God of Toil
By
Al ex McKi nnon



FADE | N:

| NT. ROYAL QUARTERS

A stone roomlit by candles. A portrait with a gilded frane
hangs on the wall: A regal figure, thin and proper, every
inch of skin covered in |leather and finery. He wears a

gol den mask with black pits for eyes, a callous expression,
and | ong, antel ope-I|ike horns.

In front of the portrait, a man sits with |egs fol ded,
serene. PRINCE MATHIUS, 35. His back is bare, revealing an
enormous, masterful tattoo of an ancient sigel of a dragon.
He stares up at the portrait, his face unseen.

There’s a knock at the door. He pulls on a mask that matches
the one in the portrait.

EXT. GARRI SON - NI GHT

A mghty stone testanent to authority. Ornately uniforned
GUARDS wear the dragon sigil proudly, patrolling high walls
and sporting helmets masked wi th ghoulish visages. Behind
one of them a pair of silhouettes slip up and over the wal
in a blink.

I NT. W NDI NG CORRI DOR

Torches cast light on stone walls. PRINCE REZNI CK, 18, |eans
patiently against a wall. H's posture is hunched, and his
hands i nvi sible beneath flow ng sl eeves. H s nask sports a
furious scowm and short, goat-Ilike horns.

Prince Mathius enmerges from behind the door in all his
glory, towering over Reznick. He marches forward, eyes fixed
ahead, arns fol ded behind his perfectly postured back, never
acknow edgi ng Rezni ck. Rezni ck anbl es al ong behi nd him

sl opi ng forward.

EXT. GARRI SON

The two sil houettes drop down to the base of a tall wall
with the slightest THUMP just as a guard rounds a corner.

THOVAS (55 and grizzled) and CYRIL (20 and severe despite a
fresh face) are dressed in identical black shrouds. Beneath
their hoods, they sport cleanly shaven heads wth | arge
scarred over 'X' s on the backs of their skulls. Small, |ight
bl ades and other arns litter their belts and straps, and
they each carry a bow and arrow sl ung over a shoul der.



Thomas pulls Cyril closer by the neck, lifting a single,
quieting finger to his lips.

| NT. W NDI NG CORRI DOR

Mat hi us and Reznick round a corner to find two |long |ines of
guards standing at the ready. They salute Mathius as he
strides by them He offers nothing in return, eyes fixed
forward. Reznick steals fleeting, accusing glances at them
before setting his sights back on the dirt at his feet.

EXT. GARRI SON

Cyril follows behind Thomas as they speed across the dirt.
Cyril scans his surroundi ngs, uneasy.

CYRI L
(whi speri ng)
Where is everyone?

Thomas says not hi ng, com ng upon a door. He quickly
maneuvers a small pick into a lock, and in an instant it
opens for him

| NT. MAP ROOM

Thomas and Cyril rush into a roomoverflowing with scrolls
and parchnent. Thonmas whi ps through the pages and pages
littered upon a table. Cyril watches fromthe door, but sees
not hi ng but conspi cuous enpti ness.

THOVAS
Ther e!

Thonmas just barely contains his elation, conm ng upon a MAP
He stuffs it into his sack, and jets past Cyril.

EXT. COURTYARD

A pl atoon of guards and soldiers sit patiently on their
knees in the dirt, shoulder to shoul der, a picture of

di sci pline. Mathius energes onto a stage, and the nmen bow
their heads all the way to the dirt. Behind Mathius, Reznick
scans the worshi ppers, cautiously.

Thomas and Cyril reach the top of a high wall overl ooking

t he gathering. Unseen, they freeze, shocked at what they
find.

( CONTI NUED)
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THOVAS
Ch no. .

The soldiers all rise in step, arns behind their backs.

THOVAS
We have to get out of here.

Cyril tugs on Thomas' sleeve, staring at Mathius,
transfi xed.

CYRI L
Thomas. That's the Prince. Here.
Now.

Thomas hops down off the wall and away fromthe spectacle,
but Cyril lingers.

THOVAS
Cyril! Let’s gol!

Cyril draws an arrow from his quiver, and readies his bow,
steadying it upon Mathi us.

THOVAS
Boy, don’t you dare! W have no
pl an!

Cyril lets his arrow fly.

Wth the slightest tilt of his head, Mthius stops the arrow
dead inches fromhis face, as though snatched by sone
invisible force. He spots Cyril atop the wall. The arrow
shatters into a mllion splinters.

The sol diers draw their weapons and shoot to their
feet. Reznick | eaps and bounds |ike sonme wild cat, crossing
the yard towards Cyril in a blink

EXT. GARRI SON

Cyril drops down off the wall and follows the fleeing
Thomas. Reznick scales the wall with a couple bounds, and
clears the distance between he and his prey with one great
| eap, |anding between Cyril and Thomas.

Long, gnarly chains of flesh and tendon with bone spikes at
the end drop down out from Reznick’s sl eeves. He swi ngs them
wildly at Cyril, slicing at air as Cyril retreats and draws
a short sword.

( CONTI NUED)
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Cyril fights off Reznick s advances just |ong enough for
Thomas to join the fray with a sword of his own. Reznick
still nearly proves too nuch for the both of them keeping
them at a di stance.

Rezni ck knocks Cyril to the dirt, slicing up his arm He
swi ngs a chain w de behind him but before he can whip it
down upon Cyril, Thomas tangles it in his sword.

THOVAS
Run!

Rel uctantly, Cyril obeys, sprinting past Thomas for the nost
di stant wall, snatching his nentor’s BAG al ong the way.
Reznick turns his attention to Thomas, rushing towards him
But before Reznick can sink his teeth in, an unseen forces
whi ps Thomas si deways, into the waiting arns of a group of
sol di ers.

Rezni ck turns around, furious. He finds Mthius, standing
coolly as soldiers race past him

Rezni ck sets his sights back on Cyril, who just nakes it to
the top of the outernost wall. Cyril pauses atop his perch,
| ooking to Thomas, who struggles against his captors.

THOVAS
Ruf us |i ves!

Mat hi us regards Thomas, intrigued. The sol diers bond and gag
hi m

Reznick races towards the wall as Cyril leaps out into the
deep, dark surroundi ng woods. Just as Reznick scal es the
wal | and attenpts to leap after him an invisible force
snat ches hi m back, setting himback down atop the wall.

Reznick throws down his arnms in a huff, shooting Mathius a

furious glare. Mathius is indifferent. Reznick |ooks back
into the deep, endless woods, where there’s no hint of

Cyril.

Through bl ackness, Cyril sprints, furious and afraid.
OPENI NG CREDI TS

BEG N FLASHBACK:



EXT. BOND FI RE

A massive fire in a clearing. Thomas sits nearest to it, but
behind himis a massive crowd of Naneless, all wth their
bal d heads and bl ack shrouds, Cyril anobng them Thonas
stares pensively into the flames.

THOVAS
There is a war. Ad as tinme. Keeps
repeating itself, different faces,
di fferent words, sane sides. Those
who have, and those who don’t. Any
guess who we are?

A range of grunts is his only response.

THOVAS
They think us crude and crass. W
who reap their fields and build
their walls. W re |less than
sl aves. W' re tools. Beasts of
burden. Everything they do is to
build a better lie. That they are
m ghty, and we are weak. They drape
thenselves in finery, tell us we're
unworthy of their faces. But we
know better. W know their cruelty.

Heads nod solemmly. Many sport scars burns.

THOVAS
They tell us they know best. They
beat us down and fill their coffers

for our sake. Too nmany believe it.
What about you boys and girls?

G unts and chuckles. Tomlifts hinself to his feet, and sets
his sights on his audience.

THOVAS
They don’t know our nunbers. They
don’t know our strength. They
i ndul ge and we endure, and everyday
they’ Il soften while we harden.
We’ || bl acken our hearts. Call ous
our hands. Bl oody our faces. Just
as w nd carves nountains and the
ti de beats back the shore, inch by
inch we will tear at them W the
or phans. We the nongrels!

Thomas works the crowd into a frenzy, earning a cheer.

( CONTI NUED)
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THOVAS
The forgotten, the lost, the
unmour ned. The unwashed, the
unl oved, the unyielding. The
brutal, the filthy, the ugly. The
onerous, the odorous, the
anonynous. The Nanel ess!

The crowd roars. Cyril hardly stirs.

I NT. CAVE - N GHT

The flicker of fire casts light on a stone floor. Tiny feet
grip and tense as a razor SCRAPES. Locks of soft blond hair
fall by toes.

CYRI L( VO
They come for those who need it
nost. The abandoned, the orphaned,
t he unwant ed. The Nanel ess.

Thomas grips the face of a young blond CYRIL (4, in rags) in
one hand. Wth the other, he slides a razor bl ade across
Cyril’s scal p.

The A d Man draws bl ood. Cyril wi nces and trenbles, but
doesn’t make a sound. Thomas pauses, and gl ares coldly.
Cyril hardens.

CYRI L( VO
Victins of The Godki ngs. W only
take the youngest. WAit too |ong
and softness creeps in.

EXT. FORREST - N GHT

PEASANTS fl ee desperately through trees, pursued by
sol di ers.

CYRI L( VO
For countl ess generations, the
Godki ngs have | orded over the
common man. Decadent, privil eged,
they’ ve | ong made a spectacl e of
their superiority. They claimto
wear their nmasks to deny us the
burden of their unattainable
beauty. Wth m ght and cruelty,
t hey’ ve reigned over a ki ngdom of
sl aves, stanping out whatever
opposition their whins should neet.

( CONTI NUED)
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In the tree tops, nenbers of The Nanel ess, Thomas at the
head, wait to pounce, all with shaved heads, X scars, and
bl ack shrouds. As the sol diers approach, they descend.

CYRI L( VO
Since the beginning of the reign,
in every shadow corner, The
Nanel ess have resisted. As an
under ground nation of brothers and
sisters, we’'ve trained, we’ ve
fought, and we’ve endur ed.

The Nanel ess tear the soldiers to pieces. Merciless.

Shanel ess. Assassins through and through. Over a hill, the
glow of raging fire begins to emanate, and The Nanel ess,
save for a few brave/foolish souls, escape into the night.

A shadowy, horned figure energes atop the hill, a silhouette
anong fire. He wears decadent, bold robes, and a denonic,
ram horned mask with a mal evol ent snarl. He is PRI NCE
DARNETT.

Thomas calls for the stragglers to
after Darnett. They' re engulfed in

[l ow, but they rush
anme i nstantaneously.

— —

0
I

EXT. VILLAGE - DAY

The Nanel ess do what they can for a devastated snal

vill age. Anong the scorched weckage of a snall hut, a
TODDLER wai |l s, sitting unattended in the dirt. Thomas
approaches it gently, and lifts it into his arnms, trying to
soothe it.

CYRI L( VO
W’ ve always faced | ong odds.
Cowards call it a hopel ess crusade.

That doesn’t change its
ri ght eousness.

| NT. CAVE - N GHT

Thomas approaches a flickering torch. He holds his hand over
the fl ane.

CYRI L( VO
W’ ve deni ed ourselves every
confort. Every waking nonent we cut
away at our own weakness. W take
no heirs, abandon every futile
grasp at imortality. Even in the
face of unassail abl e power, we’ve
never bl i nked.



Slowl y and net hodically, Thomas |owers his hand, trying as
best he can to keep it steady. Inevitably, he pulls it away.

EXT. SPARRI NG Cl RCLE - DAY

Dozens of boys with shaved heads crowd around a dirt circle,
CHEERI NG and HOLLERING A ten year old CYRIL and a nuch

| arger young BULLY westle in nud at the center. Cyril puts
up a fierce and noble effort, but the Bully easily pins him
shoving his face in the nud.

The bully rises to his feet, and lifts his arnms to the sky
triunphantly to great fanfare. Thomas shoves his way through
the crowd, and freezes the Bully with a stern glare.

CYRI L( VO
Qur sacred | aw said the greatest
honour was to serve. That it fel
to the strong to lift up the weak.
Steel would sharpen steel, and if
we were to stand agai nst tyranny,
it woul d be together.

The Bully’s exuberance fades to shane. He reaches down, and
hel ps Cyril to his feet, dusting himoff.

CYRI L( VO
O course, now and then, someone
can’t help but rise above.

| NT. CAVE
Dozens of The Nanel ess, including a teenaged Cyril, crowd
around a cave wall, shoving and jockeying for position.

CYRI L( VO
| renmenber the first time | heard
his name. Everyone does. It was the
very nonment our resistance becane a
revol ution.

Thonmas energes at the head of the crowd, a full bag slung
over his shoulder. He enpties it out, and countl ess
soldier’s masks clatter along the ground.

CYRI L( VO
Ruf us.



EXT. CAWP

Cyril and Thomas energe fromthe night. They conme upon the
back of a nmountain of a man sitting | egs crossed within

i nches of a huge, raging bond fire. The X on the back of his
skull is different fromany other, a little |opsided and
rounded.

CYRI L( VO
As a rule, The Nanel ess cheri shed
anonynmity. W | oathed the
gari shness and grandeur of our
eneny. But people couldn’t hel p but
whi sper about him Sone said he was
the last of a forgotten race.
O hers said he had divine bl ood.

Cyril and Thomas sit down across from RUFUS, 25. He’'s a man

seem ngly made of stone, with steely eyes and a perpetually

furrowed brow. Beside him an enornmous spear with an ornate,
uni que bl ade and a big stone insignia stands spiked into the
ground: PENANCE.

CYRI L( VO
To see himw eld his great spear
was |i ke watching an aval anche bear
down upon you. They called it
Penance. They said only he could
l[ift it. Excuses had to be nmade for
his greatness. But when | finally
met him his origins couldn’'t be
clearer. He wasn’t born. He was
forged. He knew no rest. Even then,

just sitting there, still as could
be, war raged behind his eyes. A
God of Toil.
Rufus finally I ooks to Cyril, inpeccably steady.
RUFUS

Where you fronf
Cyril gulps, starstruck, but quickly hardens.

CYR L
Nowher e.

Ruf us nods his head approvingly.

RUFUS
Sane.
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| NT. ROYAL CHAMBER, TOWER

Thomas races up the wi nding staircase of an enornous stone
t ower.

CYRI L( VO
Every corner called hi msonething
different. Zero. The Bal ance. |’
never forget when he won his new
nane.

Ruf us enmerges fromthe top, flesh searing, clothes singed,
Darnett’s mask in hand. He alnost indifferently shoves the
mask into Thomas’ arms.

CYRI L( VO
God Killer.

Thomas foll ows Rufus back down the staircase.

EXT. CAMP - N GHT

Rufus, Thomas, and Cyril all sit around a raging fire wth
countl ess other Lost at a great celebration. Cyril and
Thomas sm | e and pat each others’ backs, passing Mathius’
mask back and forth. Rufus sinply stares into the fire with
a profound exhausti on.

CYRI L( VO
He took no joy in the greatest
triunph in the history of The
Nanel ess. At the tine, | thought it
nobl e. A great warrior incapable of
sati sfaction. Peace was his eneny.

Atop a pike sits Darnett’s nmask

CYRI L( VO)
It wasn’t |ong before he added to
hi s | egend.

I NT. HALL

A massive portrait of four Godkings. Mathius stands at the
center, with Darnett to his left, who has a hand pl aced atop
t he shoul der of a FIVE YEAR OLD Reznick. To Mathius’ |eft
stands a delicate, femnine figure sporting a mask with a
mour nful expression, and tiny upturned horns: THE PRI NCESS.

First, Darnett disappears fromthe portrait. Then the
Princess.
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EXT. CAWMP - LATER

A second pike. Half of The Princess’ nask.

BLACK

CYRI L( VO
As soon as he cane, he was gone.
Wthout a word, w thout an
expl anation. The Godkings said he' d
died. No one believes it. Wat
could kill a God Killer?

END FLASHBACK

| NT. CAVE

A smal | cave, where snow and sl eet how outside. By the
light of a fire, Cyril rummges through Thomas’ bag, one of
his arns in a sling. He finds the nap they’'d stol en, but
sonething else too: a small scroll. He unfurls it.

CYRI L( VO
A greater victory awaits.

Cyril grins eagerly as he scans the docunent.

| NT. BEDROOM - MORNI NG

A cozy room maybe a bit too small. Dawn creeps in through
an open wi ndow. A very different Rufus, 35, sits upin a
cozy doubl e bed, shirtless, plunmp. He runs a hand through
hi s beard and shaggy hair, sleepy.

Beside himin bed | ays ELI ZABETH, 30, fast asleep. She’'s
dimnutive and petite, especially by conparison. She wears a
confy gown, and her beauty is subdued and al nost common. He
shakes her gently.

