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EXT. EDGE OF A FOREST, NEXT TO A GRAIN FIELD - DAY

A BOY and a GIRL are holding hands under an enormous tree.  
He is sandy-haired, and simply handsome.  She is pretty; both 
look about sixteen.  

The leaves above them are incredibly green, the sky a 
beautiful blue.  The grain waves in the breeze.  They 
embrace.

EXT. FIELD NEAR A FARMHOUSE - DAY

The boy stands up straight and wipes his brow.  He smiles at 
the girl as she emerges from the mortared-stone house.  

She is very, very pregnant.  She favors him with a beatific 
smile and shakes her hips a little in comic flirtation.  He 
grins widely.

EXT. FARMHOUSE - DAY

As the boy walks up a small hill to the house, the girl leans 
out of the single, irregular stone window and displays two 
well-wrapped bundles to him.  

He leans through the window to kiss her, then tugs at the 
cloth of the bundles, revealing the faces of his two baby 
boys. 

He beams.

TITLE: “1371”

EXT. FARMHOUSE - NIGHT

A steady rain pours down past the moonlight stone window.  
Firelight flickers from inside the house.  All seems well, 
for a moment.

A woman’s cry of pain, a man’s roar of rage; and the voice of 
a coastal raider, low and cruel, indecipherable, monstrous.  
Other voices can be heard, and then shouting from far away.

The terrible sounds of violence come from within the house.  
The woman screams as -

A BUNDLE is thrown from the window, and bounces halfway down 
a small hill.



A moment later, a SECOND BUNDLE follows it, rolling past the 
other, and further on down the hill.

The sounds of horror coming from the window intensify, murder 
and coarse laughter intertwined. 

Outside the house, the darkness moves.  A FIGURE slides 
gracefully across the ground, low and nearly invisible in the 
rain, to the bundle nearest the house.

Long, mottled, encrusted gray fingers reach from a black 
cloak to pick up and examine the bundle.  

Further down the hill, another figure has crept into view, 
moving toward the bundle farther down the hill - A DOG, but 
quite large and wild-looking, with an enormous head.  The dog 
sniffs at the lower bundle - then picks it up in its mouth.

The cloaked figure’s face can be seen more clearly now, 
gazing down at the demon-dog.  It is an awful sight, a ruined 
alien mess of a face.

From inside the house - worse.

The cloaked figure and the dog regard each other, each 
holding their separate bundles.  

The dog turns, and pads silently off into the rain and 
darkness.

The figure does the same, in the other direction, away from 
the house and its cruel music.

Far away, cannonfire.  Shouts from that direction, something 
like ‘free!’.  More cannonfire.

INT. BURROW - NIGHT

The now-unhooded MAN stands inside a candlelit earthen room, 
holding out the bundle to a WOMAN sitting in a chair.  

Her face is as hideous as his; some terrible form of leprosy. 
Both have been made monstrous by growths and other hideous 
formations.

The woman takes the bundle from the man gingerly, and unwraps 
a few turns - the face of a baby emerges, and she gasps with 
joy.

The man murmurs something to her - her eyes shine up at him.

TITLE: “1380”
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EXT. TOWN DUMP - DAY

An eight-year old BOY plays near the entrance to the burrow, 
amidst mounds of offal and filth.  He is dirty, and long-
haired, but appears healthy - he is cleaning muck from a 
scavenged something.

The man calls to him from inside the burrow.

BOY
Yah, papa.  I’ll get it.  I found a 
picture.  It’s beautiful.  

He sets his prize down on the ground and runs into the 
burrow.

EXT. TOWN DUMP - DAY

The Boy runs through the dump towards the burrow, pursued by 
two mounted men, a KNIGHT and his SERVANT.  The knight wears 
chain mail, and brandishes a wicked-looking sword.

The boy is wailing as he runs -

BOY
MAMA!  MAMA!  PAPA!  HELP!

The boy reaches the burrow with the horses at his heels - he 
dives into the entrance.

The knight dismounts, and plunges into the burrow with his 
sword held in front of him.

A moment later, the boy is thrown from the burrow entrance - 
the knight strides out after him.

He grips the struggling boy tightly held in his mailed fist, 
and thrusts him at the servant, who pulls him astride the 
horse and holds him tightly.

The boy wails and screams as the knight turns and goes back 
into the burrow.

Screams, and the sounds of murder, as the knight hacks the 
man and woman to death.

EXT. ST. JOHN’S ORPHANAGE - LATE AFTERNOON

The knight holds the boy by his arm in front of a stone wall.  
A pulley-rope hangs from a wooden beam, and a large ROTATING 
WOODEN BOX is set into the wall.

3.



The knight thrusts the filthy, dazed, boy into the box, and 
pushes him back into it as the servant pulls hard on the 
rope.

A BELL sounds.  The knight holds his hand out to make sure 
the boy stays in the box, and looks him in the eye.

KNIGHT
I have stayed in my duty to God, 
and delivered you from evil. You’ll 
be in good hands, here. May God be 
with you, boy.

The box slowly begins to turn - the boy’s eyes stare out from 
within it as he disappears from view.

INT. ST. JOHN’S ORPHANAGE, COURTYARD

The box rotates in the thick stone wall to reveal the FRIAR 
OF ST. JOHN’S, and a BROTHER, both in the coarse dark robes 
of the mendicant orders.

FRIAR
Hello.

The boy stays perfectly still in the box, and says nothing.

FRIAR
My he’s a dirty one, isn’t he?  
Well, scrub him.  

BROTHER
My dinner -

FRIAR
And get the lice off.  All of them.

BROTHER
Yes sir.

The Friar whirls about and leaves the courtyard.  The Brother 
turns to the boy.

BROTHER
My dinner, you git.

He storms toward the box.
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INT. ORPHANAGE WASH-ROOM

The Brother angrily scrubs the boy with a rough-looking 
brush, stopping occasionally to douse him with buckets of 
water drawn from a cistern next to a well.

The boy shivers in misery at the rough treatment, sometimes 
releasing a sudden sobbing wail.  

The Brother seems enraged by this.

BROTHER
Hold still!

The Brother swings the brush up in the air, and roughly 
strikes the boy with it.

INT. ORPHANAGE DINING ROOM - NIGHT

The boy’s hair has been rudely trimmed, and he wears a rough 
brown tunic.  

He looks over a full bowl of stew at a room full of children 
of all ages, all dressed in the same tunics, all now finished 
with dinner.  

The Friar sits with the Brother and a few other robed 
brothers at a head table.  The boy turns to look at them as 
he chews on a large piece of bread.

FRIAR
Tonight is a special night for us, 
as we have new guest.  His name is -  

He nods expectantly at the boy.

BOY
Boy.

FRIAR
Boy.  Well, we shall have to think 
of a new name for you anon.

The boy continues chewing on the bread.

FRIAR
We shall read tonight from the Book 
Of Ruth.

A BELL SOUNDS; one of the younger brothers scurries from the 
head table to answer it.
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The Friar carefully opens a large bible before him, and reads 
in a solemn voice.

FRIAR
‘Entreat me not to leave you, or to 
turn back from following you; For 
wherever you go, I will go; And 
wherever you lodge, I will lodge; 
Your people shall be my people, and 
your God, my God. Where you die, I 
will die, and there will I be 
buried. The LORD do so to me, and 
more also, if anything but death 
parts you and me.’

The boy looks across the table at another boy and girl who 
look like siblings.  The girl smiles at him.

The younger brother returns from checking on the bell with a 
man walking behind him - MR. JOLLY, a local burgher. 

Mr. Jolly is quite round, and dressed in 14th century 
fashion, but his face resembles a badly drawn cartoon, 
composed of two bulging black shark’s eyes, endless rolling 
folds of delicate-looking pale skin, and a small, wet, fish-
mouth.

The Friar is noticeably startled.

FRIAR
Mr. Jolly!  We were just reading 
from the Book.  Welcome to St. 
John’s.

MR. JOLLY
I need two.  Nice ones.

Mr. Jolly begins to scan the room with his strange eyes, and 
almost immediately settles on the brother and sister across 
from the boy.

MR. JOLLY
Ah.

He shuffles over toward them.

FRIAR
Mr. Jolly.

The Friar slowly stands up.

MR. JOLLY
Eh?  What?
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FRIAR
Where are the three children you 
took last week?

MR. JOLLY
Well, they’ve run away.  Ungrateful 
wretches.  Feed ‘em, and give ‘em a 
warm place to sleep, and it’s not 
good enough.  Dirty little thieves, 
too.  I should make you pay the 
losses.

FRIAR
Mr. Jolly, there have been so many -

MR. JOLLY
I’d best speak to the Bishop about 
your mead bill, then.  Sort out 
matters.

FRIAR
No, I - I -

MR. JOLLY
This place wouldn’t exist except 
for me.  This fine food you sup on 
would be ratflesh if you were to 
survive upon the townspeople.

FRIAR
I know, and we thank you, but -

MR. JOLLY
BUT BUT BUT BUT BUT BUT!  I’ll have 
it out with the Bishop about your 
mead bill.  I’ll see you roast on 
the spit and carved up for a dog’s 
supper, and shat from the orifices 
of a dozen lepers who’ll eat him 
after he dies ‘a the black death, 
you pederastic priest of Sheol!

FRIAR
I’m sorry, I meant no harm, sir.

MR. JOLLY
Well.  I’ll be going.  

He strides forward purposefully and seizes the wrists of the 
brother and sister, dragging them roughly from their benches 
and shaking them upright.

MR. JOLLY
Good.  I like these.
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He strides out of the room, dragging the terrified children 
behind him.  The Friar says nothing.  He stares down at the 
table.  The room is cloaked in a ghastly silence.

The boy has stopped chewing.

INT. ORPHANAGE COURTYARD - DAY

The boy sits on the ground and watches a group of other boys 
wrestle with a rag ball, in some furious game.

THE BELL SOUNDS.  A Brother races to the gate, unbars it, and 
swings both halves wide.  A large carriage pulled by eight 
horses thunders into the courtyard, raising a cloud of dust.

The children have all stopped playing, and stare at the 
magnificent carriage in awe.

A young servant leaps from a perch at the rear and swings 
open a side door.  A nobleman emerges and descends from the 
carriage - JOHN OF GAUNT. He is a dark-haired hawk-like man, 
with a full beard and a black broad-brimmed hat, dressed in 
extreme finery.  

The Friar scurries out to meet him.

FRIAR
Sir John!  Your Lordship!  Had I 
but known you were coming!  We are 
blessed with your presence!

JOHN OF GAUNT
Yes.  Very well.  I need ten boys.  
I will choose from among all you 
have.

FRIAR
Of course, your Lordship.  I will 
have them assembled at once.

He turns and gestures to Brother.

FRIAR
Brother!  Line up all the boys in 
the dining hall!

INT. ORPHANAGE DINING ROOM

John of Gaunt is leaning down, staring fixedly at a boy’s 
teeth as he manipulates the boy’s head at different angles, 
squeezing their face.
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JOHN OF GAUNT
You.

The boy joins a group of eight other boys in a corner of the 
dining room.  Several of John Of Gaunt’s retainers stand near 
them.

John of Gaunt strides around, scanning faces and forms.

He stops in front of another boy, our Boy, and bends down to 
stare directly into his eyes -

JOHN OF GAUNT
Well.  Yes.  You’ll do fine, I can 
see.  This one, then.  

FRIAR
Oh, of course, your lordship.  He’s 
very new.  No name, yet.

John Of Gaunt turns to look at the boy again.

JOHN OF GAUNT
He’ll make a good sergeant. Let 
that be his name.

He turns and gestures to his retainers.

JOHN OF GAUNT
In the carriage. Let’s go.

The retainers herd the boys out of the room.

FRIAR
We are so blessed with your 
presence, your Lorship, so very 
pleased you have chosen -

John Of Gaunt has turned and tossed a small red bag full of 
gold coins at the Friar, who catches it with ease.

JOHN OF GAUNT
Yes.  Well. Good day.

John of Gaunt strides from the dining room as the Friar hefts 
the bag of gold.

EXT. TRAINING GROUND, AQUITAINE CASTLE - DAY

The ten boys are lined up in a perfect row, with the new boy 
at the right end.  They have all been completely transformed, 
cleaned and dressed alike in matching tunics, pants and 
boots.
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A well-tanned and heavily scarred man strides in, arms behind 
his back, head down in thought.  He stops directly behind the 
center of the line, but seems to ignore them.  His name is 
DOS.  

When he speaks, it is in a low, distracted voice, as if he is 
speaking to himself. 

He never looks at them.

DOS
This is punishment for me, you 
understand.  I am to miss the Lists 
at Saint-Inglevert for this, and 
the Trial at Limoges, at which I 
was destined to meet Klavier 
himself in personal combat, and I 
cannot possibly express to you how 
much I hate you for depriving me of 
that.  It is my hope that the 
training will kill you off too 
swiftly to be replaced, and they 
will end this pathetic charade in 
time.  

Dos walks slowly forward, to stand directly behind the 
Boy(Sergeant).

DOS
John of Gaunt has named you 
Sergeant.  Do you know what that 
means?

SERGEANT
No.

DOS
I intend to break you first.  Your 
training will be far more cruel 
than the rest of your men.  Do you 
know why?

SERGEANT
No.

DOS
I was once a sergeant.  
Commissioned at Poitiers. When the 
Black Prince withdrew to set his 
trap, my company trailed behind as 
a rear-guard.  King John cut us off 
completely.  I made it back.  
Everyone one else was hacked to 
bloody meat.  So. 
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I became the sergeant.  You have 
been named a sergeant, but you are 
not one.  You mock the name. You 
are a child’s toy. 

Dos MAKES A BREAKING SOUND, and then turns to the next boy in 
the line.

DOS
Your name is One.

He walks down the row, naming each boy from behind.

DOS
Two, Three, Four, Five, Six, Seven, 
Eight, Nine.  Training begins at 
dawn.  I’m going to run you until 
you want to die.  You may call me 
Dos. Good night.

Dos strides from the training ground.

The boys all look at Sergeant. 

EXT. MOUNTAIN TRAIL, NEAR THE TOP - DAY

Dos is screaming at Sergeant and the nine Privates as they 
hobble to the peak and drop to the ground, which enrages Dos 
to no end.

EXT. TRAINING GROUNDS - DAY

Sergeant’s face is seen for a moment, before it is whacked 
out of view by a blow from a quarterstaff.

Dos holds the quarterstaff up to the boys - then engages in a 
whirling display of mastery that ends with an explosive snap.

DOS
I love the English Quarterstaff.  

Sergeant struggles to his feet.

DOS
One through Nine, line up to 
practice against Sergeant.  Let’s 
have at least one cracked head, 
then.  Or I’ll know you’re not 
trying, and we’ll have to run all 
night again, right before the  
unarmed combat trial.  
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Sergeant walks over and picks up a quarterstaff from a pile 
leaning against a wall.  

He hefts it.  He studies it.  Destiny.

EXT. COAST OF AQUITAINE - DAY

Nine boys are soaking wet, perched on sharp volcanic rock 
over a foaming sinkhole, battered by torrential Atlantic 
waves and a cold wind.  Dos is staring out into the ocean.

DOS
Ha!  Your little toy Sergeant made 
it.  Wonderful.  Let’s do it again.

The boys all stare at him.

DOS
Six.  You go first.

The boy he refers to has just finished vomiting, and is 
shivering in a huddle against the rock.

ONE
Sir, he just went!

DOS
BEST TIME TO GO AGAIN!  

Six cringes from the words, and shakes -

DOS
You need some help.

Dos begins to leap across the edge of the sinkhole toward 
Six.

SIX
NO!  I’ll go!

Half-sobbing, he throws himself headfirst into the spray of 
the sinkhole and disappears from view.

Moments later, Sergeant staggers up.  His nearly-nude body is 
covered with welts, cuts, and bruises, some healed, some 
fresh.  The quarterstaff has left a long red wound across his 
forehead.

He stops at the edge, and slowly counts the boys, then looks 
down in the sinkhole.  
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SERGEANT
Six just went before me.  He was 
throwing up.

DOS
Yes, one down, don’t you think?

Sergeant watches the water for a moment, then dives into the 
center of the sinkhole.

DOS
NO!  Devil take you!

Dos stomps up and down and screams at the remaining boys, who 
back away warily into a tight group.

INT. MESS HALL - NIGHT

Sergeant and all the other boys except Six are huddled over 
the stained wooden table, trying to muster the strength to 
eat.  

A COOK bursts in through a heavy wooden door, and picks up a 
heavy pot from a nearby table.  

He is followed by a servant girl, named MEREDITH.  She is 
about ten years old, with light hair, wearing a simple black 
servant’s dress and a small cap.  

All the boys seem to sit up a little straighter - except 
Sergeant.

COOK
Meredith, get the cups.

MEREDITH
Yes, sir.  

She picks up a nearby basket, and moves from boy to boy to 
pick up their drinking cups.  Some have to gulp down the rest 
before they give it to her; all eyes remain firmly fixed on 
her face.

Sergeant appears too far gone to notice.  As she reaches for 
his cup, she sees that it’s still full.

MEREDITH
Six is going to be all right, Mama 
said. She always knows.  You should 
drink that.  
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Sergeant reaches for the cup, but knocks it over, spilling 
liquid across the table, and causing other boys to scramble 
from the flood.

MEREDITH
Oh!  I’ll get rags.

She leaves in a whirl as Sergeant tries to get out of the 
way, moving like molasses.  

She returns in time to catch most of it before it gets to 
him.

SERGEANT
Thank you.  Sorry.

MEREDITH
That was a very brave thing you 
did.  You saved his life.

SERGEANT
He swallowed some water the first 
time - there’s a rock sticking down 
that he hit.  Otherwise he would 
have made it.

Meredith has corralled and dealt with most of the spill by 
now.  She glances over at him.

MEREDITH
Still.

She leaves the room with the rags and cup basket.

The boy called Two reaches over and punches Sergeant in the 
arm.

TWO
Lucky!

SERGEANT
Ow!  Hey!

The others close in on him, and engage in a little 
congratulatory teasing.

