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P. O V. VI EW FROM SPACE

The Earth as seen from near space,
t he acconpani nent of a march, with enphasis on druns,

deep-toned horns, suggesting the relentless tread of sandal ed feet.

as if froma satellite canera, to
trunpets, and

Clouds are carefully arranged to avoi d obscuring continental outlines
necessary details. As continental Europe rotates into

and ot her

vi ew, the Voi ceover begins,

Robert E.

Howard's map of Hyborea; an ice age intervenes;

and Europe slowy begins to norph into

when t he

glaciers clear, we see the continental outlines of the Hyborean Age.

VO CEOVER

Know, 0 Prince, that between the years when the oceans
drank Atlantis and the gleaming cities, and the years of
the rise of the Sons of Aryas, there was an Age undreamed

of,
(the norphing is conplete)

when shi ning ki ngdons |ay spread across the
world |ike blue mantl es beneath the stars

(the continent darkens, as if by nightfall;
points of light spring into being, one by
one, representing the major Hyborian
capitals, in the order given)

Nenedi a, Ophir, Brythunia, Hyperborea,
Zanmora with its dark-haired wonmen and towers
of spider-haunted nystery, Zingara with its
chivalry, Koth that bordered on the pastora
| ands of Shem Stygia with its shadow

guar ded tonbs, Hyrkani a whose riders wore
steel and silk and gold. But the proudest

ki ngdom of the world was Aquil oni a,

(the view brightens again)

rei gning suprene in the dream ng west



(all the capitals fade by "daylight",
except Tarantia)

H t her cane Conan the C mmeri an,

(music builds to crescendo; partial fade to
cl oseup of Conan, bl ack-haired, sullen-
eyed, sword in hand.)

Thi ef,

(Cut to Conan plucking jewel froman idol.)

Reaver,

(Cut to Conan in battle in full arnor.)

Her o,

(Cut to Conan, sem -arnored, freeing bound
mai den fromaltar.)

Wth deep nel ancholies and gigantic mrth,
(partial fade to a Conan |aughing in
raucous tavern-fight, then back to the
map. )

To tread the jewel ed thrones of the Earth

under his sandall ed feet.

(The POV starts to zoomtowards the
sout hern part of the Hyborean
continent, zoom ng down towards Koth,
and then further south into Shem)

Conan the nmercenary soldier has enlisted in
the arny of Alnuric, a rebel prince of

Kot h, and when Al nmuric was defeated and
driven southward into Shem Conan stayed
with that nmad, notley horde.

(The POV fades to show Conan, in
battered arnor, fleeing on horseback
with a | arge disorgani zed group of
several hundred nounted fell ow

sol diers, am d obscuring clouds of
dust. In the distance behi nd Conan,
further obscured by yet nore dust,
Kot hi ¢ heavy cavalry sl aughters yet
nore of Conan's conrades, nostly
infantry.)

Almuric's arny fled southward through the
Shemte city-states, stormng cities,
maki ng new enem es, but always driven by

t he vengeful Kothians, never able to stop,
rest, or re-organize. |In one such city .



FADE TO:
EXTERI OR: SHEM -- CI TY- STATE OF NIPPOR -- CITY STREET -- DAY.
Conan is riding down a sun-baked city street, acconpani ed by severa
ot her soldiers also on horseback. They and their horses are dusty
and battl e-stained, their arnor battered and bl oodstai ned. Mid
brick buildings (shops, houses, etc) line the street. Pedestrians
surreptitiously glare at the horsenen with suppressed resentnent.

METROS, one of CONAN S fellow soldiers, turns in his saddle to speak
t o Conan.

MVETROS
It's a pity N ppur surrendered so quickly. Now
Al muric has forbidden us from sacki ng and | ooti ng
t hem

CONAN
Vell, | think that they' |l be cooperative enough
i f we phrase our demands politely.

They are passing the Slave Market, where a transaction is in
progress. A Slaver is trying to make a sale to a greasy-I| ooking
Shem te Nobl eman; the subject of the transaction is NATALA, a lithe,
curvy blonde girl. She is trying to suppress her fear and revul sion
as the Nobl eman prods her flesh to test for firmmess.

SLAVER
She can cook and clean, and will make a nice
addition to your harem And | ook at that hair!

NOBLEVAN
My ot her concubines will appreciate having a
foreign slave around the house to do sone of
their work for them

Nat al a shudders and cri nges.

Conan frowns, and nudges his horse over to where the trio is
st andi ng.

CONAN
(fal sely jovial enthusiasm
You've sold me. |I'Ill take her.
NOBLEMAN

(i ndi gnantly)
|"m prepared to offer twenty shekels for her.



CONAN
(hand on sword, directing a hard grin at the
Nobl eman)
|"m prepared to spare your life if you get out of
here and don't give ne any trouble.

The Nobl eman, discretion overpowering his anger, backs away, with an
expression on his face that says 'l wasn't here, this isn't
happeni ng, nothing to see here.

The Sl aver, however, is angry at the loss of his property, and a
profitable sale. H's eyes glare, and he opens his nouth and takes a
breath to protest.

CONAN
(Hand still on sword,directing a hard glare
at the Sl aver)
Don't test ny generosity, Slaver!

The Sl aver clanps his lips shut and funes.

CONAN
(cont'd.)
Up you go, girl.

He | eans over in his saddle, waps an armaround Natala's torso, and
straigtens back up, easily lifting her up and into the saddle in
front of him

Nat al a gasps and | ooks around, |ooks at the slaver, |ooks at Conan,
then deci des that her situation has inproved, and settles down.

Conan rejoins Metros in the street, and they proceed in their
original direction, |leaving the Slaver glaring after them

MVETROS
(amused)
Polite?
CONAN

| was polite! And did you see how cooperative
t hey were?