RUFUS
Tinme to get up.

She stirs only slightly, and answers hazily:

ELI ZABETH
Don’t want to.

RUFUS
Shocker.

Rufus strains to his feet, |eaving her there.
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MONTAGE

| NT. KI TCHEN

Ruf us sl aves over a stove, working pans and pots expertly.
El i zabeth practically sleepwal ks into the room and he
automatically hands her a cup a tea. Before she can even
finish sliding into her chair, he slides a beautiful plate
of eggs onto the table in front of her.

| NT. HOUSE HALLWAY

Rufus, on his hands and knees in a cute little corri dor,
scrubs carefully at the tiles of his floor, wash bucket
besi de him

EXT. HOUSE

Ruf us, outside his pretty little stone and wood cottage of a
home, chops away at sonme shrubs with a big pair of scissors.
He grabs a smaller pair, and prunes at sone flowers.

EXT. FRU T STAND

Ruf us, at a wooden cart in an idyllic village, picks up and
exam nes two tomatoes. He | ooks them over, tapping them and
wei ghing themindividually in each hand.

EXT. HOUSE PORCH

Back outside his house Rufus holds a plate of food
precariously in one hand as he tries to fend off his huge
dog, BANDI T. Bandit snaps and junps at himrepeatedly,
viciously, seemngly uninterested in the food.

Ruf us manages to set the plate of food down behind his back,
and flee back into the house, Bandit still barking at him
t hrough the screen door.

I NT. LIVING ROOM

A mal e PATIENT sits on a wooden chair in the center of the
room all the rest of the furniture pushed to the corners of
the room Elizabeth sits beside the patient on a stool,
stitching closed a wound on the man’s arm Rufus hovers over
her shoul der, attentively.

( CONTI NUED)
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ELI ZABETH
Wul d you?

RUFUS
Yeah.

Ruf us snips off the | oose remaining strand of the man’s
stitch. Elizabeth blindly raises her hand, eyes fixed on her
handi wor k.

ELI ZABETH
Can you?

RUFUS
Onit.

Ruf us takes the needl e out of her hand and pl aces sone | oose
bandage in the vacated space. Rufus places a dressing over
t he wound as she waps the bandage around the Patient’s arm

ELI ZABETH
Agai n.

RUFUS
Ri ght .

Ruf us snips at the the renai ni ng bandage as Eli zabeth
renoves her gloves. He happily takes them from her, and
gives her a congratulatory kiss on the top of her head. She
grins.

EXT. FORREST CLEARI NG

Ruf us and Elizabeth sit on a blanket atop green grass across
froma lone, imense tree. She | eans against him reading a
book as he sips froma glass bottle of water, skillfully
sket chi ng the | andscape.

| NT. BEDROOM - NI GHT

El i zabeth settles into bed as Rufus bl ows out a

couple candles. He plops down into bed, wearily. As soon as
he pulls the sheets over hinself, Elizabeth snuggles up
against him finding a famliar nook in his shoulder. He
clutches her hand, kisses her fingers, and bl ows out the

| ast 1ight.
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END MONTAGE

| NT. BEDROOM - LATER

Rufus lies awakes in the deep night. He | ooks over and sees
El i zabeth fast asleep. Softly, he rolls out of bed.

EXT. HOME

Ruf us steps out the front door and into noonlight. He
stretches his arns as he crosses his lawn towards a shed. He
pops the door open.

I NT. SHED

A dusty and nusty collection of tools and tones. In the
center stands the base a thick tree trunk, cut just beneath
the ceiling and wapped in paddi ng. Rufus exhal es, sw nging
his arnms back and forth, |oosening up.

He drives a fist into the tree’s padding. It’s |ike THUNDER
He stands in front of his makeshift heavy bag and hurls nore
expert fists, quick, short and tight. The shed practically
trenbl es.

EXT. MARKET

An assenbl age of tents and carts in the village square.
Cyril, hood pulled over head, hovers al ong the edge. He
spots Rufus, |eather sack slung over his shoul der,

t horoughly i nspecting sone fruit, picking and choosing for a
smal | basket .

Cyril takes a step back behind a house, watching from around
a corner.

RUFUS
You' re killing ne, Marty. Watever
happened to first pick?

MARTY, 50, smles frombehind his cart. He's a short nman
with grey stubble and blots of dirt all over.

MARTY
First pick of crap is still crap.

RUFUS
Take some pride in your work.

( CONTI NUED)
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Ruf us overhears sone ruckus. He turns his head to find a
trio of thugs (ROVER, REAPER, AND CRAG harass a vendor

They wear raggedy bastardi zations of Royal Guard uniform
and Crag, their |eader, wears a wooden mask that covers half
his face. He cruelly upturns a table of veggies.

MARTY
Looks |i ke soneone’s cutting in
l'ine.

Ruf us frowns and bows his head as the thugs approach Marty’s
cart. Rufus tightens up his sack as Crag | ooks over the
nmeager crop.

CRAG
What’s wong with this market?
Don’t you peopl e know how to farnf

RUFUS
Don't take it personally, Marty.
It’s a tough season.

Rufus eyes Crag’ s shoulder: a crude tattoo of the royal
sigel, much sloppier and | ess detail ed than what we’ve seen
so far.

Crag’s gaze shoots to Rufus.

CRAG
You |i ke what you see?
RUFUS
Sorry. It's a nice tattoo. Really

cl ose.
Crag smashes a tomato with his fist.

CRAG
What did you say?

RUFUS
Conme on. |Is that necessary? Wat’'d
the tomato do? You know what ki nd
mar gi ns Marty here works on?

CRAG
Maybe he shoul d serve up a better
pr oduct .

RUFUS
That’s not his fault. | picked

him cl ean.

Crag takes a step nearer to Rufus.

( CONTI NUED)
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CRAG
Is that so?

Crag nods towards Rufus’ bag.

CRAG
That your’s?

Cyril surveys the situation carefully. Rufus just shakes his
head a little, and hands over his sack. Crag and his
hanger-ons SNI CKER, then continue along their way.

Cyril disappears back around his corner, confused. Rufus
starts rifling through the fruit all over again.

EXT. PATHWAY - LATER

Rufus shuffles al ong the wooded path, |ugging a new,
hal f -enpty bag over his shoul der. He pauses when he hears a
vague RUSTLE, | ooking over his shoul der. He sees not hing.

Ruf us turns back around, and finds Cyril standing across
fromhim Cyril quickly kneels, bow ng his head.

CYRI L
Master Rufus. | come beggi ng your
servi ce.
Ruf us, annoyed, wal ks right past Cyril.

RUFUS
Go hone, kid.

Cyril hurries back to his feet, follow ng Rufus.

CYRI L
Sir, the situation is quite dire.
RUFUS
It usually is. Look, I'’mno Master.
Go find sonebody el se.

CYRI L
There is nobody el se.

Rufus slows to a stop. He SIGHS, and turns towards Cyril. He
noti ces the bandages around his arm danp w th bl ood.

RUFUS
W' ve got to get that |ooked at.
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EXT. HOVE - LATER

Rufus and Cyril wal k side by side, out fromthe woods and
into a clearing.

RUFUS
Liz will fix you up. |If anyone can.

They come upon the idyllic little cottage: stone, wood, and
flowers. In the yard, a birdhouse sits high atop a pole.

Bandit shoots up fromthe porch, rabid and furious as Rufus
approaches the gate. Rufus gently pushes Cyrus behind him

RUFUS
Nice to see you too.

Rufus pulls a hunk of neat out fromhis bag as he nmaneuvers
Cyril and hinself around the hateful barking and snarling.
He tosses the nmeat into the grass, but the dog doesn't |eave
hi m al one, following himall the way to the door.

| NT. HOME

Saf e inside the house, Rufus slanms the door shut. It's a
cozy place, nmuch too cranped for a man of his dinmensions. He
seens on the precipice of knocking over sonme cute knick
knack with every nove.

Rufus smiles politely at Bandit through a wi ndow, but the
dog still HOAS, alarmed. As Rufus gets out of sight, it
gives up, and finds its gift of neat out in the yard.

Ruf us sighs as he turns to Cyril.

RUFUS
Precious, isn't he? Liz keeps
telling nme it just takes tine.

Rufus pulls off his cloak and drops it down on a hanger as
he slides around Cyril and towards the kitchen.

I NT. KITCHEN - CONTI NUOUS

A workman |i ke kitchen. Rufus sets down his bag on the
counter, and lights a small fire in an oven.

RUFUS
You have tine to find a favorite
tea in The Namel ess? | doubt it.
I’1l figure sonething out. Probably
not hi ng sweet.

( CONTI NUED)
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Cyril takes a seat at the kitchen table, evaluating his
surroundings with barely disguised contenpt. Rufus puts a
kettle on a rack above the fire, then plops down across from

Cyril

CYRI L
VWhat' s she |ike?

RUFUS
Great. Sonetines awful. Usual wfe
stuff. She’s a doctor. Two hands
usually isn’t enough. | manage the
tools, assist in the surgery.

CYRI L
Are you good at it?

RUFUS
Not even a little. Heavy hands.

CYRI L
Sons?

Rufus’ smle falters, if only for a nonent.
RUFUS
No. We've tried for kids, but...
No.

Cyril shakes his head, in bitter disbelief.

CYRI L
All this tine... | thought you were
wai ting. CGetting ready.

RUFUS
For what ?

CYRI L
| don’t know. For sonething. For
NoWw.

Ruf us heads for the counter. He begins slicing up sone
bread, neat, and veggi es.

RUFUS
How d you find nme?

CYRI L
Thomas. He kept it secret as |ong
as he coul d.
Ruf us pauses, surprised. He tosses Cyril a jar of preserves.
Cyril struggles opening it.
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RUFUS
He figured he owed it to ne.

CYRI L
What do you owe?

Ruf us grabs a pair of plates froma shelf and sets them on
t he counter, then gets back to his preparation. Cyril gives
up on the jar.

RUFUS
Not a t hing.

CYRI L
You | eft us. Abandoned us. To be an
errand boy? A handnmai den?

RUFUS
A lot of heavy lifting is involved.
Mul e’ s nore apt.

CYRI L
You were the best of us. Better
t han any of us could ever be.

RUFUS
|’mnot up on ny literature, but
|’mpretty sure that’s heresy.
Al ways the sane. You were al
hypocrites. Making up stories.
Couldn’t just be sweat, blood. And
for what? Picking off the
stragglers at the back of the pack.
Never meant anyt hi ng.

CYR L
Nonsense. You didn't when we
couldn’t. There was no one el se,
and now there’s no one left.

Rufus bristles. The kettle whistles, blowing steam He pulls
it off the rack and sets it aside.

RUFUS
You may be mi ssing the obvious
here, but I’mno good to you. If it
makes you feel better tossing blane
around, by all neans. You' re not
getting anything el se out of this.

Cyril shoots to his feet and gets in Rufus’ face. Rufus
ignores him fixed on assenbling a plate.
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CYRI L
You'll let the lives of countless
br ot hers nean not hi ng?
RUFUS
They nean not hi ng whatever | do.
CYRI L
The fight is inportant. There are
battles to be won. | still believe.

Tell nme you don't.

RUFUS
| don't.

Cyril smacks one of Rufus’ plates off the counter and onto
the floor, making a ness. Rufus finally | ooks at him
annoyed.

CYRI L
The Great Rufus. What coul d happen
that would turn himinto this?

RUFUS
VWhat’' s that?

CYRI L
A coward. You sought confort.
Probably in the first whore's arns
you -

Cyril grabs Rufus’ shoul der. Rufus swats his hand away.
Cyril reaches again, and Rufus yanks himby his shirt and
forcefully sits himback down in his chair, powerful
terrifying.

RUFUS
You have no i dea. None.

Ruf us wal ks away, and accidentally steps on the plate,
shattering it. Annoyed, he bends down and starts picking up
the food and debris.

RUFUS
" mnot who you think. Not if | can
help it.

Rufus stands and grabs the jar of preserves off the table,

opening it easily. He puts sonme on the intact plate, which
he sets in front of Cyril
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RUFUS
The fight's over. It was before it
started. Let it go. Find sonething.
Soneone. W' ve buried enough nen.

CYRI L
The Nanel ess aren’t dead.
Rufus | ooks to Cyril, confused.
CYRI L

They’ re being taken alive, and
they’ re being kept that way. We...
| don’t know why.

Cyril drops a scroll on the kitchen table.

CYRI L
We ganbl ed everything on this. It’s
a mp. W finally know where they
all are.

Ruf us wi nces

CYRI L
Death is a gift they’ ve been
deni ed. Your brothers can be saved.
You think there’'s peace in this
life? Gve thema chance at it.
That’s what you owe.

Ruf us considers. He | ooks out the w ndow.

EXT. HOMVE
Qut fromthe woods behind the house, Elizabeth energes, hood

pul |l ed over head. She makes sure to catch Rufus’ eye through
the window. He smiles warmy at her.

| NT. HOME

El i zabeth enters the kitchen, finding Rufus al one. He stands
at the sink, enptying his tea and kettle.

ELI ZABETH
Everything alright?

Ruf us wi pes his hands on his shirt and hands her the ready

pl ate. He massages the back of her neck with one hand,
ki ssing her atop the head.
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RUFUS
| m ssed you.

She grins, al nobst nockingly.
ELI ZABETH

Aww.
EXT. HOVE - NI GHT
The m ddl e of a black night. Just at the border of the woods
stands Cyril. He watches the house.
| NT. BEDROOM
Rufus lies alone in bed, sweating, thrashing.

FLASHBACK

EXT. HUT

YOUNG RUFUS is a tiny, pudgy little boy of 5 years old. He
panics as his thin, kind, handsone FATHER bends down to
of fer meani ngl ess confort.

FATHER
| have to go.
YOUNG RUFUS
No!
FATHER
You' || understand later. You' |l be
proud.
YOUNG RUFUS
Pl ease!
FATHER
This is a good thing. A noble
t hi ng.

Rufus SHRI EKS and claws for a grip at himas a couple of
Sol di ers escort hi maway.

END FLASHBACK
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| NT. BEDROOM - NI GHT

Ruf us wakes with a start in bed. He see the spot beside him
enpty. He quickly rolls over, and sees Elizabeth sitting in
the far corner of the room a warmcup in hand.

ELI ZABETH

You al right?
RUFUS

Yeah... sorry. Did | wake you?
ELI ZABETH

You know how it is. You ve got a
| ot of hard pointy parts.

RUFUS
Still? 1’11 get fatter.
El i zabet h SNI CKERS.
ELI ZABETH

So what was it this tinme?
She regards Rufus, patiently yet seriously.

RUFUS
My Dad.

El i zabeth nods, then crawl s back into bed beside him

ELI ZABETH
Haven't heard fromhimin a while.

RUFUS
Plenty else to feel guilty about.

El i zabet h maneuvers her head into the crook of his shoul der.

ELI ZABETH
Stop it. Plenty to be proud of,
t 0o.

El i zabeth shuts her eyes, at peace.

RUFUS
Li z?

ELI ZABETH
| want you to neasure how much you
want to say whatever it is you want
to say agai nst how badly I want to
sl eep.
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Ruf us ki sses her head.

RUFUS
| love you. So nuch. Monents |ike
this... | never thought I’'d know
them Never thought |I’'d deserve
t hem

ELI ZABETH
Mm hnm

She stirs slightly, and he pauses. She settles, and he
begi ns again, quietly, squeezing her hand.

RUFUS
| have to go. If | didn't, |
wouldn’t. | know | said it was

over. |If there were anybody el se...
"1l come back. If it's even
possible. If you Il even have ne.

El i zabeth GROANS and rolls over, fast asleep. Rufus smles
as she begi ns SNORI NG | oudl y.

EXT. HOME

Cyril leans against a tree by the wal king path, arns fol ded.
He hears a door shut softly, and Rufus strides out, wearing
| oose shrouds.

Ruf us approaches his nmakeshift birdfeeder. He lifts off the
wooden bi rdhouse and sets it down gently. He grabs the pole
that supported it, and slowy pulls it up and out of the
dirt. Crunbling earth eventually reveals the base: a tight

| eat her sheath, wapped around sonet hi ng.

Ruf us bends down and pulls off the sheath, revealing the

bl ade and insignia of his famous spear Penance. He frowns,
and then pulls the sheath back over the blade, tying it down
tightly.

CYRI L
The m ghty Penance deserves nore
respect.
RUFUS
| always hated that people called
it that.
Ruf us wal ks past Cyril. Cyril follows after him

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

25.

RUFUS

Where do you think you re going?
CYRI L

Wth you.
RUFUS

Not with that arm You want that
thing to fall off?

