of her lungs—
MURIELA'S POV - THEE STREET

two stories below, hard cobbles glistening in the morning licht.

A cluster o¢f STREZT URCIINS peint up at her; other STREET PEOPLE
gather in the street to look up, shading their eyes. AN OLD WOMAN

sells fruit to the watchers, who munch away like cbservers at a2
cock £fight. .

ANGLE - CONAN AND MURIELA

‘Conan .walks along the ledge, studying the ground belcw QUT OF

FRAME, as if looking for just the right spot. The girl is
bysterical now, £rantic, pleading.

MORIZLA
Don't kill me...please,
I'll do arnything...I know
love~secrets...l can .
Please you...don't kill
me!l

Eer voice rises to a shriek as he swings her up overhead, and
heaves her outward. She screams, falling OUT OF FRAME, and then
her scream is cut off by a loud sucking splash. Silence for a
beast, and then her VOICE 0S:

MUORIZLA(CS)
You bastard...ycu black-
hearted barbarian
bastardé! -
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ZXT. PIG STT - DAWN .

Balf-buried in mud and slops, Muriela sprawls in a sty surrounded
by grunting pigs. Zer screams are furious, raging, all fear
forgotten.' She's a sight.

MURIZLA
Damn you! 1I'd do it
again, you hear me? I'4d
sell yocu again, you
bastard— ) '
She doesn't guite finish, as one of the largest hogs covers her
face with a2 slurping kiss.

EXT. TAVERN LEDGE

Conan throws back his head, hands on hips, and roars with
laughter.

EXT. TAVERN STREET - DAWN

So do the street pecple, the urchins, and the olé woman, her
toothless mouth wide in a2 rauncous cackle. Down the street, at 2
full clanking run, come the CITY GUARDS, the same patrol which
captured Ccnan earlier; bruised, battered, and bandaged. Their
Sergeant points up at the window ledge where Conan is standing—

EXT. TAVERN LELGE

-heAand the guards notice each other a:t the same instant. Cenan
immediately takes 2 running leap off the ledge— :

ANGLE - TAVZRN SIGN

-——andé catching beld of the tavern sign, about f£ifteen feet below
and ahead, swings cut cover the heads of the startled guardsmen,
landing on the backboard of a fruit cart just beyond them. EHe
gathers up the reins of the rearing draZt horse that pulls the
cart; snaps them, with a wild shout. And as the guardsmen run
after him and the citizens scatter, he takes off tirough the
winding streets at breakneck speed.

CUT TO:

EXT. INNER CITY WALL = DaZX

Conan careens aroundé a2 corner in the cart. It hits a market stall
stané under the wall of the city, turns over. He lands with =z
roll, is on his feet and looking about for a way over the wall
even as SBOUTS and CRIES Zrom the dizection of the city cate wa:mn
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him that the guards there have spotted him. Arcund him are
talls, merchants, people buyving food and cloth-—all reacting to -
his presence.

A whispered EISS catches his attentiocn. EHe looks around, sees 2
ROPE dangling from the wall near him. He runs toward it, leaps,
half-runs up the wall about ten feet, grabbing the rope and
scrambling the rest of the distance with 2 mountzineer's ease.
Above him, someone ducks back cut of view on a2 low roof near the
wall--scmecne in a WHITE ROBE. A priest? Conan can's tell, and
neither can we. Ee reaches the top of the wall, swings over it
easily, and drops from view.

coT TO:

EXT. CITZ GATE - DAWN

Atali and Strabo wait with three stallions, each white 2s bone
china, near the huge fortress-like gates of Shadizar...reacting
to the SOUNDS OF CONFUSION inside the gates, the SEOUTS, the
CRASE of the cart going over. Atali looks around in confusien,
startled~— '

—and CONAN drops onto the ground before her, £rom the wall,
landing as silently as a great dark-maned cat., Strabo tosses him
a bundle of clothes wrapped by a scabbard belt.

ATALI
(as Coman gquickly
pulls a tunic over
his head, strapping '
on the scabbard)
Where have you been?

- CONAN

Paying a debt...

(eucks jingling

pouch into his
_ belt)
eeed8nd collecting a- @  ~e—-c —. - .-
profit. Well, I see
you've got good taste in
horseflesh.

He mourits the largest stallion, swinging into the saddle easily.
The horse shifts about under him until he calms it with a friendly

pat. Atali mounts her own horse sidesaddle. Stradbo swings -

grunting cntoe his.

CONAN
Which way, and how far?

CATALI
Bast...three days travel.
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CONAN
Three days...ané three
nights.
ATALI | -

(again blushing,

trying to be aloof)
Understand one thing,
barbarian. I am Atali,
danghter of RXaranthes...
and I am not part of the
bargain we made. Strabo
will see to that.

She indicates Strabo, who stares unmovingly at them both.

CONAN
(ironically)
Your lover?

ATALI ‘ T
(£lushing)
My...protector. A mute,
though his sword speaks
eloguently for him.
(a2t Cocnan's raised
' eyebrow)
Alsc a eunuch.

Conan looks arcund sharply, 2s SOUNDS CF RUNNING MEN are heard on
the wall above, drawing near. BEe reins his horse about, to see
the city gate slowly creaking cpen. The SOUNDS OF MEN AND EORSES
£rem inside...much commoticn.

CONAN
Well, if he wants to keep
what little is lef: of
him, he'd better get
moving. ' -

SEe gives a wild steppe-rider's cry, reining about, Atali matching
hix. They gallop off down the dusty ROAD OF RINGS. Strabo whips

his mount after them, as MUSIC RISES to a cresencdo, the three
ricders quickly lest in distance and dust.

CTT TO:

ZXT. TEE ROAD OF RINGS - NCON
The ROAD OF RINGS winds through a green mountain caayon ané down

through the center of 2 valley that opens £o0 2 wide plain bevend.
The Rcad i1s visible, stretching for miles, like the ancient reads
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of Rome, marked by crumbling milestones, here and there fallen
into d;srepa r, elsewhere completely lost beneath h;gh growth,
fznally rising again from the grass to crest 2 ridge, catching the
rays ¢f the sun and shining like gold.

Along this road rigde three figures cn horseback: Conan in the
lead, Atali clcose behind, Strabo not far behind her. Atali's
white rcbes flutter in the breeze. They come cut of the green
pass and pause, looking down across the valley o the plains.

' CONAN .
The Road of Kings. They _ -
say it was built by
giants in the days when
the earth was ycung.
{looks at her)
Do you believe that?

Atali draws her veil around her arms, as if chilled by the
breeze, and shakes her head. Before the cloth covers it, a RED
BIRTHMARK is visible on her forearm, vaguely shaned like an eve.

- Conan notices it but gives no sign.

CONAN
Ne;.ber do I.

Be galleps forward, Atalz and Strabo ‘ollowz »g. .They go down into
the Valley, toward the plains.

CoT TO:

EXT. TEE PLAINS - SUNSET |

Conan, Atali and Strabo ride across the plains as the sun melts
crimson con the horizon beyond them. Strabo whips his horse to
keep u©p.

CTT TO:

EXT. TEZ PLAINS - CAMP - NIGET

A fire sends smoke and sparks intoc the night. Conan lies besicde
it, stirring the embers, staring through the flames at Atali
sleeping beside her horse. She turns in her sleep, clutching a
small knife which gleams in the firelight.

Above her, Strabo sits guard, impassive, 2 grim Buddba.
ANGLE - CONAN
£ace ruddy in the Zfirelight, smiling wryly. He turns over to go

to sleep.
CTT TO:
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EXT. TEZ LOWLANDS - DAY -

They ride north, leaving the Road as it continues east. Their
gath takes them across the lowlands toward a leagues-distant
crest.

ANGLE ~ TEE RIDERS

Strabo sways sleeping in his saddle as he rides. Conan, glancing
back and noting this as he rides near Atzli, shakes his head. She
follows his glance, answers the unspoken criticism.
’
ATALI
Ee's awake when he needs
to be.

CONAN
(unimpressed)
Bow far to this treasure?

ATALI
You'll know soon enough.

. CON2AN
I want to know now.

ATALI .
Does the sword neel to
understand the hand that
wields is? .

Stung by this insul:, Conan makes a grab for Atali. Instantly, a
SWORD swishes gleaming down between them, only an inch from
Conan's fingers. Recoiling, drawing his own blade, Conan reins in
and whirls about=——

-—to face Strabo, fully awake and alert, his sword ready. Ee

glares silently, mirthlessly a2t Conan, prepazed for batile if
battle there must be.

CUT TO:

EXT. TEE LOWLANDS - TRAVELING SEQT

on a wild rabbit darting through the ¢rass, as an arrow brings it
down. N .

ANGLZ - CONAN

0ff his horse, picks up the arrow with the rabbit dangling frenx
its poins. Ee offers it to Atali, whoe recolls in delicate
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CUT TO:

EXT. LOWLANDS CAMP - NIGET

Conan wolfs down his portion of the rabbit, broiled on a stick
over the campfire, as Atali picks at hers. Grease smudges her
white gown; she brushes at herself, dismayed. Conan watches her
with amusement from the corner of his eye. Strabo moves between
them heavily, sits down. Conan snorts in annovance. Atali
netices, smiles coguettishly.

ATALI

Ee's guite strong.
Before he entered nmy
father's service, Strabo
worshipped with a pagan
sect in Zamboula. EHe
strangled children for
holy sacrifice.

{(loocks at Strabo

with obwvious

distaste; then at

Conan) ;
What pagan gods do you
worship, barbarian?

Be just locks at her.

ATALI
_ Qur god is blessed
‘Dagoth, the Dreaming One.

CONAN
Those white=~robed monks
back in Shaéizar... your
people?

- === ATALI"
(nods)

Dagoth is goed and kiné,
and in his worship, we do
geod works. We feed the
poor and bury the dead.
All this we do in henor
of our god. .

CONAN
My cod is Crom. BEHe
breathes life into a man
when he's born, he makes
him strong, ancé then he's
done with you.
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. ATALI
Bow do you pray to you:r
ged, barbarian?

CONAN
(shakes his head)
Best not to call on him,
for if he takes notice of
you, he will send you ‘
only dcom f£rem his high
mountain.

ATALI
Ee sounds cruel.

CONAN ‘
All gods are cruel. What
do they care about men?

She looks at him with sad, hurt eves, »itingly. <Conan shakes his
head, and continues eating. .

CUT TO:

EXT. FOREST = DAWN

Slivers of light poke between the high trees, Zading to grey as
they reach the ground. Ground mist is calf deep. The horses'
hooves sguelch in mulch-covered mud. Conan, At2li and Strabe lead
their horses between the trees, on £odt. Strabo keeps sinking
into the mud, splashing about frantically, too heavy for the sof:t
footing. Conan watches him, amused. Then Atali gasps as her
slippered foot slides into a muddy patch of ground, ankle deep.
Conan starts forward to help her out, but Strabo interposes
himself...lifts her onto her saddle, ancé guides both horses
forward, holding their reins. Conan, cut off, follows with barely
sursressed rage.

CONAN'S POV =~ THE FOREST

.- -

Grouné mist, light, distant splashings. Ahead, the trees tkin
out as the ground drops away into swampland.

ANGLZ -~ CONAN
glances cuestioningly at Atzli.
ATALI
(whispering)
Net much further.

Ee nods, they move on.
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EXT. TZZ LARE - DAWN

A fawn trods carefully at the water's edge, on a small island of
grass and roots. Its head dips to the water; and as it drinks,
SOMETHING slithers from the water, ropey and grey as an elephant's
trunk, but impossibly long. It makes hardly a ripple as it breaks
the surface of the lake, snaps around the fawn, and draws it into
the water, thrashing. The fawn bleats, disappears under the
water. A moment later, all is still.

EXT. LARXE SEORE = DAWN

Scme distance away from the small island where the fawn
vanished, Conan, aAtali and Strabc come out of the trees.

About a2 hundred vards away along the shore, there is a STABLE,
where horses can be heard snorting softly, pacing. A dock runs
£rom the stable to the lakeshore. 3But here the shore is muddy,
grassy ground still wreathed zn foqg.

Conan bethe*s hzs horse to a gnarled-looking tree and goes to
lifts Atali down. Strabo is there before him again, and thev meet
each others eyes in a cold silent exchange. Strabo lifts Atali

- down, tethers their horses, then joins Conan and Atali a= the .

shore. Together they all look out across the lake.

EXT. YTARA'S TEMPLE - DAWN

About a bhundred yards fzom shore, the dawn mist slowly clears
about a structure r;s;ng from the center of the lake. It is a
TEMPLE, multi-tiered, rising sheer from the water with no land
arcund it, crouching on the surface like an insect Visible zt
the base of the structure, to one side, is an arched cpening to 2
boat dock within the walls. Water laps the walls of this copening;
there seems no other.

EXT. LART SHORE

Conan stares at this incredulously, as Atali takes a Zolded,

ancient bit of parchment from her purse. She makes 2 sac:ed

gesture toward the temple, to ward off evil. Shivers, steals
herself to examine the parchment. Strabo watches f{rom beszce
them. They all speak softly, aware of the nearby stable.

CORAN
That's where the treasure
is?

ATALI

in a2 chamber at the heart
of the temple.
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CONAN
- Guarded?

ATALI
No, not the treasure
chamber itself. They
den't need guards.

CONAN
(deesn't like the
souné of this)
Way not?

ATALI
No cone has tcld me.
Here. Lock at thisf

Be peers over her shoulder at the paper, which is 2 kind eof
blueprint in faded ink on crumbling yellowed parchment.

ATALI
(continued)

That archway leads to a

boat dock. Beyond, the

lake water washes through

2 sewage pipe. At this

point, there's an opening

> into the pipe. The

LS treasure chamber is
directly z2bove that
opening.

Conan takes the parchment. £ crumbles in his hands. The
fracments drift like leaves onto the water at his feet:.

CONAN
(disgusted)
Tell me the truth, woman.
Is there a treasure, or
have the gods made you
mad?

ATALI
There is a treasure. A
treasure bevond
value...and you shall
share in it. If you
dare.

Be studies her, then locks out across the water. Finally grunts
and begins stripping off his £furs, his swordbelt.
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EXT. TEE LAKZE = DAY

Mist curls across the surface. Conan, stripped and greased to
protect himself from the cold, swims toward the Temple. Eis sword
is strapped across his back, his knife between his teeth; his hair
is heléd back from his eyes by a leather band.

EXT. LAKZ SEORE

Atali stands with the horses, clutching herself against the colé,
shivering as she follows the barbarian's progress.

EXT. TEZ LAXE - UNDERWATER VIEW

Conan's huge form is silhouetted against the surface, seen from
below. BEe takes long easy, confident strokes, savzng h;s surength
for the thievery ahead.

SOMETEING MOVES across ocur £ield of visien, too_shaé:wy £o see
clearly.

ANGLE -~ CONAN

Suddenly he stops, listening. Behind him, theze is a soft-sglash.l
He loocks around sharply, sees only mist and fog. Another splash,
nearer. Ee ta2kes a deep breath, ducks his head under the water.
UNDERWATER VIEW - CONAN |

peers through the darkness underwater, sear:h.ng-—s.arts, as he
sees something below 0.S.

ANGLE - CONAN

breaks surface, spraying water, and throws himself forward,
swimming toward the temple with desperate speed.

CNDERWATER VIEW - CONAN

-

SOMETEING ROPEY and grev reaches for hlS kicking legs; it is the

same ropev, tentacular TEING that caught the fawn at the lakeside.
It locps out, wraps around Conan's ankle-—and tugs.

ANGLE -~ CONAN

Ee goes under, yanked Irom below.

UNDERWATER VIEW - CONAN

zakes the knife £rom between his teeth and slashes through the

ropey tentacle wrapping his ankle. BRACKRISE IC3OR pours Ifrom tle
amputzted limb; it thrashes away into the depths.



~

~O

» __“{

First Draft 1/15/83 35

ANGLE - CONAN
swims on, passing througk the archway into the temple structure.

COT TO:

INT. Tm:.-z BOAT DOCE - DAY

A covered vaguely Gothic stone dock, inside the temple structure.
Several boats, almest Egyptian in aes ign, with high prows and wide
midships, nudge the stone wharf, rising and falling as the
lakewater laps against the wharf and against a broad flight of
stone steps leading down from a double—arched doorway. This
doorway must lead into the main boilding itself; is covered bv an
IRON GATE that can be raised or lowered by winches manned from the
stairs. Ccnan is on the lake side of the gate; he ducks
ungerwater, and a moment later comes up again on the boat dock
side. .

Two robed and armored GUARDS stand duty on the sta;:s, ocne of them
beside the winch. 3oth guards are black, huge warriors from Rush.
Neither notices Conan, who swims across the narrow dock area,
Xeeping to the shadows, heading toward the low triangular entrance
to the sewage pipe, where the currents seem strong, as if sucking
down into a whirlpoel. -

ANGLE =~ SEWAGE PIPE ENTRANCE

The currents are strong. Conan inhales deeply, dives, letting
them sweep him along.

INT. PIPE - DAY

Conan is sucked down, with the current, through a slopinc pipe
barely wide enough for his body. The walls of the pipe are eroded
stone, black and slick. Ee bashes into one wall, rebounds, -
catches himself and whben he sees, abead, the pipe making 2 U-turm
straicht down, he's ready for it.

ANGLE ~ CONAN

curving through the underwater U-joint; at the bottom of the
joint, in a natural basin, whitened human bones and battered
skulls can be seen—briefly. Then Conan is past, rising again.

INT. DRAIN - DAY

The pipe passes under a grilled drazin: this is the entrance to the
chamber Atali indicated on her parchment map. As Conan reaches
this cylindrical hecle, he reaches out, grabs an edge of the
cvlinder, and pulls himself back toward the drain by sheer brute
strencth. The pipe, a2t this point, is ten feet across, and the




-

z&}’

- G Erw AW @oaEe W W AW s - v

current is considerably weaker. 3But it's still a tremendous
effort, and when Ccnan £inally pulls himself into the drain and
lifts his head above the level of the water £illing the pipe, he
gasps for breath. :

ANGLE - CONAN

studies the drain arzound him. It's a vertical cylinder about five
feet wide by ten feet long, with the sewer pire at one end ané 2
massive rusting grate at the other. Bracing his back against the
wall of the cylinder, his fest pushing outward in front of him,

~Conan climbs up the cylinder to the grate, alternately sliding his

back up, then his feet, then his back.

i

INT. LEECZ CEAMBER ~ DAY -~ CLOSE

en the grate which £ills the drain a2t the very base of this
inverted~-cone chamber. Conan's fingers reach up through the wide
grate links, feeling for purchase. The grate is actually a '
ecircular plug of iron f£itted onto the top of the cylinder, not
mortared in place. Conan's groping fingers slide over several
dozen BLACX LEECHEES, finger-sized, which scuizrm at his touch; he
brushes them aside, grips, and heaves upward.

ANGLE - CONAN

The grate creaks, groans, finally rips upwaréd, encrusted matter
along its rim scraping away, chunks ¢f it pelting Conan, including
dozens of dislodged leeches. He heaves the grate up until it
totters over with a clang, clearing the drain. Then he clambers
over the side of the drain, rolling to his feet at the base of the
inverted cone chamber. Soft things sguish under his sandaled
feet. He looks down. ‘

CONAN'S 2?0V - LEECZES

mhousands ¢f small black leeches cover the chamber floor, crawling
over and through the skeletal remains of various animals-—mostly
deers, several dogs, and at least two humans. Leeches cover one
human skull. Conan's foot kicks it, sends it rolling away to the
base ¢f the chamber wall.

ANGLE - CONAN

looks around him. Light filters down from an opening above, dimly
showing EUNDREDS OF SMALL EOLES, toe- and hand-sized around the
inward-sloping base of this cddly-shaped room. The narrowest part
of the chamber is at the bettom; it widens ocutward until it is
about thirty feet across near the top, forty feet overhead. Small
holes cover the lower portion cf the walls; the holes grow '
progressively larger as thevy ¢o up the walls, until lost in deep
shadow near the top. Conan's gaze reaches up past shadows and
holes to the c¢eiling.
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ANGLE - THE CEILING

From a cizcular open hole in the very center of the ceiling,
directly above the drain, a CEAIN dangles into the chamber. Aabou:
ten feet down from the ceiling, a metal CAGE sways at the end of
the chain. 1Inside the cage is a2 shiny BLACIX METAL CZEST.

ANGLE - CONAN

Be eves the chest above 0.S. greedily. Turning his attention to
the walls, he starts to climb, using the holes for hand- and foot-
helds. As he climbs, his back comes into view. It's covered with
about a dozen small leeches each an inch across. _

ANGLE - CONAN

-Climbing. He reaches up for a hold over his heag, and £rom the

corner of his eye sees, on his extenced ara——

CSNAN’S 20V - EIS ARM

——a LEECE the size of his fis:, pulsating as it sncxs‘at him.
ANGLE = CONAN

grimacing with disgust, he grabs the leech, tries to tear it off.

.CONAN
Crom!

But when his hand clenches, the leech, gorged to Dursting, erupts
in his fist, spattering bim with blood. His own blood.

ANGLE -~ CONAN'S EAND

griprping one ¢f the slightly larcer holes for support. PFrem

~within the hole, another fist-sized LEECE slithers out, touching

his fingers.

ANGLE -~ COMAN =~ = == - - - —— e
looks up, recoils automatiéally. Losing his grip, he almost

slides down the side of the wall. Ee catches himself, but now
THEREE of the fist-sized leeches are on his shoulders. Ee cuts

them ofZ with his knife, blood spurting. Scrambling, he climbs up
the wall fzace guickly. Ahead of him are holes the size of watermels

ANGLE -~ LARGER BOLE

Something rears inside the shadowy hcle-——z2 huge LEECE, at least 2
foot long. £ slithers outward—

ANGLE - CONAN

Ee grunts in surprise as the thing lands cn his chest. It begins
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to throb, and the sudden shock of pain tears a CRY from his
throat. BEBe grabs the thing with two hands, rips it free. Bloody
suckers leave their mark on his bare breast. Ee looks around;
another foot-long leech has appeared in another of the holes. Ee
stabs at it with his knife, scrambles up to the next level of
holes, drawing his sword. Rnife in one hand, sword in the other,
body spattered with blood.