(turns to Natal a)
And what will | do with you now, girl? Shall
return you to your famly?

NATALA
My nanme is Natal a.
(not very hopeful)
And ny famly lives in Brythunia. | was



only

sl aves!

girl,

FADE | N:

ki dnapped, and sold fromslaver to slaver, until
I ended up in this horrible place.

CONAN

(pause)
There's a vengeful Kothian arny between us and
Bryt huni a.

(pause)
They're out for our blood, and they're only a few
days behind us. Alnuric, our |leader, won't try
to hold a hostile town while the Kothians besi ege
us. We'll have to | eave before they get here.
|s there no safe place for you here?

NATALA
(di straught)
Oh, sir, please don't |eave nme here! They'll
ensl ave ne again, and as a foreigner I'll be
horribly m streated, even by the other

CONAN
Didn't you hear nme, girl? W're being pursued by
an arny that wants to exterm nate us! We'll| be

riding hard, and fighting hard, with little or no
chance to stop and rest.

NATALA
(desperate now)
Pl ease take me with you! 1'mstrong, | can cook,
and wash and nend your cl othes, and..
(bl ushes)
and, | can ... help you relax at night...
CONAN

(throws his head back and | aughs)
How could | turn down an offer like that? Very well,
you can conme wWith ne.

NATALA
My nanme i s Natal a.

CONAN
And ny nane i s Conan.

FADE QUT:

| NTERI OR:  SHEM -- NI PPOR -- A DARKENED BEDROOM -- NI GHT
The roomis illumnated by a single candle. Conan and Natala are in



bed. Conan is already naked to the waist, and is slowy and gently
di srobing Natala. She is demure and subm ssive, but not unhappy;
she starts to respond to Conan's wooi ng.

FADE QUT.
FADE | N:
| NTERI OR: SHEM -- NI PPOR -- AN EXPROPRI ATED PALACE -- CONFERENCE
HALL -- DAY.
The room has plastered walls painted with nurals depicting battles
and heroic deeds in a style resenbling ancient Babylonian. It would

| ook expensive and | uxurious, but the fine furniture is shoved back
against the walls, and the floor is littered with mlitary gear and
random detritus.

PRI NCE ALMURI C, young, aristocratic-looking, but also | ooking tired
and harried, is standing with his officers around a nmap table.

Conan is anong the officers. All, even Alnuric hinself, are dressed
in battered, dusty, stained arnmor and clothing, although Alnmuric's
was once of high quality. They are exam ning a parchnment map whose
curled edges are pinned to the table with random knives. One of
Almuric's officers taps a spot on the map with his knife.

OFFI CER
(grave)
The Royal Arny will be here in another day, Your Hi ghness.

ALMURI C
(Resi gned but deci sive)
Muster the troops out of the taverns, or wherever
they are. W |eave before dawn.

OFFI CER
Wiere shall we go?

ALMURI C
W' ve worn out our welcone in Shem We'Ill have
to continue southward, ford the River Styx, and
take our chances in Stygia.

Massi ve but silent disapproval fromthe officers. Their chances in
Stygia are di smal indeed.

They start to gather up their gear and evacuate the room

FADE TO
| NTERI OR: SHEM -- NI PPOR -- A DI SORDERLY BEDROOM - - DAY
Conan and Natal a are hurriedly packing clothes and gear, basically
just throwi ng stuff into bags and packs.



FADE | N:

NATALA
(Wthout pausing in her work)
WI1l things be better in Stygia?

CONAN
Hardly. At least in Shem we had a chance
because Shemisn't one single kingdom just a |ot
of i ndependent rival city-states who w |l
cheerfully sit and watch sonebody else ruin their
nei ghbors. But that's why the Kothian arny was
able to foll ow us wherever we went: no one wanted
to stop them But Stygia is all one kingdom and
a powerful one at that. The Kothians won't
follow us into Stygia. But to the Stygi ans,
we'll just seemlike a big band of brigands, and
they will deal with us harshly.

NATALA
(Frustrated, she stops packing for a nonent
as she straightens up to express herself.)
Wy do you keep following Alnuric? He's just
| eadi ng you from di saster to catastrophe!

CONAN

(Stoic; he doesn't stop packing)
| pledged ny sword to him \What kind of man
would I be if | abandoned hi m when events turned
against hin? Alnuric's choices are |limted: make
a stand agai nst the Kothians and be w ped out, or
keep fl eeing and maybe get | ucky.

(He notices what she has been doing.)
Leave those dresses; we don't need them

(brusque)
NATALA
(frustrated and resentful)
But | like these dresses! And you said | |ooked

good in them

CONAN
(i nmperturbabl e)
| like your skin nore than | |ike dresses, and

I"'mtrying to keep it in one piece. The only way
we can survive is to nove fast. So toss those
dresses; we need to get novi ng!

FADE QUT.



EXTERI OR: THE SHEM STYG A BORDER -- DAY.
Conan is on horseback with Natala in front of himon the saddle;
they are galloping madly southward into desert country. Their horse
is laden with several sets of saddl ebags. Al around them are
Alnmuric's horsenen, also galloping nadly. Behind them on |ow
grassy hills that |ine the southern side of the Styx, Kothian heavy
cavalry sl ows down and draws up to watch fromsafety as Alnuric's
arny flees into Stygi a.

FADE TO:
EXTERI OR: STYJ A -- THE STYQ AN DESERT -- DAY.
Conan is on horseback with Natala in front of himon the saddle;
they are galloping madly southward into desert country. Their horse
is laden with several sets of saddl ebags. Al around them are
Alnuric's horsenen, also galloping nmadly. Their nunber is down to
about a hundred, and everybody | ooks rmuch dustier. Sone of them
i ke Conan, are sharing their saddles with wonen. A formation of
Stygi an chariots, |ooking |like Egyptian chariots, is in hot pursuit,
showering themw th flights of arrows and javelins.