CYRI L
| will not stand aside while ny
brothers suffer.

RUFUS
| can see what’s com ng. Follow ne,
you' re dead. Stay here. Get better.
| " mgetting The Nanel ess hone, then
| mcom ng hone. That's the deal,

that's it.

CYRI L
And if you fail? If you' re not
enough?

RUFUS

Al'l the nore reason for you to
stick around. Have to be careful
wi th The Last of The Nanel ess.

Cyril finally stops in his tracks, disappointed and annoyed.
Rufus slows to a stop

RUFUS
She’ Il need help. It’s too much to
handl e for one person around here.
You' || have to go into town now and

t hen. She hates crowds.

CYRI L
Wiy didn’t you wait to say goodbye?

RUFUS
Because she’ d have nmade ne stay.

Gudgingly, Cyril nods. Rufus continues his trek. Cyri
calls after him

CYRI L
[’Il watch over her.

Ruf us pauses. He turns to Cyril, and forces a soft smle.
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RUFUS
| hope she hel ps you.

Rufus sets back along his way. Cyril watches hi m go,
conf used.

| NT. BEDROOM - MORNI NG

Eli zabeth stirs to sun pouring through the wi ndow. She rolls
over, and tosses an armover the enpty side of the bed.

El i zabet h opens her eyes, surprised. She sits up, and | ook
around the room She calls through the open door.

ELI ZABETH
Ruf us?

| NT. HOME

El i zabet h, clutching her robe, wal ks barefooted down the
stairs, scanning the enpty house. She pokes her head around
a corner for a peek at the kitchen.

EL| ZABETH
Wher e’ s breakfast?

She slides sone drapes aside, and sonething catches her eye.
She stornms out of the house.

EXT. HOME

El i zabeth strides down the porch and through the grass, and
finds her birdhouse sitting on the ground, next to a big
hole in the dirt. She nmutters through clenched teeth:

ELI ZABETH
Asshol e.

Irritated, she | ooks down the beaten path and towards the
woods.

ELI ZABETH
This is your fault, isn't it?!

Slowy, bashfully, Cyril energes from his hiding spot behind

a tree. She stonps over to him and slaps himmghtily
across the face.
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ELI ZABETH
Wiy can’t you people just | eave him
al one?!

Cyril stands al nbst as a statue. She takes a cal m ng breath,
noticing his bandaged arm She pulls it nearer her eyes, and
gives it quick once over. In a huff, she stonps back towards
t he house.

ELI ZABETH
Come on!

Cyril flinches, then follows behind her. She turns for a
nmonment, and points a demanding finger at him

ELI ZABETH
You better cook.

I NT. KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

Tensely and uncertainly, Cyril turns on the stove, and
cracks a couple eggs into a frying pan. Elizabeth berates
himfromthe table.

ELI ZABETH
What don’t you get? He doesn’t want
to be part of this. He's needed
her e.

CYRI L
[t's difficult for wonen to
under st and. .

ELI ZABETH
Excuse ne?

CYRI L
Your husband made an oath. The
br ot her hood cones first.

ELI ZABETH
Then what are you doi ng here, huh?
You got flat feet or sonething?

Cyril exhal es, keeping his conmposure as he clunsily flips an
egg.

CYRI L
Do you know who he is?
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ELI ZABETH
A lot better than you. Trust ne.

CYRI L
| mean what he’s done. What he’s
acconpl i shed.

ELI ZABETH
A coupl e masks on a wall sonewhere?

CYRI L
You shoul d be proud. He has a
chance to save |ives.

ELI ZABETH
s that what you think this is? One
man kills for duty, gets killed for
vengeance. Then the vengeful are
sl aughtered for their
i nsubordi nati on, and the
sl aughterers butchered for their
tyranny. A cruel king is unseated
by a crueler one. On and on, round
and round. Nobody thinks they're
wong, yet everyone ends up dead.

Cyril puts his disastrous eggs on a plate, and quietly sets
themin front of Elizabeth. Cyril takes a seat.

ELI ZABETH
Your "CGod Killer’ made ne an oath
too. He’'s through hurting people.
He and | hel p peopl e.

She shoves the eggs aside, again grabbing Cyril’s bandaged
arm She | ooks it over.

CYRI L
Justice done is good. There is no
freedomw th a Godking on the
throne. You shoul d be proud.

El i zabeth | ooks up at Cyril, scornfully.

ELI ZABETH
Most peopl e who pound the drum for
justice or freedomdon’'t care for
either. Al they really want is
their turn with the whip.

She flicks his wound. He shudders, startl ed.
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| NT. THRONE ROOM

An ornate hall with high ceilings and sprawl i ng, open space.
A throne sits atop a raised platform A pair of soldiers try
to steady a magnificent painting on the wall: Mathius
regally stands with a younger Reznick of noticeably inproved
posture, his hand placed coldly atop his shoul der.

Mat hi us wat ches the soldiers delicately maneuver. He
gestures mldly with a flick of his wist.

MATHI US
To the left.

At the other end of the hall, Reznick seethes inpatiently,
the I eather of his gloves audi bly STRETCH NG as he squeezes
his fist. He stares at Mathius’ back.

MATHI US
Somet hi ng on your m nd, dear
nephew?

Rezni ck gathers hinself and takes a step forward.

REZNI CK
| could have caught that young Lost
wel p. You shoul d have |l et ne.

MATHI US
We fight on our terns. Not their’s.
Let themdie within our walls.

REZNI CK
You live in palaces of fear. Wy
gild a cage? Qur eneny nocks us.
Questions our valor.

MATHI US
Don't trouble yourself with the
tittering of little people.

REZNI CK
Lend nme some soldiers. Let ne find
them Snuff themout. |If we |et
themgo free, they' Il assenble
their forces.

MATHI US
To what ends? They' ||l never build
strength enough to match ours. But
for us to venture out... neet them
on their field... why expose
ourselves to harmthen? W'l

( MORE)
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MATHI US (cont’ d)
consol i date here at the stronghol d.
There’s no force they can gather we
won’' t stri ke down.

Rezni ck throws down hi s hands.

REZNI CK
They’' || spread and fester forever
if we let them inspire nore to
t hei r derangenent.

MATHI US
W who beat back the darkness need
not fear fools.

REZNI CK
If we were to find their nest...

Mat hius finally turns towards Reznick, firm

MATHI US
"1l have no nore of this. W'l
send word to our forces. There' s no
harmthey can inflict worth risking

our |ine.

REZNI CK
You doubt nme. You fear ny failure,
me sullying our nane. | am not ny

father! H s weakness is not n nel

Mat hius turns his attention back to the hangi ng of the
pai nting.

MATHI US
Don’t speak of a Godking that way.
You will stay by ny side, under ny
guard. The day will cone when it
falls to you and you alone to carry
on our |ine. Nothing cones before
the famly.

Mat hi us enphatically raises his hand. The sol di ers hangi ng
the painting halt instantly, their arnor rattling as though
suddenly an invisible hand had seized them

MATHI US
There. Perfect...

Reznick storns out of the trone roomas Mathius adnmires the
pai nting.
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EXT. STABLES - N GHT

A line of horses stand beneath a barn by nmoon |ight. Reznick
approaches one, |ooking over his shoulder carefully. He
hastily undoes one’s straps, and escapes into the deep, dark
woods.

EXT. HOVE - DAY

Cyril stands guard a few paces in front of the house, arns
folded, stoically staring into the woods on a beauti ful
summer afternoon. Elizabeth watches himthrough the w ndow,
f r owni ng

El i zabeth energes onto the porch, Bandit at her side.

ELI ZABETH
It’s senseless to stay out here al
night. Cone in. 1"Il fix you a bed.
CYRI L

The Nanel ess eschew all conforts.

ELI ZABETH
|’ m aware of that. Doesn’'t nake it
any | ess stupid.

El i zabeth waits patiently. Stubbornly, Cyril sits down in
the dirt. Bandit |eaves her, and plops down right next to
him as friendly as coul d be.

El i zabeth sighs, holding the front door open.

ELI ZABETH
You' re going to get rained on.
That’'s i ke a hundred percent.

El i zabet h di sappears into the house. Cyril cocks an eyebrow,
and | ooks up at the cloudl ess sky.

EXT. HOVE - LATER

Torrential downpour rains down on Cyril. Poor Bandit |ays
next to him soaked to the bone. Finally, the dog s loyalty
falters, and he escapes to the porch. Beneath the awning, he
shakes hinself off.
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I NT. GUEST ROOM

A hunble roomwith a single sized bed. By candl elight,
Eli zabeth sets out pillows and |inens. She peers out the
w ndow, checking out Cyril

ELI ZABETH
| di ot.

EXT. DARK WOODS

In some distant spot, in the same howing wind and rain,
Rufus sits beneath the trunk of a big tree. He fidgets and
shifts, trying to find sone senbl ance of confort anong the
mud and roots.

FLASHBACK

EXT. DESERT

The plunmp young RUFUS, covered in rags, follows a ways
behi nd Thomas t hrough hot, w ndy desol ati on. Thomas calls
over his shoulder, irritated.

THOVAS
Wul d you go away?! | told you: you
can't cone!

Ruf us wears heartbreak and shanme on his face beneath a nask
of dirt and grinme, his chin buried in his chest as he pl ods
along with tiny, timd steps.

THOVAS
Too old! Too weak! Too fat! Therel
You happy? You nade ne say it! |I'm
spari ng you, boy! This is a

ki ndness!

Rufus wi pes at his sniffling nose, but continues al ong.
Thomas sets his eyes back on the path ahead. He GROANS

THOVAS
Wul d you at |east pick up the pace
if you' re in such a hurry to die?!

Thomas grudgi ngly waves Rufus over. Rufus eagerly quickens
his gait.
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END FLASH BACK

EXT. DARK WOCODS

Ruf us shifts beneath his tree. Over head, a huge, canopy
like leaf finally collapses under the strain of collecting
wat er, dunping all over Rufus. He SIGHS, and rises to hs
feet.

EXT. WALKI NG PATH

Rufus leans into howing rain and wi nd, wal king a |onely
road. He squints up from beneath his hood, and spots a
sinple Inn, with warmlight seeping out fromits w ndows.

| NT. ROADSI DE | NN

A warm cozy place. The I NN KEEPER, a wi thered old man,
stands behind a counter near a staircase. H s weary eyes
float up to the door as Rufus opens and shuts it, wiping his
feet and shaking hinself off before approaching the desk.

RUFUS
Beauti ful night.

In no nood for chit chat, the Inn Keeper points behind his
shoulder to a listing of prices as he reaches for the
registry.

| NN KEEPER
Hal f now, half when you | eave. Stew
will be ready in a fewif you want
to take a seat.

Ruf us nods and smiles as he reaches into a pocket and hands
the I nn Keeper sonme coins. He signs into the registry as the
old man pours himsone tea. Rufus accepts it graciously.

Rufus strides into the conmon space. He frowns know ngly as
he notices a famliar trio of thugs staring at him Crag,
Rover, and Reaper.

Crag takes a swig froma cup as Rufus finds a table as far
away as he can nanage, sets his spear down on the floor, and
drops onto a bench, his back turned to them

Rufus sips his tea quietly. He winces as he hears chairs
sliding across the floor and feet shuffling toward him
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Crag pl ops down next to Rufus, his two goons hovering over
either shoulder. Rufus smiles politely at all them sipping
t ea.

CRAG
Haven't seen you around these parts
much.

RUFUS

Ch you know. .. just passing
t hrough. O d bones couldn’t carry
me further. Lovely scenery.

CRAG
Where you headed?

RUFUS
Gonna catch up with some famly.

Crag grunts, nodding. Rover sits down on the other side of
Rufus, glaring a hole through him Rufus raises his cup to
t he man.

CRAG
There were runors of a man passing
through this area sone tine back.
One of The Nanel ess.

Ruf us shakes his head dunbly.

RUFUS
VWhich are...?

CRAG
Rebel peasant scum Eneny to al
proud | oyalists. Are you loyal to
t hose who beat back the darkness?

RUFUS
O course. Everybody hates
dar kness.

Crag grins. He | ooks down to the spear at their feet.

CRAG
VWhat's that?

RUFUS
An ol d man’s wal ki ng sti ck.

CRAG
VWhat’'s with the sheath.
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RUFUS
It’s an heirloom Keeps it tidy.
" m sentinmental .

Crag bends down towards it.

CRAG
Mnd if | have a | ook?

Rufus ki cks the spear backwards, rolling a few paces across
the floor behind them He |ooks at Crag, very sternly.

RUFUS
Yes.

Crag’s thugs stand to their feet, |oom ng over Rufus. Rufus
lightens up, smiling and patting Crag once on the shoul der.

RUFUS
Do you know who | anf
CRAG
Shoul d I?
RUFUS

Not at all. That’s my point. Wy
treat strangers like this? Wiat’s
to gain? In all likelihood, I'm
just sonme poor farmer or peddl er

wi th nothing even worth stealing.
What do you get out of bullying nme?
Why pick a fight?

Rover and Reaper make their way towards the spear.

CRAG
And if you're not sone poor farner
or peddl er?

RUFUS
IF 1 weren't - bigif - then
woul dn’t be worth your trouble. You
boys aren’t soldiers. Don’'t play at
it. Trust me, it’s mserable. The
wi se man fights only when he needs
to, which is al nost never

CRAG

The righteous nman fights whenever
he has to, which is al nbst al ways.
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RUFUS
Well | guess we discovered the
di fference between smart and
ri ghteous. That’s enough for a
night, isn't it?

Rover and Reaper both reach down, grabbing at the spear.
They try in vain to lift it. Crag observes them then | ooks
to Rufus, confused.

CRAG
What’' s the trick?
RUFUS
It’s really freaking heavy is the

trick.

Ruf us rubs his face and SI GHS, annoyed. Reaper tugs on the
spear’s sheath, revealing the distinct and ornate bl ade and
The Nanel ess’s insignia on the shaft. Their eyes bul ge, and
the thugs all reach clunsily for their swords.

Crag is closest so Rufus handles himfirst. He kicks out the
bench on which they sit, and slans his head into the table.
Rover and Reaper begin swiping wildly at Rufus, and he
dodges with little trouble.

The thugs swing so amateurishly that he has to protect them
fromthensel ves. A thrust from Reaper m sses himand nearly
penetrates Rover. Rufus’ quickly shoves the potential skewer
aside, and that’s when Rover catches himwth a kick in the
back.

Ruf us stunbles towards the desk and the stairs, w nded. The
thugs follow after him forcing himup the stairs as he
backpedal s and parries their strikes. The Inn Keeper,
horrified, ducks beneath his desk.

Ruf us maneuvers around the slices of Reaper and along a

bal cony overl ooking the common area, huffing and puffing. A
great swing msses so badly that the thug crashes through
the railing and |l oses grip of his sword. Rufus barely grabs
hi m by the back of his tunic before he tunbles head first to
the floor.

Totally oblivious, Rover charges at Rufus. Rufus kicks him
in the chest, but then |oses his balance, falling off the
bal cony along with Reaper. He turns the both of themin tine
to | and beneath the thug, cushioning their fall as they
smash through a table.
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Ruf us GROANS, trying to catch his breath. Unharmed and
ungrateful, Reaper starts punching himacross the face.
Above them Rover |eaps off the balcony and down at them
sword first.

Rufus rolls backwards, pulling Reaper out of the way al ong
with him Just then, Crag nearly blindsides him Rufus tries
to dodge, but catches a little bit of blade across his face.
He stunbles away fromthe trio and into a bench as they pul

t hensel ves toget her.

Rufus tries to catch his breath as Crag and his thugs stalk
towards him They descend upon him and he rolls behind
them within inches of his spear. He kicks it up into his
hands, and with one m ghty swing, he levels the three of
them reducing themto unconscious piles on the floor.

Rufus puts a hand on his hip, and |lurches forward,
desperately gasping air. He LAUGHS, despite his exhaustion.

RUFUS
Wo! Still got it!

The I nn keeper pokes his head above the desk, staring in
shock. Rufus takes in the decimated Inn, and | ooks to the
| nn Keeper.

RUFUS
Don't think I'll stay tonight.
Probably won’t get that deposit
back, wll 17?

EXT. WALKI NG PATH - MOMENTS LATER

Rufus pulls his hood over his head as he exits the Inn, back
into cruel wind and rain. He wal ks a ways, and then off the
path and into the woods, still sucking air.

EXT. OFF THE BEATEN PATH
Ruf us cones upon a huge tree, pulling his shrouds tight
around hinsel f, breathing heavily. He stops and then

seem ngly col | apses face first into nud.