ANGLE - TEREE-FOCT LONG LEECE -

Eeaving from its hole, a2 LEECE the size of a small dog quivers
near Conan's head as he climbs to the next level. He sees i:,
cuts it in &wo with a stroke of his sword in the same instant.
Greenish £luid sprays his face and chest.

ANGLE - CONAN

Crouched on a narrow ledge on this, the level second-from~the-top,
he looks up, wild-eyed, sword gripped in both hands...

CONAN'S POV = TEE HIGHEST LEVEL

The heoles on the highest level, directly opposite the dangling
chain with its caged treasure box, are five feet high and six feet
across. 1In the shadows at the rear of the nearest hole, something
shiny and moist skivers ané moves forward, as if scenting food.

WZDE ANGLE - TEE CEAMBER

Conan is on the level just under the cne with the largest holes—
and, by extension, the largest leeches. The only way he can reach
the dangling chain is to leap from one ¢f the large holes. Ee
stands panting, studying the situaticn, as LEECEES of varying
sizes converge on him, slithering over each other, sguirming and
pulsating at they gatber round his feet.

ANGLE ~ _CONAN

becomes aware of the leeches crawling around him. He kicks at
them, slashes at them with his sword, his instincts aroused,
reflexes in charge, going wild with fury, cutiing, slasking,
thrusting=-

ANGLEZ = LARGEST EBOLZ

-=asg, f£from the shadows of the largest hole, a2 cuivering BLAXX
LEECE the size of 2 man swells into view. Its black shiny surface
is covered with hundreds of the smaller leeches, living off it in
parasitic symbiosis. It raises up, and its underside is exposed.
Suckers and an insect-like mandible &rip green mucus as the leech
sways toward Cenan's naked back. The leech strains forward-——

ANGLE -~ CONAN

—and Conan sees its SEADOW cast by the light tarough the opening
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overhead, on the sloping wall below him. Ee whirls, thrusting
upward with his sword——

ANGLE - CONAN & GIANT LEZCE

-——and the sword pierces the giant leech through its open mandible.
Mucus pours out over the blade, over Cenan's hands. The creature
heaves upward in its death agony, and Conan, holding the sword's
hilt, is swung upward with it. A last tremor sanaps the giant
leech about, and Conan is flung from his sword like a bit of mud
from 2 horse's tail. .

ANGLZ - CONAN

grabs out, catching the dangling chain. Ee heolds tight, swinging
about as he watches—~ .

CONAN'S POV = TEZ LZECE

It guivers, dying; fluid gusbes from its wound, and at last it
spills sideways ocut of its hole, eight feet long, and rolls wetly
down the sloping wall to crash into the drain, where it slides %o
from view, disappearing down the drain with a splash. '

ANGLE - CEAIN

Conan looks from the érain to the caged treasure box. Taking his
knife from between his teeth, applies it to the cage. The bars
twist apart easily. He pulls the box out; it's not very large.

An intricate pattern of diamond chips covers the box's sleek black
surface. Be tucks it into bhis belkt. Leooks down, toward the
drain, shakes his head, and looks up along the chain toward the
smokey torchlight coming f£rom above. '

COT TO:

INT. SPIRAL STAIRWAY CZIAMBER - DAY

The chain rises thrcugh a circle in a BRASS FLOOR, continuing
straight uop the céhter of a-long-narrow room circled--by a-spiral -
~aircase of black iron. The staircase winds arocund and around

the inner walls of the room, up two stories, to a narrow balcony.
The door from the balcony is the only exit or entrcance to the
zoon=-not counting the circular opening in the brass flcor, of
course. Torches are set in braziers at intervals along the
staircase.

Conan's head appears throuch the opening; he peers about. The
room is deserted. Swifily, he climbs hand-cver-hand up the c¢hain,
and steps o0ff the chain cnto the brass flocor. Ee listens for a
moment, hears nothing, and starts up the spiral stairs.
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ANGLE - CONAN ON STAIRS

As he goes arcund and around, up and up, he hears a2 soft WEISPER
above him-=—what sounds like a whzsaer, but is actually the soft
murmur of voices talking in an undertone, with intense
concentration.

CONAN'S POV - TEEZ STAIRS

As the top of the stairs come into view, a2 balcony area is
visible, and beyond it, a partially open Goor. Light glows golden
beyond the docr, and the SOFT VOICES are coming from within the
room beyond.

INT. BALCONY - CONAN
Ee crosses the baleony, cat-footed, and pauses outside the door,

locking in, listening. Eis face is lit by golden light. Eis
eves narrow as .his hand goes out, gently pushing the door back

'and_ocen, he peers within. The VOIC.S are now clearly audible:

TARA'S VOICE
Gcod...good, keep
going...vou're dc;ng very
well... x

coT TO:

INT. TARA'S PRIVATE CEAMBERS - DAY - CLOSE

on what appears to be A EIVE~-LIXE MAZE, seen from above so that
the various turnings and deadends are visible; CAMERA PANS DOWR
and around the labyrinth, now seen in cutaway like an ant farm.
More levels are visible; and moving throuch this mystical
LABTRINTE is a2 small, human FIGURE.

ANGLE = THE LABTRINTE- - - — = ——e——— = =27 = © 0 = === = =-io— -

The figure is that of a boy, TOUNG TARA, wearing the cloak and
robe ¢f a2 mage. Something about him seems not quite substantial,
as if he were a little more sclid tban a ghost.

ANGLE - YOUNG TYARA

BEe ¢omes to a fork in the labvrinth, goes right. Immediately,
FLAMES LEAP UP in the opening to the left tunnel. Ioung Yara coes
on without looking back.

CLOSE - TARA
Watching this, from a vantage peint as yet unexglained, is a
harsh-fsatured wizard in black: TARA, whese .emn’e this structure

-
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is. Be nods encouragement.

YARA
Very gocd. This is the
furthest you've ever
gone. One more
turning...

ANGLE - ZOUNG TARA

In the labyrinth, Young Tara comes to TEREE OPENINGS set cone on
top of another. 2ach is dark, an uninviting maw. TYoung Yara
besitates, then crouches, very slowly, and slips into the lowest
of the three~

CLOSE - YOUNG TARA

 ——and SERIERS as jagged, serated claws like the claws c¢f a bear

trap snap from the walls arcund h;m, abcut to cut him in two as we
instantly

CoT TO:

CLOSE - ZOUNG TARA

rearing backward in a chair, eyes wide, shocked, shaking his hezd
as he comes out of 2 trance. 2 glowing LIGET dims in his eyes.
CAMERA PULLS BACR to reveal the labyrinth/hive cn a jade table in
front of him, merely a three—~foot high model of scme greater
structure. TYARA stands opposite TYoung Yara on the other side of
the labyrinth/hive, shaking his head sternly. 3eyond them,

‘visibly framedé in the doorway to the roem, is Conan, watching all

this intently, wenderingly. BEe is about to step back.

TARA
You were close...very
close. 3But you took the
obvious route. '

IOUNG TARA
I'm seorry, father...
there's so much to
remember...

Ee locks at the lébyrinth-
YOUNG YARA'S POV - TEE LABTRINTE

-—and £rom nowhere, +he entrance to the labyvrinth tunnel, the
chostly, .nsubstan.lal IMAGE OF YOUNG YARA which was seen ea*lle*
reagpears, slowly coming into focus.
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IMAGE OF TOUNG TYARA
(hollow, eerie
voice)
I'll try again...

ANGLE = YOUNG TARA
concentrating, the LIGET GLOWING IN HIS EYES as he studies the

~labyrinth, Yara nodding approval. The chamber they are in his

crowded with the tools of the mage's trade: scrolls, flasks, an
alchemist's furnace, carved demons, jeweled idols, and so Zorth,
all covered with fine dust. There is a heavy, murky quality to
the 2ir, a2 sense of age and death. The statue of an Egyptian-
like, ibis~headed god looms above them.

ANGLE - CONAN

In the doorway. Ee takes a step backward, and as he does,
removing his hand from the door, it CREAKS on its hinges.

CLOSE ANGLE - IARA

Tara, leaning forward to watch his son,looks up at the sound of
the creaking door. Eis eyes lock on—-

CONAN - TARA'S POV - CLOSE

~as his eyes lock, -in turn, on Tara, ief and wizard staring at
each other acress a2 room.

ANGL

ty

" -m . -

Even as Conan docges back, the wizard throws himself to his feet,
sw:.ng...ng a hand against 2 BRASS GONG on a2 tablette beside him,
crying out in herror.

TARA
The Eye...!

Young Yara breaks £rom his trance as the wizard rushes frem the
table to the door. The bovy looks up, LIGET £fading from his eyes—

CUT TO:

INT. BALCONT

Conan, swordless, has eonly his knife in hand. Be lecoks around,
see another arched doorway, this leading to a corridor. He runs
toward it. Beyond the exit torches smolder, casting leng
shadows—
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ANGLE - BALCONY DOORWAY

——and the shadows now move toward him, coming into the light:

"ARMORED FIGURES at a full run, all black-—-wearing the same armor

seen on the black warriors in Shadizar. They carry a variety of
weapons from primitive Rush: razor-sharpened bone clubs, serrated
boomerangs, odd ircn swords with bone hilts. Several heft
Rushite spears, feathered around their sharpened tips=--called .
assegais. In the forefront of the group is a six-foot=-tall BLACX
WOMAN, wearing a red robe from neck to knee. It conceals her
torso. Conan backs up, teeth bared, knife in hand. 3is back is
£o the open aiz, the stairwell. '

' CONAN
Who dies first?

A GUARD charges forward, past the black woman, recklessly.

Conan's movements are so quick they're almost impossible to
follow. Suddenly the guard is dead, and his sword is in Conan's
hand. Conan grins, a wolf at bay, shifting weight from foot to
foot, watchful as the black warriors surround him. Tallest of the
male warriors, a burly master sergeant type, is a scarred Xushite
named IMBALAYO. '

Yara and Toung Tara have come onto the balcony, and Yara firmly
pushes the boy back behind him. TYara's horror has been replaced

by rage.

TARA
The Eye...Zula, he has
the Eye of Ibis...!

ANGLE - CONAN

Two more warriors rush him. EBe dodges ONE WARRIOR's thrusting
assegai, grabs the assegai, and smashes the warrior with the butt:
swings the pcint of the assegai in an arc that cuts the throat cf
2 SECOND WARRIOR; pins a TEIRD WARRIOR to the wall with the
assegai's point, temporarily blocking the other warriors as they
push through the arched entrance. IMBALAY0O and a stocky, shortish
warrior who was obviously interrupted in the middle of a meal,
BOMBAATA, start forward together. Imbalayec draws a bone
boomerang, Bombaata a pair of shert swords. They ¢rin wolfishly—

Suddenly the Black Woman steps forward, almost regal amid the
mayvhem.

- BLACX WOMAN
(commanding)
Imbalayo, Bombaata...
enough. He is mine.

Conan, drawing his own sword, looks at her as if she's mad. She

£lings aside the concealing rcbe. Underneath it she wears the
armor ¢of a warrior. She is spectacular; her name is ZTULA. She
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rips the assegai out of a warrior's corpse, kicks the boédy aside
and stands facing Conan, ready for battle.

ANGLE - CONAN AND ZULA
A grim silence drapes the chamber like a2 shroud. PFor 2 leng

moment Cimmerian and Rushite confront each other. AL las:, 2Zula
takes a2 step forward, assegai before her.

CONAN

I don't kill women.
ZuLa

Then a woman will kill

you.

She takes another step, assegai poised for thrusting. Conan waitis
with his sword, defensively, ill at ease.

ANGLE - TARA |
looks grimly on, eyes burning, Young Yara behind hinm.

TARA
Zula-—gut him!

ANGLE - 2ZTLA

thrusts at Conan's middle. He barely evades her ligbtaing~£fast

lunge. Imbalayo, Bombaata and the other black warriors 1ocok on

arprovingly. Their own weapens are ready, but they make no move
without a command from Zula eor Tara.

Zula spins, thrusts again, a daring two-stroke assault almest like
a éance which catches Conan coff-balance. Eer assegai-nead grazes
his side, draws blocd. The Cimmerian is less hurt than startled.
This woman fights like a man-—and better than mest. MNot since
Valeria has he met an cpponent so worthy of his steel. Ee raises
his sword, moves catlike about in fron- of her; he'll not
uncerestimate ber again.

'ANGLE - TEZ BALCONY

Acain, Zula thrusts. This time Conan is ready for her. ©Ge tuzns
her assegal with his blade. She recovers, spins, clashes again.
Their snarling visages come within inches of each other. Break,
parry, spin and thrust. Sword to assegai; his superior weight,
after 2 moment, sends her reeling backward and nearly to one knee.
Cenan grins. This is more like it. Frem her crouch, Zula
reverses the assegai, swats it across Conan's legs like 2
guarterstaZff. He grunts, stumbles backward, and she's up again,
the assegai toward him, her face 2 mask of barely controlled rage.
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ANGLE - YARA - CLOSE

IaRra -
We ve no time for this.
~ Hurl your assegais.

ANGLE ~- WARRIORS

2 tali, skinny wazrior with frightfully bad teeth—GOMANI—hefts
is spear, others ready their own weapons, ready to toss them past
Zula inte Conan's hea~-. Conan sees this.

ANGLE - BALCONY

Conan ¢glances back cover his shoulde ; he's got nowhere to go.
Ee's at the edge of the balcony. Ee looks back at the frustrated
ané furious 2Zula, at the warriors beyond her about to throw, and
grins sardonically. ©EHe sheathes his sword, and even as the first
assegais fly toward him, he spins and dives backward off the
balcony—

TRACXING SEOT - CONAN

2n incredible, heart=-stopping DIVE: straight off the balcony, down
two, three stories past the spiral stairs, toward the narrow
circular opening into the Chamber ¢of Leeches. It is a perfect
divew . ' :

INT. CEZAMBER OF LEECIES

~—ané it continues down through the opening into the chamber, down
through the chamber, down, down-—and TEROUGE the drain-—-

INT. SEWAGE PIPE

-~down through the érzin' and into ten feet of fetid, churning
water. Conan hits with a force that would kill anothe:, weaker
man; his body arcs-into the dive, agalnst the current, and sheer
momentum carries himz down and around the U~joint, cas. the
whitened skeletons. Now he swims against the current, straining
every muscle to make headway against the fierce tug cf the rushing
waters.

INT. SPIRAL STAIRWAY BALCONY
Zula and the other warriors gape after the vanished barbarian in
disbelief; she recovers first, chargznc back the way she came, her

warriors, vara and Young Yarz follewing clase behind.

CTT TO:
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INT. TEMPLE 30AT DOCX

Conan breaks surface at the triangular drain, gasping for air. 3Se
swims to the dock, whHere the TWO GUARDS are facing the door to the
temple, hearing the commotion inside, throwing puzzled glances at
each cther, wondering what's going on.

ANGLE - CONAN
heaves himself, dripping, from the water; his hand clamps around

the ankle of the nearest GUARD, ancé with a2 yank, he throws the
Rushite into the water. The SECOND GUARD ccmes arcumé, startled,

" but too slowly: Conan's knife takes him under the ribs. The

Cimmerian pushes the dead guard off his knife, then turns to the
winch which works the archway's iron gate.

ANGLE - GATE
ratchets upward, creaking, as—
ANGLE - CONAN

turns the winch, shoulders working as he heaves the two-man crank
around anéd around. Ee has the gate almost open when the temple
door behind him bursts open, 2Z2ula and her warriors rushing
through, shouting with rage. '

Ceonan jams 2 spear into the winch to prevent the gate from
lowering, turns toward his attackers. Ee grasps the head of a
assegai thrust at him by the FOREMOST WARRIOR, stabbing the man
with his sword and hurling him into the water. Ee fends off
several more warriors. In moments, two or three more lie wounded
or dead at his feet, the dock awash with their bleood.

ANGLE -~ BCAT DOX

Zula directs the attack from the cpen archway. She takes no
notice as Yara and his son position themselves behind her.

TARA
Take care-—the Eye—!

ZULA
(to warriors)
Don't let him reach the
boats=—

She tears a assegal from the hand of 2 nearby wasrior and hurls
it at Conan. Ee dodges with a twisting of his body; it strikes
the waterz.

ANGLE - CONaN

jabbing at the warriors who press in upon him. 3ombaata whirls
his £wo swords in almost a ritual &ance, slashing, cutting——but
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Conan parries easily, finally gets a2 boot against the short
Rushite's chest and shoves him backward into Gomani. Conan turns
en three others who charge in swinging sharp-edged clubs. One
warrior falls, his stomack blotching red. Conan glances up—

CONAN'S POV = ZULA

—to see Zula framed in the archway above, Imbalayoc beside her
raising a2 serrated-edgeé BOOMERANG, about &5 throw.

ANGLE - CONAN

guts the Rushite nearest him, ¢grabs the man's assegai. The dead
body momentarily blocks the other warriors, giving Canan a clear
shot at the Kushite beside Zula. Without missing a beat, Conan
sends his assegai flying with tremendous force— -

ANGLE - ZULA

instinctively shoves Imbalayo out c¢Z the way of the deadly
assegai-- which buries itself in the breast cof an astonished TARA
a couple of yards behind her. - The .wizard locks down in disbelief
at the crimson stain blossoming on his robe, then tumbles forward
like a sack of grain. 7Toung ZTara looks down at him, then towards
Conan. The moment is still, eerie. Time evaporates.

ANGLE - CONAN

frozen in surprise, at what his action has wrought. The air

seems to echo with the sound cf a distant sword=-strocke. Conan
looks up, but his eves are looking backward in time to a2 moment
cf horror in the life of the boy he himself was once.

ANGLZ - ZOUNG TARA

gis eves bore into Conan's. Filled with the hatred of 2 hundred

eons, the fires of uncounted hells.

ANGLE - ITLA

grim, fierce, over the wizard's corpse. Seeing he is dead, she
draws the assecal from his chest and leaps forwardé to the fray, 2
savage black she-panther, eyes ablaze with fury. She howls.

Time starts up again.

ANGLE -~ CORAN
grabs the Rushite lunging at him. Ee lifts the man overhead and
hurls him at his attackers. Bombaata, just struggling up, goes

down again. The warriors £all back, blocking each other— and
Zula.

ANGLE = TEZ BOATS

Conan severs the rope which holds one ¢f the high-~prowed boats,
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leaps inte it. Grabbing an car and keeping low as he can, he
fows like mad toward the cpen iron gate. Gomani, assegai in

hand, leaps SCREAMING into the boat as it moves from the dock.
Conan elbows him painfully into the water and goes on rowing,

looking back over his shoulder.

CONAN'S POV - BOAT DOCZ

Already some distance behind him, some of the warriors hurl

- assegais from the water's edge. Bombaata, reeling, and Imbalayo

are manning the boats. 2Zula, brandishing her assegal and
SBEOUTING, urges them on. .

ZULA
After him, damn your
black eyes! 2After him!
ANGLE - CONAN
Eis boat is almost at the gate. Rowing like hell, keeping low.

A spear strikes the water, another lodges in the boat ztself. b-X
few seconds more... )

ANGLE = ZTLa

sees the assega; jammzna the winch. Snarling, she crushes it
with a kick of her bare foot. The winch rapidly unwinds—

ANGLE - CONAN

barely makes it through the gate before the ircn bars come
¢rashing down. -

ANGLE - BOAT DOCX
Zulz prepares to board the first of the two boats manned by

Imbalyoc, Bombaata, and her warriors. Five warriors in each boat,
with 2ulz making six in the lead boat; a total of eleven warriors.

Bombaata braces himself to bhelp a dripping Gemani up over the

side. TOUNG YARA, crouching half in shock over his fazther's
corpse, sees 2Zula-about to leave and rusbes to water's edge; he
means to clamber zbocard, but Zula blocks him.

ZULA
No, child. 3Tou remain
here.

TYOUNG TARA

But he killed my father—
and he stole the Eye!
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ZULA

Anc he shall die for it,
in a thousand nameless
ways. But your place is
here, in the Temple of
Ibis.

(indicates

dead Yara)
«esDOW, MOre even than
before. Amboola...

‘At her gesture, a tall, greying warrior, AMBOOLA, places his

hands on the bov's sob-wracked shoulders. TYoung Yara tries &o
wriggle free, but Amboolz holds him firmlv. 2Zula nods, and her
boat starts for the gate, Bombaatza and Gomani with others at th
cars, as warriors on the dock man the winch, straining. The ga
slowly rises as the boats make for it. Zula locks back...

ZULA'S POV - TEEZ BOAT DOCX
corpses, upcn the steps at water's edge.
ANGLE ~ ZO0LA '

looks ahead as her boat passes through the now-cpen gate. A
grim, deadly determination shines in her dark eyes.

ANGLE - ZOUNG TARA

HEe glances up at Amboola, a2nd suddenly kicks back into the man'
shin. Amboola gasps, releasing him, and Yara darts away as we

coT TC:

EXT. TEZ LAKE - DAY

Conan rowing furiously, eager to put distance between himself a
Zula's warriors._ Ee glances downward at the water.

CONAN'S POV = LARE

Beneath its surface, the tentacular TEING paces Conan's boat.
slithering shadow in the murky blackness. A ropey TINTACLZE
gropes toward the oarlock.

ANGLE -~ CONAN

jams at it with an oar, and rows all the harder, muscles
rippling.
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EXT. LAXKE SBORE -~ DAY

Atali watches tensely, near the water,. as stoic Strabo holds the
three horses, stroking them to calm them. Atali strains to see
somethng in the distance, amid SPLASEING SOUNDS.

ANGLE - ATALI'S DOV

Seen through the mist— Conan, paddling like mad, almost
comically.

ANGLE - SEORE

Conan leaps onto shere as the boat beaches. They speak in HOARSE
WHISPERS because of the nearby stables and Rushites.

ATALI
You have it?