FADE TO:
EXTERIOR STYQ A -- A DUSTY STYGA AN VI LLACE -- DAY.
A dusty Conan, wearing rent and battered arnor, standing on foot
wth a dusty Natala on foot beside him is haggling with a Stygi an
villager. Beside himis his horse, dusty, exhausted, its head
hangi ng. A few dozen of Alnuric's horsemen, also dusty, exhausted,
and battered, are waiting a short distance away. Sone of them al so
have wonen with them Behind the Stygian villager is a corral with
several canels init. Finally agreenent is reached. Conan hands
the Stygi an sone coins, the Stygi an pockets them and |eads a canel
out of the corral and hands the reins to Conan. The Stygi an takes
t he horse's reins.

FADE TO:
EXTERI OR STYA A -- THE STYQ AN DESERT -- DAY.
Conan, on foot, is plodding through the desert, |eading the canel,
atop which rides Natala. A dozen or so of his fellow soldiers are
wal ki ng along with him all on foot, a few | eading horses. One of
the sol diers shouts and points to the rear, where four squads of
Stygian chariots are comng up fast. Al the soldiers, including
Conan, who have nounts, nount up inmediately and gall op away,
| eaving the dismounted soldiers to fight a hopel ess rearguard
action. Alnuric, even though he is nounted, is finally tired of
runni ng, and stays with the foot soldiers to direct a defense. He
goes down, peppered with arrows.

FADE TO:
EXTERI OR THE STYGQ A/ KUSH BORDER - DESERT - DAY.
Beneath a burning sun, Conan is | eading the canel across undul ating
sand dunes; Natala is swaying tiredly atop the canel. Even the
canel | ooks exhaust ed.

NATALA



(weak and exhaust ed)
Wiere are we, Conan? Are we still in Stygia?

CONAN
| don't know. We may be in Kush; the border
isn'"t marked here.
(He stops and halts the canel,
listens, and sniffs the air.)
(cont'd.)
Wait here.

He approaches the next sand ridge, dropping to his knees and el bows
bef ore he reaches the crest. Slowy and carefully he | eopard-craw s
to the crest and barely pokes the upper part of his head above the
crest.

The POV pans and zoons to show, in a depression on the other side of
the ridge, a Stygian officer, acconpanied by a a squad of Stygi an
soldiers, talking to a squad of Kushite spearnen, who | ook |ike

wel | - equi pped Zulu warriors. Al seemto be on friendly ternms and
conpletely in agreenent.

CUT TO
CONAN, STILL BEH ND THE RI DGECREST.
He slides back down and returns to Natal a and the canel .

CONAN
Bad luck. We're in Kush all right, but the
Stygi ans have recruited the Kushites as allies.
It looks like they're going to hunt us together.
W need to find a place to hide, and travel by
ni ght.

Nat al a' s head droops; she seens to collapse in on herself.

NATALA
Oh, Conan, will this never end?

CONAN
(Stares grimy at the ridge that hides them
fromthe Stygians and Kushites.)
It will end.
FADE QUT.

FADE | N.
EXTERI OR: KUSH -- SOUTHERN DESERT -- EVEN NG -- A SANDSTORM
The camel is hunkered down in the | ee of a dune; Conan and Nat al a
are huddl ed between the canel and the dune. C ouds of sand are
bl asti ng past them



NATALA
What will becone of us, Conan?

CONAN
Actually, this is good luck for us. The
sandstormw || obliterate our tracks, and hide us
fromthe Kushites and Stygi ans.

Nat al a groans and hi des her head in her arns.

FADE QUT.
FADE | N.
EXTERI OR: KUSH -- SOUTHERN DESERT -- MORNI NG
Conan and Natala dig thenselves out of a hill of sand. Conan's
arnor is practically falling off him Natala's outer clothing is
reduced to rags. Were the canel was is another hill of sand.

D smayed, they dig out the canel and find its dead carcass.

NATALA
(despairing)
Oh, Conan, now what will we do?

CONAN
(stoic)
But cher the canel and have a feast.

NATALA
(she can't believe what she just heard.)
A feast?!?

CONAN
W won't be able to carry the neat with us;
we'll be wei ghed down just carrying the
wat er bags. So we'll eat as nuch as we can,
then press on.

He draws his knife and bends to the canel.

FADE QUT.
FADE | N:
EXTERI OR: SOUTHERN KUSH -- TRACKLESS DESERT -- DAY
Conan stands am d achi ng desol ation, staring at the shinmering
desert. He has abandoned his arnor and padded undercl ot hi ng,
retaining only a silk loin-cloth, girdled by a w de gol d-buckl ed
belt from which hang his saber and his broad-bl aded poniard. Natal a
rests at his feet, one armgrasping his knee, against which her head
droops. She is wearing only a short sleevel ess silken tunic,
girdled at the waist. She is sunburned; Conan's bronzed |inbs show
scarcely heal ed wounds.

Conan blinks in the blinding sunlight. He lifts a snmall canteen



fromhis belt and shakes it. There is only a faint splashing; he
scowW s at it.

NATALA
Oh, Conan, we shall die here! | amso thirsty!

Conan grow s, and glares at the surrounding waste as if the desert
were his eneny. He stoops and puts the canteen to Natala's |ips.

CONAN
(with gentle confidence)
Drink till I tell you to stop, Natal a.

She drinks with [ittle panting gasps, and doesn't stop until the
canteen is enpty. Then, suddenly realizing that he had deliberately
allowed her to drink their entire remaining water supply, she |ooks
up at Conan, tears springing fromher eyes.

NATALA
(wringing her hands)
Oh, Conan, why did you let nme drink it all?
| did not know - now there is none for you!