EXT. TRAINING GROUNDS - DAY

Sergeant and the nine other boys are lined up in the center 
of the training ground, dressed in new uniforms, at a perfect 
state of attention.  Most of Sergeant’s visible wounds have 
faded. Dos stands to one side of them.
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DOS
Oh, my.  All still standing.  
Damnation.  Still - we start real 
sword tomorrow.  Lots of blood to 
burst from its bonds.

He walks up to Sergeant, and glares at him from four inches 
away.  

Sergeant does not flinch.

DOS
Your Captain has arrived.

Dos strides past the line of boys and toward a large wooden 
staircase at one end of the ground.  

Halfway down is a group of people and that includes John Of 
Gaunt, and the well-dressed and coiffed figure of a ten year-
old boy - this is RICHARD, the son of Black Prince Edward, 
and an heir to the throne of England.

Dos greets them, and leads Richard over to inspect the line 
of boys, chatting conversationally with the young prince and 
his uncle, John of Gaunt.

Richard is fair-featured, thin and pale, with a reddish and 
thick head of hair.

He leads his uncle to a point in front of the line of boys.

DOS
They have completed the 
conditioning and basic skills, and 
are now prepared to undergo serious 
weapons training, your Majesty.

RICHARD
What are their names?

DOS
Sergeant, there, and Privates One 
through Nine, your Majesty.

RICHARD
And we are to train together?

DOS
If that is your will, sire.

Richard steps toward the line of boys to address them.
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RICHARD
I am your Captain.  My name is 
Richard. My father is the Black 
Prince of England, and my 
grandfather is King Edward.  
Someday, I shall be your King.  But 
you will call me Captain, for now.

JOHN OF GAUNT
Your Majesty, we should inspect the 
barracks.

Richard looks back and up at his Uncle.

RICHARD
We should?

JOHN OF GAUNT
Yes, sire.

RICHARD
Very well.

DOS
This way.

He leads them past the line, and off the training ground.  
After a moment, they all turn to look at Sergeant.  

He looks back at them.

INT. TRAINING ROOM - DAY

It is late at night.  Sergeant is stripped to the waist, 
gleaming with sweat, practicing with a quarterstaff.

He appears to have gained some skill. The staff blurs in a 
moving circle. 

Behind him, in the shadows at the edge of the room nearest 
the door, stands Richard.  Watching.

INT. TRAINING ROOM -  DAY

Sergeant and the other nine boys are preparing for sword 
practice, pulling on guards and stiff leather tunics.  

Richard is already dressed, and is showing his mastery of the 
art on a straw dummy.  He appears to be quite talented.

Dos strides into the room, carrying a saber.  
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The boys all come to attention except for Richard, who joins 
the line eventually.

DOS
Further fun with steel.  Your 
Majesty will please spar with Nine, 
and I shall spar with Sergeant.  
Everyone else find a partner.

The pairs spread out through the large room.

DOS
Stop at first blood, half-strength, 
let’s learn to probe for weaknesses 
and work on solid defense.  
Commence.

The six pairs begin to spar.  Richard appears bored as Nine 
continually leaves himself open.

Dos and Sergeant begin to thrust and parry, circling.  Dos is 
obviously a master of the sword, but Sergeant seems to be 
able to hold his own.

Dos presses the issue.  He speeds up, and increased the 
seriousness of his attacks, until Sergeant is bent back and 
nearly overwhelmed -

But now Sergeant is whirling his sword, clashing with Dos, 
and pushing the man back to the center.

Dos explodes with rage, and penetrates Sergeant’s defenses - 
a deep cut, on the arm.  Sergeant is stunned by this, and 
lets his guard down.

The other boys have slowed and then stopped their sparring to 
watch this apparent grudge match.

Dos leaps in for a killing blow -

RICHARD
STOP!

Dos catches himself just in time.  He lowers his weapon.

RICHARD
You said to stop at first blood.  
He is clearly bleeding.  It seemed 
as if you were about to kill him.

Dos bows to Richard.
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DOS
I am sorry, your Majesty.  I was 
carried away by the spirit of 
combat.

RICHARD
You had wanted to attend the Trials 
at Limoges this year, to meet 
Klavier himself on the field as 
First Combatant.

DOS
This is true.

RICHARD
I grant your wish.  You are freed 
from your task.  You may leave.

DOS
Your uncle, sire -

RICHARD
I’ll explain it to him.  Goodbye.

Dos appears offended at first, then, jubilant.  He doesn’t 
even glance at the boys as he leaves the room with a quick, 
victorious stride.

Richard walks over to Sergeant.

RICHARD
My physician will sew you up.  
Let’s go.

SERGEANT
Thank you.

RICHARD
What do you call me?

SERGEANT
Captain.

Richard is momentarily confused by this; then he smiles.

EXT. MOUNTAINSIDE - DAY

John of Gaunt’s cloak streams behind him as he paces back and 
forth in front of Sergeant, Richard, and the nine other boys, 
all carrying quarterstaffs.

18.



JOHN OF GAUNT
Well.  I’ve done my best these last 
few months to teach you the very 
basic skills you’ll need to know.  
From this point forward, the 
challenges will be yours, to hone 
your talents.

He stops his pacing.

JOHN OF GAUNT
Today is more of a field exercise.  
Often in combat, a knight or man-at-
arms must achieve a specific goal 
set for him by his commander, 
sometimes uphill or across broken 
ground, against fierce opposition.

He points up the mountain.

JOHN OF GAUNT
You will compete against each 
other.  This hill is heavily-
defended by soldiers armed with 
quarterstaffs.  They have orders to 
knock you down and keep you down.  
The objective is the ancient castle 
at the top, where waits the fair 
maiden to be rescued.  He who 
reaches her first may claim her 
favors.  Good luck to you all.  
Commence.

The boys hesitate for a moment.  

Richard leads the way, followed by Sergeant.

EXT. MOUNTAINSIDE 

Sergeant and Richard are within ten meters of each other, 
each dodging and fending off several soldiers swinging 
quarterstaffs at them. 

Several other boys can be seen struggling up the hill in the 
distance.

Sergeant is demonstrating great skill with the quarterstaff, 
whirling it over his head and using it to vault to different 
areas, trying to get up the hill.

It’s not enough.  He gets whacked in the head and goes down.
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Richard is successful, at first, and scrambles another 
fifteen feet up the hill before he is felled from the side.  
He lays face first on the ground, stunned.

Sergeant struggles to stand, and starts to smack his way 
toward Richard, who stirs -

- but there are too many men between them, and they seem 
gleefully determined to bring Sergeant down.

He fends off attacks, turns up the hill, and charges, 
wielding his quarterstaff like a magic wand as he goes.

EXT. MOUNTAIN TOP 

Sergeant is exhausted, free of combat for a moment.  He has 
reached the top of the mountain, and catches his breath for a 
second, rubbing his head, and a shoulder.

He sets out for the ruined castle.

INT. RUINED CASTLE 

Sergeant staggers inside of a roofless stone circle, the 
remnants of a citadel of some sort.

A figure stands by an ancient window, looking down the hill.  
She turns -

MEREDITH
I was hoping it would be you.

SERGEANT
Hello.

MEREDITH
Are you hurt?

SERGEANT
Yes.

MEREDITH
You’re supposed to kiss me.

SERGEANT
Oh.

Sergeant walks awkwardly up to her, and presents his lips; 
she laughs, and then reaches for him.  The kiss is deep and 
passionate, and Sergeant’s hair seems to stand on end.
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RICHARD STEPS THROUGH THE DOORWAY.  A group of soldiers 
follow him in, and then the other nine boys.

Richard is stung by the sight of the kiss.

Sergeant leaps back, but Meredith breathes deeply before 
opening her eyes.  She slowly turns to face Richard.

Richard turns away and leaves the room, pushing through the 
crowd, hiding his eyes.  The soldiers follow him.

The nine boys stay, and crowd around Sergeant.

ONE
You did great in that tussle-up, 
Sergeant.  Richard was flat down, 
and you just took off up that hill -

SIX
Are you going to marry her now?

SERGEANT
I -

He looks at Meredith, who flashes him a mocking grin.

SERGEANT
I don’t know if she wants -

MEREDITH
Oh, absolutely.  

SERGEANT
Really?

MEREDITH
Oh, yes.  

SERGEANT
Why would you - all right.

MEREDITH
We’ll have it down in the Hall.  At 
midnight.

TWO
Can we come?

EIGHT
Who’s the priest, then?
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MEREDITH
Six will do.  He’s gotten close 
enough to meeting his maker.  All 
right now, Six?

SIX
I know the words.  I heard ‘em, 
once.  I could do it.

MEREDITH
(to Sergeant)

All right?

SERGEANT
Oh, yes.

Outside, a woman’s voice calling.

WOMAN
Meredith?

MEREDITH
Midnight.

She runs from the room.

The boys crowd happily around Sergeant.

ONE
You’ll have to wear something 
clean.  She’ll be expecting that.

FOUR
And bring her flowers.

SIX
And you have to have a threshold.

NINE
Where are you going to sleep?

SERGEANT
What do you mean?

FIVE
Married people always sleep 
together.

Sergeant is stunned by this new concept, and doesn’t answer.

SIX
The important part is the words.
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INT. MESS HALL - MIDNIGHT

Candles have been lit on various shelves and tables, and the 
room is awash in beautiful candlelight.

Sergeant stands near the kitchen, handsomely dressed in a 
clean white shirt too large for him, with his uniform pants 
and boots.

Six stands facing him.  Sergeant is nervous.

Six notices movement at the back of the room and motions to 
Sergeant.

SIX
She’s ready.

Sergeant turns to behold the sight of Meredith, her hair 
curled with ribbons, wearing a simple dress and veil.  

The boys are all dumbstruck with awe at the sight, including 
Sergeant.

She walks slowly up beside the big table, with a shy smile, 
and moves to stand next to Sergeant.  She faces Six, and then 
turns her eyes to Sergeant.

MEREDITH
All right, then?

SERGEANT
Yes.  

He takes a breath, and turns to face Six.  The other boys all 
draw up behind Sergeant and Meredith, murmuring.

SIX
Dear guests, and family, it is time 
to join these two together in holy 
matri -  uh, marriage.  This man, 
Sergeant, and this woman, Meredith, 
want to get married.  So I say 
these words now - I now say that 
you’re married.  So you’re married.

Meredith turns to hug Sergeant and kisses him, as the other 
boys break into spontaneous applause.

FIVE
Where are you going to sleep?

SIX
Five!
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FIVE
Married people always sleep 
together.  It’s a rule or 
something.

MEREDITH
We’ll sleep in the kitchen, in my 
cupboard.

SERGEANT
We will?  All right.

SIX
Let’s eat!  

As the boys jubilantly head to raid the kitchen, Sergeant 
continues to hold Meredith’s hand.  They look into each 
other’s eyes, and say nothing.

At the very back of the room, completely hidden in the 
shadows -- Richard.  Watching.  

INT. PRINCE’S CHAMBERS - NIGHT

Richard sits on the edge of his vast bed and weeps.

John of Gaunt enters the room, dismisses several guards, and 
sits down next to Richard.

JOHN OF GAUNT
What troubles you, nephew?

Richard turns his tear-soaked face to John, and thinks to say 
something - but changes his mind, sobbing just a little.  

He tries to gain control of himself, but fails.  He sounds 
heartbroken.

JOHN OF GAUNT
Tell me.

EXT. TRAINING GROUNDS - DAY

A wooden trestle of sorts has been dragged into the center of 
the grounds.  

John of Gaunt, Richard, the nine boys in their full uniforms, 
and dozens of soldiers and servants are formally arrayed 
around it.
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Sergeant is dragged by his heels into the center of the 
ground, and his arms and legs locked into manacles on the 
trestle.

His shirt is ripped from him.

JOHN OF GAUNT
You have been found guilty of 
desertion.  The penalty has been 
set at ten lashes.

Sergeant is silent.

JOHN OF GAUNT
Commence.

A soldier steps up with a bullwhip.

His first lash snaps out.  Sergeant’s face reveals his agony, 
but he makes no sound.

With each lash, the faces of those watching begin to wince.  

Richard in particular seems to suffer each lash as if he was 
being whipped.  John of Gaunt notices this.

The nine boys, all at attention, struggle not to lose their 
composure.

With the fifth lash, Sergeant cries out, and tears begin to 
run down Six’s cheeks.

Meredith is at the far end, her mother’s hands on her 
shoulders.  Tears stream down her face, and she too flinches 
with the sound of each lash.

Richard is in moral agony.  He cannot stand the sound of the 
lash, and is about to suffer emotional breakdown.  John of 
Gaunt sees this - and turns to wince a little himself at the 
next lash.

JOHN OF GAUNT
Hold.

The soldier holding the whip looks back.

JOHN OF GAUNT
We show clemency.  Release him.

The two soldiers that dragged Sergeant in release him from 
his manacles and lie him face down on the ground.
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JOHN OF GAUNT
Penalty is considered served. 
Dismissed.

Richard is trembling, pale - he has to be helped from his 
seat by a servant.

The nine boys wait at attention until Richard and John Of 
Gaunt are out of sight, then rush to help Sergeant, who has 
worked his way to his hands and knees.  

As they pull him to his feet, he cries out and pushes them 
away, hiding his face.  

Sergeant picks up his ruined shirt and staggers away, back 
toward the barracks.  The nine boys watch him go.

Richard has glanced back, and sees Sergeant leaving the other 
way.

EXT. COAST OF AQUITAINE 

Sergeant has climbed down a steep trail to a small beach 
below the castle.  He walks up to the water’s edge and looks 
out over the ocean for moment.

Behind him, Richard emerges from the trail.  He runs after 
Sergeant, gasping.

RICHARD
You can’t leave!  You can’t run 
away!

Sergeant turns to look at him.

SERGEANT
The cook told me salt water would 
help it heal.

RICHARD
Oh.

Sergeant walks into the water, and plunges into a wave.  He 
emerges, gasping.

RICHARD
I’m sorry.

SERGEANT
What?

RICHARD
I’M SORRY!
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SERGEANT
It was worth it.

RICHARD
What?

SERGEANT
Nothing.

Sergeant sees something to Richard’s right - Richard follows 
his gaze to see a MAN, walking toward them along the surf.

Sergeant turns - another MAN, and a THIRD MAN from the other 
side, all converging on Richard.

SERGEANT
RUN!

RICHARD
Run?

SERGEANT
RUN!

Richard turns and starts to run toward the steep trail, but 
he is caught by one and then another man, both quite fierce-
looking.  The third man hurries to help.

Sergeant makes his way out of the surf to help Richard, but 
is struck on the head from behind by a FOURTH MAN with a 
small padded club.

One of the men produces two large sacks, into which they 
shove the struggling Richard and the unconscious Sergeant.  

The man with the club whacks Richard on the head, who 
collapses and is sealed into the bag.

EXT. COAST OF AQUITAINE

The group of men are hurrying along a coastal road.

Two of the men carry sacks on their shoulders.

INT. SHIP’S HULL COMPARTMENT

An empty, dark wooden room with the lower hull as one wall.  
Lots of rope and barrels, very small and grungy.

A small door opens - a figure is thrown through the doorway 
into the room.  It is Richard.  He is bruised and quite 
bloody, naked except for a filthy smock.  
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Sergeant follows, in the same condition. 

A roar of mirth rises from the larger room outside, cut off 
by the closing of the door.

Richard sounds as if he cannot breath.  Sergeant rolls over, 
and drags himself toward Richard.

SERGEANT
Come on.

He tries to drag Richard, who resists, and then breaks down 
into uncontrolled, panic-driven sobbing.  

Sergeant tries again to drag Richard up on to a surface made 
by spools of rope - he eventually succeeds.  

Richard half-screams.  Sergeant shushes him, looking toward 
the door.

SERGEANT
We need them to forget about us for 
awhile.

He pulls himself up next to Richard, and tries to comfort 
him, placing his arms awkwardly around him and rocking a 
little.

SERGEANT
Have you ever thought about the 
sky?  The moon?  Do you think it’s 
a place, that you can go?  My 
father said people would, someday, 
a very, very long time from now.

Richard slowly quiets down.

SERGEANT
Or the sun.  And especially the 
stars.  I think we’re like that.  I 
think we’re little bits of light, 
just floating in a black sea, all 
alone, and we can see each other, 
and somehow the light goes between 
us.  Like life is light in the 
darkness.

Richard is quiet.

SERGEANT
Go to sleep.  Sleep makes 
everything better.  Sleep.

They both close their eyes.
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INT. HULL COMPARTMENT 

The small door is flung open, and a CREWMAN in a hurry crawls 
through with a lantern, closely followed by another CREWMAN.

The first crewman raises the lantern to reveal the two boys 
huddled together on the rope piles.

CREWMAN 
This one.  No, they said red hair.  
This one here.  Get him out.

The second crewman scrambles forward and tugs the sleeping 
Richard from Sergeant’s grasp. 

Richard awakens to find himself being hustled back out of the 
hatch, and starts to shriek. 

The two crewmen exit through the hatch, pushing Richard ahead 
of them.  There is much excitement in the room outside.

The first crewman looks back inside at Sergeant, who is still 
groggy and confused.

CREWMAN
You’re all that’s left for tonight, 
then.  Best relax.

He shuts and locks the hatch.  Richard’s cries are cut off.

Sergeant lifts himself up and tries to open the door, but 
collapses in front of it.

EXT. SLAVE MARKET, BARCELONA - DAY

Sergeant stands on a stage surrounded on three sides by 
murmuring purchasers and sellers, of every style of clothing 
and appearance.  

An AUCTIONEER is muttering an indecipherable string, and hand 
signals are indicating bids.

Sergeant is sold, to a large man with thick, beefy arms, a 
balding head of black hair, and a round stomach.

The auctioneer motions, and a helper herds Sergeant to the 
edge of the stage, where he is handed over to the large man. 
He is the BAKER of Barcelona, the owner of the largest bakery 
in the city.

The Baker, without saying a word or looking at him, roughly 
hauls Sergeant by his arm from the market.
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INT. BAKERY - DAY

Sergeant is scrubbing a floor on his hands and knees, as the 
Baker watches and comments in a rapid string of 
indecipherable Catalonian Spanish.  