CONAN
Why do you think they re
after me?

Ee indicates the lake. Through tihe mist the prow of 2Zula's boat -
- appears. EHer warriors are SEO0UTING excitedly, brandishing their
weapons. At a CRY 0.S., Conan and Atali turn toward the stables.

CONAN'S POV - STARLES

Frenzied activity, with several BLACX WARRICORS pcuring frem
cuarters near the stables. A couple are already preparing:
horses. :

ANGLE - LARKEI SEORE

Cecnan hands Akali the treasure box, lifts her conto her mount: No
time for Strabe's formal noensense this time. The Eunuch, heaving
his bulk onto his own stallion, hefts a spear £from his saddle~
.sheathe as a SCREAMING WARRIOR, <&agger in hand, races toward them
from the stable a2area. The spear impales the black with deadly  --
accuracy. Conan is impressed. Ee, Atali, and sStraboc gallep off
in the cpposite directicn from the stables.

LONG SEOT - TSE SHORS

Moments later, Zula's boat lands, the cther hard behind it. From
a distance, half dimmed by mist, Zula can be seen ¢esturing
lmnerlously as she speaks to the warriors who greet her. She's
organizing a hunt, ;mbalayo at her side. The first of a number

. of hashzlv-saddled horses is brought, as the scene recedes into
mist ané éistance...

CoT 7T0:
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RN ™. LOWLANDS - DUSK

Conan, Atali, and Strabo ride £lat-out, the sun a copper shield
behind them. ' '

COT TO:

EXT. BLASTED EEATE - NIGET

The trio ride at a very slow pace now, on weary horses beneath a
half moon, amid gnarled trees and a barrenm landscape out of a
barogue nigbtmare. Ahead rise craggy hills, barren as the
mountains of the moon. . .

COUT TO:

EXT. WATERFALL PCQL - NIGET

CLOSE on a knife whose blade is being heated over a2 small but

teady campfire flame. Strabo's handé lifts the knife from the
£ire, passing it carefully to Atzli. Ccnan sguats near Atali,
kBis back to her.

- At the édge of the barren land, they have found a temporary
refuge: beside a waterfall which flows frem a ridge twenty or
mere feet high. Beneath the f2ll a small pool glimmers in the
half moon.

ATALI
This will hart.

She examines Conan's broad, bronzed back, where several leech-
heads preotrude £frcm the skin, broken of£f. Eer fingers touch his
back lightly, reluctantly, vet both respond in restrained fashion
to the contact. The girl seems especially embarrassed.

CONAX
Damned leeches.
With scme revulsicn, she begins delicately but skillfully to cut
the lesech-heads from Conan's back. Eis face is grim, but he makes
no sound, Dbetrays no pain. Strabo watches, standing in stoic
silence nearby.

DISSCLVE 70:

c EXT. POCL - NIGET

Atali finishes her work. She seems slightly ncre used to touching



S @\

First Draf:s 1/18/83 g2

Conan's naked back now; in a sense this act ¢f kindness has
established an unspoken bond between them. She puts down the
knife. EHer ccol believer's mask has slipped, revealing a shy.,
tncertain ¢gizl.

ATALI
That's the last.

Conan ‘tuzrns slowly, locoking intoc her eyes. There is gratitude
there... and more.

CONAN
Whoever taught you,
possessed great skill...
with a knife.

She retﬁrns Conan's knife to him; he sheathes it. All the while,
they look into each other's eyes, beneath Strabo's caze. at last,
Conan breaks the spell, glancing sharply about as SOMETEING HZOWLS

.o.s. cut in the barren lands.

ATALI
This land was cursed by
gods, long ago. The
black ones may be afraid
to pursue us this way.

CONAN
Whe can say what men will
"~ do, for revenge?

ATALI |
Do you fear the geods
Conan?

CONAN

I would not tread on
their shadow.
(beat)
© “Ror-do-I -tike-slaying -— B
wizards, even by chance.
It's said their ghosts
bave a long reach.

ATALTI -
It's not Yara's ghost vou
need worry about.

CONAN
Yara. 7You knew him,
then? | ' :
(She shakes
her head)
Then who told you about——
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ATALI
(stiffly., awkwardlv)
Tou swore to help me win
the treasure. I did not
swear t0 answer your
guestions.

But she's lost scme of her former certainty, and, flustered, turns
to the poocl to wash her hands.

CONAN
About that treasure... I
want my share.

Her reaction is repressed, but noticeable: she is slightly stung,
hurt. A harder mask coming down across her features again, she
gestures to Strabo, who brings the small treasure box and hands it
to her. Conan looks f£rom her to the box.

CLOSE - TREASURE BOZX
Of a strance black metal inlaid with white dlamond chips, making

an odd, almest familiar pattern, it is sealed with a lock in the
shape of the bird-god Ibis.

' ANGLE - CONAN

watches a2s Atali tries to pry it openm with her own puny blade,
fumbling=-—-again, flustered, aware of him watching.

CONAN
Let me.

-Balf reluctantly, she lets him take it. Strabc cbserves clecsely,

eyes rmarrowed, hand on swordhilt. Cecnan starts to apply his own
knife to the lock, then stops, cocking his head slightly.

CONAN
Thought I heard...

ATALI —~ ~°
Are you afraid of the
wind... barbarian?

Cooly, he goes back to his work the lock swifitly yields. The top
springs back—

CLCSE - OPEN TREASURE BCX

—zo reveal inside, upon velvet, an ETET-S5APED GEM roughly the
size of an egg. t catches the moonlight almest blindingly.

ANGLE -~ CCNAN AND ATALI

She lifts the Iye respectfully, 2lmest worshipfully, £rem the box.
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Strabo blinks at it impassively. Conan makes no attempt to hide
his unhappiness zt this turn ¢f events.
) | ATALI

The Eye of Ibis!

CoT TO:

EXT. RIDGE CREST ~ NIGET

CLOSE con a sizable BOULDER, nearly the height of a man. The
waterfall stream can be heard in BRGD. A gnarled but sturdy tree
limb is being used, with leverage and considerable difficulty, to
make the boulder slowly rock forward and back. Near it is a
SANDALED FOOT, but no way ¢f telling to whom it belongs. INTERCTT
with the next scene: '

EXT. POOL -~ NIGET

Conan anncyed, near Atali, as Strabo looms nearby, hand on
swordhilt warily.

CONAN
Is that ail? Bow do we
cut up such a2 gem—
without destroving i&?

ATALI
{appalled)
£ would be a sacrilege
te damage the Zye of
Ibis.

CONAN
But not to steal it, eh?
Then how did you mean to
pay me?

ATALI
(£laring)
Isa't your life payment
enough?

CONAN
It's not what we agreed
cn-

ATALI
There are more important
things than wealth to=—

Suddenly Conan springs toward Atali—— and instantly, Strabo draws
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his sworé to defend her. But Conan's body hurtles into Atali’s,
ané both roll heavily away— '

-—as the BOULDER, falling from the ridge above, CRASEES LIKE
TEUNDER into the very spot where they had been 2 moment before.
It rumbles massively onto the £ire, plunging the scene into
darkness.

ANGLE - CONAN

more or less on top of Atali, his dark eves scanning the ridge
above. Atali, stunned and breathless, £finds herself face to face
with the Cimmerian, inches apart. She still clutches the Eye.
Strabo, sword in hand, gestures grimly toward the top of the
ridge. Conan rises, nodding.

: CONAN
Guard her.

Strabc helps Atali to her feet and ﬁakes up a defensive posturé.
She is stunned, confused. Conan swiftly climbs the ridge near the

‘waterf2ll. A Cimmerian born, he is an able and quick climber,

scaling it in seconds, unhampered even by the darck.
ANGLEZ =~ ATALZ

troubled, watches Conan disappvear cover the top of the ridge. Then
she exchanges a glance with Strabe, still on guardéd acainst further
ati:ack, and moves to the pool, in which the half-moon is .
reflected. PFrom her purse she tzkes a small pinch of the same

"GLITTERING WEITE POWDER as before, and sprinkles it onto the

surface.
ANGLE -~ 20CL

Her reflection, and the moon's, slowly FADE as, on the now-
glit=ering water, the IMAGE OF XARANTIIS appears.

ATRLI (0OS)
Fathe:-.. —— -

KARANTEEZS
Atzli... my dearest,
dearest daughter...

CoUT TO:

EXT. ATOP RITGE - NIGET

Thick with trees ané gnarled stumps, vet no leaf or vine grows
upon them in this blighted land. trewn twigs and branches CRUNCE
underfocs as Conan's mighty legs carry him swiftly forward.
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INTERCUT -

with CLOSE SEOTS of the legs and feet of the PURSUED,
unidentifiable as to size and identity, but moving qu;ckly,
agilely, desperately.

EXT. RIDGE CLEARING - NIGET

Conan abruptly halts in a leafless glade, not far from the ridge
crest, beneath the moon. Ee has a clearer view now, but sees and
hears—- nothing. Only a thick, twisted log sprawls in the glade.
As if listening warily for a distant sound, he half crouches, half
leans upon the log, near a KNOTEOLE large emough for a small hand
to pass through.

CLOSE = XNCTEQLZ

as a jagged-edged RNIFE stabs upward through the hole, nearly
slicing Conan's thigh. Conan dodges back easily, obviously
preparad for this. Ee knew his cuarry had to be inside the log.

ANGLE - LOG

Conan scrambles NOISILY down to cne end of the log, then leaps

silently back to the cther end—
ANGLE - OPEN END OF LOG

just as YOUNG TARA scurries out, knife still in hand. Conan
grabs the boy's wrist in an iron vise, as Zara (no need to
differentiate from here cn) struggles viciously. The boy manacges
to throw the knlfe, it darts from his hand——almost like a thing
alive~—turns in mid=-air at a ninety degree angle, and plunges
toward Cenan from above——

The Cimmerian ducks, startled, and the blade plunges past to
thrum vibrating into the log. Conan grunts and grabs the boy
more firmly Dy the upper arms, avoiding the sandaled kicks at his
belly and gzo;n.

TARA
Let me go! If I had more
magic=—

CONAN

You're the boy I saw with
that o0ld wizard.

YARA
(struggling)
HEe was my father! And
you killed him!
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CONAN

Tour father.

{(shakes him,

suddenly intense)
Those others...the
Rushite warriors... are
they with you? Is she
with you?

Conan releases Yara. The pair face each other, poised for motion,
beneath the mocn. Tara's knife protrudes from the log nearby.

TYARA
Zula commanded me to stay
at the temple...
(proudly)
«ssbut I got away and
found you before she did.

. CONAN
Because you're not afraid
of ghosts.

TARA
'l am Yara, son of Tara.
I fear nothing.
(fiercely)
What have you done with
it? What have you dene
with the Eye?

Sucddenly he lunces for the knife. Conan, reaching it first, stamps
his foot down firmly over it. TYara pounds, kicks a2t his leg—
then BITES it savagely. Conan cries out znvoluntarzly, again
grabs the bovy up by the scruff of the neck.

CONAN
By Crom, there are men
who'd kill even a c¢hild
~~--for less.-

IARA

(defiant, spitting)
Go on. Kill me, then!
For as long as I live,
I'1l hunt you— £ill I've
plunged my father's knile
into your stinking hearst!

Conan retrieves Yara's knife, sticks iz ints his cwn bel:.
CONAN

You're too little to be
plaving with knives.
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Tearing free, Yara grabs up a gnarled branch, swings it viciously
like a club. The Cimmerian fends it off with a scratched forearm,
knocks it from the boy's hand. TYara turns, £lees. Conan pursues
him a few steps and catches him, as a ECORSE NEIGZES nearby.

ANGLE - CONAN

picks up Yara, still writhing and scraztching and biting. With
scme difficulty he carries the boy around a great boulder to where
a proud, regal BLACX STALLION SNORTS impatiently, hastily tethered
to a twisted trunk. Conan deposits Tara f£irmly on the horse's
back. TYara glares at him. : :

CONAN
I didn't mean to kill
your father, boy. But I
understand all about
wanting vengeance.
(heaves a sigh, as
he shoves Tara's
knife into a saddle
sheath)
Come see me when you're
grown, and we'll fight if
we must. 3But for now...

A michty SLAP on the horse's rump-—a Cimmerian SEOUT——and the
stallicn takes off like a shot. TYara clings helplessly to its
mane, unable to contrel it. In seconds, both horse and rider are
lost in distance and darkness, as Conan locks sadly aftier,
thinkine of his own father's death leng ago.

CONAN . _
I know 2ll about -revenge.

With a sich and a2 shrug of great shoulders, he turns and strides
back teward the waterfall.

EXT. RIDGE CREST = NIGIT

Conan reaches the edce, above the camp, with silent footfalls. =e
hears VOICES BELOW, 0.S. Suspicious, he sguats there, out of
sight, locking down.

ANGLE - CONAN'S POV

Strabo looming over her, alternately locking into the poocl and
abcut them, Atali kneels worshipfully before the pocl, in which a
VAGUE GLEAM can be seen from this distance. The VOICES drift up,
muffled. ‘ _



ANGLE -~ CONAN
attentive, alert.

glittering pool.
answers Atali.

EXT. PCOL = ATALI

Her eyes are sad.
her. '

EXT. RIDGE CREST
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ATALI .
.++I understand what to
do. 3But must he die? 1Is
there no cther way?

He sguints, trying for a better view of the
Ee registers surprise as an unknown voice

.~ RARANTEES (0S)
There is none, my
daughter...

She holds the Eve of Ibis outstretched before

RARANTEES (CS)
.You must continue to 4
tread the path you have
begun.

ATALZ
But surely...if he's done
what we freed him to
d°o¢.

- CONAN

keeping low. Watching. Cold.

=XT. PCOL - ATALI

RARANTEES (CS)
Some weapons are £it only
for one task. When that
task is done, best to
destroy theM..s ——-=-

RARANTEES (0S)
(continued)
...lest at some future
day they be raised

against you.

ATALI
{(bows her head)
Your will be my will,
£ather.
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CORNAN (0S)
(calling)
Bo, down there!

Atali reacts, as CAMERA PULLS BACX. Strabo steps between her and
the ridge, where Conan now appears as if he'd just arrived. Atali
disturbs the pool waters swiftly., anxiously, with her hand, and
Raranthes' image (and the glow) quickly FADE. She turns toward
Conan, rising, trying to sound calm, collected.

ATALI
Praise Dagoth for
returning you unharmed.
What did you £ind?

Conan slides easily down the ridge slope, keeping his feet. BEe's
silent. : .

ANGLE - CONAN

crosses to Atali, past the wary Strabo, whose eyes follow him.
For a moment Conan locoks at her. She almost breaks eye—-contact.

CONAN
It was just a boy,
playinc with rocks. I
spanked him and sent him
_home.. :

Atali frowns skeptically; Conan ignores this, strolling to the
pocl, whose surface still ripples. tudies his reflection
thoughtfully. Atali stirs herself, as if shaking cff sleep. She
strides to her -horse.

ATALI
. We must go.

Strzabo helps her mount. She places the Eye of Ibis in its box;
into a2 bag hung on her saddle.

-
- - . -

CONAN
Go? Go where?

ATALT
A place not many days'
ride f£rom here. The
Kezankian Forest.

CCONAN
(furrows brow)
Even in Shacdizar men
spoke of that forest.
They sav no man ever came
out of it alive.
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’ ATALI

< .{eoldly)
I am not 2 man... as you
bave repeatedly observed.

Atali switches tactics. BShe looks down at him, her eves and voice
earnest, almost pleading.

ATALI
Come with us, barbarian.
We need ycur strength.

CONAN
(laughs harshly)
Why shouldn't I just take
the jewel you've got?

trabo makes 2 subtle shift to a battle stance, his sword ready.
Conan does not miss it. Atali breaks in guickly.

ATALI

Please believe me, Conan.
I thought there'd be more
treasurs. I didn't
know...

(switches

thouchts)
But there is a treasur.:
a2 real one, in the
Forest... which only the
Eye can help us gaixn.

CONAN
I've heard this before.

ATALI
You cannot know how
important this is.
You'll be amply rewarded,
I promise yocu.

She and Strabo react in surprise as Ceonan suddenly swings up onto
his own horse, ready to ride.

ATALI
Then you'll ride with us?

, CONAN
I've little choice.

Se cestures in the direction they've ccme, across the barren land.
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EXT. EORIZON = BARREN LAND -~ NIGET -~ CONAN'S POV

Even in +he darkness, beneath the half moon, a CLOUD OF DUST can

" be seen, gleaming, swirzling.

ET. POOLSIDE - NIGHAT
Atali lcoks fearfully at Coman.

CONAN
Yara's warriors must not
be as fearful of the gods
as you thought.

Strabe hurriedly sheathes his sword and mounts. The three of them
gallep off.

EXT. BARREN LAND - NIGAT

Like furies they ride amié the nichtmare landscape, albngs;de the
river which makes no things grow... the same stream which flowed
into the waterfall.

MONTAGE - TRAVELING S3CTS ~ NIGET

Gradually the river widens, and vegetation grows on its banks as
the Barren Land is left behind. The undergrow:th slows their
herses, but they press on as swiftly as they can. Atali and
Strabe look continuously over their shoulders, but nct Conan; he
is concerned only with what lies ahead. g

More and more trees spring up, till at last the trio are riding
through a virtual RAIN FOREST. _ .

EXT. RAIN FOREST -~ PRE-DAWN

Barely able to make any progress now as the trees and underbrush
grow almost impossibly thick, the three grim riders crest a ridcge
overlooking the now~surging river. White water rapids, calmer
water ahead. Beyend this ridge, the rain forest appears
impenetrable, 2 mass of green shadows and alien sounds stirring in
the pre-dawn light.

ANGLE -~ CONAN
pulls up his horse, leaps cff, near 2 szngle ¢great tree; its roots

mostly exposed, it ‘juts out cver the river. - Atali and Strabo,
puzzled and desnerahe. rein up. '
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ATALI
Why 2re you stopping?
They can't be more than
an hour's ride behind us.

She gestures back the way they've come—
ANGLE = ATALI'S POV ~ TEE BARREN LANDS

Beyond the trees of the rain forest, the Barren Land lies like
scorched earth. There, amid the first £aint traces of DAWN, the
slight CLOUD OF DUST betrays the approach of Zula's ridars-~
nearer than before.

ANGLE - CONAN
turns in the other direction, as do Atali and Strabe.
ANGLE - CONAN'S POV

Before and below them, the ground levels off again... the
beginning of a vast RAIN FOREST. The river w;nds into it and soon’
is lost to view. The effect is cminous, Zforeboding.

ANGLE - CONAN

CONAN
The horses can't go any
further.

As Atali and Strabo exchange uneasy looks about what to &s, Conna
tests his strength against the great rotted tree overhanging the
river. It creaks... and moves... slightly. EHe GRUNTS, ané begins
to apply real muscle to the task of shoving it over the ridge and
into the river. A

CONAN
' Come on, fat one-— give
me 2 hand here! I can't
do evervthing! . . _ _.

Strabo dismounts, helps Atali down. Conan has braced mighty bands
and shoulders against the bole of the tree, rocking it back and
forth. Locse dirt and rocks fall from where the dead roots are
half exposed, into the surging river belew. Panting, huf lng,
sweating, Strabo adds his cwn welght and strength to Ceonan's at
the last moment—-

ANGLE - TREEZ -

-—andé it fopples dewn the slope and into the river with a
TEUNDEROUS ROAR.
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ANGLE - CONAN
Chest heaving, looking down at the river. Atali fumes.

ATALI
What use is that? All
you've done is waste
precious time, while—

In cne swift and fluid motion, Conan turns and scoops Atali into
his arms, then turns back—— and leaps with her into the river
below. She SCREAMS in terror.

'EXT. RAIN FOREST RIVER - PRE-DAWN

‘They hit the river only a few feet behind the great tree. The

raging current, ROARING ON SOUND, is tearing it loose from the
shore. Grasping the sputtering Atali with one arm, Conan grabs a
thick jutting branch and hangs on.

EXT. RIDGE = PRE-DAWN

Strabo gapes unbelieving after them for 2 mcment, glances back
toward the distant riders, then takes a deep breath——holds his
nose— and leaps in after them.

EXT. RAIN POREST RIVER = PRE-DAWN

The £allen tree tugs clear of the shore, as Strabo too grabs a
thick branch. Ee and Conan hang on, the Cimmerian holding Atali,
who likewise clings desperately to his neck. Swirling out, past
the rapids, the tree picks up speed in the strong current.

MONIAGZ - TEEZ RIVER .

‘The river bears ocnward both tree and human passencers, ROARING,

into the reaches of the verdant, life-teeming rain forest. The

" trio GAS? for breath, as they are lashed by the water's spume.

ANGLZ - TEZ TREZ

With a scream, Atali slips her grip as the tree plunges between
two slick river~boulders. Conan éucks underwater, swings around
to the far side of the tree, grabbin¢ her before she can be yanked
away by the current. He lifts her across a gnarly branch, water
gushing from her mouth as she chokes, regains her breath, peers
bleerily at him, gratefully. Suddenly she stiffens, horrified——
the Zye of Ibis!

a2 hand from the water, revealing the

Cecnan grins——and lifts
in his grass.

treasure box safely

-
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MONTAGE = THEE RIVER

On the ho:izon.beh;nd them, a fiery sun rises, bathing river and
rain forest alike in its lurid crimson glow. -

DISSCLVE TO:

EXT. RAIN FOREST RIVER - MORNING

The river is guieter now, less violent, though still it surges
cnward with a nigh-irresistible power. The three are borne along
amid the SOUNDS of the rain forest: the SCREECE of birds, the
CZATTERING of monkeys, the WEIRRING of insects. The trees are so
thick on the river shore that the sun is virtmally blotted out.
Dark shadows dapple the figures who c¢ling to the encrmous £lcating
tree—trunk. : : :

Atali half lies, half clings atop the tree, holding to a branch
there. Conan and Strabo have remained in the water, guiding the
tree 2s best they can. Strabo is pale, obviocusly sea-sick. Only
Conan seems fully alert to their surroundings.