CONAN
(grow s)
Hush. Don't waste your strength in weeping.

He straightens, and tosses the canteen away.

NATALA
(whi spering, staring after the canteen)
Way did you do that?

Conan is standing notionless, slightly behind her. He stares into
t he di stance, then at the back of her head as pity and grim

resol uti on chase each other across his face; his fingers close
slowy about the hilt of his saber.

He slowy and silently slides the saber fromits sheath, and again
lifts his gaze to the horizon. Then he squints and stiffens as he
| ooks into the distance.

CUT TO
VI EW OF THE SH MVERI NG DESERT HORI ZON
There is an angular irregularity glinmrering on the horizon.

CUT TO
Conan's face, as he raises his free hand to shade his eyes.



CUT TO

VI EW OF THE HORI ZON:

Spires and mnarets and gleam ng walls are visible through the heat
shi nmer .

CUT TO

CONAN AND NATALA (cont'd.)

Nat al a sees it too. She stops sobbing and struggles to her knees
and foll ows his gaze.

NATALA
Isit acity, Conan? O is it but a shadow?

Conan blinks, squinches his eyes shut and opens them agai n, | ooks
away and back agai n.

CUT TO

VI EW CF THE HORI ZON:

Spires and mnarets and gleam ng walls are visible through the heat
shi mer .

CUT TO
CONAN AND NATALA (cont'd.)
CONAN
The devil knows. It's worth a try, though.

He thrusts his saber back in its sheath, stoops and lifts Natala in
his arnms. She resists weakly.

NATALA
Don't waste your strength carrying ne,
Conan. | can wal k.

CONAN

The ground gets rockier here. You would
soon wear your sandals to shreds. Besides,

if we are to reach the city at all, we rnust
do it quickly, and I can nake better tine
this way.

Wth fresh energy he begins striding out across the sandy waste.

FADE QUT.
FADE | N.
EXTERI OR THE DESERT JUST OUTSI DE THE XUTHAL CI TY GATE -- EVEN NG
Conan halts in the shade of the city walls. He sets Natal a on her

feet and stretches his back and arns as he inspects the walls and
gat e.



The POV pans across the massive gate and wall s. They tower 30 feet
i n height, conposed of gl ass-snooth greenish stone. The parapets at
the top of the wall are silent and enpty.

Conan shouts, waits for a response that does not cone, then bangs on
the gate with his saber-hilt. But the silence is broken only by
hol | ow echoes.

Nat al a cringes close to Conan, frightened. Conan tries the gate,
and steps back, drawing his saber, as it swings silently inward.

NATALA
(presses a fist to her nmouth, as she
sees what lies wthin)
Ch, | ook, Conan!

CUT TO

VI EW THROUGH THE XUTHAL GATE

Just inside the gate lies a human body, that of a tall and powerful
man, apparently Khitaian, clad in high-strapped sandals and a purple
silk tunic, wearing a short sword in a cloth-of-gold scabbard.

Beyond the gate is a wi de open courtyard. Bordered by the arched
doorways of houses conposed of the sane greeni sh stone as the outer
walls. The edifices are lofty and inposing, pinnacled with shining
donmes and mnarets. In the center of the courtyard is a square
wel | .

Conan takes Natala's wist, draws her though the gate, and closes it
behi nd t hem

CUT TO
EXTERI OR: XUTHAL -- WTHI N THE C TY WALLS, JUST | NSI DE THE GATE - -
EVENI NG

NATALA
(shrinking back as she indicates the
body)
I s he dead?

Conan feels the flesh of the body.

CONAN
Not a wound on him but he's dead as Al nuric
with forty Stygian arrows in him In Croms
nane, let's see to the well! [If there's
water init, we'll drink, dead nmen or no.

They walk to the well and look into it. POV pans to show the



surface of the water, tantalizingly glinting fifty feet bel ow the
curb. There is nothing to draw it up wth.

CUT TO

CLOSE- UP OF THEI R FACES.

Natala is sick with di sappointnment; Conan is furious. He curses
bl ackly, and turns to | ook around for sone neans to draw it up.

Natal a 1 ooks in a different direction, and screans.

CUT TO

W DER VI EW

The fornmerly '"dead’" man is on his feet and rushing them his eyes

bl azi ng and his shortsword gleamng in his hand. Conan whirls at
Natal a's scream curses, and quick-draws his saber, decapitating the
attacker with a slashing cut. The head goes flying; the body
staggers a few steps, jetting blood fromthe neck, then falls.

CONAN
(glaring down at the corpse)
Crom's bones! This fellowis no deader now
than he was a few m nutes agone. |nto what
madhouse have we strayed?

Nat al a has been hiding her eyes wth her hands; now she peeks
bet ween her fingers.

NATALA
(qui vering)
Oh, Conan, will the people of this city not
kill us, because of this?
CONAN
Well, this creature would have killed us if

| hadn't | opped off his head.

He | ooks around at the enpty archways and the silent green walls.
No sound or novenent.

CONAN
(cont'd.)
| don't think any one saw us. 1'll hide the
evi dence.

He lifts the carcass by its swordbelt with one hand, and the head by
its long hair with the other, then half carries, half drags the
remains to the well.

CONAN



(grow ing vindictively)

Since we can't drink the water, I'll see
t hat nobody el se enjoys drinking it. Curse
such a wel |, anyway!

He heaves the body over the curb, followed by the head.

SOUND FX:
Dul I spl ash.
NATALA
(whi speri ng)
There's bl ood on the stones.
CONAN
(grow i ng)
There'll be nore unless | find water soon.
(beat)
We'll go into one of these doors. Surely
we'll find people after a while.

She snuggles close to him

NATALA
Ch, Conan! I'mafraid! This is a city of
ghosts and dead nen! Let us go back into
the desert! Better to die there, then to
face these terrors!