He rises back up, and then | owers back down, doing pushups
as fast as his arnms will let him
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BEG N FLASHBACK

EXT. SPARRI NG Cl RCLE - DAY

I n blazing sun and atop hot sand, Young Rufus stands in a
circle of young Nanel ess. He gazes timdly at their stoic
faces, but they pay himno attention.

Across from Rufus stands a small er OPPONENT of approxi mately
t he sanme age. Thomas hovers over the gathered crowd.

THOVAS
Begi n!

Rufus barely manages to deflect a couple swi ngs anong the
flurry of fists and feet his young opponent hurls. It’s not
| ong before Rufus is on his back.

THOVAS
Enough!

Ruf us hi des behind his arns, and the bl ows cease. Rufus
dusts hinself off and clinmbs to his feet, enbarrassed.

THOVAS
Begi n!

The opponent rushes and Rufus again goes down after a few
shots. And again. And again.

| NT. BARRACKS - N GHT

Beneath an i nmmense tent, dozens of young Nanel ess sl eep
peacefully atop cots. Rufus sits in the dirt in a lonely
corner with only a lit candle for confort. He sniffles,

| ooki ng over each shoul der. He takes a deep breath, and
hol ds a hand over the flame, unwavering.

EXT. TRAI NI NG GROUNDS - DAY
In along line with a bunch of young Nanel ess, Rufus does
push ups in the dirt to the cadence of Thonmas’ CGRUNTS. It’s

a struggle for only him

THOVAS
Up. Down.

Thomas wal ks up and down the line. He stops atop Rufus, and
shoves his boot down atop Rufus’ back.
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THOVAS
Up. Up!

Rufus fights beneath Thomas’ boot to little avail.

| NT. BARRACKS - NI GHT

Anot her sl eepy night, save for Rufus, who relentlessly
executes push-ups, drenched in sweat.

| NT. BARRACKS - DAY

Rufus sits in his corner, watching bitterly as Thonas shaves
the head of a young boy with a straight razor. There's a
long line of patient faces behind the boy.

| NT. BARRACKS - NI GHT

Everyone again fast asleep, Rufus sits in the dirt by
candlelight, a bow of water and mirror in front of him
Thomas’ straight razor in hand. He wets his hair and begins
clunsily cutting at it.

Soon enough, Rufus’ skull is cleanly bald. Wthout the
slightest bit of hesitation, he carves a crude X into the
back of his head.

EXT. TRAI NI NG GROUNDS - DAY

The sanme long |ine of young Nanel ess, dutifully follow ng
Thomas’ cadence. Except for Rufus (ol der now), who does his
push ups as fast as humanly possi bl e.

Thonmas conmes upon Rufus, annoyed. He sets his boot down upon
Ruf us’ back, but can’'t slow him Thomas presses as hard as
he can, but Rufus continues, undeterred.

EXT. SPARRI NG Cl RCLE - MONTAGE

Ruf us takes down wave after wave of sparring partners,
nore confident and steadier with each new fell ed opponent.
Thomas wat ches, amazed.
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I NT. TENT - N GHT

A great big canopy. Along its edges, Thomas stands wth
stoi c | ooki ng ELDERS, eyes on Rufus. He's nmade a nountain of
hi nsel f, and he waits, disciplined but inpatient. He stands
across froma trio of Naneless: two nen and a wonman, arned
wi th spears.

The three begin towards him They' re skilled and preci se,
but Rufus dodges their swings easily, effortless yet
annoyed.

THOVAS
Go.

One after the other, Rufus takes on the two nen. First, he
snaps their spears like twigs. Then he puts them down with
big slans, and vicious, pounding fists.

As Rufus finishes off the second nan, the wonan gets all she
can into kicking himin the back, knocking himoff. Rufus
lifts hinmself onto his feet, furious. He reaches out at her
slowy, and strikes himin the stomach and she smacks his
armaway. Irritated, he grabs at her again, and she ducks
his arm

Rufus finally starts swinging at her. She’'s better than the
men, and every nove he nakes is net with a stinging strike.
She works himup into a rage. Along the wall, Thomas | eans

forward, uneasily.

Rufus takes a step away fromthe woman, pacing like a big
cat, fuming. She hurls a punch at him and he swings his
head into it. Her fist cracks and crunpl es against his
forehead, and he finally gets a hold of her, tackling her to
the dirt.

She tries to fight himoff, working frombeneath himw th
attenpts at strikes and holds. He's too strong. He drops a
sharp el bow strike into the side of her head.

THOVAS
That’'s enough.

The woman keeps up the fight, and Rufus doesn’'t hesitate to
rain nore bl ows upon her. She weakens and her resistance
falters, but he doesn’t slow, bloodying her up, indifferent.

THOVAS
That’ s enough!
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Rufus stops, clinbing off the woman, unnoved. He drags her
unconsci ous body through the dirt, and sets her at the

El ders’ feet. They regard him inpressed. Thomas | ooks away,
di sgust ed.

EXT. CAMP FI RE

Rufus (24) sits by a fire with Thomas. Wth a small stone,
he sharpens the bl ade of Penance. Thomas eyes him carefully.

THOVAS
| didn’t want this for you.

Ruf us pauses for only a second. He continues sharpening.

THOVAS
| could tell it was dooned.
Not hi ng’ s gonna hurt you |ike
you’ ve been hurt. You re always
goi ng to renmenber how things were.
Makes all this too painful.

Rufus | ooks up at the fire.

THOVAS
Everyone el se here... this is al
we know. W never had a taste of
any better. Wuldn’t know what to
do with it.

Thomas takes a nonent.

THOVAS
| want you to | eave us.

Rufus finally shoots Thonmas a steely gl are.

THOVAS
There’'s a fire in you. Eating its
way out of you. Selfishly, I've fed

it. It’s grown into sonething
magni fi cent. Sonet hi ng unst oppabl e.
But | can see now that if we’'re not
careful... it’ll burn this whole
wor | d down.

Rufus sets his sights back on the fire, resolutely
shar peni ng his bl ade.

RUFUS
Maybe it needs to burn.

END FLASHBACK
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| NT. GUEST ROOM - MORNI NG

El i zabet h opens the door to the small guestroom She finds
it seemngly just as she left it: the bed i mmacul ately nmade,
everything in its place. She frowns and begins to close the
door.

Suddenly, she notices a pair of wet bootprints beneath the
w ndowsill. She smiles to herself.

EXT. MJDDY ROAD

A horse nanmed HENRY draws a cart through a nuddy road
anongst loomng trees. Atop the cart sits Cyde (70), a
Wry, energetic, small old farnmer with a tunic and fl oppy
hat. He holds the horse’s reins |oosely and | azily.

Up the road he notices a ragged Rufus, soaked in nmud and
shuffling wearily along. Curiously, Cyde conmes up next to
hi m

CLYDE
You | ook Iike you ve see a thing or
two. Long night?

RUFUS
[t'’s the ones still to cone |'m
worri ed about.

Cl yde GUFFAWS hoarsely. Rufus doesn’t even |ift his eyes
fromhis path, exhausted but resol ved.

CLYDE
Don't see many fol ks com ng through
t hese parts. Bad nmen never | ook
this tired. Nane’s Cyde. You got
one, stranger?

RUFUS
Nope.

CLYDE
Qoh. How nysterious. | don’t
bel i eve you. Al ways |iked Mtch.
You |l ook Iike a Mtch. 1'1Il cal
you M tch.

Ruf us winces slightly as Henry sniffs at himsuspiciously.
Cl yde bl at hers on.
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CLYDE
M tch, where ya headi ng?

RUFUS
Down t his road.

CLYDE
Ain't that a stitch? M too! Favor
an old man with sone conpany?

Clyde slides down his bench a little, and pats the spot next
to him enticingly.

RUFUS
Thanks. But really, no.

CLYDE
Onh come on now. Wiy drag your bones
when Henry here can do it for you?

RUFUS
| don’t |ike horses.

CLYDE
VWhat ? What on earth is there not to
I'i ke about horses? Man’s real best
friend! A dog never carried a nman
across countries! Cvilizations
were built on the backs of horses!

Henry angrily swings his head into Rufus, knocking him
si deways a step. COyde CLUCKS H S TONGUE di sapprovi ngly and
pulls on the reins. Rufus gives Henry nore space.

RUFUS
They don’t like ne, mainly.

CLYDE
Sorry about that. He's usually
gentle. Conme on. I'magetting old,

and | could use a hand with the
chores. There's a neal and a bed at
the end of it for you.

Ruf us’ stomach grunbles |loudly. Cyde LAUGHS heartily.

CLYDE
A man can go w thout rest or wonen
if he needs to, but God help you if
you’' re between a hungry belly and
war m pl at e.
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Ruf us and Henry slow to a stop. Reluctantly, Rufus
clinbs up onto the cart and plops down next to d yde,
setting his spear down.

CLYDE
There you go. Put your feet up.

Cl yde whips his reins, but Henry doesn’t nove.

CLYDE
He does not I|ike you.

Clyde tries again and agai n. Not hing.

CLYDE
Unhh... would you m nd wal ki ng?

Rufus SI GHS, and hops off the cart, follow ng al ong behind.

I NT. I NN

The I nn Keeper futilely sweeps up weckage and debris. Crag
rubs at a sore neck, and pulls his armaway angrily as one
of his | ackeys attenpts to help himup. The Inn Keeper
pauses, sighing dejectedly as he surveys the damage.

A door creaks, and heavy boots clonp along the floor. The
| nn Keeper and Crag both | ook up. Their eyes bul ge, and
their jaws drop

Rezni ck stands in the doorway. From behind his gol den nask,
he scans the Inn.

REZNI CK
What happened here?

The I nn Keeper struggles to get a peep out. Crag shoots to
his feet, eagerly.

CRAG
A rebel visited here and incited a
conflict. My associates and |
guestioned him and when his
identity was clear, we attenpted to
detain him A citizen's arrest. He
bl i ndsi ded us.

Reznick tilts his head towards Crag, freezing himin place.
Crag straightens his posture. Reznick eyes his crude tattoo.
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REZNI CK
W pe that bl aspheny off.

Crag’s hand flies to his shoul der, covering the nark.
Rezni ck paces the |Inn, observing.

CRAG
He was one of The Nanel ess.

Rezni ck turns very suddenly towards Crag, attentive.

REZNI CK
You know this how?

CRAG
Their mark was engraved on the
shaft of his spear.

Rezni ck conmes within an inch of Crag, |ooking himup and
down.

CRAG
If you allow us to assist you... we
could surely identify him

Rezni ck SNORTS, turning and wal ki ng away from Crag.

REZNI CK
|”ve no use for common stock

Crag chases after Reznick, and grabs himby the shoul der.

CRAG
But ny Lord, please!

A bl ade slides out beneath Reznick’'s sleeve, and in a flash,
he drives it in and out of Crag’'s belly.

Crag clutches his stomach, stunbling to the floor. His thugs
rush to his aid. Reznick indifferently w pes his blade on a
handker chi ef .

REZNI CK
Peasant filth..

Reznick turns to the Inn Keeper

REZNI CK
Whi ch way did he go?
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FLASHBACK

EXT. TORCHED TOWN

A gang of Lost, |ed by Thomas and including a young Rufus,
clinb a steep hill. On top of it stands a famliar rod:
PENANCE, without its blade. It's a nere sign post.

As they reach it, The Naneless’s reward is a viewinto a
valley: the remants of a small town, blanketed in soot and
ash. Only the rare pillar or frane remain

Sol etml y, Thonmas turns away, descending the way he cane.
Everyone foll ows, save for Rufus. He lingers, staring.

Thomas pauses as Rufus grabs hold of the sign post. He
shakes his head and begins to turn away as Rufus heaves. The
CRACKI NG and CRUMBLI NG of dirt as Rufus succeeds w ns back
his attention.

Rufus | eans the sign post, and descends the hill to join his
conr ades.

END FLASHBACK

I NT. SHED

A dark little wooden roomw th dust floating on the |ight
seeping through a dirty wi ndow. Gharly bl ades and tool s hang
on a rack by the wall. O yde cones through the only door,
draggi ng a di sobedi ent goat by a rope |eash. Rufus foll ows
in after him ducking beneath the | ow frane.

Cl yde pushes the resistant goat into the center of the room
hol ding himin place with both arns.

CLYDE
Grab one of those bl ades there.

Rufus | ooks to the bl ades on the rack, hesitating.

CLYDE
What’s the matter?

RUFUS
Can I... not?

CLYDE

VWhat? Don’t |ike bl ood?

Ruf us | ooks at him al nost apol ogetically.
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CLYDE
Fi ne. Cone hold him

Ruf us pauses, but obliges, bending down and hol ding the goat
intw arns. It thrashes and mewl s hel pl essly as O yde nakes
his way to the bl ades.

CLYDE
What is the world com ng to? You
young peopl e don’t have a stonmach
bet ween you.

Clyde pulls an apron around hinself, tying it at the back.
Ruf us wat ches himgrab a particularly gruesone | ooking
bl ade. The goat struggles vainly.

CLYDE
Everybody wants meat, no one wants
to see it get made. W're al
carnivores. W all eat to live, one
way or anot her.

Clyde wi pes his blade on his apron. He turns around to find
the goat lying linply on the floor, dead. Rufus pets it,
soot hi ngl y.

EXT. HOUSE - DUSK
Cyril stands guard outside the house, just near the fence.

Hi s eyes narrow as he hears something rustling through the
wooden pat h.

I NT. KI TCHEN

Elizabth SIGHS tiredly, rolling her neck as she saunters
towards the sink. She turns on the water, and begins
t hor oughl y washi ng her hands and forearns.

Suddenly, she hears voices calling.
ROVER( OS)
Hel p! Pl ease!
EXT. HOUSE
Cyril long gone, Elizabeth rushes out onto the porch to find
Rover and Reaper dragging Crag over their shoul ders and
t hrough the front gate. She runs down to neet them | ooking

over Crag: he’s pale, soaked in blood, in and out of
consci ousness.
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ELI ZABETH
What happened?

ROVER
He' s been st abbed.

Bandit hovers politely around them making concerned noi ses.

ELI ZABETH
GCet himinto the living room

Rover and Reaper follow Elizabeth into the house.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM

El i zabet h begins clearing some space. She pulls sone gl oves
froma pocket, putting them on.

ELI ZABETH
| need you to put himup on that
t abl e.

Rover and Reaper oblige, setting Crag down as gently as they
can. Elizabeth firmy shoves them aside, and begins tearing
at Crag’s shirt, getting a | ook at the wound.

ELI ZABETH
| need the two of you to go into
t hat cabi net and get ne dressings,
bandages, needl e, and thread.

Rover and Reaper clunsily tear into the cabinet, making a
mess of things as Elizabeth puts pressure to the wound with
a rag. They | ook over boxes, frantically and hel pl essly.

ELI ZABETH
Top shelf! In the front.

Rover and Reaper just grab everything they can and drop it
at her feet.

ELI ZABETH
For shit’s sake. Take this.

Rover takes Elizabeth’s place holding the rag in place as
she sorts through the stuff on the floor. Rover begins
W ping up the bl ood.

ELI ZABETH

What are you doi ng?! Both hands on
t he wound. Hard!
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Crag begins to GROAN, fading. Elizabeth quickly grabs a few
t hings and sets themon the table, and shoves Rover out of
the way, trying to get a |l ook at the wound. Crag passes out.

ELI ZABETH
Hey!

El i zabeth grabs Crag by the face to no reaction. Rover
stares dunbly, and she shoves the rag firmy back onto the
wound. She slaps Crag gently on the face with her free hand.
Not hi ng. She checks hi s pul se.

ELI ZABETH
Danmi t .

El i zabeth angrily throws down the rag on top of Crag. She
rips off her gloves, and hurls them agai nst the wall.

EXT. HOUSE

Cyril stands in the yard unseen, watching Elizabeth through
a window. Bandit sits beside him and groans sadly.

EXT. DARK WOODS - NI GHT

Moody, thick forestry in pitch black night. Al ong a nuddy
pat h wal ks Reznick. He comes upon a little farm with a

si npl e hone behind a wooden fence, the glimer of fire the
only light emanating fromit.

| NT. FARM HOUSE

Flames flicker in a fire place, and the furnishings are
sturdy and handcrafted. Rufus sits at a cozy dinner table
with dyde, pad of paper and a charcoal pencil in hand.