ANGLE - CONAXN

grimly quiet, watchful. Atali, above but near him and Strabe,
brushes aside bair made stringy by th: water; the imperiocus virzgin
in a2 mess, her face caked with mud. ¥Yet there is an inner
strength there, too, beneath the once-pristine £acade... her £aith
in her god and in bher mission. And perhaps scomething =more.

ATALI
Can't we steer this log
tc shore?

CONAN
The river path is
T - fasterTiTas long-ras-we——S- et o.l. o s
can stay on it.
(gazes about)
At least you reached your
Rezankian Forest.

ATALI
But the river won't take
us where we must ¢o.
That way lies cverland,
and--

Suddenly she winces, gaping wide—eved, as Conan's hand whips
upward from the water, knife glittering in a2 sliver of sunlicht—
to decapitate a2 huge PYTEON about to drop onte her £rzem an

overheadé branch. Atali is splattered with its blood, repulsed.
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The snake's head sinks at cnce; its headless carcass dangles
limply from the branch as they £loat by. Atali gazes at it in
silent horror. Strabo gives a wretched belch.

ANGLE - LOG

floating downriver, as the sun— as judged by the occasicnal
errant ray-- rises higher in the unseen sky.

CUT TO:

EXT. RAIN FOREST RIVER = Da¥

The log drifts on. Somewhere a2 wild bird SCREECIZES. Atali slaps
an insect on her cheek. She and Strabo seem £ar more exhausted
than Conan, who keeps alert despite his fatigue. Strabo isn't
well at all.

ANGLE - CONAN

abruptly pulls Atali from her perch. She splashes into the now-
tepid water, comes up wet and sputtering and disoriented. Conan
swims with her toward the shore, Strabeoc £focllowing his lead,
flailing and going under several times. The Cimmerian hurries.

ATALI
(coughing)
Where are we geing? I
thought vou said we were
safe—

CONAN
Use your eyves, girl!

A=2li glances back over Conan's broazed back as he bears her
shoreward with mighty strokes.

ANGLE - FAR SZ0ORE - ATALI'S 20V L TRl =

Several CROCODILES splash languidly into the water, swimming cut
£rom the rank.

ANGLE - CONAN

reaches the shore, yanks Atali roucghly onto land, then helés the
half-drowned Strabe scramble ashore. Abcut them at river's edge,
the rain forest is an emerald mask hiding untold dooms.

CONAN
Well, this was as geood a
place as any to get ofZ.
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Underbrush blocks their way inland. Drawing his sword, Conan
hacks away at it. Strabo does the same, glancing back at the

.river and belching. Atali too casts a wary glance behind, as i

expecting the crccodzles to follow them onto shore. They plunge
inland.

CCT TO:

EXT. RAIN FOREST INTERIOR = MONTAGE

Conan and Strabo cut their way through the forest. Atalil

follows as closely as she can, watching for more serpents. NIGET
follows DAY: They work their way inland, make overnight camp in a
clearing about a fire, sleep in sguatting positions amid JUNGLE
SOUNDS. Then DAY again, and more trekking, cutting, sweating.
Atali's white robes are little more than tatters now, and Strabo
often helps her walk; but she holds fast to the box containing .he
Eve of Ibis. The rain forest seemns limitless.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. RAIN FOREST - Dax

Conan hacks at a thick vine which blocks their path. Strabo and

Atali behind him, the Eunuch helping the weary girl. Cocnan halts
in mid-stroke, peering ahead through narrzowed eyes. The others,

noticing, mcve cleser =o stare past hi=m.

|

EXT. RAIN FOREST GLADE - DAY - CONAN'S POV

A glade, deveoid of heavy vegetation. On a slight rise, amid
shadows broken only intermittently by sunlight, TEREE FIGURES IN
DARR ROBES sit on the c¢round, their faces hidden by cowls. They
are unmeving, silent, sinister.

"ANGLE - CONAN

- . . - - - . e —

silences Atzali with a2 gesture as she starzts to speak. ZEe moves
forward, sword ready, guiet as a great cat stalking.

WIDER ANGLE - GLADE

Leaving Strzbo to guard Atali, Conan moves with slow, deliberate
steps toward the three sguatting flgures. Be studies them as he
draws near, but their features remain hidden beneath their cowls.
Se stops only a2 few feet from them. They still do not move.

ANGLZ - CONAN

raises his sword and pushes cgently with it at the MIDOLE FIGURE.
I- slowly tilts back, taking the other two with it, the cowls
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falling back to reveal TEREE EUMAN EEADS on 2 set of
interconnected WOODEN STAKES. The flesh on the severed heads is-
withered, grey, leatbhery; their eye sockets stare emptily, their
gumless mouths gape. As they tilt back, a hidden CROSSBOW-LIKE
DEVICE beneath the cowls is activated, and an ARROW shoots
straight upward with terrific force—

ANGLE - CONAN'S POV

——into the little patch of OPEIN SXY above. The arrowhead is
designed to catch the air, and makes 2 LONG, EERILY WAILING SOUND,
like that of a soul in torment. Or like a primitive alarm. The
arrow vanishes into foliage as it peaks, arcs, and falls, the
SOUND slowly fading after it, silencing the other noises of the
rain forest.

3

ANGLE - CONAN

joined by fearful Atali, grim Strabe.
| ATALI
What was that?

CONAN
Whoever lives azocund -
here, they don't like
visiters any more than
Luda did.

ATALI
Are they trsying to
. frighten us away?

CONAN
No.
(looks around)
They just want to know
where we are.

Conan in the lead, the trio plunge into the thick trees and
underbrush. Atali casts a worried glance bBack a2t the skull.

EXT. RAIN FOREST - DAY .

Not pausing now to cut away the foliage, Conan, Atali, and
Strabo—— who ‘acts as rear guard-— race as swiftly as they can
through the forest. The jungle is alive again with SOUND. Small
beasts—— even a leopard— scatter from their path.

ANGLE - ATALI
stumbles on a2 root, £alls painfully. BEer arm is scratched,

bleeding. Strabo helps her up, but she's exhausted. Conan ¢grabs
her other arm.
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: CONAN
‘Do you want to die on
your knees?

ATALZI :
BEow can you be sure they
even care about us?

Almost before she can finish, 2 SECOND WAILING ARROW rises from
somewhere nearby. They look up—

TEEIR POV - THE EBEIGE TREES
Scomething £lutters above the rocf of green, the SOUND FADING—
ANGLE - CONAN, ATALI; STRARO

Strabec grabs her up'into bis arms, though he continues to hold
his sword, and lumbers after Conan as the Cimmerian races through
the brush.

CONAN & CREW - TRAVELING

through the rain forest, moving as fast as possible. Ancther
WAILING ARROW, then another, SOUNDS above and abocut them, but no
longer do they stop. Strabe cannot match Cconan's stride carrying
Atali, so Conan must move more slowly than he wants. Ee keeps
exhorting Strabec to greater speed.

EXT. RAIN FOREST PATE - DAY

Conan hurries along what seems the faint remnant, almost, of a
path. Suddenly, ten yards or so ahead, TWO XEZANKI SAVAGES rise
from the underbrush. They are dusky-skinned, fierce-looking,
vainted with crimson and white clay paint, like New Zealand
Macris. The one nearer Conan raises a spear, while the other has
a special, heavy bow and is about to locse a WAILING ARROW

upward. -
ANGLE - CONAN

P - . . - .
- - —————— . .
A . e o—

charges zhead with a mighty CIMMERIAN WAR CRY, which startles the
Kezanki. £ill vards away, he makes a headlong leap toward them.
The nearer one looses his spear wildly which barely misses Cenan

as the barbarian hits him like an airborne missile.

ANGLE - TEE PATE

The £irst savage is smashed bone-breakingly into the one behind,
whose WAILING ARRCW is released at a reduced arc. Still its
eerie WAIL splits the air briefly. <Conan stabs one savacge
through the heart. The other tries to jab him with a2 long
machete~like knife before Conan can pull his sword £ree. Ccnan
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strangles him with one hané, then locks skyward as the WAILING
trails off.

CONAN
Damn.

Suddenly Conan whirls at the faintest NOISE behind him... the
snarping of a twig. A THIRD SAVAGE springs a2t him from
concealment, about to plunge a bone knife into the Cimmerian's
unprotected back-—only to £all EEZADLESS to the sward.

Startled, Conan loocks up— Strabo! The fat EBunuch holds a bloody
sword, which he now cleans with a large leaf. Behind Strabo,
tali sways, breathless. Conan gives the Eunuch 2 nod, as he

‘pulls hRis own sword free from a corpse.

CONAN
My wine merchant will
thank vou for that— if .
we ever get back to
Shadizar. :

ATALI
(half mad
with fear)
There's nc escape. We
must be surrounded.

. CONAN

(ayes darting)
None of the wailing .

. arrows came f£rom that -

way.

(points ahead

and slightly

to right)
Perhzps there's a reason.

e grabs her hand, races zhead. trabo follows, pausing a2 ooment

 to spit upon the headless corpse.

CONAN & CREW - TRAVEILING
Still another WAILING ARROW off to one side, but closer now. The
Kezanki are clesing in. A
EXT. RAIN FOREST - DAY
Cenan, cunning ahead of the others, glances back.
¢

CONAN'S POV = SAVAGES

Beyond ané behind Strabo and Atali, severazl knife- and bow-
wielding SAVAGES can be seen openly now, loping low to the ground
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like buman wolves, all nearly naked. Every few seconds, ancother
savage or two will join the chase, t£ill there are more than a
doczen in pursuit. Meanwhile, a ululating BOWL rises £from their
threoats, a hungry human sound eerily similar to the wailing
arrows. .

ANGLE - CONAN

lets Atali and Straboc run past him. He brings up the rear,
keeping his eyve on their pursuers.

EXT. CRIPT CLEARING - DAY

In foreground, Atali and Strabo stand, gaping wide—eyed at
something 0.S. as Conan, ¢glancing over his shoulder, trots from
the rain forest's edge. Ee nearly runs into them before he stops
short, puzzled. Stares past them=— his own mouth dropping cpen—--
his eyes rising slowly—

CONAN'S POV - ETES RISING - THE CLEARING

The clearing is actually 2 small treeless hill, perbaps seventy-
five feet in diameter. Only sparse clumps of grass grow here,
and even these diminish as Conan's eyes trace the incline of the
2ill upward, till there is no vegetation at all around— ~

TSE CRIYPT, sguatting malevolently on the summit. Made of huge
green stone blocks, obviously carved by some ancient civilized
race, not by primitive Kezanki. t seems sinister, magical, out
¢f place in the forest primeval... like the top half of a great.
emerald sphercid jutting from a ruptured earth.

_&n OUTER DCOR, several feet wide, is visible-~— and it's open.

ANGLE - CONAN

glances back at the forest.  The Xezanki have stopped at the
forest's edge, clearly terrified. They shakes their beads, mcan
like frustrated hounds. One YOUNGER SAVAGE brings up his spear
to throw-—but an OLDER SAVAGE clubs him, curses him in an
unintelligeable tongue. Other Kezanki pick the unconscious ycuth
up and drag him off. The older savage remains, staring with

hatred and fear at the intruders.

CONAN
Wnatever it is, the
Rezanki a2re 2fraid to
come near it.
(glancing at-
Crypt)
I éon't blame them.
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ATALI

(breathless)
. The Crypt of Shadows!
Atali starts toward the Crypt, as if in a trance. trabo waddles
after her, Conan taking up the rear, keeping a watchful eye on
the remaining Rezanki. The QOLDER SAVAGE spits at them, turns
away. The rest follow him in retreat. They whisper fearfully to
each cther, making strange signs.

ANGLE - CONAN

and the others are nearly to the Crypt's doorway now.

ATALI

The doorway is open.
CONAN

So is the lair of a cave

bear. -

BEe pauses, suspicious, still crouching low in case of an attack
by the Rezanki. Eefts a sizable rock from nearby and rolls it
slowly toward the doorway and the dark, unknown beyvond.

ANGLE -~ ROCXX

rolls over some hidden spring a few feet from the entrance,
activating a PITFALL. A great piece of earth just plunges away,
leaving a hole as wicde as the doorway and some two vards
across... nearly impossible to get across.

ANGLE - CONAN
peers down over the edge of the pitfall. Only a £oot or so below

ground level, a score of deadly BARBED SPIRES g¢gleam. Conan
rises, glances at Atali, about to speak, when suddenly there's a

LOUD CLOLATING CRT £from behind them. EHe whirls——

CONAN'S POV ~ TOUNG SAVBGE e,

leng knife held bigh, charges at them, mad for the kill. Other
Rezanki snarl at him from the clearing edge. Strabo turns, too,
but is toc slow...

ANGLE - CONAN

meets the hurtling savage, 1ifts bhim high over his head, and
hurls him down in one f£luid moticn into the yawning pit. The
savage SCREAMS— once only—— as he strikes the barbed spikes.
Conan is already whirling about, ready to meet more attacks, but |
none comes.
: ATALI

{(gasping at pit)

Wey—--?
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CONAN
There's always one who
must preve how brave he
isge—
(looks down)
-—or how foolish. But
t's good for us.

As Atali looks puzzled, Conan steps lightly onto the dead man's
back. The corpse gives beneath his weight, the points of several
spikes now peeking through the dead flesh. But Cocnan is across,
and in the "foyer" of the Crypt.

INT. CRIPT FOYER -~ DAY

Conan crouches in shadow, for little light reaches the Crypt from
outside. He looks about him for a moment, senses no lurking

‘danger, turns back toward Atali and Strabe.

CONAN
Burry— before they
change their minds!

EXT. CRIPT - DAY

Atali, at Strabe's grim nod, steps gingerly onto the calf of the

corpse, aveoiding a2 spike which juts through the knee. She zales,
seems faint, sickened. Strabo, ocne eye on the RKezanki, steadies

her with his free hand. Still she can barely keep her balance on
the yielding flesh.:

Across the pit, Conan leans forward, reaching toward her. 3ut i:
will take two or three agile steps by her across the corpse—— and
between the spikes which now jut up like spearheads— to reach

Conan's outstretched hand. Atali is wide—~eved with terror and
horreoz, unable to go forward.

EXT, POREST'S EDGZ - DAY

The Xezanki watch intently.

EXT. TEE PIT - DAT
Cenan cestures impatiently with his outstretched hand=—

CONAN
-Burry!

Atali braces herself with a silent prayer, eyes shut— then £flings
herself forward, releasing Strabe's hand.
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CLOSE - ATALI'S FEET

One, two steps on rubbery flesh. The corpse settles somewhat, and
another spike-point juts up, skinning her ankle. The boédy slides
sideways on the spikes, she slips—

INT. POYER COF CRIPT - DAY

Conan lunges out, while Atali sways crazily, off balance, about to
fall, her hand outstretched in desperate supplication—

ANGLE - CONANfS EAND - CLOSE

BEis iron fingers lock, just barely, with hers... work their way
swiftly up t£o her slim wrist— '

ANGLE - CONAN

yanks her into his arms. She collapses, scbbing. He looks back
toward Strabo, eases Atali off to one side, then gestures to
Strabec to come ahead. But it'll be even harder now.

EXT. CRIZT -~ DAY

Strabo, fear lurking under his stolid exterior, steps away frem
the pit. Ee glances one :final time at the Kezanki behind, then
turns and takes a running, heavy lezp— lands on the cdorpse with
cne massive foot only, between two spike-heads, forcing the
carcass further down, down—

INT. FOTER OF CRIPT - DAT

Strabo gets one foot cnto the” fover, but can't guite mazke it.
Conan grasps him by the forearm and they lock grips— but Strabo

‘wavers, seems about to pull Conan into the deadly pit with him,

for the Cimmerian has nocthing to hold onto.

Atali gasps in fear, as the scales hang in the balance. Then,.
with a mighty effort, Conan heaves Strabo sprawling into the
fover. The Eunuch PANTS, catching his breath, Conan over him.

CONAN
Now... We are even.

Strabo looks at him expressionlessly. No gratitude there.
ANGLE - CONAN |
rises, loocking about, his eyes acdjusting to the darkness. tali,

1imping slightly from her cut foot, helps Strabe to his feet.
Conan meoves to the inner door of the Crypt.
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ANGLE - INNER DOOR

It is massive, metallic. Carved with strange ancient runes and
demonic images. <Conan tests it with his hand, finds iz solid.
Looks back questioningly at Atali.

ATALI
Now you know why I was
told to bring the
strongest man ¢f the age

CONAN
Who told you?

ATALI
I... cannot say.
(ag Conan
, turns away)
Cimmerian... Conan...
(he freezes)
Thank ycu... for risking
your life to save mine.

CONAN
(coldly)
You know where the
treasure is.

ATALI

Was that the only reason?
CONAN

Have you given me

another?

She reac:ts, hurt. But she recalls her mission... andéd the dire
cemmand of Xaranthes. Controlling herself, she crouches before
the inner door.

: ATALI
There should be
hanéholds=—— here.

Indicates four CARVED DEMONIC FACIS near the base of the door.
Twisted mouths gap in agony, providing handholds. Conan and
Strabo exchange glances.

ANGLE - CONAN & STRABO

rouch before the massive door, feeling for the stylized
handholds. They pull upward. Nothing. Look at each other, try
again-—— harder. Now the door gives. ' They strain. It rises
slowly, with 2 GRATING SOUND like the meshing of gears. The vel
on the wrists ané arms ané of the two warriocrs gpulse, throb. Th
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strain shows in their faces, the veins of their muscled necks—
gut the door goes up, first slowly, then with a steady upward
eave. _

In moments it is fully open, the two men straining to heold it
zge:e, like twin Atlases. Atali moves guickly through between
em.

INT. INNER CEAMBER - DAY

She gropes for.scmething on the inner wall, in the darkness—
CLOSE - ATALI'S EAND - -

—and finds it: a RECEISSED XNOB just inside the doorway.
ANGLE - ATALI

She turns the knob— hard. 1Inside the wall, there is a RATCIETING
CLICX, and instantly the terrible pressure on Conan and Strabo is
gone. Sonme hidden mechanism now helds the door in place. Both
men step quickly into the chamber and away from beneath the door,
breathing deeply. Conan looks at the kneb as Atali, kneeling,
uses 2 £flint from her purse to light a piece of rotted TAPESTRY
which lay on the floor.

CONAN
For cne who's never been
bere before, you know
this place well.

His voice echoes slightly.
ATALI- :
I was tecld what to look
for.

'Eolding the burning strip ¢of tapestry before her, she moves to the

orposité end of the Crypt chamber. The darkness seems to close in
arouné the light. Conan locoks back toward the-doorway.

CONAN
Thevy den't get much light
in here.

INT. INNZR CEAMBER

Day or night seems almost irrelevant in this windowless chamber.

t seems far larger inside than it did from without. The walls,
as far as can be se2en, are covered with bas-relief images and age-
zattered, rotted, brownish tapestries.

i
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ANGLEI - ATALI

steps across the center of the chamber, treading upon a yard-wice
PENTACLE SYMBOL graven there. The rest of the floor is a carved
MAP, circular stvle, of the known world of the Hyborian aAge, with
the Pentacle at its center— and in the center of the pentacle:
Shadizar the Wicked. No one notes that now, however. Above, the
slowly burning strip of tapestry casts faint light upon various-
sized GZMS which stud the black, domed ceiling, resembling a star-
£illed sky; it is, in fact, an astronomical/astrological chart,
and the positiocn of its stars has deep meaning, indeed.

Atali moves just abhead of Conan and Strabo, the latter behaving
more like a priestly assistant than 2 warrior-eunuch. Conan Kkeeps
a wary eve cn them both as Atali holds up the burning tapestry—

ATALI'S POV - DRAGON-EEAD

Balf visible in the glow, set into the rear wall of the chamber,
is a DRAGON-EEAD CARVING OF BLACK IRON, encrmous, with a closed
mouth big enocugh that, open, it could swallow severzl men whole.
It has two EYES the size and shape of the Eye of Ibis-— and an

empty space above and between them where the Eve would just fit.

CLOSE - ATALI

gingerly takes the Eye of Ibis in its box from her purse. The
pattern of diamond chips on black metal across the top of the
small treasure box matches the star chart on the ceiling. Atali
removes the Eye f£rom the box. It gleams in the firelight.

ANGLE - TIZE DRAGON-ZEAD

Strabo holds the shred of tapestry, which burns slow but low. As
Conan watches, Atali stretches cp and places the Eye of Ibis into
the empty space in the carving's "face," and steps back.

ATALI'S P0V - TEE EIES

+er a moment, .all three Eyes begin to GLOW, as if with a life of
their cwn. One almost expects the dragon-head, £lat though™ it " be7—
to come to life and begin breathing fire.

ANGLE = ATALI

backs away in ritwalistic fashien, bowing and whispering a sof:,
inaudible chant. Strizbo to one sie of and behind nher does the
same. Ee &rops the tapestry upon the stone floor to burn itsell
out, as she stands at last in the center of the Pentacle.

ANGLE - CONAN A -
keeps an eye on bota of them— zand on the door. =is hand goes to

his sworéhilt. Slowly he draws the blade. Will this be tlke
moment when he's outlived his usefulness to them?
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ANGLE = ATALI

stretches forth her hands. The BIRTEMARK upon her forearm stands
ocut prominently. _

'CLOSE - BIRTEMARK

Vaguely it resembles a EORNED, WINGED DRAGON, winding about her
wrist. ' .

ANGLE - ATALI

She closes her eyes, Degins to recite in sotto voice. A prayer,
an invocation... the words foreign, from 2 long-forgotten tongue.

ATALI
Im volucra, nu ocurcboro

kaa=-yazoth raksha tsotha-
lanti xal totun khemsa...

ANGLE - CORAN

eves Strabo.

ANGLE - STRABRO

in silent prayer, head bowed like a priest or acolyte.