CONAN

(snarling)
We'll go into the desert when they throw us
off the walls. There's water sonmewhere in

this city, and I'll find it, if |I have to
kill every man init.
NATALA

(whi spering in dread)
But what if they cone to |life again?

CONAN
Then 1'1l keep killing themuntil they stay
dead! Cone on! That doorway is as good as
anot her! Stay behind nme, and don't run
unless | tell you to.

As dusk falls, filling the city with purple shadows, they enter an

open doorway.



CUT TO

I NTERI OR* XUTHAL -- ROOM #1 -- EVEN NG

It is a wde chanber. The walls are hung with velvet tapestries
worked in curious designs. Floor, walls, and ceiling are of the
green, glassy stone; the walls are decorated with gold frieze-work.
Furs and satin cushions litter the floor. Several doorways let into
ot her roons. They pass through one of the doors.

CUT TO

| NTERI OR: XUTHAL -- ROOWVS #2, 3, 4, etc -- EVEN NG

They traverse several simlar roonms. Conan sniffs, follows his nose
to a couch, presses his hand to it and grunts suspiciously.

CONAN
Some one was here not long ago. This couch
Is still warmfromcontact with a human

body. That cushion bears the inprint of
sonme one's hips. Then there's a faint scent
of perfune lingering in the air.

They continue to traverse roons, avoiding those that are unlighted.
The lighted roons are bathed in a soft weird |light emanating from
jewels set in the walls in fantastic designs.

As they pass into one of the illum nated roons, Natala suddenly
cries out and cutches Conan's arm

CONAN
Cronl

He wheel s, glaring about for an eneny, but no one is there.

CONAN
(snarls)
What's the matter? |f you ever grab ny
sword-armagain, I'lIl skin you. Do you want

me to get ny throat cut? What were you
yel I'i ng about ?

NATALA
Look there.
(she points)

The POV pans to show a table of polished ebony on which stand gol den
vessel s, containing food and drink. The roomis unoccupi ed.

CONAN
(grunts)
Wel |, whoever this feast is prepared for,



he'll have to | ook el sewhere tonight.

NATALA
Dare we eat it, Conan? The people m ght
come upon us, and...

CONAN
Lir an Mannanan nmac Lir!

He grabs her by the nape of her neck and thrusts her into a gil ded
chair at the end of the table.

CONAN
(cont'd.)
We starve and you make objections! Eat!

Conan takes a chair at the other end, seizes a jade gobl et
containing a crinson wine-like liquor, and enpties it at a gulp. He
then attacks the food, exotic fruits and unknown neats, w th gusto.

I gnoring the exquisite vessels and gol den kni ves and forks, he
grasps the neat-joints in his fingers and tears themwolfishly with
his teeth. Natala eats nore daintily, but just as ravenously.

CONAN
(through a nout hful of food)
| suppose it m ght be poisoned..

Natal a freezes in md-chew, staring at Conan with w de eyes.

CONAN
(conti nues chew ng)
but | don't care. |'d rather die of

poi soni ng than starvati on.

Nat al a wat ches unnoving for a nonment as Conan continues consuni ng
t he food, then she resunes eating.

Finally Conan is satisfied. He |leans back with a deep sigh of
relief, relaxes in his chair, and gazes |longingly at one of the
couches. Natala has also finished, but she is not relaxed. She
glances timdly at the nysterious doorways, sonme of which are
lighted, but some of which are dark. She rises quickly, goes around
the table, and seats herself on Conan's knee. She gl ances nervously
at those doorways that are unlighted.

NATALA
We have eaten, drunk, and rested. Let us
| eave this place, Conan. It's evil. | can

feel it.



CONAN
Well, we haven't been harned so far..

He is interrupted by a soft but sinister rustling sound. He springs
to his feet, dunping Natala and drawi ng his saber as he whirls to
face the doorway from which the sound had seened to cone.

He slinks noiselessly toward the doorway. Natala follows, pressing
a fist to her nouth. Conan's outthrust head is sunk between his
shoul ders as he glides forward in a half crouch, as soundless as a
stalking tiger. He halts at the doorway, Natala peering fearfully
from behind him The darkened room beyond the doorway is partially
i1lum nated by the radi ance behind them which streans across it
into yet anot her chanber.

In that chanber a man | ays unnoving on a raised dais. He |ooks
simlar to the man Conan had killed before the outer gate. His
garnents are in a simlar style, but richer, and ornanented with
jewels. The instant of suspense stretches, and then the sound is
heard again, like the rustling of cloth. Conan draws back, draw ng
the clinging Natala with him He claps a hand over her nouth just
in time to check her shri ek.

Now t hey can no | onger see the dais, but they can see the shadow it
casts on the wall behind it. Now another shadow noves across the
wal I, 1ike a huge shapel ess black blot. No sound is heard but
Nat al a' s qui ck panting gasps. The great shadow engul fs that of the
dais, and remains for a long instant. Then it recedes, |eaving the
shadow of the dais, enpty of the sl eeper.

Natal a starts to gurgle hysterically, but Conan gives her a quick
shake to quiet her. They wait for a nonent, then Conan noves out
into the unlighted chanber again, ready for anything. He |ooks into
t he room beyond; the POV pans to show that the dais is enpty of its
former occupant. On its silken covering shines a single drop of

bl ood. Natala sees the blood and groans with fear. They stare at
the enpty dais.

CONAN
(quietly)
Now | ' mready to | eave.
He takes Natal a's hand, and turns back.

A soft human footstep is heard, sonmewhere back anong the chanbers
t hey have already traversed.