The Baker leans over and hits Sergeant in the head, hard, and 
then makes a motion for Sergeant to speed up.

Sergeant squints, and speeds up, to the apparent approval of 
the Baker.  

The Baker then kicks him in the buttocks, and shoves Sergeant 
over with his foot, and then yells, motioning that he must 
immediately get back to work.

Sergeant, with a grim face, complies.

EXT. BARCELONA STREET - DAY

Sergeant struggles with an enormous sack of flour on his 
back.  He can barely carry it; it seems three times his size.  

EXT. BAKERY

Sergeant, exhausted, carries the sack down steep stone stairs 
into a basement beneath the bakery.  His effort appears 
superhuman.

INT. BAKERY - NIGHT

Sergeant is curled up in a small shelf space under a counter, 
chewing on a piece of bread.  His eyes are bright with some 
comforting memory.

TITLE: “1392”

EXT. BARCELONA STREET

Sergeant is now twenty-one years old, well-built, with medium-
length dark brown hair and a serious face, dressed in a 
simple brown tunic.  

He carries one of the giant flour sacks over one shoulder as 
if it is a part of him, lightly stepping around obstacles as 
he goes.  He passes many people, but looks at no one.
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Sergeant sees something very bad coming, and tries to hug the 
row of houses and shops, and become invisible; but it doesn’t 
work.

A tall, muscular youth of about twenty-five, wearing rakish 
finery and a gleaming sword, sporting a pointed goatee and 
mustache, leads a band of six other young men, similarly 
dressed.  His name is TORQUE CORTEZ, son of the mayor of 
Barcelona.

They approach and surround Sergeant in pure dog-pack style. 

TORQUE
Flour-baby!  We were looking for 
you!  

Sergeant has stopped, and is standing perfectly still, the 
bag of flour on his shoulder.

TORQUE
Sesso told us that you might 
smuggle something in your flour 
sack.

He steps alongside Sergeant.  A dagger appears in his hand, 
and he expertly slices open the flour bag, narrowly missing 
Sergeant’s hand.

The flour cascades down Sergeant’s right side.  He allows the 
bag to fall to the ground, and looks Torque directly in the 
eyes.

TORQUE
Oh, no.  Look at this.  He wants to 
die today, he begs for it -

Torque brings the dagger to bear on Sergeant’s solar plexus.

Sergeant reacts without thinking, gripping Torque’s dagger 
hand and twisting, stomping on his instep, delivering several 
quick backfists and a heel to the groin -

- a hard turn carrying a haymaker with it -

-and Torque Cortez falls to the ground like a load of bricks.

He doesn’t move.

Everyone freezes, all over the street.

Sergeant turns to face the other six young rakes.  He points 
to the apparent second-in-command.
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SERGEANT
You.

The six men scatter nervously away, looking back.  

In a moment, Sergeant is alone, standing next to the still-
motionless form of Torque.

All eyes are on Sergeant.  There are many witnesses, from 
every angle.

INT. BAKERY - DAY

Sergeant is stripped to the waist, soaked in sweat, pulling a 
round of loaves from the glowing red maw of a huge dutch 
oven.

Someone yells for him, from the front of the Bakery.

Sergeant pulls the last loaf out, leans his paddle against a 
wall, and wipes his hands on his pants.  

He emerges from the back room to find the Baker behind the 
counter, glaring at him, putting a small red sack in his 
pocket.  

A group of well-dressed men are standing inside the doorway 
of the bakery.

Their leader is a round, older man, dressed in a somewhat 
foreign garb, but clearly quite wealthy.  His name is 
BARTOLEMEU BELO, a Portuguese sport-fighting promoter.

BARTOLEMEU
You understand English?

Sergeant nods.

BARTOLEMEU
I have bought you.  You will come 
with me, now.  Do you need to 
retrieve anything?

Sergeant shakes his head, a little tensely.

BARTOLEMEU
Don’t worry.  You’ll be better-
treated than you were here.

Sergeant glances at the Baker, and then crosses the counter 
through an aisle and stands in front of Bartolemeu, who looks 
him up and down.
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BARTOLEMEU
Interesting.  We’ll have to see how 
you’ll fit in.

Bartolemeu shoots a condescending nod at the Baker, who 
continues to glower.

EXT. NEAR BELO ENCAMPMENT, OUTSIDE BARCELONA - DAY

Two orderly rows of perhaps fifteen large brown tents stretch 
out in an orchard, complete with wagons and horses.  

Bartolemeu sits in the back of a carriage across from 
Sergeant as they drive toward the encampment.

Bartolemeu is watching Sergeant closely.

BARTOLEMEU
You’ve got some Northumbrian in 
you, but you’re not from there.  
You’re from the south, below 
London, the coast, perhaps a farm 
near Winchester. 

SERGEANT
I am?

BARTOLEMEU
I’m very good at this.  It is my 
primary talent.

SERGEANT
How?  Can you tell?

BARTOLEMEU
Shape of the face, style of the 
body.  And history.  Minorcan 
corsairs working for the French 
raid the English coast frequently 
for slaves.  The baker probably 
bought you from them.

SERGEANT
My parents lived in a place where 
people threw things away.  They 
were killed.  I was taken to St. 
John’s.

BARTOLEMEU
Ah.  Jolly.

SERGEANT
You know about him?
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BARTOLEMEU
He has a reputation.  Are you a 
real sergeant, then?

SERGEANT
No.  It’s just the only name I 
know.  Besides ‘Boy’.

BARTOLEMEU
Sergeant it is.

The carriage has pulled into the center of the encampment, 
near the largest tent.  Bartolemeu descends from the 
carriage, followed by Sergeant and the other gentlemen.

INT. TRAINING TENT

Bartolemeu takes Sergeant by the arm and introduces him to 
the ten or so people in the training tent.  They nod 
greetings at Sergeant, without apparent hostility.

The first two are gigantic men, in simple training tunics - 
THOTH, and JOHN MORTON.

BARTOLEMEU
This is Thoth, the great Pharaoh.  
Over here is John Morton, from your 
home country.

JOHN MORTON
Hallo.  

SERGEANT
Hello.

Thoth nods.

Bartolemeu gestures toward an older but quite fit man, 
TEMPLAR, who is sitting in a chair, watching them.

BARTOLEMEU
There’s also Templar.  He’s been 
with us longer than anyone.

TEMPLAR
Since Bartolemeu was running a 
freak show in Paris, complete with 
a two-headed woman and a goat-boy.  

BARTOLEMEU
Those were the best of times.
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TEMPLAR
We eat better now.

BARTOLEMEU
Yes we do.  Everyone, this is 
Sergeant. 

Everyone says hello.

BARTOLEMEU
He’s joining our little team for a 
reason I’m sure you’ll all 
appreciate.

He gestures at Sergeant with a flourish.

BARTOLEMEU
This very fellow, with Spanish 
steel at his belly, disarmed and 
incapacitated one Torque Cortez of 
Barcelona, and frightened away all 
the rest of his men.

JOHN MORTON
No.

BARTOLEMEU
Yes.

John Morton stands up and shakes Sergeant’s hand.  

JOHN MORTON
I hate that sneering bastard.  Good 
for you.

THOTH
That little man is quick with his 
blade.  You must have some 
training.

SERGEANT
A long time ago.  A man named Dos.

Everyone in the room snorts derisively.

JOHN MORTON
You were trained by Dos?  The Dos?

SERGEANT
Is that wrong?
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TEMPLAR
Dos was good, very good in his day, 
but he’s know for something else 
now.

THOTH
At the Trial of the Thirty, about 
ten years ago, I saw Dos fight as 
First Combatant against Klavier 
himself.  The French also had 
Colossus fighting on their side, 
who was very young at the time.  

SERGEANT
That’s right. I remember, the 
Captain let him go fight.

THOTH
They played a game with him.  The 
English were all down, and Klavier 
picked up Dos, and he threw him to 
Colossus, and Colossus threw him 
back, and then again.  

TEMPLAR
He was literally squeaking like a 
mouse.  Crying and begging to be 
put down.

BARTOLEMEU
It was very embarrassing for the 
English.

Everyone smiles at the mental image.  Sergeant suppresses a 
laugh with a snort.

BARTOLEMEU
Well.  Let’s get you settled.  We 
leave tomorrow for Paris. 

SERGEANT
I’ve never been to Paris.

JOHN MORTON 
Oh, then you’ve never been 
anywhere, laddy.

INT. PARIS AMPITHEATER - NIGHT

In a dark wooden hallway outside the main arena, John Morton 
is wiping himself down with a cloth as he and Sergeant are 
talking.
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JOHN MORTON
Well, that fellow seemed quite 
frightened of me.

SERGEANT
I’m quite frightened of you.

JOHN MORTON
But I’m such a nice fellow.  

SERGEANT
So everyone says.

JOHN MORTON
I don’t growl, or insult anyone’s 
mother, or gloat afterwards.

SERGEANT
Never.  Always gracious.

Bartolemeu approaches the two.

BARTOLEMEU
Sergeant.  I have arranged a bout 
for you, in the barehanded trials.

JOHN MORTON
The baby leagues?  

BARTOLEMEU
Well.  

JOHN MORTON
I drew Klavier, my first day.  

SERGEANT
You did?  What happened?

JOHN MORTON
Well.  I didn’t cry, or squeak, or 
beg to be put down.

BARTOLEMEU
But he flew up high in the air, 
like a bird on wing.  And he hasn’t 
lost a fight since.  

Bartolemeu turns to Sergeant.

BARTOLEMEU
And you, sir, report to the Black 
Round in half an hour.
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SERGEANT
For the baby leagues?

BARTOLEMEU
Well -

Bartolemeu leaves.

JOHN MORTON
Bare hands!  What could go wrong?

INT. PARIS AMPITHEATER ARENA - DAY

Torches light up a relatively large wooden arena, with many 
rows of seats enclosing a round black wooden stage.

Sergeant stumbles on something as he emerges out of a 
passageway on to the stage, looking a little nervous.

A murmur from the crowd.  

Suddenly, a roaring cheer - 

From the opposing passageway emerges a muscular Flemish 
giant, towering over Sergeant by two feet at least.  He looks 
like he weighs five hundred pounds.

Sergeant is stunned by this sight.  

He recovers when the giant charges him. Sergeant scampers 
away and around behind him.

GIANT
You’re just a little boy!  You need 
to go back home to your mother’s 
arms, babe!

SERGEANT
My mother was murdered.  I’m all 
that’s left.  

GIANT
Ah, come here for the -

The giant reaches out and swipes at Sergeant.

Sergeant waits for an opening, then steps inside the giant’s 
guard and hits him in five or six spots, very quickly.

GIANT
Oh!

He drops to his knees.
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SERGEANT
Sorry.

Sergeant delivers a quick knee under the giant’s chin, who is 
lifted up, and flies backward to land with a crushing FWOOOM 
on the hard wooden stage.

He does not stir.

Sergeant kneels beside him.

SERGEANT
Hello?  Are you all right?  We need 
water!

The Flemish giant’s trainer rushes into the ring and shoos 
Sergeant away.  

The crowd boos.  Sergeant slowly wanders back out through the 
passageway, a little embarrassed.

INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE ARENA

Bartolemeu is pacing in front of Sergeant, as John Morton 
hides his eyes in his hands.

BARTOLEMEU
He was very popular with the crowd.  
The fight lasted all of ten 
seconds.  People are calling for 
their money back.

SERGEANT
I didn’t think about it.

JOHN MORTON 
You have to think about what it is 
we’re doing here.  It’s combat, 
yes, but it’s also a little 
theater.  Good - bad - triumph.    

SERGEANT
But I’m not bad.

JOHN MORTON
No, you just did too good too soon - 
you have to give the crowd some 
time to know you, to get them on 
your side a little, like, oh, that 
poor boy, that must hurt.

SERGEANT
I’m sorry.
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BARTOLEMEU
Well.  I must admit, it was a 
surprising display for a baker.

JOHN MORTON
What’s next?

BARTOLEMEU
Thoth’s win over the Russian likely 
means an invitation to the London 
Trials this year.

JOHN MORTON
Home!  That’s great!

He slaps Sergeant’s arm, flashing a huge grin.

JOHN MORTON
Home!

Sergeant smiles back at him.

INT. SERGEANT’S TENT, BELO ENCAMPMENT - NIGHT

Sergeant sits on a sturdy and comfortable-looking cot inside 
his tent, thinking.

He is alone; but when he looks up, a small boy is facing him.  
The boy is about seven, quite thin but strong-looking and 
heavily tanned, dressed in leather garments.  

His name is KIRLAN.

KIRLAN
Hello.

SERGEANT
Hello.  I didn’t see you there.

KIRLAN
You’re Sergeant.

SERGEANT
Yes.

KIRLAN
My name is Kirlan.  You fought a 
giant today.

SERGEANT
Yes I did.
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KIRLAN
And you won.

SERGEANT
Well -

KIRLAN
Do you know Captain Free?

SERGEANT
I’ve heard that name.  He’s a 
pirate, right?

Kirlan studies Sergeant for a moment, frowning.

KIRLAN
You’re all right.  Pass.

SERGEANT
What?  

He hears a sound just outside the tent, and looks away -

The boy is gone.  Not even a shadow.

John Morton pushes his way into the tent, holding a bottle, 
followed by Templar and Thoth.

JOHN MORTON 
Hallo.  Victory celebration 
entering your tent.

SERGEANT
Hello.  Welcome.  Did you see that 
boy?  Kirlan?

The three men stop dead in their tracks.

THOTH
You met Kirlan?  The death-child?

TEMPLAR
Little boy?  Dark hair?

SERGEANT
Yes.  Strange little fellow.

No one says a word.  They stare at him - finally, John Morton 
walks over and sits down on the cot next to Sergeant.

JOHN MORTON
Sergeant.  Kirlan.  Is a ghost.  
He’s not real.  
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THOTH
He is quite real.

TEMPLAR
He’s a spirit.  Walks through 
walls.  Flies.

SERGEANT
No.  It was just a little kid.

JOHN MORTON 
Kirlan has killed hundreds of 
people.

TEMPLAR
Thousands.

THOTH
He’d be a bad fairy tale if he 
didn’t actually show himself all 
the time.  Before it happens.

SERGEANT
What.  What happens.

JOHN MORTON
He judges.  People.  Groups.  Then 
he just kills everyone he thinks is 
bad.

TEMPLAR
Oh good lord, we’re sunk.  He’s 
here.

THOTH
He killed a whole town last year.  

SERGEANT
This is a joke.

JOHN MORTON 
Tell Bartolemeu you met Kirlan.  
Watch his face.  What did he say to 
you?

SERGEANT
He knew my name, he knew about the 
fight - he said I was all right, 
and then he said ‘pass’.

TEMPLAR
Oh good lord.  You’re safe, and now 
the rest of us have to be weighed.  
I’m doomed.
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JOHN MORTON
He only gets the really bad ones.

THOTH
A whole village.

SERGEANT
Are you serious?  That little kid?  
How?

JOHN MORTON 
No one knows.  He’s like the Black 
Death.  People just start dying.  
And then it spreads.

Thoth makes the sign of the cross.

INT. LONDON SPORTING ARENA - NIGHT

Sergeant is backstage in a small holding room for fighters, 
nervously waiting for his bout.  

He’s wearing a professional fighting tunic, but no armor.  A 
stout-looking quarterstaff leans against the wall. 

A small, mean-looking OLD MAN watches him from atop a wooden 
stool, chewing on an ancient pipe.

OLD MAN
You’ll be facing Pit, you know.    

SERGEANT
Big fellow?

OLD MAN
Bigger.  Not a fellow.  He’s the 
Devil.

SERGEANT
He’s got a temper, then?

OLD MAN
No, he’s the Devil.  Him.  You 
know.

SERGEANT
The Devil?  

OLD MAN
Incarnate.  On Earth.

Sergeant starts to shift his body around.
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SERGEANT
Does he have horns?

OLD MAN
Sharp as steel.  Made in Hell.

SERGEANT
Thanks.  For -

OLD MAN
If I were a young man like you, I’d 
just run away, right now, before he 
gets you, takes you down to the 
everlasting fire.  None’s ever made 
it.  But you could try.

SERGEANT
All right.  Thanks.

A head pokes into the room -

HEAD
Time!

The old man smiles at Sergeant.

OLD MAN
Too late now, boy!  Too late for 
you!  Goodbye to this soul!

He laughs, a little crazily - it spooks Sergeant, who rubs 
his palms against his sides.

Sergeant leaves the room and walks through a series of dark 
corridors to arrive at -

INT. SPORTING ARENA

A much larger crowd greets Sergeant as he emerges from a 
hallway into the main arena, carrying the quarterstaff.  

He makes his way to a large central ring, enclosed by low 
wooden slats.  Bartolemeu is standing next to the ring, 
encouragingly.

Sergeant enters and jumps around in the ring, trying to 
release nervous energy.

The crowd buzzes, evaluating this newcomer.

Suddenly, a roar -
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PIT emerges from his hallway.  He is just as large and 
muscular as the Flemish giant was, but with deep red skin 
showing through bright red armor, and a prominent and deadly-
looking set of horns protruding from his forehead.

Pit carries a trident, and wears an enormous red sword.  His 
legs are covered in fur, and end in giant black boots.

He waves to the ecstatic crowd.

Pit grins evilly at Sergeant, who flinches a little.  
Bartolemeu pats his forearm.

BARTOLEMEU
Don’t worry.  The horns are fake.  
He’s just a man.

Pit turns his head up and releases a ball of flame from his 
mouth.  Sergeant is clearly in trouble.

BARTOLEMEU
Really.  Just a man.  Good luck.

He ducks away rather quickly, leaving Sergeant to face the 
monster alone.

An announcer walks up and stands next to the ring, and 
addresses the crowd in a voice that silences everyone.

ANNOUNCER
Welcome to this evening’s final 
match.  This match is now declared 
started.  Commence.

Pit advances, trident forward.

Sergeant appears unnerved, and is backed against the slats, 
quarterstaff held in front of him.