ANGLE - DRAGON-SEZAD

The eyes glow more brightly, even as the last of the burning
tapestry dies. Tkte rest of the chamber is dark, but the EIZS
STILL GLOW=—

Slowly, Atali's low-voiced incantation is d:ownedvcut by a
GRINDING SOUND-— as the dragon's iron mouth begins to open. The
lower jaw is fixed, level with the floor, but the upper jaw rises,
to reveal the blazing interior of a2 EUGE FURNACE, whose roaring
£ire floods the chamber with light.

CLCSE - TEZ FURNACE

2nd in the heart of the furnace, upon a2 triped, scmetiing METALLIC
gleams... darkly.

ANGLE - CONAN

stares incredulously at this new marvel. Eis SEADOW is cast huge
upen the wall behind him, long and dark and sinister, against the
bas-relief carvings. Long, rotting TAPESTRIZS hang Detween the
varicus carvings. The carvings, now visible in the furnace- .
light, show scenes of a2 battle between demons which, in a highly
stylized and ancient way, resemble the film's PROLOGUE. CAMIRA
moves past Conan to show tkis...
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ANGLE -~ DOQORWAY -
guickly and nimbly into the chamber from ocutside, crouching low.
ANGLE - ATALI

finishes her incantation, her arms still outstretched, birthmark
£laming in the furnace-light. C

ATALI
eesSareerta thamos fon
yota DAGOTE!

The last word is clear, strong. Atali lowers her arm to her side,
ber head straight and proud... she is in a trance.

ANGLE - CONAN

trying to wateh, shielding his eyes from the glare, wary for "any
treachery. But he's unprepared for what comes next:

CONAN'S POV = ATALI

With a shrug ¢f lithe shoulders, Atali steps out of the tattered
remnant of her gown. The bright glare of the dragon~furnace
frames her nude body in light and shadew. In a ritual trance, she
slowly approaches the dragoen-mouth, whers flames ROAR EUNGRILY.

ANGLE - CONAN

tarts for Atali, to stop her, but his arm is grasped by Strabe.
Their shadows leap and twist on the walls around them,
£lickering. The giant eunuch sbakes his head, indicating Conan
must not disturb his mistress now. Conan is torn-— lcoks past

- Strabo and sees—

CONAN'S POV = ATALI

She steps into the ROARING FLAMES, is engulfed. Tet,
miraculously, she appears unharmed, even unaffected, and
approaches the tripod at its center.

ANGLE - CONAN

wide—eyed with superstitious awe:

CONAN
Crom!

CU?T TO:
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INT. CRIYPT INNER CZAMBER -~ DOORWAY - CLOSE

cn the EANDS of scmecne (YOUNG YARA, as it turns out, but not
cleazly here) cutting into the recessed kncb with a knife, prying
it loose. SOmethlng gives way inside the recess. The beginnings
ANGLE - DOOR

notch, an inch at a time.

INT. - CRY?PT INNER CEAMBER

Unaware of what's hapcen;ng behind them, Conan and Strabo stare
at the blazing infernoc, sweating from the intense heat. Their
shadows seem to crouch low. ' '
CONAN'S POV - ATALI

~-25 Atali takes from the tripod:

C.O0SE -~ TIE BORN

a curved and tapering GOLDEN HORN, a focot and zore long, gleam.ng
cold and encrusted with various gems.

CONAN'S POV - ATALI

She turas, still entranced, and steps out of the ROARING furmace.
Behind her, the dragen—-mouth's upper jaw begins slowly to close.

ANGLE - CONAN & ATALI
Atali steps toward him, dreamlike, her shadow wavering—

ATALTI
Conan...

Ee sheathes his sword, catches her as she swoons. The Golden Eora
érops from her hand; Strabo picks it up. Conan hardly notices,
intent on the girl. Be lifts her, strides toward the door...and
starts, seeing it slowly descending. A DARR PIGURE darts away
through the fover beyond. _

ANGLE - STRABO

Beléding the Horn, eyes gleaming. Ee locks £rem it— %o Conan's
exposed back. The wall-shbadows curl cleoser, as if hungrily.

ANGLE - CONAN

Bis eyes were sharp, all alecng. Ee turns, &rcpping Atali, just in
time to evade a whizzing two-handed swordstroke that would have

‘severed his head. The Golden Heorn is now in Strabe's belt. Conan
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draws his sword, with 2 wolfish grin; he's been waiting for this.

A stroke, counterstroke, rarry and thrust. Shadows arch, twist,
lunge. Conan and Strabo battle in the glare of the furnace, as
the chanber door slowly RATCZETS DOWNWARD=-

ANGLE - ATALI

—toward Atali, who has £allen with her head beneath the door.
It's about halfway down now, descending another inch every few
seconds. She lies unconscious.

ANGLE -~ CONAN & STRABO

Strabc is no indifferent swordsman. Eis surprisingly mighty blows
.8lip off Conan's parrying sword o smash into the demon=carvings
on the wall, and even lov off one of the teeth ¢f the dragen-
mouth. ' The furmace flames ROAR BRIEFLY, as if tle dragomn-head
were truly alive and stricken. The upper jaw continues to close
slowly, cutting off the light. By sheer weight, Strabo bears
Conan back toward the blazing mouth, his shadow looming bhuge as
they draw clcser and closer to the flames—-

CLOSE - FURNACE MOUTH

Ricked by Conan's boot as he dodges Strabe's thrust, A

BURNING COAL falls from the furnace, to smolder brightly on the
stone £lococr FOR TEE DURATION OF TEE PIGET. But instead of growing
dimmer, the COAL GLOWS BRIGETER, eerily, magically. The dragon-
mouth is almost completely shut now. -

ANGLE -~ TEE WARRIORS

trabe is good, but Conan is better; in moments, he closes with
the Eunuch, hurls him down. His cwn swordblow misses, and the two
of them grapple. Strabo tries to force Conan's head into the
furnace. Conan hits him, and Strabo reels, the Golden Eorn
£alling from his belt—

 ANGLE - ATALI

.- - ~ L

.
——

~—%+0 lie near Atali as she wakes, with 2 horrified start, to see
the door only twe feet above her head. Grabbing the Golden Eorn,
she scrambles to her knees in the foyer, staring wildly back
inside to where Conan and Strabo fight.

ATALI
Conan=--!

ANGLE -~ CONAN
gets his knee between himself and Strabo, pushes the wazrior-

eunnch away, across the chamber. Strabo staggers backward,
grzunting. His shadow jerks, bends, flickers.
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ANGLE - STRAZ0

sees the door, nearly too low now for him to get through. Witk
surprising speed for so large a man, he rushes toward the door and
sgueezes under it.

INT. POYZR

Strabo rolls to his feet. Atall crouches, staring through the
narrowing opening with genuine fear and concern at Cenan.

INT. INNER CEAMBER =~ CONAN

races for the door, his shadow dancing across the wall. The door
has notched down another inch. Conan tries to -s1ip through, but
Strabo's sword keeps him back; he'd be carved in pieces by the.
time he reached the other szde.

He looks about, sees the knob, grabs for it-——and it comes free in
his hand. Slash marks on the wood show where a knife carved it
loose. Ee throws the kmob away, and turns back to the door—only
2 few inches from the ground now.

ANGLE - DRAGON-MOUTE

Barely a few inches open, light streaming out between the iron
teeth in flickering fragments. A yard £from the furnace, the
spilled EMBER burns brightly, its light beccming more and more
intense, ruddy, as the furanace~light shuts off.

ANGLZ - DCOR

Cecnan braces himself, grabbing the bottom of the descending docr.
Strabo's sword cuts at his fingers from the other side, but
because of the angle, can't do much damage. Conan strains to
keep the door £rzom ¢clesing. Muscles stand out across his back,
Bis tunic splits-but it's no use. The door descends
releatlessly, tea:.ng from his grasp. Ee staggers back,
breathless, ragiag in frustraticn as the door notches down,
down—

The last scund he hears £frem the far side is Atali's echoing
CITeos '
ATALI

<muffled)
Conan—1

Then the door RATCIETS down another notch-— and SLAMS, echoing,
£luskh to the ground,

ANGLZE - CONAN

stands alone, sealed off from the cutside world, with only his
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£lickering shadow for company. For a moment he is motionless, as
the QUIET clecses in. Then he looks around, like a wolf surveying

his cave.

ANGLZ - DRAGON FURNACE

The "mouth” shuts completely with an IRON GRINDING— till the

enly source of light in the gloom is the EMBER, magically still
burning, which casts eerie, long SEADOWS upon the wall. Dimmer
than those cast by the ‘u:nace-lzght, these seem somehow more
threatening.

ANGLE - CONAN

Still like a wolf sniffing a cave, Conan moves from where he
stood-— but his SEADOW, growing even longer, seems not to move
with him. Indeed, two strange LIGETS—— points of fire, really-—
glow where its "eyes®" would be.

- ANGLE - CEAMBER

Conan feels a wall, along the bas-~relief images, looking for
scme secret passage or other clue to a way out.

CLOSE - CONAN

Suddenly, the bairs con the nape of his -eck warning him, he
turas—

WIDE ANGLE - CONAN

—¢o face EIS OWN SEADOW, long and broad and menacing, eyes aglow
like coals, on the opposite wall. It seems imbued with an
inhuman life all its owm.

ANGLE - SZADCW

Now, before Conan's amazed eyves, “"his™ Shadow— holding its own
dazk sword, far lcnger than his own— PULLS ITSELF AWAY PROM THZ
WALL, and stalks toward hiflec - ez eme ao. C e e e e m—————

ANGLE -~ CONAN

raises his own sword, just in time to fend off the downward stroke
of the Shadow—sword. The Shadow has the greater mass, and the
impact sends Conan hurtling across the stone fleoor. It stalks
toward him, sword upraised, as Conan's eyes grow wide with dread
of the supernatural.

ANGLE - SEADOW AND CONAN

Ze leaps out of the way, as the Shadow-sword ccmes dcwn SO

mightily that it cuts a deep notch in the £floor where he had

squatted an instant before. The SOUND of the blow seems to come
zom an infinity away, across the black void of space.
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cLOSEZ - CONAN | | .

Conan sprawls cn the stone floor——inches from the glowing EMBER.
BEe looks from it to the Shadow stalking him=—-

ANGLE ~ TEE SEADOW
swings its sword in a cross-body arc—
ANGLE - CONAN

rolls away f£rom the swordblow, and slashes his own sword down on
the glowing EMBER, *rying to extinguish it. But though he cuts
it into several pieces, each piece glows as brightly as the
whole: a supernatural flame. He leaps away again, barely
evading ancther Shadow-~sword blow. :

ANGLE - CONAN

leaping, writhing, rolling across the flcor— always barely ahead
of the deadly Shadow—thing and its Shadow-sword. Ee raises his
sword again—— and the huge Shadow-sword SNAPS it in two like a2
piece of straw. Weaponless, he hurls the remnant of his blade at
the Shadow. : :

ANGLE - SEADOW

The broken blade PASSES TERQUGE the Shadow as if it were ns more
substantial than a wisp ¢of fog——

ANGLEZ - TAPESTRIZS
and pull loose a section before it clatters to the floor.
ANGLE - CONAN |

Stalked by the Shadow—~thing and defenseless now, he has a
desperate inspiration. Rushing past the Shadow—— whose stone-
shattering blow nearly takes cff his leg— Conan leaps headlong
to grasp the loosened tapestry. It tears free in a long tattered
£zagment. Other fragments shudder as if in a breeze.

ANGLE - CHAMBER

As the Shadow=thing rears back for another blow, Conan seems to
court death. Somersaulting past the Shadow's swordblow, he
arrives near the burning ember. He hurls the tapestry onto it,
again rolls out of the way of the descending blade. The Shadow
stalks after him=—

ANGLE - CONAN

—and Conan is cornered, down on one Kkiee. E
o

grats the broken
knob f£rom the £floor by his feet, holding it 3

a
gady to throw. The
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Shadow-thing looms above him, sword raised.
ANGLE - EMBER & TAPESTRY

FLAMES LEAP UP; the tapest:v burns with a Sudéen, dazzling flame,
£illing the chamber with a far greater light than that from the
scattered ember-pieces.

ANGLE -~ SEADOW

seems to waver, even shrink, in the brightening glow. It still
aims a blow, but the stroke is shortened. Conan evades the
blow— only because it IS shortened. Ee tucks the broken knob
inte his belt unthinkingly, and grins—

ANGLE -~ CONAN

--leaps, grabs the full length of the loose tapestry still on the
wall. It tears in his hands almost like parchment. Tet it holds
firm enough for him to toss an end into the flames ané dodge
away. .

ANGLE -~ BURNING TAPESTRY

FLAMES shoot up, higher, brighter, ROARING atop the stone floocr—
ANGLE - SEADOW

wavers, shrinks, like a :efractzng mirror ;mage in black. It
makes a last move toward Cenan, and even as it does, it fades—
ané is gone.

ANGLE - CONaN

crouches where he fell, casping for breath, as the last of the
din shadows fade in the new light. His breath catches as bhe
sees, above him—

CONAN'S POV -~ BAS-RELIZ? WZLL

e - wme ot b e e ¢ — el lemeand wee < deles e e
-

~—on 2 point high up en the carven wall, where the fallenm
tapestry hung. There is a MISSING STONZ, which evidently -ell
and shattered to tiny fragments centuries ago. The bole left by
the stone is just large enocugh £for him to £it inte.

ANGLE - CONAN

Quickly he spreads burning pieces of the tapestsy around, so
that, for the moment, all pa*ts of the chamber are egually
bright, leaving no place for sinister shadows to form. Then,
£inding focotholds and hancholds where no other man would, he
scales the bas-relief wall. Eis foot even rests for 2 moment
upon the head ¢f the horned demon there, thouch he pays it mo
mind.




O

Pirst Drafs 1/19/83 86

INT. CRYPT INNER CEAMBER - DOMED CEILING
Conan reaches the hole, looks back downward in the firelight. .
CONAN'S POV - TEE FLOOR

Tapestry still burms all around, but in ope corner the fire
smelders low. CAMERA PANS the chamber—

CONAN'S POV - CLOSE - A CORNER

-—sl;ghtly and dimly shadowed: the SEADOW-TEING begins slcwly to
form again, "eyes®™ gleaming like coals.

ANGLE -~ CONARN

fearful of the supernmatunral, scrambling to £it his huge frame -ntof
the black hole. A tight sgueeze into darkaness, and no guarantee
of getting out the other end— but he makes lt.

INT. EOLE

Conan crawls upwazd at an angle, hardly able to move. Stones
press down upon him, no light shows at the end of this tunnel.

ANGLE - CONAN

halted by a sclid flagstone before him. Beyondé, perhaps, is
either freedom, or death. Ee braces himself, pushbes with all his
might. GROANS of pain escape his lips, as muscles cord and
ripele. Acg¢ain and again he tries— to no apparent effect. Ee
puts his all into one last, desperate effcri—

CONAN'S POV -~ THE PLAGSTONE
And, as be expends the last of his energy, a SLIVER OF LIGET

shows through a widening crack between £lagstone and tunnel wall.
Daylight!

L] —J - ——— - %
m— e cmmmme st cmmammTll not. e =T . Tha=

.

ANGLZ - CONANX

pushes again, drawing on reserves of strength even he éidn't kneow
he had. With a GRATING sound of stone on stone, the stone
moves— more e2sily now—

CONAN'S POV - TEE PFLAGSTONE

-——t5 abruptly TOPPLE from its place, letting the blessed éaylight
pour in. : :

ANGLE - CONAN

Chest heaving, he hauls himself up and cut—
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EXT, CRYPT RCOF - DAY

-—onto the domed roéf. ies there panting a2 moment, balf in,
half out of the hole made by the fallen flagstone.

ANGLE - CONAN
locks up at 2 SOUND of scuffling:
CONAN'S P20V - ROQF EDGE

Crouched near the edge, a small human FIGURE craws back a hand,
holding a2 knife-—about to throw the blade 2t a tarcet below CS.
The figure is unaware of Conan's presence.

CLOSE - PIGURE'S WRIST

holding the knife, about to throw——suddenly, Conan's hand clamps
down on tae wrist, and Conan yanks back—

i

ANGLE - CONAN & TARA

—+p £ind that he has grabbed the boy TARA. Por the second time
on this journey he twists the youth's wrist enocugh to make the
boy drop his krnife, which clatters to the ground below. Ccnan
glances dcown to see what Tara was aiming ai:

CONaN'S POV = ATALI & STRARO

-Belew, at the edge of the Crypt clearing, the Eunuch has Atali by

the arm and is leading her north into the trees.
ANGLE - CONAN

helés the struggling Tarzra in an irom grip.

CONAN
Don't you ever give up?
) TARA.
You killed my father!
CONAN
I keep trying to tell

you—

" Yara kicks bim, and, cff-balance, Conan tumbles backwards ¢fZ the

Crypt roof, carrying the boy with him. :
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EXT. CRYPT - DAY

They crash into the ground, and slide tumbling head over heels
down the Crypt slope, finally landing in a breathless tangle at
the base of the mound. .
ANGLE - CONAN

Grunting, he heaves around as Yara tries to scramble away toward

bis knife, on the ground nearby. BEHe grabs the boy's leg, gets

another of Tara's feet planted £irmly in his mouth, grabs again
and this time gets the boy by the hair. A lot of effort.for such
a small reward. Not gquike b:eathzng hard, Conan gets up, belding
the kicking, snazl;ng Tara at arm's length.

ANGLE - CONAN & TARA

Ehe sun is setting bevond the trees. Conan lets go of the bov,
whe turns on him like an angry wildcat. The Cimmerian pulls tae
broken kncb from his belt, tosses it at Tara.

CONAN
Tonr work?

TARA
(dafiantly)
TYes! I wish I'd trapped
yvou all in there!

Ee hurls the kncb at at Coman, wﬁc dodges, grabs him, and drags
him around to the front of the Crypt— all the time keeping an
evye out for Kezanki.

EXT. CRYPT FRONT - SUNSET

HEe hauls Yara to the copen pitfall, stares down into it. A large
slab of bark half-covers the body of the dead savage, making a
bridge across the spikes.
CONAN

Clever— and streng. Tou

dragged that hunk of bark

all the way here, and the

Eezanki let you?

TARA

They are frightened
focls. Eons ago, the
Xezanki's ancestors
were set to guard this

ryPt by my forefathers—
but now they have
forgotten all but a few
of the elder gods.
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TARA (CONT'D)

(laughs)

When I velled the Seven
Names, they fled into the
jungle like children.

CONAN

They won't be back for a

while?
IARA

(drawing himself

up proudly)
Not while Yaza,

Yara, is here!

CONAN
Good.

son of

Ee picks up the startled boy, and tears great st:;ps cff his shirt

as Yarz writhes, kicking, cursing.

Ze uses the strips to tie the

lad, hangzng, to an outcropping on the crypt face. It's the stone

ear of a gargantuan carven demon.

CONAN

Then you'll have plenty
of time to work yourself

locse...

TARA

(shrieking)

I'1l have your heart for
this! And when yocu're

dead, I'll use oy

father's magic to conjure
you back to life-—— and

kill you again!

Conan starts down the hill, stops, and hesitates...

CONAN

You'll have your chance,
boy, if you want it...
but after I've dealt with

that pair.

Ee gestures in the direction taken by Strabe and atali. 7Taza
bcllows Conan s gesture——and scmeth.ng changes in the youth's

attitunde.

YARA

I thought you served the

Dreaming God.
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CONAN
I'm a thief, beoy... not 2
priest.

BEe strides away downhill, still eveing the rain forest for signs
of lurking Rezanki, as Yara cries out behind him.

TARA
Let me down... Damn vou,
thief... le+ me downl

The words fade as Conan reaches the trees and plunges into the
forest, his knife out and ready, alert as a stalking panther.

cuT 70

EXT. RAIN FOREST POQOL - TWILIGET

Atali lowers herself, trembling with the aftermath of violent
emotion, to the leafy edge of a2 FOREST POOL. She stares at her
zeflection in the still water, her image framed by the high, dark
trees around her, dim in the fading l;ght.

ANGLE - STRABO

on guard, sword drawn, 2 few feet behind her, scanning the
sur*ound;ng jungle for any s;gn ¢f movement. Par off a bird
cries; above, trees rustle in the evening w‘nd. Evervthing is
still, the air is pregnant.

CLCSE =~ AZALI'S REFLECTION

BEer eves are closéd, as if she cannot face herself. Pinally,
shivering, she confronts her image. Eer hand comes up over the
water. Fingers cpen, and GLITTERING POWDER drifts down over the
glassy surface.

TEE POCQL

shizmers and SOFTLY GLOWS, as Atali's reflection melts away.
Replacing it is the fatherly face cf Raranthes. Eis VOICI comes

as if from far away.

RARANTEES
Blessings cf Dagoth upon
you, my caughter.
ANGLE - ATALI -

answers distantly, meckanically.
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ATALI

And upen you, Karanthes,

_ my father.
ANGLZ = ATALI & POOL IMAGE
KARANTEES

The hour draws nigh; less

than five days remain.
(intently)
Do you have it?

Prom her tattered gown, she brings forth the
the Ibis-lock, cpens it, takes out the Horn.

down on the ground.

ATALI

Ag you have commanded me,
father, it has been done.

81

black metal box with
She sets the bex

Above, in the trees on Atali's side of the pcel, leaves rustle,

wood creaks.
ANGLE ~ STRABO
looks uwp, listening. EHears nothing meore.

RARANTHES (0S)
Bring it closer to the

_ pool, that I may see.
ANGLE - ATALI

ocbeying, she leans forward, over the pool,
Raranthes' image in the pool peers upward.

RARANTEEZS

displaying the

The Eorn...at last, after
2ll these many centuries...

(a beat)
Ané what of our £riend,
the barbarian? :

ATALI
(in monotone)
That, too, is as you
commanded, fatber.

KARANTEES
(sharply)

Atali...did he touch you?

ATALI
No.

Horn.
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RARANTHES
Then all is well.

ATALI
Yesg, father. All is
wvell.

She slumps back, away frocm the pool, a ¢ry torn from her heart.