MARGARETTE, Clyde’s wife, gently places a hand atop Clyde's
shoul der as she | eans over and pours him sone w ne. He
squeezes her hand, and smles warmy at his wife. Rufus
grins to hinself. On his pad of paper, he’'s drawing the two
of them

Sonet hi ng unheard catches Rufus’ attention, and his eyes
shoot to the door. Cyde |looks to him confused.
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EXT. FARM HOUSE

Rezni ck approaches the front door, and he knocks steadily at
it. Clyde opens, and his eyes bul ge.

REZNI CK
Wrd has spread that an insurgent
has been traveling through the
area. A search nust be conduct ed.

CLYDE
Un.. yes, of course..

| NT. FARM HOUSE

Reznick follows a petrified Cyde into the hunble

abode. Cdyde and his wife retreat into a corner, heads
bowed as Reznick strolls about, |ooking all around. Rufus is
nowhere to be seen.

Rezni ck gl ances up a staircase, then cones upon a table at
the center of the room and finds a trio of bows sitting
atop it. He |l ooks up to Cyde and Margarette, who can only
cower .

REZNI CK
The two of you have sone conpany?

Rezni ck takes a coupl e nenaci ng steps towards the coupl e.
They say not hi ng.

REZNI CK
Before this goes any further, you
shoul d under st and what your deaths
mean to nme. |If you are associ ates
to a known fugitive, then I do our
ki ngdom a great service by
di spatching you. If you are
i nnocent, then word spreads of ny
cruelty, and the very notion of
aiding the crimnal elenent becones
all the nore inconceivable. So, it
falls to the two of you to present
sonme val ue.

The couple can’t bring thenselves to | ook up at Reznick as
he | oonms over them Suddenly, there’'s a CREAKING at the
steps towards the back of the room Reznick turns.

Down the stairs conmes Rufus. He carries his long spear |ike
a wal ki ng stick. Reznick straightens.

FLASHBACK
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| NT. DARNETT S CHAMBER

A great, massive roomfitting a magnificent Prince, with
ani mal hides and masterfully crafted furnishings. Darnett
clutches a young Reznick (5) in one arm |ifting heavy

bl ankets off a huge bed with the other. Reznick BAWS as a
battl e RAGES | oudl y outsi de.

DARNETT
Shush. It’s time for bravery, ny
dear. Strength.
Darnett bends down, and hurries Reznick underneath the bed.
DARNETT
It’s time to be quiet. It’Il be
over soon.
Ruf us bursts through the door, Penance at the ready.

END FLASHBACK

| NT. FARM HOUSE
Rezni ck SNORTS, anused. Rufus nods to Cyde and Margarette.

RUFUS
Leave.

REZNI CK
St ay.

Nei t her Clyde nor Margarette budge. Rufus heads towards the
tabl e.

REZNI CK
| always imagined this with an
audience. I'd |i ke soneone to see
this.

RUFUS

You sure about that?

Rufus sits down, and gestures at the seat across from him
Rezni ck obliges. Rufus offers himsone bread. Reznick
refuses with stillness. Rufus shrugs it off, and takes the
bread for hinself.

REZNI CK

s this where you ve been? Al this
time?
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RUFUS
Just passing through.

Rezni ck G GEAES, drawi ng his hand to his nouth.

REZNI CK
VWhat fortune!

RUFUS
Not as | see it.

REZNI CK
No, | wouldn't think.

Rezni ck | eans forward, giddily.

REZNI CK
You know... | wondered why you had
spared ne. It took a while for the
brilliant spite of it to revea
itself. You knew what ny life would
be. That ny very existence would be
a rem nder of the stain ny father’s
failure brought upon our house.
That | woul d be shunned, thought
| ame and tainted for the blood we
shar ed.

Ruf us winces only slightly, pitying. He pours two cups of
t ea.

REZNI CK
He was no warrior. It’s no great
achi evenent killing a weak, neek
man. Your name. 'God killer’. It’s

alie.

Rufus firmy sets a cup of tea in front of Reznick, then
| eans back in his chair.

RUFUS
You' re right.

Reznick tilts his head at the tea, surprised.
RUFUS
Your father wasn’t as hard as your
uncle. As your grandfather. As I
was. He was vul nerable. Gentle.
Ki nd.

Rufus sets down his spear
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RUFUS
Don't hate himfor it.
Reznick plays with his cup of tea, uneasily.
REZNI CK
(to Cyde and Margarette)
Leave.

Dutifully, Cyde and Margarette scurry out. Reznick Sl GHS,
dej ect ed.

REZNI CK
Look at you. Begging and
bargai ning. | thought... | hoped

|’d neet the best of you. Al the
fury those | egends prom sed. Not
like this. There’s no glory in
this.

Reznick turns and hides his head. He tilts up his nmask
slightly and takes a sip of his tea. Rufus |eans forward,
hopeful |y.

RUFUS
This path you're on... You can
still change it. Look at ne.
Ragged. A d. Kill nme. Wiat’' I it
mean?

REZNI CK
Not hi ng.

Rezni ck down his drink. He shakes his head.

REZNI CK
Meani ng... that cones |ater,
doesn’t it? Stories get
enbel | i shed, notives and facts
tw sted and lionized. An assassin
becones the slayer of a dragon. A
roomin a house becones a
battl efield doused in bl ood.
But chering a couple of farnmers and
a mangy wanderer becone the
defining triunph of a dynasty.

Ruf us’ face sags.

REZNI CK
Facts fade. Stories |inger.

Rufus stares at Reznick, sadly. Reluctantly, he grabs his
spear.
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RUFUS
You' Il know.

REZNI CK
But they won't.

Rezni ck whi ps his chains down through the table, slicing it
in two. Rufus calmy shoots out of his chair, backpedaling,
l[ifting up his spear.

FLASHBACK

| NT. DARNETT' S CHAMBER

Darnett, dwarfed by Rufus, rolls towards a raging fire in a
huge hearth as Rufus swings. Wth a flourish of his hands,
Darnett |aunches a line of fire at Rufus.

Ruf us bul |l dozes right through the fire as he presses after
Darnett, swinging relentlessly but expertly. Darnett tries
to fight fromout of his range, constantly attenpting to
make di stance, but Rufus always quickly closes.

The fire never deters Rufus. Wether he goes around it or
through it, he never lets it keep himfrom coni ng forward.
Whenever he catches alight, he snothers it quickly or even
ignores it conpletely.

END FLASHBACK

EXT. FARM HOUSE

Rufus hurtles out a wi ndow, knocked backwards. Reznick | eaps
out after him and Rufus is to his feet to neet him Rufus
backpedal s into the woods, deflecting sw pes but unable to
return any.

Rezni ck swi ngs from branches via his chains and attacks
Rufus from above. Rufus never uses his spear as anything but
a shield. He tries to fit punches and kicks into smnal

openi ngs, but Cyril eludes him

Reznick finally begins to accunmul ate | anded bl ows, ki cki ng,
scratching, clawing. Rufus, wth his scrapes and cuts addi ng
up, picks up his gane. He nuscl es Reznick away and sw ngs
Penance, just m ssing but smashing wood and eart h.

FLASHBACK
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| NT. DARNETT S CHAMBER

The pace proves too nmuch for Darnett. Rufus drives his spear
into his chest. Darnett GASPS, clutching at the weapon
trying to push out, but Rufus is far too strong. Rufus lifts
himinto the air, then pins himatop the bed, driving the

bl ade deeper.

Young Rezni ck gasps as he sees a bl ade plunge through the
mattress above him

END FLASHBACK

EXT. FARM HOUSE

Rezni ck, retreating, hurls both chains at Rufus. Rufus
twists his spear, trapping the chains and pulling Reznick
towards him Rufus drives the butt of his spear into the
ground, and rains punches into Reznick s face, knocking him
to his knees, denting his mask.

When a hunk of the base of Reznick’'s mask flies off, Rufus
pul I s back, shaking out his hand.

We get our first clear |ook at the base of Reznick’s chains:
they grow fromorifices on his forearns, an extension of his
very bei ng.

As Rufue reaches a tender hand towards him Reznick spits in
his face.

Furious, Rufus kicks into Reznick’s chest, |aunching him
backwards. The force knocks his mask off and snaps the
chains fromhis forearns, and Reznick HOAS i n agony as he
hits the dirt. Rufus grimces, imediately regretful.

FLASHBACK

| NT. DARNETT' S CHAMBER

Rufus stands atop the bed, glaring callously at a GARG.I NG
Darnett. Rufus tears his mask of f, and what he finds
couldn’t shock hi m nore.

Darnett’s face is as average as it gets: thin, kind, and
nodest. He | ooks at Rufus with enornous, terrified eyes as
he GULPS for air. Rufus just scans his face, at a | oss.

Darnett’s death comes w thout glamour. Rufus pulls out his

spear, and there’'s finally enough silence for himto hear
heavy breat hi ng.
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Rufus hurls hinself off the bed and shoots an arm beneath
it. He pulls out the young Rezni ck. He SCREAMS as Rufus
towers over him He's tiny, even for his age. He cowers,
infantile, hiding behind his arns.

Ruf us hol ds the bl ade of his spear at Reznick’s throat. He
maneuvers it past Reznick’s arms, and turns the boy’s face
up towards him It’s soft, alnost sickly. Reznick opens wet
eyes.

END FLASHBACK

EXT. FRAM HOUSE
Reznick rises to his knees, back turned, hum i at ed.

REZNI CK
It’s not fair... It’s not right...

Ruf us approaches slowy, cautiously.

REZNI CK
Everything 1’ve done | did to build
nyself for this. And still you take
fromne. Like |I’m nothing!

Ruf us cones upon him Reznick suddenly seens so small and
frail. H's hair hangs over his boyish, bloodied face. A
that’s left of his chains are nasty, fractured bone poking
out fromhis arns.

REZNI CK
It isn't right. Wat nore could I
have done? Wat was left for nme to
give? What’'s left for ne now?

Rezni ck | ooks to the night sky, heartbroken.

REZNI CK
Be done with it. Kill ne.

Ruf us shakes hi s head.

REZNI CK
How can you still be so hateful ?

RUFUS
Run. Go anywhere. Find sonething.
You're not your famly. You re not
what anyone says you are. You can
be different. You can choose.
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Rezni ck | ooks up at Rufus, pleadingly. Wth the jagged shard
upon his wist, he opens his throat.

Ruf us rushes to Reznick’s aid as he falls backwards. Rufus
desperately clutches at his throat, trying to stop the

bl eeding. He tears at his own shrouds, trying to free sone
cl ot h.

Timdly, Cyde approaches the scene, stopping at a distant.
He wat ches Rufus scranble, horrified.

Soaked in blood, Rufus lifts Reznick’s head and quickly
whi ps the cloth around Reznick’s neck for a nmakeshift

tourni quet. Rufus presses down agai nst the seepi ng wound,
but it’s for nothing. Reznick dies in his arns.

FLASHBACK

| NT. DARNETT S CHAMBER

Ruf us hears FOOTSTEPS racing up stairs outside the door.
Reznick turns his face away, fighting down sobs. Rufus | ooks
hi m over, confused. He just wal ks away.

EXT. CAMP - LATER

Ruf us brushes aside the flap of a tent entrance. A few dozen
Nanel ess shoot to their feet when they spot him He | ooks
over their awestruck expressions.

Thomas slides past Rufus, then turns back towards him He
kneel s and bows his head. The Nanmel ess all follow suit.

Rufus shuffles unconfortably.
RUFUS
Get up.
EXT. CAMP - LATER
Rufus sits in front of a massive fire, staring into it
qui etly as The Nanel ess party rowdily around him Darnett’s

mask sits on a pyke.

Thomas, arm slung around a young apprentice, raises a drink
t o Rufus.
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THOVAS
The believers say The Gods cover
their faces to spare us. That our
feeble mnds can’t bear their
beauty. We of The Nanel ess have
never been so gullible. But now
we’ ve got soneone who knows!

Thomas gets sonme CHEERS

THOVAS
Tell us, Rufus! How ugly was he?
Warts? Puss? Sharp teeth and boil s?
Come on now, how d he | ook?!

Fire Iights Rufus’ vacant face.

RUFUS
Scar ed.

END FLASHBACK

EXT. DARK RI VER

G imclouds and murky water. Rufus wal ks al ong the stony
shore, Reznick slung over his shoul der and draggi ng a wooden
raft behind him He cones to a spot where the water fades
into the horizon, and stops. He sets down the raft, and then
Reznick on top of it.

EXT. BRI GHT RIVER - DUSK

Green grass and a coul ourful sunset. Elizabeth sits on sand
by still waters. Crag rests on a raft beside her.
Ritualistically, she begins pulling off his boots.

| NTERCUT BRI GHT RI VER AND DARK RI VER

Rufus strains to pull off Reznick el aborate tunic, and
tosses it aside. Elizabeth gently slides Crag out of his
coat, folds it, and sets it down nicely.

Ruf us cringes, and | ooks to the sky as he begins pulling off
Reznick’s pants. Elizabeth folds Crag’s hands over his
chest. He’'s al ready naked.

Ruf us wanders through prickly shrubbery, snatchi ng whatever
flora and fragnments of beauty he can find. Elizabeth
meticul ously sets down beautifully col oured petals, and
branches around and atop Crag.
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Ruf us kneel s over the naked Reznick. It’s a hunble tribute,
with scarce green and fanfare. Rufus | ooks over Reznick’s
snaking tattoo, then places his pal mover Reznick’s
forehead, and nutters a silent prayer.

El i zabeth follows suit, Rover and Reaper hovering behind
her. She finishes, and the three of them together gently
slide Crag into the still water.

Rufus has to shove firmy to get Reznick through the stone
and into the tide, knee deep in the nuck and the mre. He
wat ches waves carry Reznick into haze. Rufus exhal es
heavily, and sets back on his way.

END | NTERCUT

EXT. BRI GHT RI VER

El i zabet h, Rover, and Reaper watch Crag float serenely into
the falling sun. Sadly yet peacefully, Rover and Reaper turn
away, wal ki ng down the beach. Elizabeth stays, watching the
raft, al one.

Cyril enmerges fromthe woods behind her. He begins,
sonmething |ike conforting:

CYRI L
You shouldn’t grieve.

El i zabeth doesn’t take her eyes off the water.

ELI ZABETH
Didn’t hear you. Been
practicing that?

CYRI L
He was a loyalist. The |oss of an
eneny is a victory for us.

ELI ZABETH
He wasn’t ny eneny.

Cyril bristles. He folds his arns.
CYRI L
All this... it’s enpty ritual.
Superstition. It doesn’t mean
anything. They're not worth it.

Crag finally disappears into the horizon.
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ELI ZABETH
W re all worth it.

El i zabeth turns and | eaves, wal king right past Cyril. He
frowns, considering.

EXT. OQUTPOST

Soldiers huddle in front of a shack on a nuddy road,
chatting anongst thensel ves. Behind them C yde shuffles
slowy towards them face gaunt and anxious. In his hands,
he hol ds out Reznick’s nmask.

The soldiers finally spot Cyde. They raise their weapons,
and rush towards him

| NT. THRONE ROOM

Mathius sits in his throne, fingers anxiously tapping the
arm Soldiers rush into the throne room one of them
carrying somet hing beneath a cloth.

Mat hi us shoots to his feet to neet the men. He rips off the
cloth, and finds Reznick’s mask in the soldier’s hands. He
stares at it silently, frozen.

Mat hi us nods his head and turns away. The soldiers daintily
set the mask down upon the floor, then scurry out of the
roomas Mathius solemly drifts up back towards the throne,
staring at the painting of he and Rezni ck.

Mat hi us bows his head. The painting flies off the wall,
smashi ng on the fl oor.

| NT. THRONE ROOM - DAY

A pair of guards drag a petrified Cyde, and toss himinto
the lonely centre of the room Guards litter the walls.
Mat hi us sits above himin his throne, |oomng. Cyde
trenbl es beneath his steady gaze and sil ence.

MATHI US
Tell me everything.

Cl yde maneuvers hinself onto his knees, pleading.

CLYDE
| found a man, on the road. He was
filthy, tired. | had no idea who he
was. How could | ? Then the Prince
cane to our door. He was...
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Mat hius grips the arns of his chair, inpatiently.

CLYDE

| nvestigating. The nman hid.
MATHI US

You hid him
CLYDE

No! We didn’t know who he was, we
didn’t know who was at the door! W
opened our hearts! Wat could we
do?! They tore our house to pieces.
The nonent we coul d serve you, we
did! | came to your nen!

Mat hi us stands and C yde throws his head down to the floor,
bow ng.

MATHI US

Tel |l me about ny nephew.
CLYDE

What ?
MATHI US

The Prince. H s | ast nonents. D d
you see the fight? The fall?