Pit stabs with the trident; Sergeant barely manages to block 
it, and is slammed back against the slats.

Pit stabs with the trident again and again, pressing forward 
with his enormous bulk, towering over Sergeant.  The match is 
apparently over -

Sergeant suddenly lashes out with the quarterstaff and 
strikes Pit in the midriff - he staggers back.

Pit shifts stances, and uses the trident as a staff, smashing 
the shaft into Sergeant’s staff - and the game is on.
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Around the ring they fight, trident to staff.  Both are 
skilled; Pit is stronger, but Sergeant is faster.  Pit scores 
a few blows, Sergeant fewer.

The crowd is whipped up by this display of martial skill.

Sergeant begins whirling his staff in blurry arcs, using the 
momentum to drive back Pit -

But Pit is huge. He smashes back, driving Sergeant into the 
slats with one mighty blow after another.

Sergeant can’t take it - he’s being driven down, bleeding and 
overwhelmed -

Pit intends to make this the end - he stabs down quickly with 
his trident -

Sergeant is on the floor, holding the trident’s barbed prongs 
inches away from his face, using only the quarterstaff and 
his strength.

Pit roars and presses down to end the show; Sergeant cries 
out, and rolls from beneath the prongs as they plunge into 
the wooden floor.

Sergeant whirls his staff around and strikes Pit in the knee -

Pit staggers back and away, hurt.

Sergeant slowly rises to his feet.

Pit is furious with this turn of events.  He throws the 
trident away, and draws a large, gleaming reddish sword.

He advances stiffly on Sergeant, favoring his injured knee.

His first blow hacks halfway through Sergeant’s quarterstaff.

Sergeant whirls, and the butt of the quarterstaff smashes 
into Pit’s face.

Pit is dazed, and staggers back, holding the sword in front 
of him.

Sergeant leaps forward to attack, foiling Pit’s sword in a 
well-timed series of blows, and ending with a serious blow to 
Pit’s head.

Pit goes down to one knee.

The crowd has gone silent.

46.



Sergeant withdraws from his attack, and stands in a clear 
ready stance - waiting.

Pit, gasping, shakes himself, and rises.  He roars, and 
swings the sword wildly at Sergeant -

Sergeant smacks the sword away, and hits Pit five or six 
times with different parts of the staff, blows almost too 
quick to see -

Pit pitches face-forward on to the ground, and lays unmoving.

The crowd murmurs with amazement.  

Sergeant stands over Pit for a moment, then leans down to 
check on him -

BARTOLEMEU
Don’t touch him!  Get over here!

Sergeant obeys.  

BARTOLEMEU
That was incredible!  Are you all 
right?

SERGEANT
I need water.

BARTOLEMEU
You’ll have wine tonight.  The 
best.  That was amazing.   You - 
beat - Pit!

SERGEANT
I was just surviving.  Where do all 
these giants come from?

Bartolemeu gives him a congratulatory shake of the shoulders.

BARTOLEMEU
You’re a giant-slayer.

Sergeant glances over at Pit’s handlers, now hovering over 
the still-prostrate form -

SERGEANT
I hope he’s all right.

INT. LONDON SPORTING ARENA, BACKSTAGE

Sergeant is being congratulated by John Morton, Thoth, 
Templar, and others.
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JOHN MORTON
Pit’s undefeated.  It’s a big win 
for you.

SERGEANT
How did they make those horns grow 
out of his head?  And he breathed 
fire.

TEMPLAR
That’s the Barber.

THOTH
He’s the biggest promoter in 
London.  He’s got a team of 
fighters, the best in the world.  
Pit was his creation.

SERGEANT
Was it a potion?  

JOHN MORTON
No, he’s a surgeon.  Pit used to be 
a soldier, a damned good one.  The 
Barber dyed him red and stuck those 
horns in his skull.  I don’t know 
how he makes the fire.

TEMPLAR
But he’s good in the ring.  He was 
aiming at Colossus.  Or even Bob 
Kirkpatrick.

Bartolemeu walks in, spots Sargent, and walks over to him.

BARTOLEMEU
Well, you’re famous.

JOHN MORTON
Famous! Told you.

BARTOLEMEU
The Barber - Lord Willingsford has 
offered to buy you from me.  The 
price is more than satisfactory.  I 
have agreed.

Everyone is shocked into silence by this.

BARTOLEMEU
This is quite a step up for you.  
Lord Willingsford’s fame is 
worldwide.  He’s waiting.
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John Morton recovers first.

JOHN MORTON
You’ll be his best, Sergeant.

THOTH
Pleasure having known you.

TEMPLAR
Watch yourself there, in the grand 
halls of kings.  Tricky.

JOHN MORTON
And take Kirlan with you.

TEMPLAR
Yes, please.

The effect on Bartolemeu at hearing Kirlan’s name is 
immediate and intense.

BARTOLEMEU
You?  You know Kirlan?  You’ve seen 
him?

SERGEANT
He came to my tent, in camp.  He 
was just a little boy.

BARTOLEMEU
Oh my god.  You have to leave.  You 
have to leave right now.  Let’s go.  

Bartolemeu seems completely unnerved.  He grips Sergeant by 
the arm and hustles him out of the area.

JOHN MORTON
So long, Sergeant!

SERGEANT
Good bye!  Good luck!

Sergeant is gone.

JOHN MORTON
He’ll need the luck, I’m afraid.

THOTH
You’re next, John.  Or me.  

John Morton shrugs uncomfortably at this, and looks off in 
the direction Sergeant has left.
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THOTH
Templar’s too old to sell.  It’d be 
cruel.

TEMPLAR
The Barber.  Just doesn’t seem 
right.  He’s a lunatic.

JOHN MORTON
He’s rich.

THOTH
I heard a few bad rumors.

JOHN MORTON
I know.

INT. OTHER SIDE OF ARENA

Sergeant walks past the ring with Bartolemeu and into the 
opposing backstage area.

It is a much nicer space, larger and cleaner.  There are 
several fighters and many attendants in the room, including 
one fighter with a cloth draped over his shoulders, hanging 
his head down over in the corner - Pit.

As Sergeant walks in, Pit raises his head and glares 
murderously at him.

The BARBER, Lord Willingsford, is an exquisitely dressed man, 
tall and thin, with an intelligent face.

BARTOLEMEU
Lord Willingsford.  This is 
Sergeant.

The Barber strides over and sociably shakes Sergeant’s hands.

BARBER
I am honored to meet you, and so 
pleased that you would consider 
joining our little team.

Sergeant is silent.

BARTOLEMEU
Sergeant was trained by Dos.  
Before the incident.
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BARBER
That’s - good, I suppose.  Dos was 
quite effective, prior to that.  
Are you a real sergeant?

SERGEANT
It’s just my name.

BARBER
Well.  I believe your performance 
today ranks you considerably higher 
than that.  

SERGEANT
Thank you.

BARBER
Welcome to our family.

Bartolemeu clears his throat, and makes leaving motions.

BARTOLEMEU
Goodbye, Sergeant.  

(to the Barber)
Good day.  

BARBER
Pleasure doing business with you, 
dear Belo.

Bartolemeu leaves somewhat stiffly.

BARBER
Our players - many you might know 
by reputation - Gerald, there, and 
the lovely Sasia -

They each nod in turn.  GERALD is small and thin, with dark 
hair and a long nose.  He has a matched set of daggers 
holstered in his belt. 

SASIA is a large Asian woman, muscular, dressed for combat.

BARBER
- this is Thel Cartane, from 
Belgium, and over there, Versa, of 
Denmark.  

THEL CARTANE is an older, dark-haired man with a fighter’s 
body and a serious face.

VERSA is a Viking, massive and blond.  His axe is enormous, 
and looks heavier than a man could effectively use.
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The Barber pauses for a moment.  His eyes swivel over to 
point piercingly at Pit.

BARBER
And of course, you’ve met our 
famous Pit.  Pit the Devil.  Pit 
the Very Incarnation Of Satan On 
Earth.  Isn’t that right, Pit?

Pit is silent.  His head sinks lower to the floor, as if 
hiding.

BARBER
Well.  Until tonight, that is.  
Tonight he was defeated by this 
man.  He calls himself Sergeant, 
and he has now come to join our 
band of players.  Everyone please 
treat him with generous 
benevolence.

Everyone in the room stares at Sergeant.  

BARBER
We left almost everyone at home, 
just the cream, you understand.  
Pig, there, will be your caretaker.  
Tweak, you help as well.

PIG is man in his late fifties or sixties, quite grizzled, 
but apparently still spry.  He hustles forward to stand next 
to Sergeant.

TWEAK leaps forward - a boy, no more than fourteen.  He 
excitedly takes his place behind Pig. 

BARBER
We’ve had a marvelous tournament, 
with one exception, and I shall 
grant you all a night of 
celebration when we reach home.  
Sergeant, I shall see you there.  
Good night, all.

The Barber exits.  

Sergeant looks over the room again - none are smiling.  

Everyone is looking away now, except for Pit, who has lifted 
his head to look at Sergeant.

With deep hatred.  

Pig tugs at Sergeant’s elbow.
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PIG
Beg pardon, lord, come with us and 
we’ll take you home and set your 
quarters. I’m old Pig, a’ this is 
Tweak, who’s not the brightest, but 
his mama gave him up anyway.

TWEAK
Hey!

PIG
Not a word do you speak.  Hurry 
home ahead and fetch linens.  Do 
it!

Tweak is off and running, 

PIG
He’s not a bad lad, just dropped on  
his head.  Follow me, sir, if you 
will.

Sergeant nods and turns towards the door.

Pit keeps his murderous gaze on Sergeant’s back as he leaves.

CARTANE
Looks all right.  Heard Dos trained 
him.  And he’s still alive. Imagine 
that.

No one replies.

INT. SERGEANT’S QUARTERS, WILLINGSFORD COMPOUND - DAY

Sergeant is standing in the center of a large room, with a 
giant bed against one wall, and myriad tables, shelves, and 
cupboards.  

Pig chatters as he bustles around the room, setting up 
things, and making the bed.

PIG
Well, you had a fight tonight.  
I’ll get your sleeping clothes 
ready, and bring in some stew and 
bread from the kitchen.  Anything 
you want, you just ask me.  The 
lord takes excellent care of his 
players.  Just you wait.

Pig finishes making the bed.  Sergeant walks over to it and 
pats the linens.  
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SERGEANT
I don’t understand life.  Why am I 
here?

Pig is momentarily taken aback.

PIG
You’re here to survive.  And then 
to overcome.  And then to help. And 
live your life a free man.

Now Sergeant is surprised.

SERGEANT
Are you a free man?

PIG
Oh, yes, I am that, sir.

SERGEANT
Are you married?

PIG
Oh yes sir, to the most beautiful 
woman in the world.  Grace.

SERGEANT
You have children?

PIG
Six or seven.

SERGEANT
I’m - not free.  I was sold today.  
For the second - third time in my 
life.

PIG
Begging your pardon, sire, but 
having witnessed your action today, 
I might assert that, especially for 
you, freedom comes from within 
oneself.  It is a decision.

SERGEANT
You’re - you’re saying -

PIG
Off I go to the kitchen, for the 
best of Brandywine, who is the 
finest cook on earth.  And please, 
sir - sit down and rest.
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He bustles out of the room.  Sergeant watches him go, 
thinking, and then slowly, carefully, sits down on the bed.  

He rubs his hand on the linen, marvelling.

He looks around the room, and then up at the ceiling, a 
little astonished.

He falls slowly back on to the bed and closes his eyes.

INT. TRAINING CHAMBER, WILLINGSFORD HOUSE - DAY

Sergeant follows Tweak into a large, dimly lit training area 
outfitted with any number of strange wooden machines, and an 
ancient and stained ring at one end.

Gerald is exercising, lifting leather handles attached to 
ropes that extend down through the wooden floor.

Inside the ring stands JED, a formidable-looking block of a 
man in his fifties.  His right eye is hazed over, and he is 
quite heavily scarred.

JED
Hello.  Come on up, then, lad.  
Come on inside the ring.  There. My 
name is Jed. 

SERGEANT
I’m called Sergeant.

JED
Yes, I have heard, and I heard that 
you defeated Pit at the arena.  
That’s never happened before, I can 
tell you.  I trained him, after 
all.

SERGEANT
Sorry.

JED
No.  Don’t be sorry.  So you’ve got 
some training, a rumor I heard said 
from Dos.

SERGEANT
When I was a boy.
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JED
I can tell you from personal 
experience that until that terrible 
day, at the Trial of the Thirty, he 
was quite an effective combat 
specialist.   

SERGEANT
I believe you.

JED
I knew him well.  He loved the 
quarterstaff.  Do you love the 
quarterstaff?

Sergeant is confused.  

SERGEANT
I know how to use a quarterstaff.

JED
Well, there now, there’s your flaw.  
Tweak!  Put the mediums on him.

Tweak hustles over to a wall, and with great difficulty picks 
up a large boot from a rack.  

He struggles to carry it into to the ring, and unlocks a 
clamp that opens the boot, revealing that it is made of iron.  

TWEAK
Please, step in sir.

INT. TRAINING CHAMBER 

Sergeant stands in the ring with both his feet in iron boots - 
and his hand encased in large iron fists that look very 
heavy.

In the opposite corner stands Gerald.  Jed is between them.

JED
Right.  Now, Gerald is going to 
attack, as you will defend.  
Commence.

Jed steps out of the ring as Gerald steps forward.

Sergeant lifts a foot - and discovers that he now weighs a 
ton.

Gerald smiles nastily, and pulls his twin daggers from his 
belt.
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Sergeant staggers, trying to get used to the burden - he 
stumbles, and manages to right himself just as Gerald lashes 
out with a dagger and scores his right side.

Sergeant manages to adopt a sort of fighting stance, 
straining to keep his hands up in defense.

Gerald darts in and makes small cuts in Sergeant’s torso - he 
just can’t move fast enough to counter.

Nothing helps Sergeant as Gerald dodges past his ponderous 
arms to score humiliating wounds, small but bloody.

Jed just watches.

Gerald is beginning to mock Sergeant now, just with his eyes.

He reaches in almost delicately and flicks his knife across 
Sergeant’s face, leaving a thin red line down along his cheek 
and neck.

Sergeant backs away into a corner with loud, heavy thuds of 
the iron boots, giant metal hands in front of him.  

Gerald follow him and circles, looking for another opening.

Sergeant turns himself a little to the side Gerald has chosen 
- then a little more, as Gerald presses in. 

Suddenly Sergeant has swivelled around Gerald - he presses 
forward with his hands -

- and Gerald finds himself trapped in the corner, daggers 
useless against the wall Sergeant’s hands are making.

Sergeant now exerts himself with a fury, and begins a 
ponderous rhythmic punching motion with his giant metal 
hands, enough so that Gerald is suddenly in serious trouble -

JED
Hold!  Hold it!

Sergeant falls back, and stops punching.

He’s bleeding from everywhere, out of breath.  He can’t hold 
the hands up any longer, and steps back slowly, with heavy 
thuds.

Gerald is dazed, with a bloody face.

JED
Well done, then.  All right, 
Gerald?
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GERALD
All right.

JED
Go to the infirmary.  Sergeant, you 
stay.  I’m going to show you what 
you did wrong.

Sergeant just breathes air like it’s life itself.

INT. SERGEANT’S QUARTERS 

Sergeant opens the door and enters to find a woman lying on 
his bed.

Her name is Shika (Shee-ka).  She’s a young and beautiful 
Indian girl, about seventeen, dressed in a sari.  

Sergeant doesn’t see her for a moment - then she sits up.

SHIKA
Hello.

SERGEANT
Oh.  Sorry.  I didn’t -

He has been roughly sewed up and bandaged, but is still quite 
bloody and exhausted.  Shika springs from the bed to help 
him.

SHIKA
What happened to you?

SERGEANT
Gerald.  Who are you?

SHIKA
I’m Shika.  

SERGEANT
All right.  

He has no idea who she is.

SHIKA
I’m assigned to you.  I’m your -

She gestures at the bed.

SERGEANT
Oh.  Sorry.  
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He winces at something - and shuffles a little over toward 
the bed, with Shika helping him.

SERGEANT
Listen.  I’m married.  So -

He shakes his head.

She looks around at the walls, nervously, and then speaks 
quietly.

SHIKA
You have to take me.  If you don’t 
take me, it’s very bad for me.  You 
don’t understand.

Sergeant shakes his head again.

SHIKA
No.  Please.  We don’t have to do 
anything.  Just pretend.  Let me 
take care of you.  I can help you.  
Nothing else.  

SERGEANT
I could use some water, right now.

He works himself back on to the bed, and collapses into the 
perfect white linen.

When Shika returns with a wooden cup of water -

He’s dead asleep.

INT. SERGEANT’S QUARTERS - MORNING

Sergeant wakes up in bed to a strange sound.  His face is 
clean - he’s been washed, and his head is resting on a 
pillow.

Curled up beside him, head on his shoulder, is Shika, fast 
asleep.

On his chest lies the source of the sound - a large, gray 
cat, staring down at him, loudly purring.

SERGEANT
You’re very loud.

Shika stirs -

SERGEANT
Oh!  Hey!
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His arm is underneath her head - she wakes up as he pulls it 
out from beneath her -

SHIKA
Good morning.

Sergeant tries to sit up, and grimaces as something strains a 
stitch.  The gray cat jumps off of his chest.

SERGEANT
Oh.  That hurts.

SHIKA
You shouldn’t move.  Stay.  Right 
there.  I’ll get the medicine Pig 
dropped off.

SERGEANT
Pig was here?

SHIKA
You don’t have to go to train until 
this afternoon.  You should sleep.

SERGEANT
Whose cat is this?

SHIKA
Yours.  I named him Beeswax.

Sergeant looks himself over -

SERGEANT
You cleaned me up.

SHIKA
Yes.

SERGEANT
Thank you.

SHIKA
It’s my job.

Sergeant regards her silently.

EXT. MOUNTAINSIDE - DAY

Jed rides a large warhorse behind Sergeant as Sergeant runs 
up a steep trail, wearing a thick iron vest, and not much 
else.
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Jed curses and drives him mercilessly.  Sergeant is bathed in 
sweat, his scars livid, his face set in a desperate grimace.