Conan hesitates, then turns aside, intending to reach the outer



court via a different route. But they are still crossing the first
chanmber of their new route when a silken curtain rustles, and a man
appears before a curtained alcove. He is simlar to the others they
have encountered, tall, well-made, and clad in purple garnents with
a jeweled girdle and a short sword. He exhibits neither surprise
nor hostility; his eyes are as dreany as a |otus eater's.

After a nonent he speaks in Chinese, in a far-away detached tone (No
translation or subtitles). Conan replies in Stygian (sounds |ike
Egyptian). The stranger answers in the sane tongue, and they
converse in Stygian.

THI RD MAN
Who are you?

CONAN
| am Conan, a Cmerian. This is Natal a, of
Brythunia. Wat city is this?

The stranger ignores Conan, but gazes dream |y on Natal a.

THI RD MAN
(to Natal a)
O all my rich visions, this is the
strangest! Ch girl of the gol den | ocks,
fromwhat far dreaml and do you conme? From
Andarra, or Tothra, or Kuth of the star-
girdl e?

CONAN
(harshly)
VWhat madness is this?

THI RD MAN

(continuing to ignore Conan)
I have dreaned nore gorgeous beauties, lithe
wonen with hair dusky as night, and dark
eyes of unfathomed nystery. But your skin
is white as mlk, your eyes are clear as
dawn, and there is about you a freshness and
dai ntiness alluring as honey. Cone to ny
couch, little dreamgirl!

He advances and reaches for her, but Conan strikes his hand aside
wi t h bone-breaking force. The stranger reels back, clutching his
nunbed arm his eyes cl ouding.

THI RD MAN
What rebellion of ghosts is this?



Bar barian, | conmand ye - begone! Fade!
Di ssi pate! Fade! Vani sh!

CONAN
(i nfuriated)
"1l vanish your head from your shoul ders!
(brandi shes his saber)
Is this the wel cone you give strangers? By
Com 1'1l drench these hangi ngs in bl ood!

The dream ness fades fromthe stranger's eyes, to be replaced by a
| ook of bew | der nent.

THI RD MAN
Thog! You are real! \Wence cone you? Who
you? What do you in Xuthal?

CONAN

(grow s)
We cane in fromthe desert. W wandered
into the city at dusk, fam shing. W
found a feast set for sone one, and we ate
it. | have no noney to pay for it. 1In ny
country, no starving man i s denied food, but
you civilized peopl e nust have your
reconpense - if you are like all | ever net.
We have done no harm and we were just
leaving. By Crom | do not like this place,
where dead nen rise, and sl eeping nmen vani sh
into the bellies of shadows!

THI RD MAN
(starting violently, turning pale)
What did you say? Shadows? Into the
bel i es of shadows?

CONAN
(cautiously)
Well... whatever it is that takes a man from
a sl eeping-dais and | eaves only a spot of
bl ood.
THI RD MAN

(trembling, voice cracked and shrill)
You have seen? You have seen?

CONAN
Only a man sl eeping on a dais, and a shadow
that engul fed him



Wth an awful screamthe stranger turns and rushes fromthe chanber.
He carons blindly fromthe side of the door, rights hinself, and

fl ees through the adjoining chanbers, still screamng at the top of
his voice. Conan stares in amazenent after him Natala trenbles as
she clutches his arm Even after they can no | onger see him they
can still hear his frightful screanms, dwindling in the distance, and
echoing fromthe vaulted roofs. Suddenly one scream | ouder than
the others, rises and breaks short, followed by blank silence.

CONAN
Crom

He wi pes perspiration fromhis forehead with an unsteady hand.

CONAN
(cont'd.)
Surely this is a city of the mad! Let's get
out of here, before we neet other nadnen.

NATALA
(whi npering)
It is all a nightnare! W are dead and
dammed! We died out on the desert and are
in hell! W are disenbodied spirits - ow
(as Conan gives her a spank with his
open hand.)

CONAN
You're no spirit when a pat nmakes you yell
like that. W are alive, though we may not
be if we loiter in this devil-haunted pile.
Cone!

He takes her hand and starts to | ead her back along their previous
path, retracing their path. After traversing a single chanber,
Conan suddenly stops short, listening attentively. They face a
doorway from which footsteps are heard. A shadowy figure appears in
t he doorway - a woman's figure.

CUT TO THALI S.

She is tall, lithe, shapely; clad in a narrow girdle crusted with
jewels. A burnished mass of jet-black hair sets off her ivory skin.
Her dark eyes, shaded by |ong dusky |ashes, are deep with sensuous

mystery.

CUT TO
Conan and Natala staring in awe at the gorgeous stranger. Conan
surveys her with frank appreciation. Natala |ooks 'threatened'.



CUT TO
THALI S
[ She speaks in Stygian, an Egypti an-
soundi ng | anguage. All three of them
wi |l converse in Stygian, Conan
fluently, Natala clunsily and with an

accent. ]
Wio are you? What do you in Xuthal? Wo is
that girl?
CONAN
(i npatient)

Who are you?

THALI S
| am Thalis the Stygian. Are you mad, to
cone here?

CONAN
|'ve been thinking I nmust be. By Crom if |
am sane, |'mout of place here, because

t hese people are all naniacs. W stagger in
fromthe desert, dying of thirst and hunger,
and we cone upon a dead nman who tries to
stab ne in the back. W enter a pal ace,
rich and | uxuriant, yet apparently enpty.

W find a neal set, but with no feasters.
Then we see a shadow devour a sl eeping nan.

CUT TO THALI S.
A flicker of fear nonentarily crosses her face.

CUT TO CONAN.
He is watching her closely.

CONAN
(cont'd.)
el ?
CUT TO
Ful I shot.
THALI S
(regai ning control of herself)
Vel | what ?
CONAN

| was just waiting for you to run through
the roonms howing like a wld wonman. The



man | told about the shadow di d.