Clyde can’t nmanage words. Mathi us descends the steps,
approaching. H's clenched fists trenble, furiously. Cyde
nmerely cowers. Mathius takes a breath, relaxing.

MATHI US
Was it painful?

Clyde raises his eyes up to Mathi us.

CLYDE
" msorry.

Mat hi us nods. He reaches out a hand. Cyde flinches, but
Mat hi us nerely placely a tender hand on his shoul der.

MATHI US
How coul d you have known? Hunter
could be... troubled. Intimdate

and i npose when unnecessary. |

hoped 1’'d break himof it. Show him
t he way. You showed virtues he

| acked. Mercy. Pity. Thank you.

Mat hi us addresses the guards.
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MATHI US
Take hi m awnay.

Mat hi us turns away. Guards dutifully help Cyde up and
escort hi m away.

MATHI US
Fi x up his house.

| NT. BEDROOM

El i zabeth steps into her bedroom exhausted. She pulls the
door shut behind her, but it pops back open a crack. She
sits down on her bed, and begins pulling off her boots.

| NT. SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY

Silently, Cyril clinbs the stairs, regret on his face. He
takes a breath, gathers his courage and takes a step towards
t he bedroom

Cyril freezes as he sees Elizabeth pull off her coat through
the crack in the door. Enbarassed, he turns away. But he
pauses. Careful not to be seen, he peeps again through the
crack.

Cyril GULPS as Elizabeth begins unbuttoning her sweater. She
slides it off, her dress revealing bare shoul ders and back.
But sonething else as well: an unm stakabl e, unique, snaking
tattoo. The Royal Sigel.

Cyril’s eyes al nost pop out of his head. Furiously, he kicks
t he door in.

| NT. BEDROOM

El i zabeth shoots to her feet, startled. Cyril draws his
sword, and swings wildly at her. She reveals skill, dodging
his sw pes by inches.

She rolls over her bed, trying to get sonme distance. He

| eaps at her, and she pulls himthrough the air, smashing
his face into the wall. She kicks himin the chest, knocking
hi m down and into a chair.

She grabs a candel abra of f the bedside table as Cyril rises.
He swi ngs down at her with his sword, but she catches it
between two col utms of her nmakeshift weapon. She disarns
him and kicks himacross the face.
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Cyril quickly gathers hinmself, but hand to hand, he’s no

mat ch for her. She blocks or dodges all his strikes, and
puni shes every nove. He makes one | ast swing at her, and she
plants a fist right beneath his chin.

Cyril coll apses on her bed, unconscious. Elizabeth surveys
her denol i shed bedroomw th irritation.

ELI ZABETH
Shit.

| NT. SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

El i zabeth struggles to drag the unconscious Cyril by the
feet. He's heavy, and she can only manage it in fits and
spurts.

| NT. GUEST BEDROOM - LATER

Cyril wakes with a start. He finds hinself |lying on the bed,
his legs and good armtied to the corner posts of the frane.
Eli zabeth sits in a chair just off the side of the bed,

wat chi ng over him He fights and pulls futilely.

ELI ZABETH
Whul d you cal m down? You’ re meki ng
too big a deal of this.

Gudgingly, Cyril settles. Elizabeth sighs:

CYRI L
You' re the Princess.

ELI ZABETH
Yeah, that’s part of it -

CYRI L
Rufus is a traitor.

El i zabet h takes exception.
ELI ZABETH

You don’t know what you think you
know.
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FLASHBACK MONTAGE

| NT. ROYAL CHAMBER - NI GHT

Maj estic, ancient splendor. Torches and candles illum nate
stone and stained glass. At the foot of an enornous four

post bed, a DOCTOR sits between the QUEEN S knees. She MOANS
and GROANS, in |abor, invisible anongst drapes and curtains

ELI ZABETH( VO
Fromthe nonent | cane into this
world, | was a disappoi nt nent.

An om nous figure | oons over the Doctor, only visible
beneath the neck: the KING Every inch of himis covered in
exqui sitely designed robe. He places a gloved hand atop the
Doctor’s shoul der.

The QUEEN screans. The Doctor proudly raises a beautiful
BABY G RL towards the King, who doesn’t budge. The
Doctor instead hands the girl to the unseen Queen.

ELI ZABETH( VO
No Ki ng wants a daughter.

The sound of a knife, SLICING The King strides away, arns
fol ded behind his back. The Doctor collapses to the floor,
dead. It’s Rufus’ Father.

EXT. COURTYARD

In a big open space anong tall walls, three children in
robes and masks stand rigidly. Across fromthem obscured in
shadow beneath an awni ng, the King sits.

ELI ZABETH( VO
| was al ways behind ny brothers. In
age, skill, and prom se.

The King gestures, and the mddle child, Prince Darnett,
begins an expert martial arts pattern. It’s artful, elegant.
Fire dances along with him The King gestures firmy to
stop, and Darnett bows.

The King points to the ol dest and biggest child, Prince
Mat hi us. He steps forward to a spot where swords, knives,
and ot her bl aded weapons sit. They trenble and rise up from
the ground, floating. Prince Mathius begins his pattern,
fierce, the bl ades hacking and slicing all around him

The King gestures to stop. Prince Mathius bows proudly, and
returns to his spot.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 65.

ELI ZABETH( VO
My abilities were late to devel op.

The young Princess Elizabeth, in a hornless gol den mask,
shyly steps forward. She begins her martial arts pattern.
It’s dainty, unrefined, and wi thout accoutrenment. The King
gets up and wal ks away.

EXT. MARKETPLACE

Royal Guards carry a carriage on their shoul ders through a
destitute shanty-town. Through a nmesh curtain, Elizabeth,
now 15, | ooks upon poor and desperate children. Her mask now
sports her tiny upturned horns.

ELI ZABETH( VO
At |least, that’s how it seened. |
could see things. Into people.

A MOTHER holds a linp pale child in her hands, WAILING
desperately for aid. She rushes towards the carriage, but a
guard firmy shoves her aside.

El i zabeth considers as the carriage continues down the road.
She slips out the side door, and scurries towards the

Mot her. The guards chase after her, snatching her up before
she gets too far.

END FLASHBACK
| NT. GUEST BEDROOM

El i zabeth sits leaning forward in her chair, lost in
t hought .

ELI ZABETH
It hel ps me hel p people. Usually.
Cyril watches her, still steam ng.
ELI ZABETH

When you know what peopl e think,
people feel, you see how alike
everyone really is.



66.

FLASHBACK MONTAGE

| NT. ROYAL TOVB

An expansive room wth stone floor disappearing into
endl ess shadow. Elizabeth, Mthius, and their parents hover
around a mantle, upon which rests a figure beneath a tarp.

Wth a nervous hand, the King pulls on the tarp, revealing
Prince Darnett. The King GASPS, just barely audible.

El i zabeth wat ches him his hand trenbling at his side.
Gently, kindly, she squeezes it.

ELI ZABETH( VO
Everybody gets scared. Everybody
has shane, doubts. Everybody hurts.
Fromthe | owest street rat all the
way up to ny Father

The King rips his hand free and storns off.

I NT. PRI NCESS ELI ZABETH S BEDROOM

A wi ndowl ess room Princess Elizabeth sits back turned on a
neager single bed. A door slanms shut, sealing her in.

ELI ZABETH( VO)
He hated nme for it. They all did.

| NT. PRI NCESS ELI ZABETH S BEDROOM

Mat hius plays a little board gane with Elizabeth. She hovers
over it, utterly enraptured. He sits with back straight.

ELI ZABETH( VO
Al nost .

EXT. FIELDS - N GHT

Vi ci ous dogs shap and bark anong tall grass, on |eashes held
by guards. Prince Mathius stands anong the head of the pack.

ELI ZABETH( VO
| fled the first chance | got.
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I NT. CASTLE RUI NS - CONTI NUOUS

El i zabet h peeks through a crack anong w eckage of a once
great stone structure. She sees the hunting party, and then
steal thily ducks, noving al ong.

ELI ZABETH( VO
That’'s when | first net him

Rufus bursts fromthe shadows, sw nging his spear. Elizabeth
just barely evades.

ELI ZABETH( VO)
He was everything they said. He

was... primal.

Anci ent. Unstoppable. |I’ve never
seen anything like it, before or
si nce.

Eli zabeth tries to fight, but it’s useless. Her blows bounce
off him ineffectual. Eventually, the blunt end of his spear
knocks her across the head, sending her mask flying,
snappi ng in two.

Ruf us descends upon Elizabeth. He grabs her jaw in one hand,
and she stares up at him petrified, |ip bl oodied.

END FLASHBACK

| NT. GUEST BEDROOM

El i zabeth | eans towards Cyril, |ooking over him
ELI ZABETH
The thing about you Lost... | can't

read you. You' ve hacked away at al
that’s soft in you. Watever’s
left, you bury so deep no one knows
it’s there. Not even you. But with
Rufus that night... anyone could
have known what he felt. It was in
the air. Hot. Wite. Hate so
conplete | couldn’'t fathomit. He
held ny life in his hand.
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FLASHBACK

| NT. CASTLE RUI NS

Ruf us squeezes Elizabeth’s trenbling jaw in his hand,
hesi tati ng.

ELI ZABETH( VO
Sonmehow, in that nonent, he saw
what | al ways saw. Gods and
insects, we're all the sane.

Ruf us | eans down towards Elizabeth, softening.

RUFUS
Di sappear.

Rufus rises off of Elizabeth, grabs half her shattered mask,
and sprints out of there. Elizabeth takes huge, relieved
gasps of air, and flees in the opposite direction.

The nmonent the scene has enptied, Prince Mathius and his
hunting party arrive upon it. He finds the remaining

shattered half of Elizabeth’s nask. He bends down and turns
it over wwth a quivering hand. Specks of bl ood cover it.

END FLASHBACK

| NT. GUEST BEDROOM
Cyril turns his face away from El i zabet h, di sgust ed.
ELI ZABETH
He’ s not who you think. |I’mnot who
you think. Any story is an
i nconpl ete story.

El i zabeth gets up, leaving Cyril to stew

EXT. VALLEY

Rufus shuffles along through lonely fields. He focuses on a
scrap of paper, drawing with a tiny pencil the frame of
Eli zabeth’' s face.



69.

FANTASY SEQUENCE

Ruf us i magi nes Elizabeth wal ki ng al ongsi de hi m She pokes
her head over his shoul der, peeking at his draw ng.

ELI ZABETH
You al ways draw nme too pretty, you
liar. My face is fatter than that.

RUFUS
No it isn't.
ELI ZABETH
| know my own face.
RUFUS

Not |ike | do.

El i zabeth | ooks up fromthe drawing and at their
surroundi ngs.

ELI ZABETH
|’mnot this nice, either. You know
how pi ssed at you | nust be, right?

RUFUS
Yeah. ..

ELI ZABETH
It’s only going to get worse. Cone
hone.

RUFUS
I"d Iike to.

ELI ZABETH
You' re not getting anywhere. Al
this... no good’s going to cone

fromit. Conme hone. You can stil
fix things. But the longer this
goes... the harder it’'ll get.

Ruf us hears the BUZZI NG of flies. He | ooks up fromhis
paper .

On the thickest branch of a tall tree, three brothers of The
Nanel ess are strung up, flayed, desecrated, and | ong dead.
On the trunk of the tree, a sign with the trademark Nanel ess
"X enbl azoned across it reads "A Warning To Al Lost
Soul s. ™

Rufus quietly stares up at the gruesome scene, heartbroken
yet unflinching. Elizabeth pulls at him but he doesn’t
waver .
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ELI ZABETH
Cone hone. You can't help them
Don't let thempull you down wth
them Cone hone. Pl ease?

RUFUS
| can’t. Not yet.

END FANTARY SEQUENCE

El i zabeth is gone. Rufus tucks away his scrap of paper, and
wal ks with his spear.

| NT. GUEST BEDROCOM

El i zabeth steals a glance into the roomfromthe hall. Cyri
i S gone.

EXT. WOODS

Cyril stonps through the woods, wei ghed down by every one of
his earthly possessions. He struggles with the strap of his
bag, trying to carry all he has in one arm

Fum ng, he stops by the base of a tall tree, dropping
everything to the dirt. He pulls his wounded arm out from
its sling. He carefully begins unwapping its bandages. Hi s
skin is pristine, fully healed. He clenches and uncl enches
his fist, wthout incident.

A SCUFFLE catches his ear. He peers around the tree, and
sees a gang of PEASANTS westling and fighting with sone
SCLDI ERS

A TALL SOLD ER fights off one of the peasants, hurling him
to the dirt. The Tall Sol dier begins to draw his sword when
an arrow shoots in fromsone unseen corner, piercing his
throat. As he gurgles and staggers to the dirt, a peasant
pats himdown, finding a small purse. The peasants all flee
W th whatever | oot they can gather.

A short, BOYI SH SOLDI ER spi ns around, searching the
surroundi ng woods, sword shaking in his hand. An arrow
blindsides himin the leg, just bel ow sone arnor. The
Sol di er SCREAMS, stunbling to the dirt.

The Boyi sh Soldier claws to his feet and tries to nmake a

break for it, but another arrow plunges into his back. He
YELPS, col | apsing.
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Cyril energes fromhis high ground, stal king towards the
sol di er and securing the bow back agai nst his shoul ders.
Cyril draws a knife as he cones upon his prey. He turns the
sol dier onto his back, and sits down on his chest.

The Boyi sh Sol dier |1 ooks up with wet, terrified eyes as

Cyril pulls back his knife. The Boyish Sol dier clenches his
eyes shut, WH MPERING Cyril pauses.

FLASHBACK

EXT. CAWP - NI GHT

A lonely night, with scattered Nanel ess asl eep i n darkness.
Rufus sits by the dwi ndling enbers of a canpfire. He stares
at Elizabeth’s shattered mask, which sits atop a pyke.

Ruf us stands to his feet, picking Penance up off the ground.
He begins into the darkness. Thomas stirs, rolling over and
noticing Rufus wal ki ng away.

THOVAS
You’ ve always had so nmuch pain.

Ruf us pauses. He doesn’'t turn to neet his gaze.
THOVAS
|’mglad you re ready to stop
adding to it.

Ruf us di sappears into the darkness. Thonas sm | es.

END FLASHBACK

I NT. LIVING ROOM - LATER

El i zabeth sits in her living room drink in one hand and her
head in the other. She shoots to her feet when she hears her
door sw ng open.

She finds Cyril standing in the doorway, dragging the Boyish
Sol di er.

CYRI L
He's hurt.

El i zabeth only needs a nonent to gather herself.
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ELI ZABETH
Get himon the table.

Cyril takes his order quickly, setting the soldier down as

gently as he can nmanage. Elizabeth stands over her bl eeding
patient, frantic. She presses one hand agai nst a wound, and
stretches for a tool upon a side table. It’s just out of a

reach.

A hand snatches it up, passing it to her. Elizabeth | ooks
up, surprised to find Cyril. He strides past her, to the

ot her side of the makeshift operating table. Elizabeth just
stares at him in shock.

CYRI L
VWhat can | do?

El i zabet h shakes from her stupor.

ELI ZABETH
Put your hands right here.

Cyril obliges, and Elizabeth sets back to work.

I NT. MATHI US QUARTERS

By candle light in a small room Mathius paints a fine
portrait of he and his fallen famly: Elizabeth, Reznick,
and Darnett all join him

EXT. ROYAL PRI SON - NI GHT

ELI TE GUARDS i n gaudy apparel march al ong high stone walls
and wal kways. Rufus energes fromthe nmurky waters of the
moat. He scales the outer wall, brick by brick. He pauses as
a guard strolls by overhead, then sneaks over the top behind
hi m

Ruf us cones down atop the roof of a building. He pauses,
surveyi ng his surroundi ngs. He see guards below him and a
clear (yet long) junp towards another roof.

Somet hi ng way across the courtyard catches his eye through
Ruf us pauses, watching Mt hius through the distant w ndow.
He thunbs his bow, considering for a nonent. I|nstead, he

conti nues along his way, building nonentumfor a | eap over
t he chasm bet ween the roofs.
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He clunsily falls short, arns scrapping desperately at the

| edge, a guard obliviously standing watch just below him As
Rufus funbles for a grip, his spear slips off fromhis back.
He just barely manages to reach down and grab it with one
hand just before it lands right atop the guard.

Ruf us does his best not to screamas the trenmendous wei ght

of the spear rips at his shoul der socket, its point dangling
precariously over the guard’ s head. The sheath begins to
slip fromthe blade, and Rufus can do nothing but watch in a
pani c.

The guard, bored, continues along his way just as the sheath
hits the ground where he stood. After he rounds the corner,
Rufus breathes a sigh of relief, and with great difficulty,
he swings hinself and his spear over the |edge.