INT. TRAINING CHAMBER

Jed screams at Sergeant as he struggles to lift and hold an 
enormous iron lifting-pillar over his head.

INT. TRAINING CHAMBER

NAGAYARI sits waiting near the ring as Sergeant arrives, 
followed by Tweak.  He’s in his late fourties, and quite 
short and thin.

Sergeant has been neatly bandaged, but a few fresh wounds are 
bleeding through.  Nagayari looks him over.

NAGAYARI
Foolishness.  Do you require 
treatment?

SERGEANT
I’ve had worse.

NAGAYARI
If you can bear it, I’d like to 
show you a few things.

He reaches behind him and pulls out a sheathed samurai sword.

He holds the sword in front of him, and draws the sword from 
the scabbard with a religious awe.

NAGAYARI
A work of art.  This sword is the 
last made by Masamune, sixty-five 
years ago.

SERGEANT
It’s beautiful.

NAGAYARI
It is composed of alternating 
layers of the hardest steel and a 
softer iron, the metal folded 
millions of times in the hottest 
fire, until it becomes this.

SERGEANT
Are you a samurai?

Nagayari is silent for a moment.
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NAGAYARI
No.  But I know them.  It’s all 
blustery nonsense to me, you know, 
like most males.  “Give me that’, 
or ‘I am your master’ - it’s so - 
like little children.

SERGEANT
I know about that.

NAGAYARI
I’m sure you do.  The world is full 
of children.  Anyway, I don’t want 
anybody to get chopped up, so I 
brought some wooden swords, called 
bokkens, it’ll give you the feel of 
it.  Ready?

SERGEANT
Never.

Nagayari stands up, creaking and popping as he does.

NAGAYARI
Ohhh.  Oh, dear.  I’m an old man.

He yawns.

INT. TRAINING CHAMBER

Sergeant stands inside the ring, holding his practice sword 
in front of him.  Nagayari is just assuming a start position.

NAGAYARI
Let’s start off slow, just get into 
the dance, and then we’ll speed it 
up.

SERGEANT
All right.

Nagayari darts to one side and whirls gracefully around, 
lightly clicking his practice sword against Sergeant’s.

Sergeant ripostes, and the two circle each other, responding 
to each other’s movements.

Each takes turns, offense, then defense, ending with polite 
taps of the sword -

- but these grow louder with each moment.  The speed 
increases slowly at first -
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Nagayari performs an unusual maneuver, lightly tapping 
against Sergeant’s torso and springing away.

Sergeant steps up the pace.  The swords begin to whirl 
faster, CLACK CLACK CLACK -

Nagaryi succeeds again in penetrating Sergeant’s defense, 
tapping him lightly under his chin, and withdrawing - all in 
a flash.

Sergeant turns up the volume.  The two are a single blur of 
wooden streaks -

Nagayari’s blunt tip is poised against Sergeant’s chest, and 
Sergeant is off-balance and staggered, arms spread wide.

Sergeant looks down at Nagayari’s bokken - 

SERGEANT
You’re like smoke.

NAGAYARI
Oh.  I’m so sorry, I forgot you 
were all cut up - are you all 
right?

SERGEANT
I’m all right.  That was - how you 
twisted your axis in the middle of 
a forward motion -

NAGAYARI
You saw how I did that?  You use 
the sword as a counterweight.

SERGEANT
I’ve never seen anything like what 
you were doing.

NAGAYARI
Yet you adapted.  You are an 
adaptor.  Let’s go get you 
rebandaged.  

SERGEANT
Is that it?

NAGAYARI
You understood, right?

SERGEANT
Yes.  I think so.
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NAGAYARI
So practice it. We’re done.  Come 
on, we’ll soak in the hot water for 
awhile before dinner.

SERGEANT
That sounds good.

INT. DINING HALL - NIGHT

Sergeant has been rebandanged and is wearing clean clothes 
and looking presentable.  He follows Nagayari in.

The hall is filled with fighters and attendants, musicians 
and women.  

The Barber is not present, but Jed, Cartane, Sasia, Versa, 
and Gerald are all at a large central table, along with other 
fighters.

Pig sits at a table next to them.

In a dim back corner - the form of Pit, who watches Sergeant 
enter.

The tables are piled with fruit and meats, breads and 
gravies.  Everyone is already eating as Nagayari seats 
himself at the center table, motioning for Sergeant to sit 
down. 

Many eyes are on Sergeant as he sits across from Nagayari.

CARTANE
The wonder lad!  At dinner!

SERGEANT
Hello.

CARTANE
Hello yourself.  I heard about your 
picking on poor defenseless Gerald 
here, with your big metal hands.

SERGEANT
Sorry.

Gerald glares a little at him.  He appears quite battered.

CARTANE
When they did that to me, I just 
fell down and bled a lot.
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JED
You were out for two weeks.

CARTANE
Yes.  It was marvelous. 

NAGAYARI
Foolishness. 

JED
Training.

NAGAYARI
Cruelty.

JED
Life is cruel.

NAGAYARI
Man need not be.

An awkward silence ensues as Jed chews on bread and stares at 
Nagayari, who seems unperturbed.

Cartane leans toward Sergeant.

CARTANE
Pit’s watching you, boy.

It’s true.  Pit is glaring over at Sergeant, the horns on his 
head pointed directly at him.

SERGEANT
I should go talk to him.

The others at the table laugh at this.

VERSA
You already shamed him.  You would 
only gouge the wound.

JED
You just leave the man be.  He’s 
got a lot on his mind.

CARTANE
A lot of Bob Kirkpatrick.

Cartane takes a bite, and looks over at Sergeant again.

CARTANE
You know why he hates you so much?
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SERGEANT
No.

CARTANE
The Barber treats his fighters 
well.  The best food, and servants, 
and money.  You even get someone to 
love, and a pet of some sort.

His voice lowers a little.

CARTANE
The first time you lose, the Barber 
doesn’t punish you - he takes a 
finger from your woman, and then 
beats her, and your pet.  If you 
lose twice, he takes an arm, or a 
leg, depending on how much money, 
and the pet is done.

He looks down at his plate.

CARTANE
Third loss - is your loss.

He shrugs.

CARTANE
Which is why it’s so mysterious 
that Jed’s still alive.

Everyone at the table reacts with restrained humor.

JED
Shut your gob.

CARTANE
Oh, yes sir.

A commotion at one end of the hall draws their attention -

People are panicking, leaping away from their tables and 
fleeing for the exits.

The fighters remain seated.  Versa sees something 
approaching.

VERSA
It’s the ghost.  The death-child is 
in this hall.

JED
Jesus.
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Everyone but Sergeant and Nagayari gets up and leaves, trying 
not to look cowardly, but running away nonetheless.

Within moments, the entire dining hall is completely empty, 
except for Sergeant, Nagayari, and Pig -

- and a young boy walking towards them - Kirlan.

Sergeant looks over at Pig, still eating at the table next to 
his.

Nagayari is devouring his food, oblivious.

Kirlan walks up casually and seats himself next to Sergeant.

SERGEANT
Hello, Kirlan.

KIRLAN
Hello, Sergeant.  

SERGEANT
Everyone’s scared of you.  

Kirlan turns around and looks at Pig.

KIRLAN
Not everyone.

Sergeant looks at Kirlan, strangely.

SERGEANT
Where - did you come from? 

Kirlan takes up an abandoned hunk of bread, and gnaws on it 
as he speaks.

KIRLAN
I was made.  By a man.  He takes 
children, and changes them.  He 
laughs a lot.

SERGEANT
Mr. Jolly?

Kirlan is startled.

KIRLAN
You know St. John’s?

SERGEANT
I saw him take a brother and sister 
away.  More than ten years ago.
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PIG
Jolly’s a foul stain of a man.

KIRLAN
Yes, and some would fain mercy for 
him.

PIG
He’s a special case, I think.

KIRLAN
Everyone’s special.

Kirlan continues to eat as he turns back to Sergeant.

KIRLAN
You said you didn’t know Captain 
Free.

SERGEANT
I don’t.

KIRLAN
What have you heard?

SERGEANT
He’s a pirate.  

NAGAYARI
Captain Free is an honorable man 
trying to lift the world. Can’t be 
done, but he’s making a difference, 
and that deserves respect. 

KIRLAN
He preys on pirates.  He attacks 
slavers and their ports, and haunts 
them at every turn.  Yet he avoids 
all killing.  

NAGAYARI
Once I saw the White Fleet from a 
sand bar - ten white ships, all 
white, and smooth, and I could see 
the Captain and his beautiful wife, 
sitting on the deck of the biggest 
ship, having breakfast.  The 
cannons were gold.  It was amazing.

KIRLAN
He has a secret island.

NAGAYARI
They call it the Land Of The Free.
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SERGEANT
Really?  Is everyone free?

PIG
Free to starve.  And it’s bloody 
cold, and there’s no wood.  I hear.

NAGAYARI
I’ve heard it is a paradise of the 
future.

KIRLAN
I’ve never been there.  I want to 
go someday.

PIG
Maybe when you grow up enough to 
stop killing everybody you come 
across.

KIRLAN
I didn’t kill you.

PIG
Well, that’s a relief, now.

KIRLAN
It’s not really killing.  I prune 
away the rotten stuff.

NAGAYARI
Judge, jury and executioner.

KIRLAN
I always make sure.  Only the 
worst.  The rest is myth.  We’ve 
had this talk before.  

NAGAYARI
Yes we have.

KIRLAN
I cannot stop.  So I must choose.

PIG
Choose to stop killing?

KIRLAN
Only those who don’t need it.

SERGEANT
What is all this?

Kirlan looks at Sergeant.
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KIRLAN
Ask your Captain.

SERGEANT
My Captain?  Richard?

Kirlan turns, and pads away into the darkness.

INT. SERGEANT’S QUARTERS

Sergeant sits on the edge of the bed as Shika cleans the 
room.

SHIKA
If you had seen Kirlan, you would 
not be alive.

SERGEANT
But I am.  

SHIKA
He is a form of demon, a ravenous 
beast hungry for souls, and he 
takes the shape of a small boy as a 
jest.

SERGEANT
I don’t know.  He seems all right.  
He says that he only kills evil 
people.  It’s not right, but he 
doesn’t seem like some sort of evil 
spirit.  He’s like - this tall.  
And he’s funny.

She walks over and sits down on the bed next to him.

SHIKA
I’ve never seen him.  I’ve only 
heard stories.  I’m scared.  Will 
he come here, do you think?

SERGEANT
I - what are we going to do 
tonight?  I should sleep in the 
corner, make a bed.

Shika looks around at the walls.

SHIKA
No.  No, please.  They’ll know 
we’re pretending, and I’ll be taken 
away.  Please.  Nothing will 
happen.
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SERGEANT
It doesn’t feel right.

SHIKA
Where is your wife?

SERGEANT
I don’t know.

SHIKA
They watch everyone carefully.  If 
we sleep apart, I’ll be replaced.

SERGEANT
I love my wife.  Do you understand?

SHIKA
Yes.

Two loud knocks at the door -

SERGEANT
Come in.

The door swings open, and Pig enters.

PIG
Sorry to disturb your lordship, but 
the Barber has requested your 
presence to measure for new armor.

SERGEANT
All right.  We’ll talk later.

SHIKA
Good bye.

Sergeant and Pig exit.

INT. HALLWAY

Pig turns back to talk to Sergeant as he leads him toward the 
Barber’s quarters.  

PIG
Are you satisfied with Shika, then?

SERGEANT
It’s not like that.

PIG
Better be.  Or next time it’ll be a 
younger girl.  Or a boy.
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SERGEANT
I’m married.

PIG
Really?  I didn’t know.  For how 
long?

SERGEANT
Eleven years.

PIG
Really.  You would have been - ten 
years of age.

SERGEANT
Yes.

PIG
I see.  How long has it been since 
you’ve seen her?

SERGEANT
Eleven years.

PIG
Ah, true love.

SERGEANT
Yes.

PIG
Wonderful thing, isn’t it?

Both men are silent.

INT. BARBER’S QUARTERS

Pig stands by as Sergeant sits in a chair waiting for the 
Barber.

The Barber enters briskly, carrying a flat piece of metal in 
pincers.  

He sets the items down, removes his cloak, and picks them up 
again to show to Sergeant.

BARBER
My most beautiful creation yet.  
Incredibly thin layers of 
damascene, interwoven with our own 
carboned iron at very high 
temperatures, prove the perfect 
stopping plate.  
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Not even arrows at range can 
penetrate.  We then attach a 
corrugated leather back, that is 
designed to provide connected air 
circulation and perspiration 
exhaust channels to prevent 
overheating, as well as providing 
padding.  You can also see the 
interlocking lips on each piece, 
which allows us to design the full 
suit in two hundred and forty-four 
separate parts.  It will fit like a 
second skin, and weigh less than 
two stone.  You’ll become 
invincible.

Sergeant nods to show he’s listening.

BARBER
You’ll need to add more muscle 
before we fit you with it, and 
quickly.  Mr. Pig -

PIG
Aye, sir.

BARBER
More lifting of weights.  More beef 
in the diet.  An abundance of clean 
water.  And plenty of rest, with 
your lovely companion.

Sergeant does not react.

BARBER
We need you - as large as possible.  
Let’s measure what we’re starting 
with, shall we?

INT. SERGEANT’S QUARTERS - NIGHT

The room is pitch black.  A rustle - another sound -

SERGEANT
Stop it!

He leaps up from the bed in the darkness.

SERGEANT
Don’t ever do that again.  Do you 
understand?  You’ll have to leave.
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SHIKA
All right.  I’m sorry.

SERGEANT
I’m married.  I haven’t seen her 
since I was a boy, but I can feel 
her.  Someday -  you can’t ever do 
that.

SHIKA
All right.  Please lie back down, 
before they see.  

Sergeant gets back in bed after a moment.

SHIKA
I didn’t understand.  I do now.  
I’m sorry.

SERGEANT
All right.  Go to sleep.

Neither of them close their eyes.

INT. LONDON SPORTING ARENA - NIGHT

The arena is packed, full of cheering, drinking, brawling, 
unwashed people.

They roar with ear-splitting intensity as -

Pit, lying in the ring on his stomach, dazed, is stomped on 
by a victorious BOB KIRKPATRICK, an enormous Scottish warrior 
clad in a kilt and nothing else.

BOB KIRKPATRICK
This is what Scots do to the Devil!

He step hard on Pit’s upper back, and seizes both of Pit’s 
horns -

With a mighty heave, both horns are wrenched free, pulling 
chunks of skin with them -

Pit screams as the horns break free of his skull.  Blood 
pulses from the gaping wounds in his forehead that remain.

Bob Kirkpatrick laughs, and holds up the horns - the crowd 
ROARS with delight.

Pit crawls desperately for the edge of the ring.

An OFFICIAL scurries to the center of the ring -
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OFFICIAL
BOB KIRKPATRICK WINS!

PIT
Vera!  VERA!  Oh god, no! VERA!

Bob Kirkpatrick stomps down hard on Pit’s back, and throws 
the horns out into the wildly cheering audience.

INT. SERGEANT’S QUARTERS

Sergeant is being tended to by Shika, who is cleaning a few 
minor wounds.

SERGEANT
I did all right.  He was fast.  
Very fast.  

SHIKA
I’m glad you won.

SERGEANT
Gerald said Pit lost to Bob 
Kirkpatrick.

A WOMAN’S SCREAM echoes throughout the compound; it is an 
awful sound, and seems to penetrate the very walls with 
agony.

Sergeant leaps up, and is out the door and running down the 
hallway.

INT. COMPOUND 

He crosses several large rooms, following the continuing 
screams -

He runs down a large and ornate corridor that ends in a heavy 
wooden door, guarded by eight soldiers.

SERGEANT
What’s happening?

SOLDIER
None of your business, sir.  Go 
back to your quarters.

The woman screams terribly, from behind the door, and falls 
silent -

SOLDIER
Go back to your quarters NOW, sir.
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The rest of the soldiers draw up and aim themselves at 
Sergeant threateningly.

Sergeant thinks about it, then steps back and turns away.

He walks back to his room - as he leaves one of the large 
chambers, he hears a man weeping.  

The weeping grows louder.  He passes an open door and looks 
in as he passes by.

Inside the room is a nightmarish Pit, his head bloody and 
unbandaged, streaked with filth and tears.  He sobs 
uncontrollably. 

Next to him, lying on the cold stone floor - a dead dog.

INT. SERGEANT’S QUARTERS

Sergeant grips the edge of the bed as he talks in a low but 
intense voice to Shika.

SERGEANT
It’s so wrong.  It’s sickness.  I 
can’t abide these feelings.  How 
can people do these things?

SHIKA
It is the world.  It is how the 
world works.  I came here - I was 
sold to the Barber, by an 
Englishman who bought me from a 
Turk who bought me from the 
Timurids.  Do you know them?

SERGEANT
No.

SHIKA
Timur descends from the Mongols.  
They came to our village in 
Bengali, killed all the men, took 
all the women, all the children, 
and sold us as slaves.  He likes to 
build pyramids of human heads 
outside cities he captures.  
Hundreds of thousands of human 
heads, hundreds of feet high.  They 
killed all my family.  They raped 
my mother to death.  Do you 
understand?  
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SERGEANT
Yes.  

SHIKA
If I were a man, and I had such 
power as yours, I would kill anyone 
who tried to stop me from being 
free.  

SERGEANT
Where would you go?

SHIKA
To the Land Of The Free.

SERGEANT
Kirlan said that.  You know about 
Captain Free.

SHIKA
Oh, yes, he is a very great man who 
rules over all the Free People.  He 
sinks slave ships everywhere, and 
rescues the slaves, with his White 
Fleet and Golden Cannons and his 
beautiful wife.  He was sent from 
heaven to help the world grow.

SERGEANT
It sounds so nice.  I wonder if 
it’s true.

SHIKA
I know it is.

SERGEANT
I’ve belonged to someone all my 
life.  I don’t understand freedom.  
What do you do?

SHIKA
Grow food.  Raise a family.  Play 
music.  Whatever you wish.