THALI S
(shrugs)

That was the screans | heard, then. Well,
to every man his fate, and it's foolish to

squeal like a rat in a trap. Wen Thog
wants me, he will come for nme.

CONAN
Who i s Thog?

THALI S

(stares appraisingly at Conan)
Il wll tell you.
But first tell ne your nanes.

Sit down on that divan and

CONAN

I am Conan, a Cimrerian, and this is Natal a,
a daughter of Brythunia. W are refugees of

an arny destroyed on the borders of Kush.

But | am not desirous of sitting down, where
bl ack shadows m ght steal up on ny back

Thalis laughs nusically and seats hersel f,
[inbs with studi ed abandoned.

THALI S
Be at ease. |If Thog wi shes you, he wll
t ake you, wherever you are. That man you
menti oned, who screaned and ran - did you
not hear himgive one great cry, and then

fall silent? 1In his frenzy,

stretching out her supple

he nust have

run full into that which he sought to
escape. No man nmay avoid his fate.
(feasting her eyes on Conan's physique)

CONAN
Hmp.

He sits down on the edge of a couch, his saber across his knees.
Hi s eyes wander suspiciously about the chanber.

Nat al a nestl es agai nst him watching himjeal ously, her
up under her. She eyes Thalis with suspicion and resentnent.

CONAN

What is this place, and who are these

peopl e?

| egs tucked



THALI S
This city is called Xuthal; it is very
ancient. It is built over an oasis, which
t he founders of Xuthal found in their
wanderings. They came fromthe east, so
| ong ago that not even their descendants
remenber the age.

CONAN
Surely there are not many of them these
pal aces seem enpty.

THALI S
No; and yet nore than you m ght think. The
city is really one great palace, with every
buil ding inside the walls closely connected
with the others. You m ght wal k anong these
chanbers for hours and see no one. At other
times, you would neet hundreds of the
i nhabi tants.

CONAN
(uneasy)
How is that?

THALI S
Much of the tinme these people lie in sleep.
Their dreamlife is as inportant - and to
themas real - as their waking life. You
have heard of the black Iotus? 1In certain
pits of the city it grows. Through the ages

t hey have cultivated it, until, instead of
death, its juice induces dreans, gorgeous
and fantastic. In these dreans they spend

nost of their tine. Their |lives are vague,
erratic, and without plan. They dream they
wake, drink, |ove, eat, and dream agai n.
They sel dom finish anything they begin, but
|l eave it half conpleted and sink back again
into the slunmber of the black |otus. That
meal you found - doubtless one awoke, felt
the urge of hunger, prepared the neael for

hi msel f, then forgot about it and wandered
away to dream agai n.

CONAN
Where do they get their food? | saw no
fields or vineyards outside the city. Have



they orchards and cattle-pens within the
wal | s?

THALI S

(shakes her head)
They manufacture their own food out of the
primal elenents. They are wonderfu
scientists, when they are not drugged with
their dreamflower. Their ancestors were
mental giants, who built this marvelous city
in the desert, and though the race becane
slaves to their curious passions, sone of
their wonderful know edge still remains.
Have you wondered about these lights?

(she gestures at the jewels glowing in

the walls)
They are jewels, fused with radium You rub
themw th your thunb to nmake them gl ow, and
rub them again, the opposite way, to
extinguish them That is but a single
exanpl e of their science. But nuch they
have forgotten. They take little interest
in waking life, choosing to |lie nost of the
time in death-1ike sleep.

CONAN
Then the dead man at the gate -

THALI S
Was doubt| ess slunbering. Sleepers of the
|otus are like the dead. It is inpossible

to detect the slightest sign of life. The
spirit has left the body and is roam ng at
w Il through other exotic worlds. The man
at the gate was a good exanple of the
irresponsibility of these people's |ives.

He was guardi ng the gate, where custom
decrees a watch be kept, though no eneny has
ever advanced across the desert. In other
parts of the city you would find other
guards, generally sleeping as soundly as the
man at the gate.

CONAN
(mul'l's this over for a while)
Where are the peopl e now?

THALI S
Scattered in various parts of the city;



I ying on couches, on silken divans, in
cushion-littered al coves, on fur-covered
dai ses; all wapped in the shining veil of
dr eans.

CONAN

(1 ooki ng around uneasily)
It is not soothing to think of hundreds of
people lying cold and still throughout these
pal aces.

(pause)
What of the thing that stole through the
chanbers and carried away the man on the

dai s?
THALI S
(shudder s)
That was Thog, the Ancient, the god of
Xut hal. \Whether he cane here with the

anci ent founders, or was here when they
built the city, none knows. But the people
of Xuthal worship him Mstly he sl eeps
bel ow the city but sonetines at irregular
intervals he grows hungry, and then he
steals through the secret corridors and the
dimlit chanbers, seeking prey. Then none
is safe.

Nat al a nobans with terror and clasps Conan's neck as if to resist an
attenpt to drag her from her protector's side.

CONAN
(aghast)
Crom  You nean to tell nme these people lie
down calmy and sleep, with this denon
craw i ng anong t hen?

THALI S
It is only occasionally that he is hungry.
A god nust have his sacrifices. Wen | was
a child in Stygia the people Iived under the
shadow of the priests. None ever knew when
he or she woul d be seized and dragged to the
altar. What difference whether the priests
give a victimto the gods, or the god cones
for his own victinf

CONAN
Such is not the custom of ny people, nor of



Natal a's either. The Hyborians do not
sacrifice humans to their god, Mtra, and as
for my people - by CGom 1'd like to see a
priest try to drag a Cmmerian to the altar!
There'd be blood spilt, but not as the
priest intended!

THALI S
(1l aughi ng, but gazing at Conan
appreci atively)
You are a barbarian. Thog is very ancient
and very terrible.