_ ATALI
.¥hy 4id he have to fia2
Her cry echoes in the small clearing; birds rise screaming £rom

across the poocl, startled; there is a sudden RUSTLE above and
behind her——she whirls about—

ANGLE = TEE PCOL CLEARING

-=3s Conan drops from a tree branéh fifteen feet above, landing as
lightly as a panther. Atali and Strabo gape~--

CONAN
You should knew by now...
Cimmerians die hard.

CLOSE -~ ATALI
relief and jovy light her Zface.

ATALI
Somanl

CLOSE - STRABC
astonished. 1I£ he could talk, he'd be speechless.
CLOSE - RARANTHES' IMAGE
trying to see what's causing the commotion:
KARANTEZES
What is it? Arali,
what's happening?
ANGLE - ATALI & POOL
More to herself than her father:
ATALI '
(softly)
Ee's alive...
KARANTEZS

Strabo, guickly-—slay
him!
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ATALZI
(hozrrified)
NQ! .

ANGLE -~ STRABO
grinning: he has a sword, and Coman but a knife. Swinging his

blade in a great circle overhead, he lunges at the Cimmerian.
Conan doesn't move till the last instant——then he steps INWARD,

toward Strabo, and hits him a terrific blow to the belly. The

sword flies from Strabo'!'s hand.
ANGLE -~ ATALI

on her kmees, beside the pool, delighted. 2ehind her, Zaranthes'
image scowls, begins to BRIGATEN.

ANGLE - CONAN & STRABO

Conan slashes with his knife-—but the Eunuch, rececvering, catches
Conan's wrist and twists downward, throwing the full weight of his
body across the Cimmerian's arm. Despite himself, Coman grunts;
the knife drops from nerveless fingers. trabeo is bent away from
him, his back to Cocnan as he leverages the Cimmerian's arm, trying
to snap it in twe. Conan raises his fist and slams it down with
sledgenammer force to Strabo's back. The Eunuch staggers away,
breaking his grip.

CLOSZ - ATALI

watching, concerned. CAMERA PANS DOWN frem her face, past her
hand holding the Eorn, to the pool's edge. The WATER GLITTERS.

ANGLE - CONAN & STRARO

They crash together now like twe bulls. Each takes a grip om the
other's throat. Strabo's eyes burn with unhely glee. This, after
all, is his forte. Eis arms lock. BEe bears down, and using a2ll
of his weight, he forces Conan back, back, back, until the
Cimmerian slams up against a tree.

CLOSE -~ CONAN

making no attempt to push Strabo's hands away. The Eunuch's

fingers dig deep into the flesh of Conan's throat. The skin
purples. Cecnan, in turn, bears down.

CLOSE -~ STRABQ
leers confidently, certain of triumph—
CLOST - ATALZ

watching, heorrified.
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ANGLE - CONAN & STRABO
Slowly...Conan straighteas.
CLOSE - CONAN'S ARMS

Enots of muscle rise along his massive forearms, as if pushing
strength into his handg—

CLOSE - STRABO

Bis leer slowly changes into a horrified grimace. Eis eyes glance
downward. Conan's hands are cleosing like 2 vise. Blood drains
from Strabo's face; his neck mottles. Eis mouth opens, exposing
his maimed tongue, as he tries to draw a breath-—and cannot.

CLOSE - CONAN

Ee starts to grin. Strabo'’s fingers loosen at his throat,
scrabble frantically for purchase.

ANGLE - CONAN & STRARQ
Inexorably, Conan forces Straboc down, ircn fingers grinding deeper
and deeper into yielding throat-muscles, crushing them in upon
jugular and windpipe~— .

~ CLOSE ~ STRABO
Nothing lef+ in his face but unreascning terror.
CLOSZ - CONAY
grinning triumpbantly now, as—
ANGLE - CONAN & STRABQ
—with a savage WREINCE, Conan twists Strabo's head around uatil
the ghastly £face leers over one shoulder drunkenly, and the
2unuch's vertebrae SNA® like a rotted- branchy— .

Conan pushes the corpse aside like an empty sack, and turns towazd
Atali a2t the other end of the clearing.

ANGLE - ATALI & POCL
Relieved, she reaches out to him—
CLOSE - POOL

-—2as a EAND OF LIVING WATER jolts out of the pool, clamps about
hezr wrist, and yanks her backward.
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ANGLE - AT2LI

screams as she's pulled intc the GLITTERING WATER by the hand
helding the Golden Horn.

ATALI
Conan! Eelp nmel

Conan lunges across the clearing, grabs for her hand.
CLOSE - TEEIR EANDS

barely touch, fingers brushing-—-and then she's pulled away, down
under the pool's surface.

ANGLE -~ POQL'S EDGZ

Conan gapes without understanding at the pool's churning surface.
CONAN'S POV =~ TEE PCOL '

Atall is visible through the churning water, descending away at
impossible speed, as if sucked into a whizlpoel. Arcund her the
swizrling waters glitter and glow. She SCREAMS, her VOICE
DISTORTED AND ECZEOING.

ANGLE - CONAN

doesn't hesitate for an instant. Taking a running step, he dives
into the pool, weaponless.

INT. TEE POOL -~ CONAN

dives downward through a GLITTERING WEIRLPOOL OF LIGET, which
spins abcut him, flashing with bursts of cclor, sudden images,
echoing with SCREAMS, ROARS, the SOUNDS OF COMBAT.

CONAN'S POV -~ ATALI

e emem e ¢ simmm—  wam— o e st e oo —1 —

ahead and speeding éway at fantastic speed, hair streaming about
her as if in a hurricane wind. Eer CRY ECZ0OES, DISTORIZED:

ATALI

- wnan 1

CLOSE - CONAN

redoubles his efforts, &iving deeper. Winces as LIGET FLASEZES
near his face, half-blinding him. MORE LIGETS FLASH, of varying
colors, and sudéenly, he's surrounded by STREAKRS OF SCARLET AND
INDIGO, whipping past him, around him, around him-——he loses
bimself, hands up to protect his eves—
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ANGLE - TEE VISIONS

BLACX LIGET lances past, curves about, returns like a thrusting
sword. Conan, thrashing about, tries to dodge. The BLACX LIGET
hits him, and he is engulfed by DARKNESS.

CLOSE - CONAN
screaming in the utter blackness.
ANGLE - THE VISIONS -

Abruptly, the darkness vanishes. Conan flocats in the center of a
STORM QOF IMAGES, a2 hurricane of scenes which show, ir random
secquence:

TEE PROLOGUE - darkness and light battling, taking shape as two.
demonic f£igures, one £finally triumphant.:

THE PRIZSTS OF LAGOTE - swinging censers of incense, bowing inm
prayer, before a STONE WALL that contains something as yet unseen.

TEE MOUNTAIN - looming over Shadizar, as STORM CLOUDS churz about
it, and lightning scores its face, tearing slabs of stone free to
avalanche downward upon the city. :

SEADIZAR - its citizens in terrified £light as .PIRES RAGE and the
EARTE EEAVES, collapsing buildings, opening crevices in cobbled _
streets, flames from the earth-cracks leaping forth to swallow nmen
and women whole.

TEE SOCTESAYER = .the ¢ld man froem the early scenes in Shadizar,
hand raised a2s he proclaims the final cataclysm, fires leapzng up
to swallow bhim whole.

ATALI'S BIRTEMARR - at first visible on her bare arm, as tne
CAMERA PANS OVER her naked body, then returns to the birthmark,
which STIRS, COMING ALIVE, CIANGING SEZAPE as it springs from her
arm, wings unfeclding.

DAGOTE - a terrible, featureless -shape,-wings- beating,~horned - ——
skull twisting 2s the god roars into a sky f£illed with dancing
£lames.

TEE EORN =~ g.z,ped in Atali's band, her face com;ng into focus
behind iz, entranced.

RARANTEZS - lauching madly.
™22 MOON - in eclipse.
TEEZ LAND - splitting apart, foul steanm er ptlng forth like pus,

the land crack-ng, breaking, heaving apart as iZ SOMETEING EUGE
beneath its surface were slowly uush;ng itself upward.
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INTERCUT - CONAN

screaming as these visions assail him,- untzl the last one fades

gnto shadew, then BLACXNESS, acain closzng in on him, strangling
im.

ANGLE - TEEZ POCL

A DARK FIGURE swims toward Conan, hanging limp in the now=clear

water. Bubbles drift lazily from his mouth; he's drowning,
uncenscious. The FIGURE draws near; takes a handful of Coman's

h:iz, and tugs him upward toward the surface only a few feet
above. ,

CoT TO:

EXT. THE POOL CLEARING -~ CLOSE

on Ceonan, 2s he coughs up a lungful of water, chokes, turns over
to find himself su:rounded by the sharp points of half a dozen
ASSEGAIS. _

CDNAN'S POV - IMBALATO & BOMB2ATA

show their teeth in a mirthless grin. Their spears press

.downward. With them are the rest of Zula's warriors, all also

grinnine. Bombaata, with a f£ree hand, eatsz a stalk of sugar
cane. The sap wets his lips.

ANGLE - CONAXN

bracing himself as the spears press cleoser. Looking feor a
chance, ready to throw himself on death if need be.

~ zTLA (0S)
TYou've led us a £fine
chase, thief.

Conan looks atound.' Zula stands by the poocl ecdge, in a shert
tunic, dripping wet. She dries herself with a2 shirt, picks up her
armor and dresses as she talks. _

2TLA
And a2t the end, we almost
lost you.
(beat)

You won't escape me that
way, thief. I want you
to die...but in my time,
at my hand.

(8raws her sword)
New, I think.

Motioning the others back, she steps forward, sword reacdy to
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thrust; Conan crouches, about to leap—

TARA (0S)
Stopl

Z2ula, startled, jerks her head up; Conan whirls in a crouch~—
TEEIR POV - YARA
pazrts foliage at the clearing's edge, steps through.

TARZ
We need him.

CUT TO:

EXT. RAIN FOREST CAMPSITE - NIGET

Flames from the black warriors' campfire stir shadows amid the
trees. Gomani and several other warriors stand watch over the
camp, which is sheltered by two encrmous fallen trees that cross
at an angle.

Zula and Tara argue by the fire, as Bombaata, eating a piece of
deer, sits guarcd over Conan. The other warriors crouch about,
watching the Cimmerian warily. Ee, too, is eating=——ravenously.

ZULA
This is madness. EHe slew
your father...

TARA
And- for that he will
suffer when this work is
éone.

Conan looks up at this, beiused. Zula £lashes him a glance.

YARA (CONT'D) e e e =

But I am Yara nCW...
(2t this, Zula bows
her head)

...2nd I say we need him.

ZULA
What can he do?

TARA
(eyeing Conan)
He's stronger than any
man I've ever seen... and
ne's 2 thief. We need a
man like him if we're to
breach Raranthes' temple.
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At this, Conan looks up intently, wolfishly.

ZULA
Tou aza mad. Climb
Dagoth Peak... Enter that
- demon~god's lair? Why?
Bave you lost all reason?

TIARA
(quietly)
Raranthes has the Horn.

Zula stiffens as if struck a physical blow. She turns,

the edge cf the camp, staring up at the darkness.
' Conan, helding cut the black Ibis "treasure” bozx.

YARA
Look, thief. See what
your greed has wrought.

CONAN
I see a box. An empty
bez.

TARA
Lock closer. The pattern
en the lid.

Conan turns the box in his hands.

CONAN'S ?0V = TEE BOX

Yara

99

walks to

approaches

On the liéd, the diamond=-chips flicker, reflecting firelight.

ANGLE - CONAH

glances at Yara, who gestures upward. Conan's eves follow the '

gesture.

CONAN'S 2P0V = TEE NIGET SXT C— e i —— e

The stars match the pattern on the treasure box lid. Tk

especially bright stars in a triangle.
ANGLE - CONAN

glances down at the lid again—
CONAN'S 20V - TEZ B0OZ

The pattezrn is the same.

Iee
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YARA (0S)
Once in a thousand years,
the stars match that
pattern...

ANGLE - CONAN & TARA

TARA (CONT'D)
es+and when they do, then
can Dagoth be raised from
his sleep of ecns.

(£iercely) _
For more centuries than
man remembers, my family
guarded the Eye of Ibis,

- and thus kept safe the

Born from those who would '
use it to wake The
Dreaming God.

(gestures at Zula)

 Zula's people dedicate

their finest warriors to
our service, in our
allegiance, for this one
goal. To protect the
Ecrn.

CNNAN
If it's so poweriul, why
not destroy it?

ZTLA
(angzily)
Yocu might as easily pluck
the moon f£rom the night.

ZARA

' ™he Born cannoct be

destroyed. A legion of
sorcerers cdied in the
trying, ages past.
(intensely)
No, thief. All we c¢could
do was lock it away and
hide the key... until yocu
stcle the key.

CONAN
The Eye...

ZTLA
(raging)
Why? Why <&id you help

Ehem?
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CONAN
(shrugs)
I wanted the treasure.

TARA

‘I saw, thief. I came too
late to act, but I saw
what happened at the
pool. 3Iou have given
them what they reguire to
wake their dreaming god.
A god of pain and hate
whose reign will mark the
end of man on earth.

(despairing)
Do you see now what you
have done, thief?

CONAN
My name is Conan. 1If
we're to ride together,
you'd better learn to use
it.

Ee tosses the box into the stunned youth's hands, and returas to
Ris food, staring moodily into the flames.

CJT T0:

EXT. DAGOTHE PERK -~ STORM = DAY

At the very top of the highest peak, carved into the face of tkhe
rock, is the TEMPLE OF DAGUTE, seen at the beginning of the £ilx.
Torches burn in slitted windows. FIGURES move across £lying
buttress-like stone bridges, frcm one part of the temple to
another. At the highest point of the structure, jutting slightly
awvay from the rock face, is a concave altar-platform about thirzty
yards wide and twenty feet deep. WEITE~-ROBED PRIESTS gather here,
busy with arcane preparations.

- - ———

. EXT. ALTAR PLATFORM - DAY

As LIGSTNING scoraes through the bleak clouds so near above,
PRIZSTS light braziers about the platform, as ACOLITES swing
censers and an ancient priest, MORIA, reads from a mouldering
book of scripture bound in iron: the BOOK OF SXILOS. The suriace
of the platform is smooth black granite glittering with chips of
gquartz.

MORIA
Branna nek mernia, brea
kuh noh Dagotlh setlh...
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A cold wind whips bis wispy white hair about his craggy features.

MORIZA (CONT'D)
Noh grakeria mul othas...

INT. TEMPLE CZAMBER - DAY

Karanthes enters through a high irom door. Behind him is glimpsed
2 massive ALBINO GUARD, in armor of white metzal, scarlet eyes
gleaming. KRaranthes waves him back with a gesture, shuts the

heavy doer behind him, and loocks at— '

ANGLE - ATALI

who stands in the center of this sanctuary chamber, surzounded by
smecking braziers sweet with scented incense. She is attended by
DAGOTEIAN PRIESTESSES, carefully veiled in white, dressed much as
She was at the film's beginning. Atali herself is swathed in
silky white, from neck to toe. One PRIESTESS puts a purple leaf
intoc Atali's mouth; she chews it mechanically, eyes staring and.
unfocused. :

PRIESTESS
. Lotus flower. It calms
her. o

Raranthes nods. Ee seems possessed by a2 great sadness.

KARANTEES
I did not want it to be
this way. This is 2 time
cf joy. 3Iou were born to
a sacred task...
(touches her
birthmark)
I would never have sent
you into the world of
men, but it was ordained
. ._ thus... and even we are
but the tools of 2
greater destiny.
(to priestess)
Will she be able to
complete her task?

: PRIZSTESS
The drug impairs her
mind, net her body.

Raranthes sighs. Briefly—ané not at all in a fatherly manner—be
caresses Atali's cheek, then retreats across the smokey ckamber.
Atali stands absently chewing, eves unfocused.
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EXT. ALTAR PLATFORM
Wind swirling his robes, Karanthes joins Moria.

XARANTEES
(shouting over storm)
Sunset in one hour...
then we begin.

Both glance across the altar platform at the sheer

rock of the mountain, rising up at ocne side-—there, embedded in
the stone, is a fantastic FOSSILIZED FIGURE, half again as tall
as a man, vaguely man-shaped, yet with long arms ribhbed with
wing=-struts like a pterodactyl!s. The skull of this ancient
creature is twisted abeut in half-profile; wvisible in the
forehead is an opea hole, like a third eye, yet much larger.

A flight of stcone steps rises beside this fossil, cut from the
rock, as ancient as the fossil itself. Lightning erupts 0S, and
in the sudden £licker of light, the fossil seems to move—but, for
now, it is only an illusion...

EXT7. THEE ROAD OF KINGS - DAY

Storm clouds thunder on the horizon over Shadizar f£ar to the west.
Streaming away £frem the city, in a mob that extends miles in
either direction, are the CITIZENS OF SEADIZAR, wailing,
terrified, in fear of their souls~

ANGLE - CONAN, ZULA & ZARA

with Zula's warriors, shoving through the throng on horseback,
making little headway. Too many pecple, too much hysteria. It's
as if they were fighting their way upstzeam in a river of
frightened humanity.

CONAN
What are they £fleeing?

TARA .k
Dagcth=~ :

(pointing ahead)

The end of the world.

. CONAN
Bow can you flee the en
of the world? :

ITLA
(reining zbout)
You can't.

Wwith a shout, ske spurs her stallion off the Roaé, her warriors
charging after her, Yara in their midst. Cenan hangs back,
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glancing at the faces in the thrbng-—
CONAN'S POV - TEE FACZS

Marked by terror, despair: scme are unknown, some are familiar,
faces seen before. The young MOTEER and her infant, the child
screaming as she stumbles, almost drops it, staggers on; the half-
blind bockie, jabbering in terror a2s he shoves ahead, is shoved
back by the Shemite pit-fighter; the street urchims, dancing along
in their elders' path, unaware c¢f the terror behind them; ané the
toothless old man, glimpsed once before he falls from view,
trampled by the mob. A merchant in 2 two-wheeled coach drawn by

a snorting, wild-eyed bay, driven by a skinny SERVANT who whips
the bay mercilessly, trying to make it plunge through the mob.

The MERCZANT, surrounded by his possessions=—silks, jewels,
pottery filled with herbs, golden statuettes-—fights off a GANG

of tattered thugs, shrieking. for help.

ANGLE - CONAN

reins about to send his stallion leaping acress those citizens
between him and the edge of the rcad. Ee spurs his horse across
the rugged country toward Zula and Tara, heading west towazrd the
city...

EXT. DAGOTY PEAK - SUNSET

Far west, beneath the roiling clouds, the SUN SETS in a furnmace
glare, painting the mountainside BLOOD RED...

EXT. ALTAR PLATFORM - SURSET

Pacing west, the priests watch the last light fade, the altar
around them bathed in a ruddy glow reminiscent of the prologue's
cpening scenes. Xaranthes tuzns, looks up.

KARANTEES' POV - TEE STORM

As if blown to fragments by a2 more powerful wind, the black clouds
part, roll back, to reveal the purple sky of twilight. A few
stars glimmer. A pale FULL MOON rises to the east. GUnearthly
QUIZT replaces the storm's thunder, as the sky is swept clean.
EXT. DAGOTH PEAR - TWILIGET

Clouds roll back and away arocund the peak, vanishing with
mzgical suddenness.

EXT., ALTAR PLATFORM - TWILIGET

Raranthes turzns to the waiting priests and acolytes, Moria
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foremecst among them, and neods. Beneath their feet, as they move

- . to begin the ritual, the granite floor of the platform reveals

its secret: the guartz chips are set in the pattern of the
starfield abeve.

EXT. SEADIZAR GATE - TWILIGAT

A few DRONKEN STRAGGLERS stagger through the city gate, drinking
from gourds, laughing maniacally. Conaa, Zula, and Yara ride
through their midst without pause, followed by Zula's warriors,
Imbalayo in the lead. ONE DRONK angrily swings a stolen hamhock
at the passing blacks. Bombaatz leans out of his saddle as he
rides past to tear the hamhock from the drunk's hand.

ANGLEZ - BOMBAATA

takes a bite from the hamhock as Gomani, riding beside him, gives
him a disbelieving stare.

BOMBAATA
Only a f£ool meets deatk
. en an empty stomache.

Ee laughs, a mirthlzss bark, tossing tae hamhock aside as they
ride through the gates. Ahead, FLAMES brighten the night.

ZXT. SEADIZAR MARXZET STREET - TWILIGET

Conan and Zula, riding together, staring about at the chaos and
madness with shared éistaste. 2ulza draws up, loocks down at the
bodies ¢f two BLACX WARRIORS like those seen patrelling Shadizar
in the early scenes. Their armor is the same as Zula's. 3oth
have been speared in the back.

ZULa
They were our eyes and
ears in Shadizar.

"ANGLE - TARA

wide—eyed, shaken, as a WOMAN SERIEXS iz mortal agony OS.
MONTAGE - THE STREETS

A GUARDSMAN stumbles frem a private house, arms £illed with
jewelry; he kicks a fellow GUARDSMAN who runs up to take his
share. :

TWO WOMEN kiss and embrace on a balcony, then cne rips a clawed
hand into the other's eyes, blinding her as FLAMES SHOCT U2 around
them,

DEAD BCDIES sprawl, trampled or slain by sword and f£lame, as small
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CEILDREN in rags pick through their clothes for waluables, looking
up at the passing riders to hiss like cats protecting a kill. :

A DOG gnaws at a dead man's leg.
A BUILDING shudders and collapses in a roar of sparks and flame.

FIGURES cdart in and out of shadowed alleys and doorways, furtive,
terrified; men or women? Impossikble to tell.

THE SOOTESATZIR lies staring amid charred ruins, bis untouched face
a2 grimace of horror, the rest of him blackened by fire to an
unrecognizable, insect-like shell.

ANGLE - CONAN

spurs ahead, down a street 2flzme on either side, Zula, Yara, and
the warriors following at a gallop behind.

EXT. ALTAR PLATFORM - NIGET

Above, stars burn bright. Moria goes to his knees, the BOOK OF
SKELOS cpen on the ground before him, as FLAMES SEOOT UP frem the
braziers to either side. _

MCRIZ
Dagoth nuh makora,
cmnitha oritha nek
rekulus...