He looks away, as if the idea hurts.

INT. TRAINING ROOM

Sergeant faces Jed in the ring.  Jed turns, and walks to one 
corner, retrieving a staff - but of a different sort.
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It is made of a brass-colored metal, with four inch solid 
metal orbs at each end.  The staff itself is intricately 
grooved, with spaced leather grips.

Jed tosses the orb-staff to Sergeant, who catches it 
perfectly, as if born to it.

Sergeant slowly twirls it, then throws it up, catches it -

He becomes a brass-colored blur for a moment, then slows.

SERGEANT
Nice weight.

JED
It’s yours.  Goes with your new 
armor.

Sergeant spins the staff in a relaxed but amazing pattern.

SERGEANT
More useful than horns.

Jed stares at him.

JED
Pit lost.  That’s what happens.  
It’s life.

SERGEANT
His loved one paid the price.

JED
I don’t make the rules, little man.  
I train.  And let me advise you - 
I’ve survived twenty-five years 
with the Barber, fifteen of it in 
the ring as a champion.  And I did 
that by doing my job and staying 
out of his business.  

Sergeant doesn’t reply.  He just continues swinging the 
staff.

JED
You can’t run away.  He’s 
everywhere.  He runs most of the 
slave trade on the Continent.  He 
knows everybody and everything.  
You have to survive this.  Become 
what he intends to make you, and 
survive it, and maybe you’ll grow 
old as a free man.
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SERGEANT
No alternative.

JED
No.  I’ve seen what you’ve become.  
You’re better than I was in my 
prime.  You could rule this ring, 
for many years, with all the wealth 
and fame and women that it brings.  
Anything you want, feared by all.

SERGEANT
I feared Pit.  Now I pity him.

JED
DAMN YOU! Pit is alive, his woman 
is alive.

SERGEANT
His dog’s dead.

TWO ATTENDANTS appear at the edge of the ring.  Jed stalks 
angrily out of the ring.

ATTENDANT
Fitting time, sir.

With a last look at the retreating Jed, Sergeant steps out of 
the ring and follows the attendants out of the room.

INT. SURGICAL ROOM

The room is lit by a glass skylight, and lamps with focusing 
devices.  In the center of the room is a large black chair, 
similar to a dentist’s chair.

Tables are piled with towels and other fabrics, and some 
tables have an array of surgical instruments.

Sergeant eyes everything as the attendants lead him to the 
chair.

ATTENDANT
Please sit in the chair.

Sergeant eases himself into the chair.

ATTENDANT
Drink this.

He holds a cup up to Sergeant, who sniffs it, then sips it, 
then finishes the cup.
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The attendants wait patiently, hands folded in front of them, 
as Sergeant begins to fade from consciousness.

He looks around, as if in slow motion - he sees the 
instruments, and strange stoppered bottles of yellow-green 
fluid, and then to the far wall, a maze of laboratory tables 
filled with chemicals, crucibles, oil-burners and copper 
tubing.

Something bothers him about all this - he tries to shake 
himself awake - and passes out.

FADE TO BLACK.

Clinking sounds.  Metal on metal - slithering wire coils - 
rough cleaning, low voices.

The sounds continue, alternating, endlessly as -

INT. SURGICAL ROOM

A SILVER WIRE is drawn by pincers into the air until tight - 
is that blood?

Softer sounds.  Padding being settled - tapping - clinking.

CLOSEUP OF

A METAL PLATE , gleaming like gold in the light, pressed 
against a clean and smooth patch of skin.  The workmanship of 
the plate is astonishing.  

The center is slightly convex, the many edges merging with 
others in thin, rounded lines.  On the bottom, a dark 
corrugated layer of leather.

A HAND appears, and delicately, lovingly, inserts a sharply 
rounded needle into a hole in the plate, to emerge from 
another hole - 

The needle is threaded with silver wire.

Blood wells from the holes, and is sponged away by a white-
glove hand.

More wells up, and again the hand sponges it away.

The metal gleams redly now.

CLOSEUP OF

Sergeant’S FACE, unconscious, eyes moving beneath closed lids 
as the Barber issues quiet commands -
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INT. SURGICAL ROOM

A TABLE, filled with heaps of bloody rags, framed against 
filthy stone walls.

FADE TO BLACK.

The sounds continue - and then fade.

INT. HALLWAY 

Sergeant is lying on a wheeled platform, rolling down the 
hallway, jostled by the uneven floor.  

His entire body, including his head, is covered with the 
gracefully-shaped metal plates; only his eyes and mouth can 
be seen.

He is bleeding, all over, from every seam.  The plates are 
soaked with bright red blood.

His closed eyes keep filling with blood as one of the 
attendants continues sponging it away - the wheels of the 
platform rumble over the floor, shaking Sergeant’s body -

INT. DIPPING ROOM

A bright red and gold Sergeant is wheeled into a large, dark 
room that contains four rectangular vats suspended under a 
wooden trestle-structure.

Gloved hands lift his body from the wheeled platform and on 
to a stone table next to the first large trough of dark 
liquid.

A metal tray hangs from chains that slide along the 
structure.

Sergeant’s eyes flutter open, causing an expression of dismay 
from one of the attendants. 

BARBER
(dimly)

More.

One attendant sponges away blood while the other lifts 
Sergeant’s head and tries to get him to drink from a cup.  

He weakly coughs some of it up, the liquid flowing down the 
sides of his face -
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Muffled curses from the Barber.  More sponging - the blood is 
flowing freely.

An attendant pulls the metal tray over next to the stone 
table holding Sergeant.  It rides smoothly on its wheeled 
track.

The Barber returns from a table with a strange device 
constructed of black metal.

An attendant lifts Sergeant’s head from the table as the 
Barber fits the device - it covers Sergeant’s eyes, mouth and 
nostrils with fitted cups, and then clamps against the back 
of his head.

The mouthpiece of the device has two long metal breathing 
tubes projecting up several feet into the air.

Two attendants paint a tarry substance around each cup, and 
then tighten the device.

BARBER
Paint the remainder, please.

The attendants turn Sergeant on his side.

They begin to paint the tarry substance on Sergeant’s 
genitals, and other sensitive parts.

The Barber walks from the table and down the row of vats, 
inspecting each one carefully.   

At the end of the vats is a man-sized and deep rectangular 
bowl filled with fine white powder.

The Barber rubs some between his fingers - satisfied, he 
returns to the table containing Sergeant.

The attendants have finished painting Sergeant’s privates, 
and have turned him on to his back.  

The breathing tubes stick up in the air.  He looks like a 
giant bright red, black and gold insect.

BARBER
On to the tray, please.

The attendants wrestle Sergeant on to the metal tray.  The 
breathing tubes wave around.

The attendants adjust Sergeant’s position until he is 
centered on the tray, then maneuver the tray over the first 
vat.
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BARBER
Lower.

One attendant moves to turn a wheel on a block and tackle rig 
attached to the structure -

- and the tray carrying Sergeant lowers into the first vat.

FROM ABOVE

Sergeant’s masked face recedes into the dark liquid, which 
begins to bubble and froth, like acid.

CUT TO BLACK.

Sounds - of contortion, of muffled, dim underwater screaming.  

And the sound of boiling acid.

INT. DIPPING ROOM

The Barber issues terse commands - the process speeds up now.

BARBER
Up.  Over.  Lower.

The attendants work as a well-practiced team as they lift the 
tray from the first vat, shift it over on the overhead 
tracks, and quickly lower into the second vat.

BARBER
Up.  Over.  Lower.

The attendants repeat the process for the third vat.

BARBER
Up.  Over.  Lower.

The fourth vat is a clear liquid.  They leave Sergeant in for 
a moment.

BARBER
Let’s get him into the bowl, 
please, and coat him well.

The attendants raise Sergeant, pull the tray next to the long 
bowl of white powder, and wrestle him into it.

They then reach into the bowl and lift handfuls of the white 
powder, shaking it over Sergeant’s form.

83.



They turn him on his side, and lift his arms and legs, all 
the while seizing up handfuls of the white powder and sifting 
it over every inch.

BARBER
Good.  Let’s clean him up.

He reaches down into the bowl and begins to loosen the head-
mounted device.

INT. SERGEANT’S QUARTERS - DAY

Sergeant opens his eyes slowly to see Shika, wiping his face 
with a wet cloth.

SHIKA
You’re awake.  You need to drink 
this.  Here.  Careful -

FADE TO BLACK.

INT. SERGEANT’S QUARTERS

Shika is gazing down into his eyes.

SHIKA
Are you in there?  Drink.

INT. SERGEANT’S QUARTERS

Sergeant is lying on his bed, propped up by pillows. 

He is entirely covered in gleaming metal plates.

The plates form intricate patterns, molded perfectly to fit 
his body, head, and face - they shine even in the dim light 
of the room.

Shika is sitting on the bed, watching him.

He tries to speak - with great difficulty.

SERGEANT
Sh - sh - sh -

His face contorts with pain, and then his body -

SHIKA
Oh!  You need to drink this -
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She picks up a cup from the floor and puts it to Sergeant’s 
lips - only about a quarter makes it in, most splashing on to 
the bed.  He coughs, and she keeps pouring, and soon he leans 
back, exhausted.

INT. SERGEANT’S QUARTERS

Sergeant awakens to find Pig looking into his eyes.

Pig looks angry, horrified - a little guilty, perhaps.

PIG
I can’t believe he did this to you.

Sergeant’s eyes open fully.  He winces as he tries to speak.

SERGEANT
Wh - what happ - uh -

PIG
The Barber made you a special suit 
of armor.  Weighed very little, and 
made to fit your body.

Pig lowers his voice and leans forward slightly.

PIG
Each edge had holes, so they could 
be sewn together, I thought.  But 
he used them to attach - to - 
they’re sewn to your skin.

Sergeant struggles to raise his right arm, and sees his new 
metal skin for the first time.

SERGEANT
What - 

He makes a sound of desperate grief, a strangled cry -

PIG
I’m sorry.  I didn’t know.  The 
Barber sent me away on an errand, I 
just got back.

Pig leans closer.

PIG
We’ll get this off you.  I know a 
good surgeon, the best in the 
world.  Don’t worry.  I’m - sorry.

Sergeant looks away.  His eyes are full of tears, and pain.
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PIG
We’re going to put an end to this, 
Sergeant.  I swear it.

The door of the room swings open - the attendants.

Pig gives Sergeant a long, meaningful look, and then turns 
away.

The attendants enter purposefully - Sergeant’s eyes widen -

- and Pig’s shoulders hunch lower with each step, as if he is 
carrying the weight of the world.

FADE TO BLACK.

A pitch-black silence.  The sound of bubbling - and distant, 
muffled screaming that grows closer -

INT. SERGEANT’S QUARTERS - NIGHT

Sergeant rolls out of bed violently, and smashes into the 
floor.

He screams in pain.

SHIKA
Sergeant!  

In the dim light, she gets out of the bed and rushes over to 
where Sergeant lies prostrate and agonized on the floor, 
vomiting with shock.

She places her hand on his shoulder.

SHIKA
I’ll get help.

She runs from the room - Sergeant convulses on the dark 
stone.

INT. SURGICAL ROOM

Sergeant is once again in the surgical chair.  He is 
conscious, but severely drugged, and coated with a white 
paste.

The two attendants are methodically bending and extending 
every joint of Sergeant’s body - physical therapy.
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INT. SURGICAL ROOM

The attendants are each holding one of Sergeant’s arms as he 
sits on the transport table.

He’s nervous - they forcibly pull him from the table and on 
to his feet.

He walks a few feet with their help -

- and goes down hard when they try to let go.  

They lift him, to make him try again.  

He’s in agony.

INT. TRAINING ROOM - WEEKS LATER

Sergeant walks awkwardly into the room, closely followed by 
the attendants.

Jed and Gerald are waiting in the ring, now lit by a large 
candlelit chandelier.

The attendants guide Sergeant into the ring, and then 
withdraw.  

They join a group, seated in the shadows - the Barber, and 
many gentlemen.  The Barber’s soldiers are standing all 
around the rear walls.

Sergeant stands in the ring, his metal skin now gleaming in 
the candle light.  

JED
Tweak.  The heavies.

Tweak emerges from the shadows and tries to pick up one of 
the iron boots - but fails.  Another young assistant has to 
help him.

INT. TRAINING ROOM

Several other assistants have now joined Tweak and the first; 
they stand back now and leave Sergeant standing in the middle 
of the ring with the iron hands and boots locked to his hands 
and feet.

The strain is apparent.  He can barely stand.  He is still in 
pain.
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JED
Commence.

Gerald smiles as wickedly as the first time - he anticipates 
a little revenge -

He closes in on Sergeant, probing for a weak spot.

He lunges, and stabs - the blade THUNKS against the armor.

Again, and again, Gerald stabs wickedly, with both daggers.

Sergeant experiences the attack as fist blows - they rock him 
a little, weighed down as he is - but he keeps his balance, 
and is not harmed.

Gerald growls with frustration, and sheathes his daggers.  He 
strides over to the corner of the ring, and picks up 
Sergeant’s gleaming metal orb-staff.

Gerald swings the staff with all his might, and delivers a 
smashing blow directly to Sergeant’s chest.

Sergeant staggers back, the heavy iron boots smashing into 
the ring floor and making it shake.

Gerald winds up for the killing blow, right to the face, full-
power -

Sergeant blocks it with his hand.  The orb THUNKS off the 
solid iron hand and careens wildly.  Gerald almost loses 
control of it.

Sergeant has had enough.  He steps forward, thunderously, and 
then again, and Gerald is forced back, unable to get his 
balance for another swing -

Sergeant moves faster now, and roars at Gerald with an 
intense rage born of bitter frustration -

Gerald is once again in trouble.  Sergeant is moving even 
faster now, and Gerald is running out of room to move -

Sergeant swings a giant fist, hard, and Gerald flies out of 
the ring and lands on the training room floor.

Gasps of astonishment from the shadows -

JED
Hold!

Sergeant swings again, and splinters a thick post at the edge 
of the ring.
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JED
Hold, damn you!

Sergeant howls at him, and swings a fist - Jed has to leap 
out of the ring to avoid serious injury.

Sergeant is in a full-blown rage now, as if every moment of 
his life up to now is exploding within him.  He stomps around 
the ring, smashing every post in reach.

The soldiers react by crowding the ring - Sergeant jumps from 
the ring, cracking the stone floor where he lands, and chases 
them around, scattering them like pins.

Is is havoc.  The guests are backed into a corner of the 
training room as Sergeant storms around, apparently having no 
trouble at all overcoming an ever-increasing number of the 
Barber’s soldiers -

In a feat of truly superior strength, he cracks a huge 
support beam with a blow of the iron fist.  Dust drifts down 
like snow from the ceiling.

The soldiers withdraw at this sight - but the Barber steps 
forward.

BARBER
Amazing performance.  Better than I 
had hoped.  I wish your lovely 
companion could be here - what is 
her name?  Shika?

Sergeant stops.  His hands fall heavily to his sides. 

BARBER
We have a lot of work to do to get 
you finished and ready for the big 
show.  Off you go.

The Barber gestures to the two attendants, who emerge to 
unbuckle Sergeant’s iron boots.  They look a little nervous.

Sergeant’s head hangs down, his chest heaving.

INT. PREP ROOM, LONDON COLISEUM - DAY

Sergeant sits on a table as the attendants help the Barber 
bolt his visor into place.  Jed watches.

The visor covers Sergeant’s nose and mouth with clever 
stylized baffles for breathing, and covers his eyes in a 
wraparound slice of thick dark glass.
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Nothing human shows.

BARBER
There.  You should be able to see 
quite clearly, in all directions.

(to the attendants)
Coat the base of his feet, please.

(to Sergeant)
I’ll be watching with Shika, in my 
booth.  A delightful young lady.    
Good luck to you.  

He removes his gloves and tosses them on a table as he leaves 
the room.

The attendants prepare to coat Sergeant’s feet with some type 
of thick, clear, sticky substance.

JED
I didn’t know, you know.  We never 
get to know.

Sergeant says nothing from behind his alien-looking visor.

JED
You’re lucky.  Before Pit came out, 
there was one - the Barber tried to 
put an extra set of arms on him.  
He smelled awful after a few days, 
and it took him forever to die.  
Terrible.  

Sergeant doesn’t reply.

Jed looks at him for a moment, then huffs a little in 
frustration at Sergeant’s unresponsiveness.

He leaves the room.  The attendants finish with Sergeant’s 
feet, and begin a final polish of his armor.

INT. LONDON COLISEUM - DAY

The place is huge, and packed to the rafters.  The noise is 
incredible.  

The sun lights up a large center ring, with two figures 
locked in combat.  

An enormous painted banner hung on one side proclaims in huge 
letters, “COLOSSUS”.

Underneath, in smaller letters, “The Champion Of The World”.
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Sergeant gleams, his armor soaked with blood and sweat -

Not his.  COLOSSUS strains over Sergeant, an enormous human 
being, thick in every dimension.  The blood on Sergeant comes 
from him.

Sergeant maneuvers to one side of Colossus, and almost 
manages to back-trip him -

ROARING, Colossus twists violently, grabs Sergeant by an arm 
and a leg, and HAULS HIM UP INTO THE AIR.

Suspended twelve feet up in the air, Sergeant seems helpless.  

Colossus shakes him back and forth violently, and Sergeant’s 
free leg and arm fly out at angles, his head whipping back 
and forth -

Enough.  Sergeant collects himself, and launches a downward 
attack on Colossus - he manages to kick Colossus in the head, 
pretty hard.

And it’s just enough.  Sergeant rolls down the body of the 
slightly-stunned Colossus, desperately punching and kicking 
all the way down.

Sergeant pops back up and becomes a golden fury, a haze of 
blows that strike Colossus with increasing accuracy -

Colossus goes down to one knee - Sergeant prepares to renew 
his onslaught -

Colossus collapses.  The fight is finished.  

The audience has gone completely silent.  No one moves.  The 
REFEREE and other officials look on with open mouths.

Finally, the curly-headed Referee enters the ring, and jogs 
over to stand near Sergeant.  