Ruf us drops down into an alleyway just as another guard

di sappears around a corner. Rufus quickly consults his map
as he approaches a door with racks of weapons on either side
of it. He pulls the door open, and finds Mathius standing
behind it, staring a hole right through him

Rufus hurriedly slanms the door shut, but it flies off its
hi nges, smacking himto the ground before splintering into
countl ess pieces. He quickly rolls to his feet as CGuards
rush into the area, blocking his only exit. They throw down
their arnms upon him and he slips around their strikes,
dealing blows with the blunt end of his spear.

Steel RATTLES as Mathius lifts weapons out fromthe racks
and into the air with the force of his mnd. Mathius flairs
his hands at his sides, and LEVI TATES. He jets towards
Rufus, a trio of swords hovering ahead of him

Ruf us knocks down the guards surrounding himand tries to
fend off Mathius’ flurry of blades. He bl ocks and ducks, but
t he pace is overwhel mi ng. He manufactures sone di stance, and
hurls down a snokebonb.

The guards thrash in the haze, but Mthius stares know ngly
at the open door.

| NT. ROYAL PRI SON

Rufus sprints through danp stony halls by torchlight, past
enpty cell after enpty cell. Finally, at the end of a |ong
hal |, he spots Thomas. He's seated on his knees with his
head hangi ng forward, chained to the floor and behind iron
bars.
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Rufus smiles, elated. He rushes over and smashes in the | ock
wth the butt of his spear. He slices through Thomas’
chai ns, than gently shakes him by the shoul der.

RUFUS
Tom Tom let’s go!

Thomas slowy clinbs to his feet, and kicks Rufus hard in
t he chest, knocking himto the fl oor.

Rufus rolls to his feet as Thomas strides towards him

RUFUS
What are you doi ng?

Thomas swi ngs at Rufus, who slips his strikes easily. Rufus
tries again and again to grab hold and hi nder Thomas, but
Thomas keeps breaking his grip.

Around them along the walls and wal kways, Guards energe,
wat chful . Mathius joins the spectators just as Rufus again
gets knocked to the ground.

MATHI US
Al'l nmen share a single destiny: to
be broken.

The Elite Guards renove their nmasks and hel nets, revealing
countl ess bald heads and scarred over X' s, each and everyone
of them men and wonen of The Nanel ess. Rufus desperately
searches the countl ess vacant stares as they draw their
weapons and descend upon him

Mat hius circles along the edge of the space as Rufus dodges
slices, deflecting blows with his spear, trying to keep from
hurting his attackers. He drives the sharp end of his spear
into a discarded hel met, and uses it to rain down bl unted
strikes.

Fromthe distant wall and with just a flick of his hand,
Mat hius rips a torch off a wall and shoots it at Rufus. It
bl i ndsi des him knocking himdown. He rolls off the enbers,
but the | apse is enough to strain his pace.

Rufus fights harder, and nore recklessly, protecting his
brothers less and | ess. From his safe distance, Mathius
| aunches anything he can get a hold of: prison bars,
abandoned weapons, etc.

Ruf us dodges nost of it, but the hel net | odged upon the

bl ade of Penance finally splits in half as it crashes upon a
chest. Frustrated, Rufus flings his spear at Mathi us.
Mat hi us just barely sidesteps it, and it stabs into the wal
behi nd him
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Mat hi us eyes the spear. He gestures mldly with his hand and
it barely rattles. He digs his feet down, and strains
m ghtily.

Rufus spots Mathius’ struggle, and tries to fight his way

t hrough the densely packed crowd. Mathius finally manages to
make the spear shake, and with great strain he pulls the
spear free with his mnd. It floats in the air, and he
points it towards Rufus.

Ruf us cl oses the renmaining di stance. He kicks the spear in
mdair, flipping the sharp end towards Mathius. He hold the
bl ade at Mathius’ throat, exhausted yet relieved. Every
guard takes pause.

RUFUS
Let them go.

Mat hi us stares through Rufus, at his nercy.

MATHI US
You shoul dn’t have wait ed.

The arny of guards behind Rufus all drop to their knees, and
settle their swords upon their chests. Rufus searches their
enpty gazes, horrified.

Thomas grabs a knife off the ground and follows suit. But he
begins to press with the blade. Slowy, he draws bl ood.

RUFUS
Stop...

Ruf us | owers his spear. The guards all drop their weapons.
Grudgi ngly, Rufus drives the butt of his spear into the
floor. It stand in cracked stone |like a nmnonunment as the
guards all descend upon him

| NT. HOLDI NG QUARTERS - LATER

Elite Guards stand around a table by a fireplace in a snall
room They tear through Rufus’ pack, sorting and filing
things into baskets as they race along. They cone upon his
sketches, and indifferently stuff them away.

| NT. DUNGEON CELL

A dark and dank place, with only the faintest light jutting
in froma tiny barred window In the center of the room

Ruf us stands, feet shackled to the floor and arns chained to
the ceiling, suspended.
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Thonmas lifts a bow of gruel to Rufus’ |ips, and he absorbs
it sloppily.

RUFUS
How s the escape plan com ng? Ready
to bust nme out?

Thomas’ bl ank gaze doesn’'t falter. He strolls to a corner of
the room

Iron strains as a pair of Elite Guards open the door for
Mat hi us, escorting himin. Mathius approaches, stopping at a
saf e di stance. Rufus offers no acknow edgemnent.

MATHI US
Where have you been? Hiding in
plain sight? Cultivating your
| egend?

Ruf us | ooks up at Mathi us.

RUFUS
Enj oying retirenent.

Mat hi us just | ooks at Rufus for a nonent, in silent
bew | dernment. He CHUCKLES, shaking his head.

MATHI US
Never took the Nanel ess for the
sort. | suppose if anyone earned

it...
Mat hi us steadi es his gaze on Rufus. Rufus averts his.

MATHI US
|’ ve al ways wondered... where are
you fronf? What rare confluence of
cruelty spewed you out? How nuch
pain could it possibly take to nake
sonmet hing so wetched? How could it
mat ch t he wounds you’ ve given ne?

Rufus finally | ooks at WMathi us.

MATHI US
| know hate to be a poison. |’ve
seen it twist and ruin better nen
than you. It’s a | ow, hideous
t hing. But somehow... with your
vile, putrid spite... you ve w ped
away that which I cherish nost. My
purest, nost perfect |oves. You
shoul d be an inpossibility. You're

( MORE)
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MATHI US (cont’ d)
a mracul ous abom nation. |’ve
spent years trying to purge you
fromnmy mnd. |'ve tried so long to
forgive you. But you persist.

Mat hi us turns away, cal m ng hinself.

MATHI US
| won’t hate you. Or your brothers.
| prom se you this. | want to save

you. Al of you. Let ne. In
your hands now is the opportunity
to end a war.

Rufus listens, uneasily. He |ooks at the vacant gazes of the
guar ds.

MATHI US
There are nore of you. Not many.
But enough to spread. Draw nore in
It’s time for this to end. Look at
your brothers. Look at the agony
|"ve spared them They ache for
not hi ng. They don’t covet, or
hunger, or hate. Before all things,
al | peopl e seek purpose. Your
brot hers have been gifted it.

RUFUS
These nen are | ess than sl aves.

MATHI US
Service i s honourable. Service is
selfless. Al good nen serve.

Ruf us stares at a statuesque Thonas.

RUFUS
Who do you serve?
MATHI US
| serve a nation of nasters. |’'ve a

duty to every soul in this kingdom
Their peace and prosperity is ny
obligation. As it should be your’s.
The righteous man thinks of others
before hinself. If you | ove your
brot hers, present and

future, spare themthe msery. You
know. They’' Il torture and butcher
each other endlessly. For what? For
sone juvenile, self-defeating
crusade?
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Rufus listens, horrified yet resol ved.

RUFUS
Wul d you really have hurt thenf

Mat hi us pauses.

MATHI US
| don’t know.

Ruf us | owers his head, clamm ng up. Mathius SIGHS, and heads
for the door, Thomas and the guards followi ng him

MATHI US
You're not so special. The others
succunbed. You will too. Until
then... we’ll nake use of you.
St eel sharpens steel.
Rufus cl oses his eyes, steeling hinself.

FADE OUT

FADE | N:

MONTAGE

EXT. PORCH - DUSK

El i zabeth stands on the porch, clutching a shawl around her.
She | ooks out at the path towards town, inpatiently.

CYRI L( VO
Mont hs passed. And then a year.

Angrily, Elizabeth turns away, stonping back into her house.

| NT. HOUSE

El i zabet h goes through shel ves and cabi nets, dunping knick
knacks and other itens into a box.

CYRI L( VO
Once a week, she woul d gather a box
of his things to throw out.
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EXT. HOUSE - DAY

El i zabeth sets down a full box by the side of the road, just
outside the gate. She w pes her hands on her coat, and heads
back for the house.

CYRI L(VO)
She did it defiantly. Like it was
sonme slight against him

Cyril stands on the porch. She strides right past him into
t he house.

CYRI L( VO
But Rufus didn’t keep nuch. She
could have rid herself of it all in

a day if she wanted.

EXT. HOUSE - LATER

El i zabeth stands on the porch, staring out across the yard
at the shed.

CYRI L( VO
Eventual |y, the house was enpty.
Al that was |eft was his shed. His
private space.

El i zabeth slides a key into the | ock on the shed doors, and
pul | s off the chains.

I NT. RUFUS" SHED - MOMENTS LATER

El i zabet h speeds through the clean-up, shoving dusty tools
and trinkets into a box. She upends a crate on the table,

and uncovers a book. She pauses, |ooking over the cover: TO
BE A GOOD MASTER, A GUI DE TO DOG OANERSHI P.

Cyril slowy enters through the open shed door as Elizabeth
sits down upon a stool. She begins rifling through the book.
Every page is marred by hand nmade notes in the margi ns and
circles around key phrases. There's barely any white room
left.

Eli zabeth’s face flushes as a shaking hand flips through the
pages. The notes and circles continue from beginning to end.
Her face red and eyes wet, she slanms the book shut and
tosses it aside.
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ELI ZABETH
That asshol e dog!

El i zabeth presses her nmouth into her fist, |ooking out the
wi ndow, furi ous.

ELI ZABETH
He said it would hate him It
snapped at himthe nmonment we found
him | told himhe'd win it over.
How coul d he not? The dog was
i nsane! It was uncanny! He was the
gentlest 1'd ever seen, and that
bastard mutt didn’t give himan
once of kindness back. He never
gave up. Because | loved it.

Cyril folds his arns and | ooks to the floor. A sob escapes
El i zabeth. She fights it, but eventually, her face finds her
hands, and she weeps.

ELI ZABETH
He’s gone. He did everything right,
everything he could, and it didn’t
matter. It never mattered. He's
gone. ..

Cyril approaches Elizabeth, uneasily. He bends down so as to
| ook up at her. He squeezes both her hands in his own. She
dives into his arnms. He clutches her to him and caresses

t he back of her head.

MONTAGE

| NT. ARENA

Guards shuffle Rufus into a ring of sand before di sappearing
behind a gate. Atop high wood walls stand guards and
spectators, pounding their feet and clapping excitedly.
Rufus takes it all in. An indifferent Thomas catches his
eye, standing next to Mathius.

Rufus sets his eyes on his opponent: a glanourous KNI GHT, in
heavy and ornate arnor. The Knight raises his sword readily.
Ruf us | ooks to a blade a few feet fromhimfor a nonent,

t hen back to his opponent.

The Kni ght charges Rufus. Rufus eludes a sw pe of the bl ade,
then jans the Knight's head into the wall. The Kni ght
col | apses in a heap.

Mat hi us does not | ook anused.
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EXT. FIELD

Thomas wraps a steel collar around Rufus’ neck, and seals it
on wwth a thick lock. Rufus searches his face, but gets no
response.

Ruf us, straps around his shoul ders, drags an enornous plow

t hrough dirt, opening a massive trench. Thomas throws down a
VWH P.

| NT. ARENA

Ruf us weaves around the swi pes of another Knight, brings him
to the ground, then puts himto sleep with a vice |ike choke
hol d.

EXT. COURTYARD

Ruf us pushes a stoke in a massive gear that slowy opens a
huge gate. WH P.

| NT. ARENA

Ruf us, shackles around his wists, |ooks thinner, |eaner. He
listens to the jeers of his audience, sourly.

| NT. DUNGEON CELL

Ruf us stands strung up in his cell, arns pulled over head.
Thomas throws all he has into a WVH P

| NT. ARENA

Rufus sits atop another Knight, chains tw sted around the
man’s throat. The Knight taps and cl aws desperately at him
and Rufus releases him

| NT. DUNGEON CELL

Rufus, beard scraggly and clothes tattered, sits against a

wall. A bow of unappetizing food slides towards him and he
devours it hurriedly.
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| NT. ARENA

Ruf us, looking alnost wild, stands with chains around his
wrists and ankles. Hair hangs over his bowed head as
spectators toss garbage at himand pour drinks over him

A Kni ght, the fanciest yet, drops down his face guard and
rushes at Rufus. Rufus catches hold of himby the hel net,
and then headbutts him The crowd GASPS. The netal dents and
t he Kni ght staggers, but Rufus isn’'t done.

Ruf us swi ngs his head down again and again until he' s right
on top of the Knight. Rufus doesn’'t stop until the man goes

i nmp.

Mat hi us wat ches coldly as the audi ence stares in hushed
horror. Rufus clinbs to his feet, his face and beard doused
in his own blood. Some guards rush to wake and hel p the

Kni ght as Rufus shuffles casually back through the open

gat e.

END MONTAGE

FANTASY SEQUENCE

EXT. MEADOW

In warm yell ow sunlight, Rufus sits against a tree anong
tall grass. Only visible frombehind, Elizabeth sits not too
far away, feet idly dangling into a small stream Rufus
struggl es to sketch her, his hand unsteady.

MATHI US( OS)
St op.
END FANTASY SEQUENCE

| NT. DUNGEON CELL

There’'s little left of the Rufus we know. Unkenpt, mangy
hai r hangs over his face. H's nails have grown sharp and
yell ow, and his body has dissolved into hard knots and sharp
edges. Man has becone beast.

Thomas stands behind Rufus’ strung up body, panting,

exhausted, lash in hand. Rufus’ back is nutilated. H s eyes
flutter open.
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Mat hi us | eans against the cell door, arns folded, his
posture w t hdrawn and di sgust ed.

MATHI US
Why. .. why nust you debase us? You
could be a hero. My nost honoured
guard. Instead of... this.

Rufus stares at him indifferent.

MATHI US
Al nmen are soft. Sone place or
ot her.

Mat hi us sharply turns away and exits. Rufus’ gaze foll ows
himuntil he’s gone.

| NT. HOLDI NG QUARTERS

A series of boxes and baskets |littered atop of a table,
filled wiwth Rufus’ belongings. A fed up Mathius flips
t hrough them observing the weapons and tools w th contenpt.

Scraps of faded parchnment finally catch his eye. He sees a
drawi ng of Elizabeth’s silhouette, sitting in a nmeadow.

Mat hi us eagerly scours the collection of serene draw ngs. He
finally comes upon a portrait of Elizabeth's face. H's
furious hands crunple the paper and toss theminto the fire.
He rushes out of the room

| NT. DUNGEON CELL

Rufus sits atop his knees, neditative. Chains at his wists
and ankl es secure himto the wall. Suddenly, they begin to
rattle.

An invisible pull yanks himforward as far as the chains
allow, nearly tearing his linbs fromhis sockets. Rufus
hardly w nces.

The door to his cell bursts open, and Mathius strides in,
escorted by Thomas and two nore Elite Guards.

Mat hi us, breathing sharply, takes a nonent to steady

hi msel f, stopping at his safe distance. Slowy, he |ifts off
his mask. His face is thin, handsone. Wth trenbling,

pl eadi ng eyes, he | ooks at Rufus.
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MATHI US
Where is she?

Rufus shuts his eyes. Thonmas slides out from behind Mathi us,
sl appi ng Rufus across the face before dutifully returning to
his spot. Rufus rolls his neck, and sets his gaze callously

upon Mat hi us.

MATHI US
My sister! What have you done?!
Hm?! Abducted her?! Poi soned her
agai nst nme?! WHERE | S SHE?!

The invisible grip pulls Rufus nearer. The shackles strain
where they neet the wall. Mathius straightens. Behind him
Thomas and the other guards drop to their knees. Rufus | ooks
to them then back to Mathius, confused.

The guards draw their swords, and set them upon their
chests. Rufus doesn’t waver.