Acolytes come into view up a flicght of steps from below, bearing
METAL BOWLS carved with demon-shapes andé runic symbels. Each bowl
contains an ASPIRATOR, a device similiar to that used to dispense
holy water at 2 more orthodox religious ceremeny. Liguid sloshes
in the bowls.

Raranthes and six other priests stand waiting for the acolytes at
the rock face. Each priest lifts a dripping aspirator freom a
bowl. As cne, they turn and shake the aspirators at the FOSSIL,
sprinkling it with blackish liguid=- )

CLOSE - TEE FOSSIL

-—and as the liguid hits the fossil and runs down the stone, it
becomes obvicus what it is: blood.

ANGLE - TE5Z PRIESTS

Scme ¢f the blocd sprinkles their robes, scarlet cn white, but the
priests icnore it. Raranthes raises his voice in a chant.

RARANTEES
Nemat ka muh t£halla,
Nomat ka zuh 2hzlla...
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EXT. THI MOON

Rising full and ashen in a sky bright with stars.

EXT. TEE MOON

seen from ancther, lower angle.

EXT. MOUNTAIN BASE - NIGAT .

Cenan, dismounting, is locking up at the moon, then shifts his
gaze to the mountzain rising above him. The city runs zight up to
the base of the mountain, like Pompei on the slopes of Vesuvius;
buildings become fewer, the streets dead end into a stone path
"that cuts up the side of the cliff, turning back en itsels

several times as it progresses up toward the temple. The mountain
thrusts a thousand feet into the starry sky, lights vzszble

above at the temple.

ANGLE - THE GROUP

all dismounting, drawing weapons, assegalis, swerds. Conan starts
toward the path up the mountain. 2Zula puts a2 hand out; she's
going to go first. Then Yara darts ahead of them both. Conan
shrugs, wryly amused. 2Zula glares at him, strides up the hill
after her master. Conan comes after, leading the warriors,
Imbralyo a step beaind him.

EXT. TEE MOUNTAIN PATE - NIGET

Several hundred feet above Shadizar, which burns brightly below
like a huge bonfire. Conan, Yara, Zula and the warriors make
their way up a narrowing path. TYara looks up at the moon OS.

TARA'S POV - TEZ MOOH

going into. eclzpse- 'a shallow azc cuts into one side of the lunac
disk. :

TARA (0S)

It's starting...

(to others)
When the shadows fully
hide the moon... a windew
will cpen on bhell.
Dagoth will be .raised,
and if he is not
destroyed in those
noments before the moen
IeturnNsS...
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EXT. ALTAR PLATFORM -~ NIGET

Raranthes prays silently, bands crossed on breast, on the

platform -edge. A DOZEN ALBINO GUARDS have joined the priests on
the platform behind Raranthes. Beyond him the eclipsing moon is
bright in the black sky. BEis prayers finished, Raranthes looks
about. Atali ascends into view on the stairs leading from below,
wrapped in her silky white robe. Dreaming. Two priestesses guide
her gently.

EXT. LABYRINTE ENTRANCE -~ NIGET

Rounding 2 corner, they find themselves before a TUNNEL leading
into the cliff-face. Carved shapes surround the tunnel mouth,
like souls in agony. Bevond, utter blackness. A TORCZE burzms in a
niche beside the entrance. The path ends here. Conan glances up
and backwards.

Three hundred feet overhead and slightly behind them slightly. No

. surface path joins their path to the temple. The tunnel, it would

appear, is the only way up. In the sheer rock £ace above them,
here and there, cave mouths open to blackness.

Csnan gestu:es aﬁ the tunnel.

CONAN
In there?

TARA
(nodding, steeling
himsels)
The Labyrinth. I must
lead. .

ZTLA
to Conan)
It's what he has been
zained for since birth. -

Tara approaches--the tunnel mouth, removes the torch from its niche
and holds it before him. tepping carefully, as if entering a
spider's nest, he enters the tunnel. Conan, 2Zula and Imbalayo
follow, Bombaatz and the rest behind.

EXT. ALTAR PLATPORM - NIGET

Above, the moon is ocne-guarter eclipsed. Like a father giving
away the bride, Karanthes walks Atali to the stone steps beside
the fossil. Moria stands waiting at the bottom of the steps. An
acolyte presents the old priest with a black velvet pillow. On
the pillow is the Goldes Horm.

As Raranthes and Atali pause, Moriz turmns to the fossil, raising
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the pillow a2as if in offering as he chants.

MORIA
Nub ommnitha tak ile.

RARANTEES
Nuh omnitha tak ilo.

Moria moves about, offering the Born to Atali. ZXaranthes takes
her hand, closes bher fingers about the Born. Scmething stirs in
her face. Pear? It fades as socn as it appears. In a trance,
she presses the Born to her bosem. ZXaranthes guides her to the
steps‘ * @

INT. LABYRINTE - NIGET

Torchlight sends shadows leaping on the low ceiling. Conan gives
his own shadow a suspicious glance and a wide berth, staying away
~from the walls. Though wide enocugh for severzl to walk abreast,

" the tunnel is bizzare-—cylindrical; there is no f£lat floor.

. Walking is difficult, as the tunnel is coastantly turming, .
twisting back on itself, always rising. Sounds ricochet from 21l
sides, making conversation. impossible.

Tara is sweating, both from the torch's hea:t and his own tension.
is a *life~size™ version of the model labyrinth seen in his
father's study. Tara halts, staring ahead 0S.. Conan comes up
bQSiaﬁ himc )

WIDER ANGLE - QOPEN PIT

The bottom balf of the cylindrical tunnel drops away into pitch
darkness a2head of them for a distance of twenty feet. Toc far to
jump across, the pit blocks the tunnel completely.

ANGLE - CONAN & TYARA
Conan starts as Tara takes a deep breath and steps out into space.
WIDER ANGLE - QPEN PIT

But to the Cimmerian's surprise, Tara does not fall. As if
walking on aiz, he crosses the pit and looks back f£rom the far
side.

TARA
(echoing)
Illusien.

Conan is uncer+ain, but—in three bounds across nothingness, he
joins Tara. Locks back and grins like a boy when he sees Zula andé
ner warriors hesitating. Noticing this, annoyed, Zula strides
unbuzrriedly across empty space. Imbalaye and the others follow.
Bombaata balks, then burries after in his turm.
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EXT. TEE MOON

Three~guarters gone.

EXT. ALTAR PLATFORM

In measured steps, Karanthes guides Atali up the stone steps.
Behind them, acolytes sprinkle blood onto the braziers. Black
smgke pours skyward. Atali hesitates. ZXaranthes, stiffening,
guides her onto the stairs. She looks up.

INT. LABIRINTE - TEE GROUP

passing a pair of tunnels that cross their tunnel at a
perpendicular angle. Two of the black warriors glance cown the
tunnel on their right, and freeze in surprise.

WARRIORS' POV -~ THE TUNNEL

Rushing toward them down this left tunnel is a FANTASTIC CREATURE,
all teeth and claws and impessibly huge, ROARING.

ANGLE - THE TWO WARRIORS

instantly hurl their weapons——a sharpened club and a machete-like

‘sword, at the attacking creature down the left tunnel... and frem

the right tunnel, directly behind them, £flvy those SAME WEAPQNS a’.
heartbeat after, striking their owners from kehind.

ANGLEI - CONAN & ZULA
hearing the double impact to the rear, they look back to see—

the two warriors sprawled in death, one's skull smashed by his cown
club, the other's machete embedded in his own back. 1Imbalayo

crouches over the dead warriocrs. The other blacks on guard,

watchfnl,_bewilde:ed.

Conan and Zula warily approcach the two perpendicular tunnels,
glance down the-one-to- the left——empty-—and then, look down the
one to :the right——empty. No creature. Nothing.

CONAN
{(to Tara)
How much more of this
madness?

TARA
We re past the worst. I
think.

_ CONAN
.Tou think?
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YARA
I never £finished oy
studies with the
. Labyrinth, thief...
thanks to you.

Conan scowls as they move one.

EXT. ALTAR STAIRS - NIGET

Only a sliver of moon remains as Raranthes guides Atali up the
steps. She hesitates. Ee urges her forward gently witk hands on
her shoulders. They are now nearly to the top of the steps,
beneath the grim figure of the Dreaming Goéd.

2

IRT. LABIRINTZE

Led by Cenan, Zula and Tara, the warriors warcily traverse the
cylindrical corridor, alert for any attack.

ANGLE - 3OMBAATA

near the rear, notices a crevice to cne side. Ee slips cautiously
into it, drawn by a2 GLIMMER in the dim light ahead.

BOMBAATA'S POV - A MIRROR

of his own height, at an obligque angle, inset in the stone of the
crevice. His REFLECTION appears, dimly at £irst, then becoming
clearer: jolly, stout Bombaata. Ee smiles at himself-—then in a
matter of seconds, the FLESE on his reflection SERIVELS, FLAKES
OFF in blackened chunks, revealing the WEITENED SKELETON beneath,
still wearing Bombaata's armor, raising a skeletal arm as Bombaaza
raises his own arm, shrieking—

ANGLE - BOMBAATA

unchanged, though his mirror-image now COLLAPSES in dust.
Shrieking, he staggers back from the mirror, down ancther angle of

the crevice—

EXT. STONE BRIDGE - NIGET

Bombaata staggers backward, ocut of the crevice, onte a natural
STONE BRIDGE between two caves on the cliff face. Wind tears at
Bim. Bombaata pauses, bewildered. Ee looks back, toward the
crevice opening-— then down at his feet.

BCMEAATA'S POV = STONE BRIDGE

. One moment he is standing on the bridge. The next, it FADES inte

nothingness. PFar below are tie spires of Shadizar, dark in the
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shadow of the eclipse.
ANGLE - BOMBAATA

screaming as bhe falls to his doom...

EXT. ALTAR STAIRS

Bombaata's dying SCREAM OS echoes distantly, rousing Atali from ' l
her stupor. Again, Karanthes put his hands to her shoulders,
holding ber ‘with his piercing eyes. ’

RARANTHEES ,
Por this moment, I tore
you from your mother's |
belly. Por this moment, |
I raised you and kept you
pure. Tou shall pot
betray me. Do as I will.

She sways, eyes clesing for anm instant. '

KARANTHES
(.f:.ercely)

Her eyes open and slowly focus on—

ATALI'S POV - TEE FOSSIL SKULL

leering, monstrous, jaws agape as if in a silen: screanm.

INT. LABTRINTE - ZARA

He comes to a "Y" where the tunnel branches in two egqually safe-
appearing directions. This resembles the model as it was seen in
the lake temple earlier in the £ilm. Tara hesitates, then
chooses the left tunnel. 7Zula follows, Conan hanging back

T -t m—— - ———— = - ——— ——

briefly. S e - - .- ==

Conan peers down the'right'channel: curiocus, he probes at the
opening with his sword-—and FLAMES curl frcm all sides, ready to

. incinerate any who enter. Conan yanks back his sword. The tip of

it glows red-hot.

CONAN
Crom!

Eis voice EZC30ES, "Crom™ repeated over and over almest mockingly.
Conan glares abcut him, moves on. .

Onlj 2 handful of warriors are left. Tara leads them to0 2 part of
the cwvlindrical tunnel that widens into a fairly larcge chamber



First Draft 1/18/83 113

with TEREE OPENINGS abead of them, out of the chamber. The
cpenings are set one atop the other, each dark and sinister. A
duplicate of the trap which "killed" his projected IMAGE in the
labyrizth model. Conan and the others look at Tara for guidance.

' CONAN
Well, little wizard?

IARA A
This is the test I
failed. I took the
lowest cpening...

They clamber up roﬁgh. stone=carved steps to the two upper
openings. Conan and Zula glance at each other, each prepared to
risk his life first. '

CONAN
I owe the bovy.

Yara reacts to this, casts a reappraising glance'at the
Cimmerian. Seems to see Conan for the first time. Conan tuzns
to him. '

CONAN (CONT'D)
Noew we'll f£find out whose
gods are awake tonight...
and whose are sleeping.

)

Ee starts forward, but Imbalayo darts ahead, assegai in hand.

IMBALAYO
(to Tara)
My father served your
- father, and his before
him. t is zy right.

Yara nods reluctantly. With a grin for Conman, Imbalayc enters the
highest opening, crouching.

- e — v—
Ot w

INT. EIGEEZST TUNNEL - NIGET

Imbalayo moves ahead, silently as a stalking leopard. Eyes scan
the dazkpness. A step, another——and JAGGED SERRATED STEEL CLANWS
spring out like a trap from the surrounding walls. Ee shrieks as
they cut him in twe.

INT. LABYRINTE
Conan and others react, horrified, enraged. Tara winces, but does

not leook away. Then, with Conan and Zula in the lead, the small
group slips into the middle opening, warily.
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INT. MXIDDLE TUNNEL - NIGET

Narzow, claustrophobic, barely tall encugh o stand erect in.
They cast suspicious glances about them as they proceed. Ahead a
LIGET GLOWS. Ccnan pads toward it cautiously.

INT. PREPARATION CEAMBER - NIGET

Ceonan emerges, blinking, into the flickering torchlight of 2
shadowy, circular stone chamber. . Yara and Zula close behind;
others follow. Conan strains his eyes toc see through the gloom.

CLOSE -~ CONAN'S PEET

Ee crouches to investigate a shallow ditch cut in the stone flcor
2t bis feet. Ee dips his fingertips into the dark liguid flowing
through the ditch. Eis fingers come up red with blood. Ee turns
Bis grim dark eyes toward the center of the chamber.

CONAN'S POV - TEE BODIES

Stacked high, 2 pyramid of death ané gruescme sacrifice, are
bBundreds ¢f human corpses. Dimly seen in the flickering
torchlight. Around the circular platform which holds the piled
bedies is a moat of blood. Bloed drains from this moat into
several ditches.

ANGLE = CONAN

CONAN
Bely rites for the
dead... respectfnl
burial. So this is what
the priests of Dagoth do
with all the bodies they
disposed of.

YARA
For a thousand thousand
years.

‘They cross the chamber to a doorway on the opposite side. Ealfway

across, Conan again glances -inveluntarily at the corpses——and
stops.

CONAN'S POV - SUBQTAI

The little thief's bedy lies among the others. And beneath
Subotai... is the staring édead face of Magistrate Luda.

ANGLE - CONAN

wIvly, wolfishly grinning ia spite of himself.
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coNAN
Well, Subotai, at least
you got the higher place
in hell.

- EXT. ALTAR STAIRS

Fully eclipsed now, the moon is like a black haole in the sky.
Beneath the grotesgque, blcod-spattered fossil skunll, Xaranthes
lowers his gaze from the moon to his entranced daughter. Putting
his hands to Atali's shoulders, he loosens the straps which hold
her gewn. It falls about her feet. She stands nude in the dying
moonlight, the Born pressed to her bosoem. .

CLOSE - ATALI'S BIRTHMARK

It seems almost alive in the torchlight.

ANGLE - EKARANTEES

Zands cut before him, Karanthes begins his invocaticn.

KARANTEES
Per unteld eens, O
Dagoth, have we fed the
River of Blood, which
flows within this very
peak. It has nourished
thee in thy sleep, it has
sustained thee in thy
dreams.

ANGLE -~ PRIESTS & ACOLITES
faces upturned, eager.
CLOSE - KARANTHZS

EARANTEES (CONT'D) wm ——m—e

(voice rising)
Now, as decreed in the
Book of Skeles, the
daughter of thy high
priest at last stands
naked before thee... to
restore unto its rightful
place that which, in ages
past, was ripped untimely
from thy brow...
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KARANTEES (CONT'D)
(in crescendo)
.l.:ha Gg1d=n ﬁg:n

Atali, though entranced, seems almost to be resisting as she
slowly raises the Horn toward the gaping hole in the nmammoth
skull, just within her reach. Suddenly=——

YARA (08)
(shouting)
No!

Raranthes whirls as Atali hesitates, the Eorn poised near the
skull. ERarzanthes glares=-

EXT. ALTAR PLATFORM - NIGET

Conan, Zula, anéd the four remaining black warriers crouch
defiantly around the stairs which lead from the Temple below.
Tara stands in front of them, one arm up and ocutstretched,
imperiously, 2ll traces of childhood gone. Facing them, turning
in astonishment, are the priests and acolytes of Dagoth. Beyond
them, at the platform’s edge, are a dozen ALBINO GUARDS.

YARA
Eear me, Karanthes,
priest of Dagoth— TYou
must not unleash this
horrer upen the world. I
forbid it. .

EXT. ALTAR STAIRS

RARANTEES
You £or>bid? TYou come toe
late, with far too few,
boy, to give me orders.
(to priests)
Slay them! LT T, e —

EXT. ALTAR PLATFORM

Rushing past the priests and acolytes, the ALBINO GUARDS charge
with gleaming swords upraised. Conan and Zula leap in front of
Yara, who stands unflinching. They and the four remaining

warriors meet the attack, but 2re sorely ocutnumbered. One black
f2lls in +he first moment of the assault, felled by twin swords.

ANGLE - CONAN

all but severs the head of a chargiag albino.
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ANGLE ~ ZULA

checks the downward arc ¢f an albineo's sworéd with her assegai,
kicks the howling man and spears him when he drops. Grabbing his
swerd, she meets her next attacker with a weapon in each hand.

EXT. ALTAR STAIRS

Raranthes watches anxiously, angrily, beside the emtranced Atali.
Ee turns his gaze skyward...the moon is still eclipsed. Ee raises
bis bands again to the starry heavens.

EARANTHES
Branna nek mornia, brea
kuh noch Dagoth seth...

ANGLE - PRIESTS & ACOLITES
. N
PRIESTS (ALL)
Noh grekoria mul othas,
nekto kuh kormak...

ANGLE - RARANTEES & ATALI
Without locking at ber, whispers urgently: .

KARANTEES
Now, my child... now.
(back to invocation)
Dagezai nzinga zoth,
shevatas mekri z2l...

Dagoth,

Atali slowly raises the Golden Eorn toward the gaping skull.

EXT. ALTAR PLATFORM

Seeing this, Zara draws his knife, presses it to his lips, and
hurls ite-

ANGLE - RNIFE

cutting through the air above the fighting albinces, the knife
makes a ninety-cdegree turn-—and flies toward Raranthes and aktali
on the steps.

ANGLE - CONAN

glancing up as he deodges a swordblow, sees tiais.

CONAN
Tara, not the girl——!
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EXT. ALTAR STAIRS

Raranthes, alerted by Conan's cry, locks left and gestures with a

. £lick of his hand. The RKNIPE seems to hit an invisible wall,

drops witk a clattar to the stone.

EXT. ALTAR PLATFORM

Conan meets the boy's sharp glance with his own. Ee has his own .
motives. A swinging axe cuts through the air, almost decapitates
Bim. He drops back a step, parries, runs his cpponent through.’
Zula, fighting beside him, ¢rins with pantherlike admiration.

ZULA
Tou'’ll be a2 hard one to
kill, Cimmerian, when
this night is done.

The priests intone, 2ll eyes upon the skull and the Eorzn.

PRIESTS
Irakzai jaga pteor...
Keluka thothen... Dagcoth,.

Tpedname "Dagoth®™ echoes over all other sounds, of battle and
wind. .

PRIESTS
Ragotln, aa

ANGLE = ALBINO
as he pulls his steaming sword from a dead black warrior's flesh,

GOMANI thrusts his assegai through the albine's armor. Locked in
a deathgrip, the two warriors topple togetherloff the platform.

ANGLE - PLATFORM EDGE

as Gomani and the albino fall toward the star-like lights of
Shadizar a thousand feet below. They hit the cliff, bits of rock
and dirt fly out after them, &windle until they vanish in the
distance.

ANGLE - CONAN & ZULA

back to back zgain, parrying, thrusting. Then their attackers

close in, and Conan and Zula fight them off in a CLANGING of steel
cn steel, sinew against sinew. Conan looks up—

EXT. ALTAR STAIRS - CONAN'S 20V

Atali lowers the Golden Eorn frem the hich angle at which she
ncldés ig=— -
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CLOSE = TEZ SXULZ

—to f£it the Eorn flawlessly, pe:fec ly, into the hole in the
fossilized forehead. -

EXT. ALTAR PLATFORM

Conan ducks under an albino, severing his axe—arm from his body,
then breaks away from the battle to race across the platform past
swaying priests. 32Zula and Yara react, astonished. Conan heads +o
the stairs. :

EXT. ALTAR STAIRS

Atali drops her hands limply to her sides, head bowed, not unlike
a dangling puppet. ' Raranthes lifts his hands to the stone.

KARANTEES
Come, QO Dagoth... Let the
blinding light of
judgment cast down the
temples of Mitra, of
establish thy just rule
over all the peoples of
the eazth. ,

ANGLE - CONAN

blocked by two albinc guards at the base of the stairs. He cuts
them down=—loocks up past Raranthes——

EARANTHES
0 Dagoth... awake!

CLOSE - TEE SXULL
A beat.

EXT. ALTAR PLATPORM

In the same instant, all fighting stops——as if everyone were
drawing a breath at cnce, all eyes turning to the stone face; even
Zula, even Tara, and the pr*ests-—

o

EXT, ALTAR STAIRS -~ CONAN

runs up the steps, swerd in hand, eyes blazing, the only meving
£igure in the scene-~=
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CLOSE - TEE SKULL

Softly, slowly, as if from a cosmos away, a slight RUMBLING SOUND
b:gzns. A few stone chips fall away from places where stone meets
skull.

ANGLE - KARANTEES & ATALI

Raranthes is transfized, awed. Atali dazed. Conan takes the
steps behind them two and three at a time. EHEe reaches the
platform behind Karanthes, raises bis sword in both hands to swing
a2 deathblow——

—-—zand like én erupting volcane, the stone around the fossil BLOWS
AWAY, exploding outward with fantastic force, stone chips and
shards flying. ,

ANGLE - CONAN
kit by the exploding fury, is blown backward off the stairs,

dropping his sword, like a straw in a hurricane. Ee's blown past
Raranthes and Atali, to one side, struck by the wind but not by

its £ull fory.