He looks down at Colossus.

REFEREE
Colossus?

Colossus lays on the ring floor, unconscious.

The Referee grabs Sergeant by the wrist, and raises his arm 
in the air.

REFEREE
The winner is - the MECHANICAL MAN!
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The crowd pauses for a microsecond - and then EXPLODES with 
roars of marvel and disbelief.

As officials, trainers, and others enter the ring, Sergeant 
stands mute, unmoving, head down.

INT. LONDON SPORTING ARENA

Bob Kirkpatrick staggers in the middle of the ring, pawing at 
the air.  He has a swollen eye, and is sweating profusely, 
bleeding heavily, and breathing hard.

Sergeant darts back and forth, dodging Bob’s every effort.

Bob Kirkpatrick stops, for a moment, as if dizzy -

BOB KIRKPATRICK
Oh.  I can’t -

He collapses to the ring floor like a ten-ton weight.  The 
floor shakes so hard that the REFEREE is almost knocked off 
his feet.

Sergeant stands ready.

The Referee hurries over to check on Bob - he’s out.

REFEREE
THE MECHANICAL MAN!

The crowded arena rocks with a maelstrom of thunderous noise.

Sergeant seems to slump a little.  He tries to wipe his 
forehead - metal softly clacks against metal.

He looks at Bob Kirkpatrick’s prostrate form - and then looks 
down at the floor.

EXT. FIELD OUTSIDE LONDON - DAY

A large, round ring is marked off by wooden railings.

Inside it, Sergeant is whirling his metal staff in sweeping 
arcs, warding off three SWORDFIGHTERS.  

Each of the Swordfighters is obviously skilled.  They attack 
in a coordinated fashion, quickly, and with intense energy.

Sergeant, however, seems to effortlessly defy their worst 
efforts.  He parries, and sweeps, and clears areas with his 
gleaming staff in a methodical fashion - 
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The Swordfighters form a triangle around Sergeant, and become 
steel blurs, attacking furiously -

One, two, three.   The Swordfighters are lying on the ground, 
unmoving.  Sergeant stands mute and at attention, perfectly 
still.

He has become quite the machine.

The field of spectators seems to extend to infinity - and 
ERUPTS in cheers.  

An OFFICIAL, one of many, enters the ring and approaches 
Sergeant with a suspicious and cautious glare.  

He seems to be trying to peer beneath Sergeant’s visor, to 
see if he really is a machine -

Sergeant ignores him.

INT. BARBER’S QUARTERS - DAY

Sergeant stands silently, without his visor.  The Barber 
regards him thoughtfully, holding a small glass bowl of wine 
in his hand.

He sips from the bowl.

BARBER
You are my finest creation.  In 
less than one month, you have 
become the most famous fighter of 
the era.   I find myself amazed.  I 
have made a very large fortune, and 
I am ecstatic, almost ebullient 
with the joy of success.  Thank 
you.

Sergeant doesn’t reply.  The Barber drinks again.

BARBER
There is only one possible 
competitor left of any merit.  A 
new fellow, employed by your old 
master Bartolemeu Belo.  

The Barber seems miffed by Sergeant’s continuing impassivity.

BARBER
They call him the Wolf-Man.  
Apparently he covers himself 
entirely with fur, which I find 
amusing.  
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The perfect conflict - the Beast 
versus the Machine, the Past 
disappearing under the onslaught of 
the Future - quite beautiful -

SERGEANT
My skin is burning.

The Barber speaks from within the bowl.

BARBER
Well.  I’ll increase your 
medication and paste applications.

Sergeant doesn’t reply.

BARBER
Very well.

An uncomfortable silence.

INT. SERGEANT’S QUARTERS

Sergeant sits on the edge of the bed, staring forward.  

Shika sits on the bed slightly behind him, rubbing the 
rounded seams in the metal skin of his shoulder with a cloth, 
a worried look on her face.

Beeswax sleeps next to Sergeant’s gleaming leg.  Sergeant 
reaches down to pet him - and realizes he can’t feel it.

INT. LONDON SPORTING ARENA, BACKSTAGE

Sergeant waits, his visor removed, sitting on the table.  The 
attendants and others are bustling about, preparing him for 
the fight.

Shock - Colossus bends down under the doorway to enter the 
room.  Everyone freezes -

COLOSSUS
May I speak with you?

ATTENDANT
No.

SERGEANT
Yes.

The attendant glares, but doesn’t protest.
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COLOSSUS
My name is Wendell Morton.  My 
brother has asked me to deliver a 
message to you.  His name is John.

SERGEANT
You’re his brother?  He never -

COLOSSUS
He said this: “Look in the mirror.”

SERGEANT
Look in the mirror.

COLOSSUS
Yes.

SERGEANT
Is he all right?

COLOSSUS
Quite well.  Is it true that a 
defeat for you means the mutilation 
of a loved one?

SERGEANT
Yes. 

COLOSSUS
You can’t live like this.  You will 
have to do something about it.  
Captain Free will help you, I’m 
sure.

SERGEANT
Captain Free?  Help me?

COLOSSUS
You don’t know - ah.  I must go.

SERGEANT
What should I do?

COLOSSUS
Only you can know that.  

Colossus turns to go, then pauses -

COLOSSUS
It helps a little to have lost to 
an honorable man.  

He leaves.  Sergeant watches him go.
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INT. LONDON SPORTING ARENA 

In the ring stands the WOLF-MAN, covered from head to toe in 
black fur.  He carries no weapon but a pair of razored steel 
claws that extend from wrist harnesses.

He looks strong.

The crowd is huge, and boisterous.  An ANNOUNCER steps into 
the center of the ring.

ANNOUNCER
TONIGHT - MAN BATTLES NATURE IN THE 
FIGHT FOR THE FUTURE!

He gestures at the Wolf-Man.

ANNOUNCER
THE WOLF-MAN!

THE CROWD CHEERS.

The Announcer gestures to the opposite corner -

ANNOUNCER
THE MECHANICAL MAN!

THE CROWD GOES WILD as Sergeant walks in from the hallway and 
enters the ring. He carries his metal staff with him.

Pig, Tweak, the attendants, and other staff trail behind.

Sergeant stands perfectly still once in the ring, his visor 
aimed directly at the Wolf-Man.

Suddenly he turns, and tosses his staff out of the ring - Pig 
snatches it out of the air.

A REFEREE enters the ring as the Announcer exits.

REFEREE
COMMENCE FIGHTING!

He backs swiftly out of the ring.

The Wolf-Man moves first.  He leaps forward; Sergeant repels 
him and counters - 

- and the fight is on.  The two trade blows in a rapid 
fashion, kicking and punching in vicious harmony, faster and 
faster until -
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- they REALLY kick up the pace.  The Wolf-Man’s claws grate 
and slash at Sergeant’s armor, then - they angle in and up, 
trying to get an edge under the visor -

Sergeant feels it working, and flips his head back to 
dislodge the claw.  

The Wolf-Man PUSHES Sergeant off-balance, then LEAPS after 
him, riding Sergeant down to help deliver a crushing blow.

The fall looks like it hurts.  The Wolf-Man immediately goes 
after the visor, trying to smash it to one side, or get an 
edge under -

Sergeant is overwhelmed.  The Wolf-Man manages to RIP AWAY 
THE VISOR - Sergeant’s eyes, nose, and mouth are revealed -

The CROWD REACTS.  

The Wolf-Man aims a swift blow at Sergeant’s eyes -

- and is catapulted over Sergeant by a well-placed knee, 
landing awkwardly on his back.

Sergeant rolls over and tries to get to the Wolf-Man before 
he recovers, but it’s too late. He’s up.

They clash again.  This time, though, Sergeant uses his armor 
to absorb blows, working his way in close -

Sergeant springs the trap, and delivers a blurring series of 
punches to different parts of the Wolf-Man’s body, driving 
him back -

The blows are brutal, and well-placed.  Sergeant ends up 
astride the dazed Wolf-Man, fur clenched in one fist, the 
other poised for the knockout blow -

The Wolf-Man is breathing hard, looking up at Sergeant, 
waiting -

Sergeant suddenly thrusts his head forward, and looks 
directly into the Wolf-Man’s eyes.

They stare at each other for a long moment.

Sergeant releases the Wolf-Man’s fur, unclenches his fists, 
and stands up.

He looks down at the prostrate Wolf-Man, then offers him a 
hand.

The Wolf-Man accepts it.  Sergeant hauls him to his feet - 
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They continue to stare at each other as the Referee and 
Officials swarm around each them.  Bartolemeu Belo pull the 
Wolf-Man away to a corner.

Sergeant watches him go, resisting the attempts by the 
attendants to pull at him.

Finally, he turns and exits the ring.

The Wolf-Man is watching, through the crowd.

INT. LONDON SPORTING ARENA, BACKSTAGE

Sergeant is walking down a hallway toward his prep-room.  He 
turns a corner - a door, and three figures standing outside 
of it.

John Morton, Thoth, and Templar.

Sergeant stops - his eyes light up -

SERGEANT
John!  Thoth!  And Templar.  I 
can’t believe it’s you.

JOHN MORTON
Look what they did to you, boy.

TEMPLAR
Barbaric.

THOTH
Does it hurt?

SERGEANT
Yes.

JOHN MORTON
Damn Belo’s hide to hell.  We all 
heard stories about the Barber.  We 
just hoped -

SERGEANT
Not with my luck.

JOHN MORTON 
My message -

SERGEANT
I looked in the mirror.  I saw 
myself.
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Bartolemeu Belo and the Wolf-Man turn the corner, almost 
running into Sergeant.

BARTOLEMEU
Oh!  Dear God!

SERGEANT
Hello, Bartolemeu.

Sergeant and the Wolf-Man regard each other.

JOHN MORTON
We thought he was you, at first.

BARTOLEMEU
Yes, a remarkable resemblance.  

SERGEANT
Why - do we look so much -

WOLF-MAN
I don’t think we look alike. You 
look like a shiny toy.

SERGEANT
What?  But I can see, it’s in your 
face.  Your face is my face.

The Barber turns the corner, walking fast with men behind 
him, and PLOWS into Bartolemeu and the Wolf-Man.

Sergeant braces them from falling forward.

The Barber recovers, and shoots a look of pure hatred at 
Bartolemeu, who flinches.

Then the Barber turns to glare at Sergeant.

BARBER
Home again?  How pleasant to gather 
with old friends.  Did you know 
that Bartolemeu has contested the 
results of the match as 
inconclusive?  Fascinating then, to 
find you here.  Perhaps we’ll speak 
more of this later.

A flash of fear passes across Sergeant’s face.

The Barber strides off without a word, with his men behind 
him.  

Behind Bartolemeu, a PAGE appears - he sees the Barber 
walking off down the hallway.
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PAGE
My Lord!  My Lord!  An urgent 
message!

The Barber turns and waits for the Page to scurry over and 
hand him an ornate parchment.  

The Barber unrolls it, and scans the contents.  A great smile 
crosses his face.  

He turns back to glance at Sergeant - and then disappears 
down the hallway.

JOHN MORTON 
Good luck, lad.  

SERGEANT
Good to see you all.  Goodbye.

He nods at the Wolf-Man, who nods back, and then walks 
quickly off down the hallway, following the Barber.

WOLF-MAN
He won fairly.

BARTOLEMEU
Don’t say another word.

INT. SERGEANT’S QUARTERS - DAY

Sergeant bursts through the door to find the room empty.  He 
searches frantically around every corner -

SERGEANT
Shika?  Shika!

He turns and bolts from the room, heading down the hallway.

INT. HALLWAY 

Sergeant races down the narrow dark corridor, clearly 
panicked.  He runs directly into the solid bulk of Cartane, 
stepping out of a doorway.

CARTANE
Woah!  Hello, what’s this?

SERGEANT
Have you seen Shika?
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CARTANE
Your woman?  Good lord, did you 
lose?

Sergeant doesn’t answer - but his face shows fear.

He passes Cartane in a hurry, and runs down a 

SERIES OF HALLWAYS

SMASHING into walls, he turns sharp corners at speed, until 
he reaches -

INT. OUTSIDE LAUNDRY ROOM 

Shika is emerging from the laundry room, carrying a woven 
basket.  Sergeant CAREENS around the corner, HITS the wall 
hard, and makes stone chips and sparks fly.

SHIKA
Sergeant!  Sergeant?

Sergeant windmills to a stop, and stands staring at Shika, 
breathing hard.

SERGEANT
Shika?  Shika!  You’re all right!

SHIKA
What, did you lose?

SERGEANT
Not really.  But I didn’t win.  

SHIKA
What?  What do you mean?

SERGEANT
Listen, let’s just go - back - I’ll 
tell you there.

A HUGE BELL SOUNDS, throughout the compound.  From behind 
Sergeant, a SERVANT emerges -

SERVANT
Lord Killingsworth is calling 
everyone to the main hall!

SERGEANT
What for?

SERVANT
I don’t know!  
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The servant runs off down the hallway.

SERGEANT
Maybe it’s not us.

SHIKA
How could you not win?

SERGEANT
I won, he just - looks like me.  
Exactly.

SHIKA
He is related?  Do you have a 
brother?

SERGEANT
I don’t know.  But I beat him.  I 
just didn’t really -

SHIKA
Let’s go to the hall.  There’s no 
where else to go.

SERGEANT
I’m sorry.

SHIKA
No.  Shh.  I know.

INT. MAIN HALL, KILLINGSWORTH COMPOUND - DAY

The entire staff of the compound is present.  Sergeant and 
Shika arrive late, and take places at the rear of the hall.

SERGEANT
There’s hundreds of people here.  I 
had no idea.

The Barber enters, followed by several advisors and other 
staff.  He steps up on to a small wooden riser.

BARBER
Ladies and gentlemen, I have urgent 
and great news to impart.

A murmur from the assembled crowd -

BARBER
Please.  We have received a formal 
invitation from His Majesty King 
Richard the Second Of England.  
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We are invited to provide three of 
our finest fighters to compete for 
England at the Trial Of The Thirty 
to be held in Aquitaine in twenty 
days.  This is an incredible honor, 
and represents a magnificent prize 
for our little family.  

He claps his hands with excitement, like a little boy.

BARBER
The French have fielded the 
superior team for five years.  Now 
we have been given the charge to 
rescue our King’s honor, and to 
advance the cause of our nation.

He seems overwhelmed with emotion for a moment.

BARBER
It is said - that the two greatest 
champions the world has ever known 
fight on the side of France, and 
that England must certainly fail 
again.  Jean Boucicaut and his 
brother Geoffrey have defeated 
every continental champion of our 
day.  Last year, they held the 
Lists at St. Inglevert for over 
thirty days.  This has never been 
done.  Ever.  

Recovering, he straightens, and searches out certain faces in 
the crowd -

BARBER
It’s up to us.  We’ll be leaving 
for Normandy immediately.  Everyone 
- please prepare!

He steps down and exits the hall, followed by his retinue.

SERGEANT
Richard.

SHIKA
You speak as if you know him.

Sergeant’s eyes grow distant.

SERGEANT
Meredith may still be with him.
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SHIKA
Meredith?

SERGEANT
My wife.

Shika’s face falls slightly - she hides it quickly.  

Sergeant doesn’t notice.

INT. COVERED WAGON - DAY

Sergeant is wrapped in a cloak, swaying with the motion of 
the wagon, apparently asleep.

Pig watches him, as does Shika.  Tweak is curled up asleep  
in a corner.

PIG
Mr. Sergeant... sir... Mister 
Sergeant...your lordship...

Sergeant opens his eyes.  They look red-rimmed, with the 
surrounding skin swollen.

PIG
We’re nearly there, sir.  Aquitaine 
Castle. 

Sergeant comes fully awake.  He moves to the back of the 
wagon, and opens the flap.

It is the same road that his childhood kidnappers had escaped 
on. 

He sits back on the wagon seat, and rubs his eyes.

SERGEANT
What’s wrong with me?

PIG
I have some of your medicine, sir.  
Should make you feel better.

Sergeant accepts a bottle of milky fluid, and drinks from it.

SERGEANT
Thank you, Mr. Pig.

PIG
May I ask you, sir - how long has 
it been since you’ve been here?
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SERGEANT
Ten years.  More.

PIG
What happened?

Sergeant drinks, and considers this question.

SERGEANT
I was chosen by John of Gaunt from 
among the boys at St. John’s 
Orphanage to serve as a toy soldier 
for Richard the Second, Son of the 
Black Prince, heir to the throne of 
England.  I fell in love with a 
kitchen girl.  We got married.  

Shika looks away.

SERGEANT
I was whipped.  When I came down to 
the beach, to wash the marks, 
Richard followed me, and we were 
both kidnapped.  By Minorcan 
Corsairs.

Pig leans forward, suddenly intent.

PIG
You were kidnapped?  With Richard?

SERGEANT
He was ransomed.  I was not.

PIG
Good Lord.  I had no idea it was 
you. 

Sergeant looks at him, a little confused by this.

SERGEANT
I was sold to the Baker, then to 
Bartolemeu Belo.  Now I am the 
property of the Barber.

PIG
No man can be owned.

Sergeant looks at Pig, appraisingly.

SERGEANT
Do you know Captain Free?
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SHIKA
Oh, I love Captain Free!  So 
handsome, so brave.  And his 
beautiful wife.  They will save the 
world some day. 

Pig looks down at the floor.  He sighs heavily.

The WAGON DRIVER pulls a front covering away to reveal a 
magnificent view.

A beach, framed by a steep cliff.  

At the top of the cliff, a castle.

DRIVER
Aquitaine Castle!  We’re here!

Sergeant gazes up at the sight as the wagon trundles forward.

EXT. THE FIELDS AT AQUITAINE  - DAY

On an enormous span of flat grass bounded by rows of tents to 
either side, TWO ROWS EACH OF FIFTEEN HEAVILY ARMORED MEN 
carrying a multitude of weapons face each other.

Their mirror-bright armor glows silver-white in the sun.

Sergeant gleams like a golden god among them.  He carries 
only his staff, and is standing perfectly still. His visor 
renders him perfectly inhuman.  

Further along Sergeant’s side of the line are Thel Cartane 
and Versa, the giant Viking.