Mat hi us waits. Rufus weakens, returning Mthius’ pleading
eyes. Mathius shuts his eyes and grits his teeth.

One guard drives a sword through his chest. Rufus w nces,
seething. Mathius stifles a wetch.

MATHI US
MY KINN Al 1’ve |oved or ever
will! You ve taken it all! And you
dare to keep the dearest of it from

nme?!

Anot her guard, another sword. Rufus fights against his
chains, practically frothing at the nouth. Wthout even a
flourish of his hand Mathius, draws hi m nearer.

MATHI US
A thousand of your brothers and
nore won’t stay ny hand! No
fortune, no kingdomis worth a hair
on her head!

The wal | cracks near the chains. Mthius takes one step too
close, and Rufus rips free an armfromthe wall. It’s
i nstant aneous. Just a fl ash.
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| NT/ EXT. STRONGHOLD

At every corner, at every post, Elite Guards coll apse, even
in md stride. Like nmarionettes cut fromtheir strings.

| NT. DUNGEON CELL

Thomas drops to the floor, blank eyes staring into space,
sword clattering atop the stone.

Bl ood drips fromRufus’ talon like nails. Mthius staggers
back, wheezing, his throat slashed open.

Rufus pulls against his chains over and over as WMathius
stunbles to the floor, desperately grasping at his neck with
one hand and clawi ng at nothing with the other.

Finally, Rufus frees hinself. He stands over the paling
Mat hi us, who only | ooks up at him aghast and gurgling.
Rufus rolls chain around his fist, and drops down atop him
He rains blows upon him Hesitantly at first. But then
faster. Harder. Crueler. Endlessly. A violent, guttural
scream escapes him

After far too long, Rufus stops, exhausted, panting,
sl obbering. His entire body shakes, and he seens to shrink.
He | ooks to his mentor.

RUFUS
Tonf?

Rufus craw s over to him He checks his pul se, and shakes
hi m gently.

RUFUS
Tonf?

| NT. BEDROOM - NI GHT

Cyril wakes in a warm bed, uneasy. His hair has grown out
and his features have softened. He observes his
surroundi ngs, and calns a bit.

Besi de him |l ays Elizabeth, sleeping peacefully. Her belly is
swol l en, well into pregnancy. Cyril pulls hinself closer to
her, and ki sses her shoulder. She stirs, lips curling into
the faintest smle
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| NT. ROYAL PRI SON

Rufus, with Thomas slung over his shoul der, wal ks through
the quiet halls and corridors. Everywhere he | ooks, he sees
fallen Naneless with enpty eyes and linp |inbs. He quickly
| earns to just set his sights forward.

He cones upon his spear, still standing where he left it,
unnmoved. He approaches it, and tears it fromthe stone |like
it’s nothing.

EXT. MARKET - LATER
Cyril indifferently shovels sone vegetables into a burlap

sack, giving themonly the nost cursory of glances. Behind
him Mrty approaches another el derly shop keeper, CLARENCE

MARTY
Have you heard?

CLARENCE
Heard what ?

MARTY

The Prince. He's dead.
Cyril pauses, attention piqued.

CLARENCE
Meani ngl ess gossi p.

MARTY
They said he was maul ed. Like a
beast tore his throat out. H m and
his whole Guard. A hundred of them
Dead. A whole fortress of ghosts.
You know what that neans?

Cyril tightens up and cl oses his sack.

CLARENCE

Means soneone is a hell of aliar.
MARTY

Means it’'s him He's back. Zero.
CLARENCE

A hundred dead and you call it The

Bal ance? | call it a plague.

Cyril wal ks away.
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EXT. WATERI NG HOLE - N GHT

A beautiful spot. A small waterfall surges water into a
clear pool. Rufus sets Thonmas down at the base of it, then
shoots his arns into the water. He splashes water all over
hi nsel f.

RUFUS
| really pity you, Tom | nust
stink sonmething awful. But you're
not so hot either.

Ruf us | ooks over to Thomas, who stares at not hing.

RUFUS
Say sonething. You re boring ne.

Thomas doesn’t budge. Rufus waits, frowning. He saunters
over to Thomas and drags himw th one hand closer to the
wat er .

Ruf us dunks Thomas’ head into the water. He holds it. Holds
it.
Rufus pulls Thomas out to no reaction. Rufus sits himback
down against a rock, scanning his face for sonething,
anyt hi ng.
Rufus wi pes himdown a little.
RUFUS
"1l fix you. | prom se.

EXT. HOUSE - N GHT

Bandit lies on the porch, watching idly and curiously as a
m ddl e aged DRUNK st onps around the yard, how ing.

DRUNK
El i zabet h! Get out here, you fraud!

He downs the last of his glass bottle, then hurls it as the
side of the house. It shatters, and Bandit trots inside.

| NT. BEDROOM

Laying in bed with Elizabeth in his arms, Cyril listens to

t he conmmotion. She has her back pressed against him Her
eyes are w nced shut.
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CYRI L( VO
Every so often, something goes
wong. Corruption’s too far gone,
or they couldn’'t get here fast
enough.

EXT. HOUSE
The Drunk picks up a rock, and hurls it through a w ndow.

DRUNK
| trusted you! My boy! What now?!
VWhat’s | eft?!

| NT. BEDROOM

Annoyed, Cyril begins to roll out of bed. Elizabeth pulls
hi m back.

ELI ZABETH
Don’t worry about him | need you.

Cyril frowns. He maneuvers hinself back into bed. She pulls
her arm back around him

CYRI L( VO
It’s never her fault. She sees
sonmeone sick, and she has to help
them It never occurs to her that
si ckness m ght spread.

EXT. HOUSE

Heart broken and eyes wet, The Drunk picks up whatever he can
and hurls it at the house. He works hinself to the point of
exhaustion, finally collapsing in futility to the grass.

Al one and unanswered, the Drunk sobs neekly.

| NT. BEDROOM

El i zabeth rel axes slightly. She opens her eyes and |istens,
sadl y.

CYRI L( VO
No beast too wild, no soul too
| ost. No matter how nmuch they hurt
her, no matter how i npossible the
task. She never |earns. Never

( MORE)
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CYRIL(VO (cont’d)
hardens. Just stays raw. Takes al
their pain for her own.

She shuffl es out of bed.

EXT. HOUSE

El i zabeth cones out the front door, uncorking a glass bottle
of water as she approaches the uneasy Drunk. Elizabeth bends
down, and reaches out the bottle towards him After a
nmonment, he accepts it, and takes a sip.

| NT. BEDROOM
Cyril watches the scene fromthe w ndow.

CYRI L( VO
[t’ll be the end of her.

| NT. KI TCHEN

El i zabeth stands at the sink, washing dishes. Cyril enters,
sporting sone heavy clothes and a big bag slung over his
shoul ders.

CYRI L
Stores are getting |ow. Looks |ike
"1l have to go to N bel heimfor
what we need. Could be gone a few
days.

ELI ZABETH
M1 hmm

El i zabeth doesn’t ook up fromthe sink. Cyril approaches
her, and wraps his arnms around her.

CYRI L
"1l mss you.

ELI ZABETH

Amv. Stay then. W'l just starve.
It won’t be so bad.

Cyril SN CKERS.
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CYRI L
Anything not to part with you

Eli zabeth playfully slaps his cheek with a dripping wet
hand.

ELI ZABETH
Feed ne, dunmy.
CYRI L
Tell me you'll miss ne. Tell nme you

want ne to stay.
Eli zabeth finally turns her head and pecks himon the cheek.

ELI ZABETH
Il mss you and you shoul d stay.

El i zabeth sets back to her work. Cyril rel eases her and
heads for the door.

CYRI L
See you in a few days.

EXT. CAMP FI RE
Thonmas sits propped up against a rock by a small fire. Rufus

mashes berries into a small wooden bowl, the |ast ingredient
in a greyish nush. Rain and wi nd how outside.

RUFUS
This is Liz’s go to. She swears by
it. Youll |ike her. Wen we get
you honme... she’ll fix you. She

fixes everything.

Ruf us approaches the vacant Thonas. He stabs his spear into
the earth, and spoons the nush into Thomas’s nouth. He tries
to stinulate consunption, pressing on his jaw.

RUFUS
| know it doesn’'t taste good. W'l
have go crazy when we get hone. She

doesn’t cook... but | do. Wien I’'m
back in my kitchen, I'mpretty
good.

Ruf us stares at Thomas, hopefully. Miush and saliva dribble
out the side of his nmouth. Rufus fades.
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RUFUS
She' |l fix you.

FLASHBACK

EXT. DARK WOODS

Princess Elizabeth, in her formal attire save for her nask,
sprints through trees, dodgi ng branches, roots, and thorns.
She rounds a trunk, and smashes right into Rufus (25). She
bounces right off him falling in nud.

RUFUS
Your brother’s a shitty tracker.

El i zabeth stares up at Rufus as he plops down lazily atop a
st unp.

RUFUS
Do you know who | an?

ELI ZABETH
Everyone knows who you are.

Rufus jans his spear into the nud, letting it stand on its
own.

RUFUS
Everyone calls nme sonet hi ng
different. Seens one nane i S never
enough. What do Gods call The God

Killer?
El i zabeth searches his face, like it’s a foolish question.
ELI ZABETH
Deat h.

Ruf us absorbs it w thout reaction.

RUFUS
What el se do they say?

ELI ZABETH
They say you were born in bl ood.
That you killed with the first
breath you took.

Ruf us SNEERS.
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RUFUS
That part’s true. My nother died
giving birth to ne. My father was a
doctor. He delivered ne.

Ruf us eyes gl aze over, sol emm.

RUFUS
| f he ever hated ne for it, | never
knew. All he did was |ove. The
sick, the weak, the needy would
come to him and he’d do everything
for them | renenber how terrible
they could be when he failed. It
never touched him He d say "Hate

is just a synptomof pain." It was
just sickness to him Something to
treat.

Ruf us | ooks up at Elizabeth. Concern softens her features.

RUFUS
| was five when the soldiers cane
for him Everyone knew what it
meant. He thought it was an honor.
They all did. People never saw
things like | did. My father did
not hi ng but give. Wth every
breath, at every second. \Wat did
your famly ever do but take?

Rufus | eans towards her, nenacingly.

RUFUS
No man may | ook upon the face of a
God. He died so you could |ive.

El i zabet h hardens.

ELI ZABETH
You were five when your father
di ed?

Ruf us scans her face, trying to infer her angle.

ELI ZABETH
You don’t renmenber him You think
you do. But it’s just a dream Your
m nd pi cking and choosi ng what
suits you.
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RUFUS
| renenber him

ELI ZABETH
You don't.

RUFUS
| do.

Ruf us’ sterness freezes her.

ELI ZABETH
VWhat did he | ook |ike? What were
his mannerisns? H s tastes?

Rufus turns away from her, dism ssively.

RUFUS
He gave. He saved peopl e.

ELI ZABETH
And you? What have you gi ven? What
have you won? You’'re no hero.
You' re just another orphan nmaker.
You | ove your Father? Every step
you’ ve taken has been away from
hi m
El i zabet h manages to keep from wavering under his steely

gaze. He breaks first, turning his head, ashaned. She
softens when she sees how badly she’s hurt him

END FLASHBACK

EXT. CAMP FI RE

In the mddle of a huge clearing, Rufus sits by a raging
fire. Thomas sits propped against the rock across from him

Wth a trenbling hand, Rufus draws the frane of a fem nine
face on a small pad of paper. As soon as he attenpts
features, he falters. He tosses his pad asi de, annoyed.

RUFUS
Can't see her face. She's al
that’'s ever mattered and | can’t
see her face..

Rufus | ooks to Thomas. Silence |lingers.
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RUFUS
Am | Death, Tonf Does anything
touch stand a chance?

Thomas’ s head hangs linply, fire dancing in his enpty eyes.

RUFUS
What’s the first thing they al ways
tell us about the Gods? That
they're forever. They don't die.
Before nme, they didn't.

Ruf us hardens, grimy.

RUFUS
| wonder what they’' |l call whatever
kills me.

EXT. NEARBY OVERLOOK - LATER

Up on a hill, anong tall grass in the dead of night, Cyri
stealthily slinks along. He spots the canp, the fire stil
raging. He notices a |one cloaked figure, sitting against a
rock, the fanous spear propped al ongsi de him

Cyril crouches down. He pulls an arrow from his quiver and
draws his bow, his sights set. He takes a deep, steadying
breath. He rel eases.

In a flash, the arrow catches the cl oaked figure in the
back. The figure collapses to the dirt, linp. Cyril |owers
his bow, and exhal es, anbivalent. He pulls up his shrouds,
maski ng hi nsel f.

EXT. CAMP FI RE - MOVENTS LATER

Cyril, unrecogni zable, slides his bow around his shoul der as
he enters the nmakeshift canp. He draws a knife fromhis
belt, and rolls the bundl e of cloaks over, ready to strike.

Cyril freezes, finding Thomas staring up at him bl ankly.
Cyril quickly checks for a pulse, then draws back a shaki ng
hand, in shock.

The bl oody carcasses of a few rabbits THUWP as they hit the
dirt. Cyril turns to find Rufus standing across fromthe
scene, devastated, hunting knife in hand. Cyril crouches,
paral yzed for a noment. He begins towards Rufus, knife at

t he ready.
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A lion wakes. Fury rips out of Rufus, and he makes a beeline
for Cyril, striding right through the fire. Cyril just
barely rolls away in tine to dodge the first swing of the
hunti ng knife, but Rufus catches himw th a kick that sends
hi m spraw i ng.

Rufus pulls his spear fromthe dirt and swings wildly. Cyril
evades desperately. He digs a gloved hand into the fire, and
hurls hot enbers at Rufus. They bounce off his face,

i neffectual. Rufus swi ngs down his spear upon the fire,
smashi ng the assenbled | ogs and kindling to splinters.

Li ke a juggernaut, Rufus keeps comng, follow ng Cyril away
fromthe canp and into the night. Cyril quickly jukes out of
constant pressure, and even nanages counterstrikes. He | ands
fists, kicks, and even slices with his blade, but they're
irrelevant. Nothing registers through Rufus’ rage.

Ruf us knocks Cyril’s knife away. Cyril quickly draws his bow
and an arrow, but Rufus finally gets a hold of himby the
head. Like a ragdoll, he slanms Cyril into the dirt, and pins
himwith a foot, spear at the ready.

The sl am shakes Cyril |ooses fromhis shrouds, revealing his
face. Rufus pauses, surprised. H s eyes float down to the
hand with which Cyril draws his arrow. He sees a ringed
finger.

Cyril releases his arrow. It strikes true in Rufus’ chest,
and he staggers backwards before dropping to a knee. Cyri
shoots to his feet, and Rufus just sucks air, |ooking up at
Cyril, heartbroken.

Wth quivering resolve, Rufus slowy lifts hinself up. Cyri
draws quickly, firing an arrow. And another. And anot her
until finally Rufus falls to his knees, eyes wet.

Cyril approaches, arrow at rest but pointed right at Rufus’
head. Rufus turns his face away, trying to strengthen. Cyri
pauses.

RUFUS
Is she... Are you happy?

Cyril swallows hard, grinacing.

CYRI L
If she was... if | told you we
were... could you stay away? For
her?

The question takes the wind right out of Rufus. His

griefstricken head sways for a nonent, but he gathers
hi msel f, har deni ng.
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RUFUS
Yes.

Cyril can’t stand it. He grits his teeth and draws his bow,
string trenbling. Rufus’ entire body sags as he lowers his
head.

It takes an excruciating nmonent, but Cyril |owers his bow.

CYRI L
| hope she hel ps you.

Rufus’ eyes flutter open as Cyril pulls up his hood. Cyri
wal ks past Rufus, and never |ooks back.

Soon, Rufus finds hinself alone. He wheezes behind a tightly
shut nouth. He tries to rise to his feet, but he coll apses
into the nud, weak.

Slowy, he fights back to his knees. It takes all he has to
stagger to his feet. He puts one foot in front of the other,
like a straight line is a war. He shuffles and linps |ike
infinite weight is on his shoul ders.

He drags his spear behind him the blade scraping anong the
dirt and rock. He nanages to quicken his clunsy gait,
hungry, hopeful, desperate. He drops his spear, abandoning
it, practically running.

| NT. KITCHEN - MORNI NG
El i zabet h stands over the sink, an apron around her swollen
belly and her sleeves rolled up. She scrubs at dishes, her

brow furrowed, thorough, focused, and intent.

Suddenly, Bandit’s furious BARKING and SNAPPI NG ri ngs out
fromthe front yard. She pauses.

THE END.