ET. ALTAR PLATFORM

Wind and stone chips tear at the priests and acolytes, cutt.'ng
them, not seriously-—and they seem almost to exhult in it. Conan
is blewn over their heads, hits the platform near the edge, rolls.
Zula tries to reach him, but is blocked by the remaining albine

guards.
ANGLE - PLATPORM EDGE

--=znd Conan gceé over the edge, grabbing for purchase, anything;

£inding nothing.

EXT. ALTAR STAIRS

More stone flies away, not explosively now, revealing pterodactyl-

"like wings. One beny, talcned hand dreps free, to bang limply,

swaying slightly. The other wing-hand, too, is now out in the
cpen. Karanthes'! eves are ablaze with ecstasy; he cannot spezk.
EXT. CLIFF FACE - NIGET

Conan £2lls, arms flailing—

CL.OSE - CONAN'S EAND

catches an cutjutiing, jagged rock by desperate chance.
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ANGLE - CONAN

grimaces with pain as the impact nearly tears his arm from its
socket. Can't get his other arm up.

CLOSE - CONAN'S EAND
bleeding, badly cut. Eis fingers slip, mcment by moment.
LONG S3OT - CLIPP FACE - CONAN '

dangles in agony, dozens of feet below the temple platform, a
thousand feet above the burning lights of Shadizar.

CUT TO:

EXT. ALTAR PLATPORM

Zula's assegai is knocked from her grasp by an albino, she's
grappled by two more, and held, though struggling fiercely. Tara,
unmoving but anxious, is held by acolytes. All gaze upward with
varying emotions at the scene near the top of the altar stairs.

EXT. ALTAR STAIRS

Raranthes nears the huge fossilized skeleton, which shifts about
like some bizarre giant reptile hatching from a stone egg.
Raranthes is ecaly a yard from the bony hands.

KARANTHES
(awed) ’
Dagoth... my lord. . '

CLOSE - TEE SXZLETAL EBANDS

suddenly tear loocse £rom the rock, reaching up to grasp Xaranthes
by the throat, bis eyes going wide with shock—

ANGLE - KARANTEES ST

is lifted bodily in one effortless motiocn above the fossil skull—
beld there a shuddering instant--and then is IMPALED on the Eorn.
It tears into his abdomen just below the ribcage, rips through his
diaphragm and out his back. Xaranthes SERIEXS——a long, echoing
SCREAM OF PAIN AND TERROR.

QUICX CUTS - as SCREAM E2C3I0ES:

PRIZSTS, ACOLITES, ALBINCES - speechless, horrified-—

YARA - ¢grim in the hands of his stunned capters— '

20LA - wide=—eyed with fear and amazement—
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ATALI ~- her senses returning, awakenmed by that scream—
CLOSE - RARANTEES ~

His skriek cut off now...he slumps, dead.

ANGLE - ATALI

shaking off the drug~-induced lethargy, focusing with difficultly
on:

ANGLE - FOSSIL SXELETON

with RKaranthes' corpse impaled upon its Eorn. HNow, with
horrifying speed, it is as if the priest’s f£flesh is turned to
liguid. It flows from all parts of his carcass onte the EHorn, as
if absorbed by some irresistible power, and spreads itself in new
form over the skeleton of Dagoth. The result is a patchwork job,
because the fossil is much larger than the priest; like flesh on a
rotting corpse. In seconds, Karanthes' skeleton is strzipped bare.

CLOSE = ATALI
screams, hands to face, but cannct turn asidg.
ANGLE - DAGOTEH

pulls Raranthes' dangling skeleton off his Eorn and £lings it
contemptuously aside. The god's skull is now bhalf-covered wikh
glistening £lesh. The beginnings of leathery skin also comnect
his beny wing=-struts. The god pulls loose frcm the remains of his
stone cocoon. A jagged FISSURE appears in the stone where he
lay . '

CLOSE - DAGOTH

Byes gleam from the great scckets now, with evil blackness—alive,
seeking.

i v —— o —

EXT. ALTAR PLATFORM - CLOSE - TaARA
spellbound, hushed.
TARA
The Dreaming God...
EXT., ALTAR STAIRS
Before Dagoth, Atali swoons—but the god-demon's long, half-£fleshy
arm catches per before she can topple £frem the steps. Draping her

over tha+ arm, he tears free from the last bits of stone which
nolé him.
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< . ANGLZ =~ STONE FISSTRE

The jagged crack splits wider, then wider again. Like a great
dark lightning point, pointing downward at the altar platform—
ghrough Dagoth Peak—to Shadizar the Wicked——and at the world
eycnd.

EXT. ALTAR PLATFORM

Atali over one arm, Dagoth leaps with some effort down to the
platform. One of his legs lands heavily on a priest, bearing him
screaning to the ground. With his free claw, Dagoth scoops the
fallen priest up and impales him, toc, on the Eorn.

ANGLE - PRIESTS, ACOLITES, ALEINGCS

wateh with horror as 0S the flesh is drained from this lesser
priest onto the Dreaming Geod.

ANGLE - ZULA

~ sickened, struggling with her guards, whe held fzst despite their

horzor.
ANGLE ~ DAGOTE

tosses aside the now—fleshless skeleton of the cead priest. Eis
own form is more fully fleshed cut. Acolytes and albines scatter
before him in new panic. EHEe stalks toward MORIA, 'the elderly
priest, trapped between him and the platform edge.

ANGLE = MORI2

goes to his knees. Can barely be heard above the horrified CRIES
and general MELEE. .
MORI2A

Dagoth, O most wise and

mighty and merciful, who

hold the world in thy

taloned hand... who shall

come in judgment...

Dagoth cocks his head curiously, studying the praying priest.
Then, with a sudden moticn, grabs Moria up, lifts him sguirming
alof:, and impales him.

EXT. STONE PISSURE
broadening, cutting through the middle of the platform now,

fissuring dcwnward over tae platform edge. Stone rumbles and
cracks, tihrcwing ruaning priests to their knees.
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EXT. ALTAR PLATFORM

A shadow falls over the guards holding Yara. They bolt for the
stairs leading down into the temple, following a general £light o©
acolytes and guards. Tara doesn't move, staring up 0S at the
source of the shadow. ‘

TARA'S POV - DAGOTE

casting the shadow, approaching, Atali over one arm stirring in
hez swoon.

IARA

£aces the god without fear. Arcund and behind him, panicking
acolytes mill in confusion, terror. :

Dagoth, recognizing instinctively his enemy across the ages. He
raises his free hand, and his voice, skyward. Utters a loud,
INEUMAN CRY that echoes—

EXT. STONE FISSURE

-—as DAGOTE'S INEUMAN ROAR merges with the CRACIXING of rock, as
the fissure splits open the cliff face itself, exposing raw black
rock. The very mountain seems to be tearing apart. Slabs of
stone fzll away £from the mountain.

INT., TEZ TEMPLE - NIGET

The temple itself shudders, great cracks ripping along the walls.
Walls fall away, and from within the temple priests and acolytes
spill out into the night, like ants shaken from a terrarium.
Others cling desperately to stone pillars supporting roofs and
£loors. The pillars themselves start to crack and fall. Great
chunks of rock and wall and ceiling crush fleeing Dagothians.

- ¢ W L amen

EXT. DAGOTH PEAX - NIGET

The moon in eclipse above. The peak shudders, a huge shard of
it=——many thousands of tons-—£falls away and down the mountainside—
IXT. SEADIZAR ~ NIGET

—to crash upon the city below. Buildings, animals, people are
crushed by the huge shard, now shattered into a thousand pieces.
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EXT. SEADIZAR STREETS ~ NIGET

' Like the vision® in the pool: The earth heaves, buildings

collapse. Crevices copen in cobbled streets, flames leap from
fissures even as men and women £all screaming into them...

EXT. TEE ROAD BEIZOND SEADIZAR = NIGET

The very earth SPLITS APART under the refugees' feet. Stean
erupts, blinding, scalding. Jagged boulders thrust up from
beneath the ground like bayonets. FPeople, carts, animals, are
tossed about like so many toy soldiers by an angry child. Some
refugees pray--—some flee——some are dead or dying—

EXT. ALTAR FLATFORM

Dagoth lowers his head, the CRACXING SOUND continuing even as bis

roar fades. Ee glares again at Tara. The youth stands ready to
meet his doom, but will not flee from it. The god balf-stalks,
half-glides on batlike wings toward the young wizard.

ANGLE - ZULA

breaks £ree from her guards, who seem paralyzed with terror.
Pulling a2 sword from cne albino, she guts the other, cuts the
first one down on the return stroke. Dropping the sword, she
grabs up her assegai-—and, with the battle cry of her ancient
tribe echecing f£rom her lips, she hurls herself into Dagoth's
path. She knocks the boy aside, onto the edge of the widening
fissure; he sprawls cnconscious £rom the blow.

Armed only with the assegai, Zula stabs at Dagoth's leathery
side. The point penetrates several inches, but the Dreaming God
does not bleed. Angrily, bhe whirls, throwing Atali aside, and.
shbe thrusts at his extended hand. The spear goes throughk, is
caught. Roaring in anger, he yanks it ocut and tosses it aside.

ANGLE = ATALI

stirring on the shifting stone platiorm, the ground beneath her
rumbling with continued gquaking. '

ANGLE - Z0LA

between Yara's unconscious form and the looming god, she grabs up
2 heavy shard of rock. Bracing herself on the heaving, cuaking
platform, she brings the rock smashing down against Dagotia's
breast. He ignores it, catches her up and snaps her back across
his chest as easily as a man might snap a withered branch.

EXT. PLATFORM EDGE - CLOSE

as two mighty hands grasp the edge f£rom below, and a bronzed,
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dark-maned form thrusts itself up powerfully onto the platform.
It is COHAN-—bleedzng, bruised——but eyes alive with the fire of a
barbarian's berserker rage. .

CONAN'S POV -~ DAGOTE

AN

stalks toward Yara. Atali lies in his path, stirring.
ANGLE ~ CONAN

starts a2 noment at the sight of this shambling horror. Then,
almest by instinckt, he grabs up a fallen sword and charges,
yelling a CIMMERIAN WAR=CRY. BEBe drives his sword deep, two-
handed, into the god's side. Dagoth does not bleed, but
screeches in surprise and pain. Be turns and swats Conan
backhanded, sn;nn.ng him a score of yards across the platform,
almost into a yawning fissure. But Conan is on his feet again in
2 moment, snarling, drawing his knife from his belt.

Dagoth pausés atop the shuddering platform. Looks skyward.
DAGOTE'S POV - THE MOON

BEclipsed. Tet, the first tiny sliver cf light appears at the edge
of the black moon.

EXT. ALTAR PLATFORM

Cagoth looks down, sees Akali, and picks ber up. Awake now, she

Sees the ‘monster above her and screams. Ignoring this, Dagoth
crouches aad springs into the air like a launching bat. -

‘Conan takes a running leap after him, burling himself inte

space—and catches Dagoth's leg. With his strength and his
weight, Conan literally drags the god down. Dagoth lands with a
massive crash amid the rubble ¢f the shuddering mountaintop. :
More rock crashes from the peak arocund them.

INT. TEMPLE

Directly beneath the platform, the last vestlges of the temple
collapse as ceilings and pillars all cave in with a TEUNDEROUS
ROAR iollowlng Dagoth's crash.

INT. BLOOD CEAMBER - NIGET

Mcuntain and masonrvy crash in, too, upon the bodies of the men and
women whese blood nourished the ged in his dreaming sleep.

EXT. ALTAR PLATFORM

Droppring Arali, Dagoth whirls smarling upon Coman. 2Bat the
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Cimmerian manages first to swing onto Dagoth's back. BHe wraps
powerful legs around that massive torsc. Rock crashes arcund
theno ’

Eis face a2 mask of rage and desperation, arm locked around the
god's neck, Conan drives his knife again and again into Dagoth's
chest. But he can find no vital part—no blood. It's like
stabbing wood.

Dagoth's claws rake the Cimmerian's legs and back, £find purchase,
and heave Conan to the ground. Before the Cimmerian can dodge,

. Dagoth has him loccked in a deadly embrace, and lifts him up, to

impale Conan on the Horn. ZXnife gone, Conan fights back-—human
sinew against demonic power. Slowly, inexorably, Conan is drawn
closer and clcser to the Eorn.

G 0SZ - DAGOTE'S EYZS

blinking with ungedly bloodlust.

CLOSE - TEE EORN

red with blood.

CLOSE ~ CONAN & DAGOTE

The Cimmerian is straining, desperate, as Dageth, mcuth agape,
gives an almost reptillian hiss. .

EXT. ALTAR PLATFORM

Yara, head swimming, raises his eyes. Above, the moon shows a
definite sliver of light on one edge. TYara sees Conan, tries to
speak... but he's too weak. EHe mouths the words, but no sound
COMEeS...

Atali, near him, glances from Tara to Conan, wide—-eyed—

ATALI

-— The Horn. Conanl EBreak
the Homml

ANGLE - CONAN

hears the cry. Instantly ceases all struggling, to grasp the
Horn with both hands. Dagoth's talons rake his back. The demon-
god tries to crush him, break his spine, and Coman groans witz
pain——but does not relinguish his hold. EHe strains as he has
never strained before. Every vein, every muscle seems near o
bursting. .

CLOSE -~ CDAGOTE

SERIEXS in pain and fear, and hurls himself-——and Coman-—up into
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the sky, leathery wings beating.

EXT. TEE SXY - NIGET

Conan and Dagoth, each with a deathgrip on the other, writhe in
mid-air some yards above the platform-—a thousand feet over
Shadizar. Below them, the mountain shudders, gquakes. Behind
them, a sliver of moonlight widens arcund the edge of the black
lunar disk. A tableau out of Dante's Inferno, or scme primal
myth forgotten since the dawn of mind.

CLOSER -~ CONAN

is breathing hard, near to the end of his s.rength, as Dagoth
slowly crushes him, claws digging into Conan's spine.

EXT. ALTAR PLATFORM

Yarz and Atali, balf mad with uncertainty—

EXT. THE SXT

It seems Dagoth bas won. Gripping Conan, he draws him down
toward the Horn=—Conan still gripping it--

CLOSE - CONAN'S HANDS

as the flesh cn his bands RIPPLES, as if tugged toward the Eorn—
CLOSZ - TEE HORN |

about to penetrate Cgnan's chest—-it touches, SIZZLIS—

CLOSE - CONAN

spurred to new desperation, fury, by pain——and ROARING—

CL0s2 - CONAN'S EANDS ' Tt e T -

-—he wrenches UPWARD, powerfully. Something CRUNCEES, RIPS.
And in a spurt of BLACX ICIOR, Conan tears the Sorn free at its
base from Dagoeth's skull..

CLOSE - DaGeT=

screams in real pain as ICZOR gouts over bis eyes—

ANGLE - CONAN & DAGOTE

-—the Black igher drenchzng the Cirmerian's chest and arms.

Dagoth‘s wings Ilap like those of a mortally wounded bird. EHe
spins about iz the sky, blindly, still bolding Conan, whe grasps
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the dripring Born in one hand. | )

EXT. ALTAR PLATFORM - CONAN

kicks free of the fluttering god, dropping a dozen feet to the
altar platform. Atali rushes toward him. Tara doesn't move,
eyes riveted on—

EXT. TEE SKY - DAGOTE -~ LONG SEOT

spinning, wheeling, SCREAMING. The flesh pours from him now,
black ichor hissing over bubbling skin. He's little more than a
massive, ichor-coated skeleton now, not enough flesh on his wing
struts to support him. With a final despairing ¢ry be crashes
into the mountainside. The quaking has ceased. at impact, the .
god becomes a broken puppet of shattered bones, and these tumble
earthward.

TRAVELING SEOT - THE BONES

Plunge, and as they plunge downward, turn to dust—

T. SEADIZAR - NIGET

—angd the dust, like black snow, sprinkles the heads of startled,
awestruck ONLOOKERS huddling in doorways or clinging to pillars
near the great crevices, amid the carnage and destruction.

EXT. ALTAR PLATFORM - NIGET

All is clear under the stars. Conan staggers to his feet,
bhelped by Atali, the Horn in one hand. Atali wears Zula's fallen
Ccloak loosely abecut her shoulders. Yara too offers a hand; he and
Conan lock eyes, then Conan takes the hand, and all rise to look
skyward... '

TEEIR 20V - TEEZ MOON
the eclipse ending now, a quarter and more of the moon visible.
ANGLE - CONAN & ATALI
as she winces in sympathy, touching his wounds.
CONAN
(shrugs)

Iou can't expect to figh:s

the devil and come away

with a whole skin.

Atali buries her head in his arm. HNext mcment, as Conan ovens his
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fingers, the Born turns to dust and blows away. Somewhat
startled, Conan brushes his hand off against his thigh, repulsed.
Then looks in surprise at Atali's forearm—

CONAN'S POV - ATALI'S ARM
-~as the dragon-god birthmark fades from view.
ANGLE - CONAN

frowning, unsettled by this £inal brush with sorcery. Ee glances
next at--ZULA, lying dead amid the debris. BEBe is as wistful as a
Cimmerian can ever be. Behind him, Yara steps back, reaches
down, and comes up with bis knife.

ANGLE - TARA

Prom this angle, the Cimmerian's back presents a tempting target.
Yara hesitates for a moment... then his eyes sweep the carnage
arcund him, and slowly he sheathes his blade.

ANGLE - CONAN
relaxes, just a2 bit.
CONAN'S POV - ZULA'S ARMOR

In the burnished plate of Zula's armor, Tara's reflection can be
seen, sheathing his kaife.

ANGLE - CONAN & ATALI

Ee turns, taking Atali's hand, and to her surprise, and Yara's,
gives her hand to the young wizard. Conan grins when Atali loocks
at him guestioningly.

CONAN
(to Tara)
make care of her, lad.
Tou're both believers.
You beleng together.

ATALI
(to Comnan, sadly)
You never did get the
treasure you wanted, did
you? '

CONAN
(emigmatic)
Not the cne I truly
wanted. '

Ze bends, lifts Zula, tenéerly. There is a great sadness in his
eyes for this fallen ccmrade. As he starts down the temple
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tairs, behind him Yara retrieves the Amazon's assegai, Atali a
Piece of her fallen armor. They fall into step behind Conan,
leaving behind the corpses and mad angles of the crevice~riven
altar platform... _

EXT. THE MOOR

Pully visible, brigbht, in an unclouded sky.
'CUT TO:

EXT. THE MOON - NIGET

The' half-moon reveals it is a fortnight later. CAMERA PANS DOWN
past the cracked and jagged remnant of DAGOTE PEAX. No longer is
the peak's shape like that of a horn. CAMERA CONTINUES PAN to
reveal... )

EXT. SEBEADIZAR - NIGET

. Seen from above, as first seen in the beginning ¢of the film.

Shadizar is changed, yet still she lives, this c¢ity of thieves.
Gzeat gaps lace her c~ty walls, only partly filled-in by makeshift
mortar and stone, and more than one fine spire is broken off or
proud deme collzapsed, as if struck by the fist of an angry god.

Still, among the partly-£fallen structures, scme torches still
bura-— as many as before, really—— and the SOUNDS of bawdy
lzanghter, rauccus music, and forced gaity spill out once more frem
the half-crumbled buildings and darkened doorways.

And there, in the heart of The Maze, is the TAVERN where Conan
fought more than one kind of battle, 2 place whose doorway
emanates nore than its share ¢f SEOUTS AND MUSIC...

INT?. TAVERN -~ NIGET : Caem e e e

- -

Inside, things are not much different than they were bebore
Armageddon. WENCHEES £lirt and duck burly arms (or don't) as they
wend their trays through crowds of ZAMORIANS, Oriental EKEITANS,
black EUSEZEITES... every kind of thief and soldier and wanderer.
All drinking and shoutmg and singing as if to blot out zll memery
of doomsday.

ANGLE - PIT

There, the huge SEEMITE who fought Conan is having no better luck
with an even huger KEITAN, who must be the ancestor of all Sumo
wrestlers. Eis groans are real. The motley crowd gathered arcund
the pit lap it up, as the balf-blind BCOKIE takes bets
frantically.
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ANGLEZ - BOORIE

as he spots scmeone on the balcony above, 0S. He beckcns, tries
to get the unseen cne's attention. After 2 momenk, he shrugs,
gives it up and goes back to hustling bets.

"ANGLE - BALCONZ

CAMERA PANS UP to the second floor landing, where ‘Coman the
Cimmerian leans on a rail, gazing grimly down upon this madhouse.
Near and behind him, WENCHES and MERCENARIES cavort, laughing and
pointing as they lean out to watch the action in the pit below.
Instinctively they give Conan a wide birth. One WENCE starts
toward him--—pauses, struck by Cocnan's posture, uneasily turns
away. Be is apart from this sceme. In it, but not of it, as ke
once would have Dbeen. :

CLOSZ - CONAN

Looking down at the aftermath of Gotterdammerung... men ané wemen |
who survived doomsday, only to swiftly revert to their empty,
bedonistic existance. Perhaps he wonders if it was worth it.
TRAVELING SHOT - CONAN

turns and strides down the stairs, through the throng, which parzts
before him. Most pay hin no mind; those who do keer out of his
way. EZe is 2 lion among the jackals. Ee throws cpen the doorway
which leads to-—

EXT. SEADIZAR STREZT - NIGET

—the cobbled, muddy street outside. Music and roaring laughter
ané excited shouts are muted behind bhim as the door slazs shut.

ANGLE -~ STALLION
A proud stallion is tethered to 2 nearby brokea pillaz. Several

DRUNKEN SOLDIERS and their WENC3ZS reel past, off in a2 world of
their own. '

Without 2 backward glance, Conan mounts the stallion, reins abou:,
and rides off... .

£XT. SEADIZAR CITZ GATES - NIGET

as Conan bursts through at a2 full gallop, away down the road inte
dusky shadow, toward the wide world beyond Shadizar the Wicked.

FADE 70 BLAX