On the opposing side, Sergeant sees Thoth, and directly 
across from him, two large and muscular men who look like 
twins.  

These are JEAN and GEOFFREY BOUCICAUT, the great heroes of 
France, dressed in matching and perfectly-fitted armor.  Both 
are watching Sergeant closely. 

Everyone else on both sides looks quite fierce and warrior-
like.  The Best.

Many officials and attendants are woven throughout the two 
lines; at a signal, they withdraw behind the combatants.

EXT. THE FIELD AT AQUITAINE - DAY

STEEL AND BODIES CLASH. 
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GIANTS ROAR.

Men die.  Men are down.

It is a bloody, primitive mess.

EXT. THE FIELD AT AQUITAINE - DAY

It is the end.  

Only four figures remain; the Boucicaut brothers, Sergeant, 
and Thel Cartane.  The field is full of fallen men.  

The remaining four are streaked with blood and filth, and 
appear beaten and battered, even Sergeant. 

The Boucicaut brothers attack first.  Jean runs and leaps 
forward directly at Sergeant.

Geoffrey sprints for Thel Cartane.

Sergeant whirls his staff, and makes a forcefield with it.  
Jean can’t penetrate, and feints around the edges.

Geoffrey, however, appears more than a match for Thel 
Cartane, who falls back, off balance.

Thel Cartane falls.  Geoffrey is beating him down into the 
earth with his sword, as Cartane barely fends off the 
onslaught -

Sergeant turns and attacks Geoffrey, driving him away from 
Cartane -

He finds himself facing both Boucicaut brothers.

Sergeant stops, and stands perfectly still, his staff held in 
front of him.

Officials and referees have formed a wide circle around them.

JEAN 
I told you.  Just a machine.

GEOFFREY
Quite amazing.

JEAN 
Let’s see what’s inside.

THEY ATTACK, furiously, with perfect skill.

Sergeant moves just as fast -
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A VICIOUS CLASH OF FORCE.

The brother’s blades can find no flaw in Sergeant’s armor.  

Sergeant presses forward, whirling his staff above his head, 
seeming oblivious to the slashing blows of Jean and Geoffrey.

A series of perfectly aimed blows at each of the brother’s 
heads scores; they both stumble back -

Sergeant presses them back, guiding them together -

With a mighty push, he floors them both, his staff across 
their necks.

Sergeant place a knee on the staff, grabs both of their 
slashing sword blades in his hands, and PULLS.

The brothers are disarmed.

He flips the swords around, so that he has them by the hilts, 
and places each tip at a vulnerable point in the brother’s 
armor -

SERGEANT
Yield.

The Boucicauts struggle like mad.  They cannot move.  They 
lie there for a moment, just breathing.

SERGEANT
Yield.

JEAN
There’s a man in there.

GEOFFREY
Yes, I hear.  Just a man.

JEAN
I yield.

GEOFFREY
I yield.

Sergeant stands up.  An official tries to hold up his arm, 
but Sergeant shrugs him away -

OFFICIAL
England wins the Trial!
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INT. AQUITAINE CASTLE - WASH ROOM - NIGHT

The attendants and Tweak are washing Sergeant with a brush, 
and bucket after bucket of cold water.  He stands silently, 
staring off into space.

The Barber enters from behind him.

BARBER
Wonderful performance.  Really.  A 
classic.  You’ve succeeded beyond 
my wildest dreams.  I’ve forgotten 
all about the situation at the 
Arena, really. 

SERGEANT
My skin is burning all over.

BARBER
Well.  More of your special tonic 
should serve for that.  You’ve done 
so well, I would think the rematch 
with the Wolf-Man should be a 
simple matter.

Sergeant answers with silence.  Tweak splashes him with 
another full bucket of ice-cold water.  

Sergeant just stares into space.  His eyes are ablaze.

INT. AQUITAINE CASTLE, GREAT HALL - NIGHT

The hall is enormous, underneath vaulted ceilings lined with 
windows.  Banners and decorative tapestries hang from every 
stone wall.

In one corner, a purple curtain screens a small stage.

A lavish banquet has been prepared for the victors of the 
Trial.  Table after table is laden with food. 

Everywhere are musicians and acrobats, nobles and court 
diplomats, servants and soldiers.

On a raised throne sits Richard.  Twenty-one and quite 
handsome, but still thin and pale.  

John of Gaunt stands to one side of him, along with the 
KING’S PERSONAL BODYGUARD.  There are nine of them, dressed 
in glittering mail, and well-armed.  

At least one hundred other mailed soldiers are arrayed around 
the room in various formations, all at attention.
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A hush falls over the room as Sergeant and six other still-
ambulatory champions enter the room.  All have been cleaned 
and bandaged, but no one is smiling.

Least of all Sergeant.  His face is still masked by the 
visor; but he is obviously not well, walking as if he is in 
great pain.  

Tweak and the attendants have to help him to a seat at the 
banquet table that has the King’s throne directly at its 
head.

SERGEANT
Take this thing off my face.  I 
can’t breathe.  I’m dying.

One scowling attendant removes the visor while the other 
shoves a bottle of the white liquid into Sergeant’s hands.  
He drinks heavily from it.

SERGEANT
Where’s Mr. Pig?

Tweak giggles.

TWEAK
None of him, sir, anymore.  I heard 
everything.

SERGEANT
What?

Richard and John of Gaunt are staring directly at Sergeant, 
as is the entire royal entourage, including a beautiful young 
woman in a black velvet gown who serves the King wine.

Sergeant returns their gaze through reddish-purple eyes - he 
realizes that the servant-girl is MEREDITH.

INT. GREAT HALL - LATER

The torches are still burning fiercely as the feast ends.  
The Barber sits across from Sergeant, and his fighters, 
trainers, and advisors fill the rest of the seats at the 
table.

The King eats daintily from a tray next to the Throne.  

Sergeant seems to be feeling better.  His eyes follow 
Meredith wherever she goes - and she knows it.
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The Barber sees a man waving at him from behind the purple 
curtain in the corner of the hall.  He wipes his mouth on a 
cloth, and stands.

BARBER
Your royal highness, I beg an 
audience to present you with a 
gift.

RICHARD
You may.

BARBER
For many years, honest merchants 
have been plagued with a terrible 
pirate, the scourge of the sea, who 
has sent many honorable men to a 
watery grave for naught but profit.  
One in particular, the most 
notorious of criminals, styles 
himself as the defender of liberty, 
and calls himself Captain Free.

He’s got everyone’s attention now.

BARBER
No one has ever been able to 
discover his secrets.  Captain Free 
always seems to be at the right 
place at the right time.  He has 
the fastest ships ever known, and 
the most powerful weapons, and he 
has become quite a legend.  

Richard is sitting forward on his throne, listening intently 
to every word.

BARBER
Your highness, such murderous 
thieves often inspire new 
generations unless justice 
prevails.

The Barber holds up his hand, and poses theatrically.

BARBER
Justice prevails today.

The purple curtain pulls back to reveal the small stage, well-
lit.

On the stage, a man stands compressed between two giant 
wooden wheels, constructed so that as the wheels are pressed 
together, his arms and legs will be terribly broken.
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It is Pig.  He is strapped in place, unable to move.  He 
looks up groggily as the curtain withdraws.

Everyone in the room is transfixed by the sight.  Some gasp.

The Barber is pleased by the reaction.  He twirls his finger -

An Attendant near the device pulls hard on a large lever, 
ratcheting the giant wheels closer with a harsh CLACK. 

Pig/Captain Free SCREAMS.  

At the main table, Sergeant stands up.  Hardly anyone 
notices.

BARBER
Music to my ears, Captain.  

Captain Free hyperventilates against the pain, glaring 
defiantly at the Barber.

CAPTAIN FREE
We both know why that is, Lord 
Killingsworth.  We both know where 
you came from, and what he is.

The Barber frowns slightly, and twirls his finger.

The Attendant RATCHETS the wheels closer.  

Captain Free SCREAMS in utter agony, nearly a shriek that 
subsides into terrible sobs.

Sergeant steps away from the table.  He looks at Richard, 
then at the Barber, then at Richard.  A few soldiers notice.

CAPTAIN FREE
You can’t hurt me anymore.  My love 
has turned away from me, and that 
is more pain than I can bear 
already.  You’re just another mad 
child in this world of mad 
children.  

SERGEANT
(looking at Richard)

Captain!

CAPTAIN FREE
Sergeant!  I’m so sorry.  I left 
you behind, I didn’t know.  I was 
only told about Richard.  His 
mother begged me to rescue him.  
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I didn’t know about you until it 
was too late.  I’m sorry.

Richard is on his feet, astounded.  He looks over at 
Sergeant, who is equally amazed by this revelation.

SERGEANT
(to Richard)

Captain!  You must stop this!

Richard is stunned into sitting down on the throne. He looks 
at Sergeant, searching his eyes.

RICHARD
Sergeant?

MEREDITH DROPS A CERAMIC PITCHER.  It shatters on the stone 
floor.  She covers her mouth and stares -

John of Gaunt leaps up from his seat.

All nine of the King’s Bodyguards drop their shields a little 
and gawk at Sergeant, stunned by the sight of their former 
friend in his golden armor.

The Barber is confused by all of this.  

SERGEANT
(to Richard)

Captain.  I beg of you.  Stop this.  

Richard is still in shock, dumbfounded -

JOHN OF GAUNT
Seize that man!

The King’s Bodyguard doesn’t move an inch - but all the 
regular soldiers obey the command.

Sergeant reacts by turning and walking toward the stage, 
scattering chairs and tables, and anything else in his way.

Between him and the stage are at least twenty soldiers now, 
and dozens more are closing in from behind.

The King’s Bodyguard finally reacts - they charge, leaping 
off the dais as a well-trained unit, towards Sergeant.

The other soldiers hang back, just as willing to let the 
King’s Bodyguards handle it -

They surround Sergeant.  And turn their backs on him, to 
point their spears outward in a protective phalanx.
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They are soon joined by Thel Cartane, Versa, and several of 
the Barber’s other fighters.  

The group now surrounding Sergeant is heavily outnumbered, 
but represents most of the martial skill in the room.

JOHN OF GAUNT
Move in!

The regular soldiers hesitate.  

SERGEANT
Captain!  Stand up and stop this 
madness!  You must not allow this!

Richard stands up, face working with a thousand emotions -

A VOICE BOOMS FROM THE FRONT OF THE HALL.

VOICE (O.S.)
Never mind, boy king.  I’ll take 
care of matters for you.

Everyone turns to see a large, handsome man in armor standing 
in the entranceway.  He is heavily muscled, with longish 
brown hair and an eagle’s gaze.  

It is KLAVIER, the champion.

KLAVIER
The Mechanical Man instructs the 
King, and the King is frozen.  
Well, I will now instruct you all.  
I am Klavier.  Lord Killingsworth 
and John of Gaunt conspired to 
murder me and my family.  I was 
rescued and my children were given 
refuge by that man you have in that 
big wheel there.  And if you think 
even five hundred men can stop me 
from setting him free, you are all 
welcome to try.  I hope you do.

Every regular soldier freezes.  No one is apparently willing 
to be the first to move against such a legend.

Klavier strides forward calmly to stand beside the group 
surrounding Sergeant, and addresses him.

KLAVIER
You have a king’s bodyguard, Sir 
Machine.

The Barber has a wild look in his eye -
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BARBER
You will not stop justice!

He twirls his finger -

Nothing happens.  The stage is empty of attendants or 
soldiers.  Only -

A boy.  Kirlan stands on the stage next to the device holding 
Captain Free, looking out over the Great Hall.

GASPS.  A wave of realization that Kirlan has arrived sweeps 
the hall.  The sounds of repressed panic follow.  Even the 
King’s Bodyguard flinches from the fact.

The Barber is paralyzed with shock.

Kirlan nonchalantly turns to release a catch, and spins a 
wheel to the left - the two giant wheels move apart.

He leaps in between the wheels, knife in his hand -

GLASS BREAKS ABOVE, as dozens of white objects break through 
the side windows.

Large white globes full of a pressurized white gas SMASH ONTO 
THE FLOOR, eliciting screams from nearby nobles -

The gas quickly fills the hall - it is obviously some sort of 
irritant, like a tear gas - everyone nearby begins coughing, 
and is blinded.

DOORS SMASH OPEN.  MEN IN STRANGE FACE MASKS BURST THROUGH -

Pandemonium ensues.  This has all become too much for the 
nobles and officials in the hall, who now begin to stampede 
for any available exit.

Richard stands frozen at his throne - but John of Gaunt, his 
eyes on Klavier, begins to edge towards the rear of the dais.

A GREEN-SKIRTED FIGURE wearing one of the face masks and 
wielding a sword steps through one of the smashed doorways, 
searches the room, and heads directly for the stage.

Leaping on to the stage, the figure removes the face mask and 
flings it away, revealing a beautiful woman with long red 
hair - GRACE, Captain Free’s wife.

Kirlan cuts the last of the leather straps binding the 
Captain to the frame of the wheel - Grace helps Kirlan remove 
the limp form of her husband from the device.

115.



They lay him down on the floor.  Grace looks tenderly at the 
unconscious Captain’s face - she strokes his cheek, tears in 
her eyes - 

Other FACE-MASKED FIGURES leap on to the stage - they unfurl 
a stretcher - Captain Free is carried out of the hall.

Helplessly watching all of this, coughing, tears running from 
his eyes, is the Barber.  He scans the tableau, seeking 
escape -

A HAND CLAMPS DOWN ON HIS SHOULDER.

KLAVIER
Lord Killingsworth.  You’ll be 
coming with us.

Klavier half-carries the struggling Barber through the 
smashed doorway and out of the hall.

THREE FACE-MASKED FIGURES LOOM out of the gas and stand in 
front of the group surrounding Sergeant.

One pulls his mask up to smile broadly at Sergeant - 
Nagayari, the sword trainer.  

Slowly, a second mask comes up - Pit.  He has trouble looking 
Sergeant in the eye - but finally manages it, and smiles.

The third mask raises even more slowly - revealing an older, 
less arrogant Dos.  Still defiant, but also nervous to meet 
his former student.

NAGAYARI
Everyone on board for the Land Of 
The Free, follow me please.

Coughing and semi-blinded, the group agreeably follows 
Nagayari out of the hall - 

-all except for Sergeant, who pushes back through the group 
to remain in the hall.

SERGEANT
Meredith!

From the general direction of the throne, Sergeant hears a 
muffled reply.

MEREDITH
Sergeant!
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Sergeant surges forward, fighting through the terrified crowd 
toward the sound of her voice - they meet halfway, and 
embrace.

SERGEANT
Come with me!

The entire hall is filled with the gas, and people milling 
about in blind panic.

He pushes through the crowd as if they were stalks of wheat, 
with Meredith close behind him.

They are the last to exit.  Behind them, Richard stands 
frozen at the throne amid the chaos all around him, watching 
Sergeant leave with Meredith.

His face is full of a terrible grief, and longing, as if he 
wishes he could escape with them.

Richard starts forward - and then hesitates.  He looks down. 

And is forever trapped in history.

EXT. GREAT HALL - NIGHT

Sergeant and Meredith stumble out of the gas cloud and into 
the night air to find several men waiting to help them.

EXT. CLIFF’S EDGE - NIGHT

Sergeant’s group approaches the steep path leading down the 
cliff.  As they reach the edge, they can see an incredible 
sight - a large fleet of perfectly white ships, visible in 
the moonlight, stretched out in formation off the shore.

SERGEANT
The White Fleet.  It’s true.

He stumbles, and falls to one knee.

MEREDITH
Sergeant?

SERGEANT
I can’t - breathe -

He faints, dead away.

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN:
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INT. WHITE FLEET FLAGSHIP INFIRMARY - NIGHT

Sergeant wakes up lying on a table.  He turns his head - on 
an adjacent table lies Captain Free.

A face looms over him - FANGLE, the ship’s Surgeon.

FANGLE
I’m Doctor Fangle.  You, my friend, 
are quite a mess.  So is my Captain 
over there.  It’s going to be a 
long night.

SERGEANT
Meredith...Shika...in the 
Caravan...

FANGLE
Everyone is one board.  The Captain 
made arrangements to rescue the 
Barber’s prisoners first.  It’s his 
method.  Brilliant man, the 
Captain.

Fangle moves to lift Sergeant’s head, holding a cup in his 
hand.  Several attendants help.

FANGLE
Drink this.

Sergeant hesitates.  He’s been here before.  Fangle smiles.

FANGLE
Don’t worry, boy.  You’ve come 
home.  We have to get this off you 
before you die.  And you don’t want 
to be awake, trust me.

Sergeant drinks.

SERGEANT
My cat...

FANGLE
Beeswax.  He’s with your woman.

Sergeant is fading out -

SERGEANT
She’s - not -
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EXT. COAST, LAND OF THE FREE - ONE YEAR LATER

TITLE: “1394”

Sergeant sits cross-legged near a cliff edge and watches the 
setting sun.  His brown hair falls past a face scarred with 
deep ridges, but he is otherwise tanned and healthy-looking.  

Behind him, a stone house.  Meredith watches him from a 
window, smiling as -

A TODDLER hugs him from behind.  Sergeant tousles his hair 
and smiles.

He looks out over the ocean -

PULL BACK 

and the island is revealed, covered with settlements and 
various industries, and many different people hard at work.

The White Fleet is at anchor in a beautiful harbor.

PULL BACK FASTER

The continents and oceans take shape - and then the earth of 
1394 recedes into deep space.

FADE TO BLACK.

INT. DEEP SHAFT

A ten-year old girl lies face-up in the near-darkness at the 
bottom of the shaft.  Apparent layers of other small bodies 
are beneath her.  Her eyes are open.

SHE MOVES - from beneath her, a hand - then a head emerges - 
Kirlan pulls himself free, and stands up.

He looks down at the girl, and then kneels beside her to 
close her eyes.

From far above him, the sound of insane laughter echoes down 
into the darkness of the shaft.

Kirlan looks up, and with a grim look on his smudged face, 
begins to scale the walls of the shaft.

FADE TO BLACK.

THE END
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