CONAN
These fol k nust be either fools or heroes,
to lie dowmn and dreamtheir i1diotic dreans,
knowi ng they m ght awaken in his belly.

THALI S

(1 aughi ng)
They know not hing el se. For untold
centuries Thog has preyed on them He has
been one of the factors which have reduced
their nunbers fromthousands to hundreds. A
few nore generations and they will be
extinct, and Thog nust either fare forth
into the world for new prey, or retire to
t he underwor| d whence he cane so | ong ago.

They realize their ultimte doom but they
are fatalists, incapable of resistance or
escape. Not one of the present generation
has been out of sight of these walls. There
is an oasis a day's march to the south - |
have seen it on the old maps their ancestors
drew on parchnment - but no man of Xuthal has
visited it for three generations, nuch | ess
made an attenpt to explore the fertile
grassl ands which the maps show | yi ng anot her
day's march beyond it.

CUT TO
Conan suddenly focusing on the nention of an oasis and fertile
gr assl ands.

CUT TO
THALI S
(cont'd)
They are a fast-fading race, drowned in



| otus-dreans, stinulating their waking hours
by neans of the gol den wi ne which heals
wounds and prolongs life, and invigorates
the nost sated debauchee.

Yet they cling to life, and fear the deity
they worship. You saw how one went nmad at

t he know edge that Thog was roving the

pal aces. | have seen the whole city
screanming and tearing its hair, and running
frenziedly out of the gates, to cower
outside the walls and draw | ots to see which
woul d be bound and flung back through the
arched doorways to satisfy Thog's |ust and
hunger. Were they not all slunbering now,
the word of his comi ng would send them
raving and shrieking again through the outer
gat es.

NATALA
(hysterical)
Oh, Conan! Let us fl ee!

CUT TO
CONAN
In good tinmne.

H s eyes are burning on Thalis' ivory |inbs.

CONAN
(cont' d)
What are you, a Stygian wonan, doing here?

CUT TO
Thalis, as she leans |ithely back against the velvet divan, and
intertw nes her fingers behind her head.

THALI S

| came here as a young girl. | amthe

daughter of a king, no conmbn wonan, as you

can see by ny skin, which is as white as

that of your little blond there.

FADE TO:

EXTERI OR STYA A - LUXUR - A PALACE - A WALLED GARDEN - DAY.
A younger Thalis is admring her reflection in a placid pool in the
garden, surrounded by servants and mai ds-in-waiting.

THALIS (V. Q)
(continuing as Voi ceover)



| was abducted by a rebel prince,
FADE TO:
A Stygian Prince, handsone, magnetic, and nuscular, clad in ornate
Egypti an arnor and followed by a few Stygian warriors, bursts into
t he garden and seizes Thalis while his henchmen overpower her
servants. She struggles to no avail as the laughing St. Pr. and his
henchnen fl ee the garden.

THALIS (V.Q)
(cont'd.)
who, with an arny of Kushite bowren, pushed
southward into the w | derness,
FADE TO:

EXTERI OR STYA A - SEM - DESERT - DAY.
The Stygian Prince and Thalis are sharing a chariot; Thalis now
seens quite happy with the Prince. They are followed by a few
chariots containing the Prince's henchnen, and a columm of Nubi an
archers in Stygian arnor and gear.

THALIS (V. Q)
(cont'd.)
searching for a | and he could make his own.
FADE TO:
EXTERI OR: KUSH - BARREN, ARI D DESERT - DAY
Thalis and the Prince are wal ki ng; dusty, bedraggl ed, and gaunt.
They are followed by a few Kushite archers also in bad shape.

THALI'S (V. O)

(cont'd.)
He and all his warriors perished in the
desert,
FADE TO:
Thalis, her garb reduced to rags, is nowriding on a canel; a
Kushite archer is plodding beside the canel, leading it.
THALIS (V.Q)
(cont'd.)
but one, before he died, placed nme on a
canel and wal ked beside it until he dropped
and died in his tracks.
FADE TO:

The canel is plodding irregularly, wth Thalis drooping
sem conscious atop it; the Kushite archer, face down in the sand, is
di sappeari ng behind her.

THALIS (V.Q)
(cont'd.)
The beast wandered on, and | finally passed
into deliriumfromthirst and hunger, and



awakened in this city.
FADE TO:
| NTERI OR: XUTHAL - A CHAMBER - DAY.
Thalis, dusty, gaunt, and bedraggled, is reclining on a divan,
surrounded by Xuthalis, one of whomis supporting her head and
shoul ders.

THALIS (V. Q)
(cont'd.)
They told nme | had been seen fromthe walls,
early in the dawn, |ying sensel ess beside a
dead canmel. They went forth and brought ne
in and revived nme with their wonderful
gol den wi ne.

One of the Xuthalis holds a flask of Golden Wne to her lips. She
drinks eagerly, returning to full health and beauty before our eyes.

THALIS (V.Q)
(cont'd.)

And only the sight of a woman woul d have | ed

themto have ventured so far fromtheir

wal | s.

FADE TO:
Thalis is nowsitting alertly on a divan, and clad in new and exotic
garb, surrounded by Xuthali men who are paying very close attention
to her, as, with a pleasant expression on her face, she tal ks and
gestures, teaching them Stygi an.
THALIS (V. Q)
(cont'd.)

They were naturally nmuch interested in ne,

especially the men. As | could not speak

their | anguage, they |earned to speak m ne.

They were very quick and able of intellect;

t hey | earned ny | anguage | ong before |

| earned theirs. But they were nore

interested in nme than in ny | anguage.

have been, and am the only thing for which

a man of themw || forgo his |otus-dreans

for a space.

FADE TO:

| NTERI OR: XUTHAL - THE CURRENT CHAMBER - THE PRESENT DAY.
Thalis | aughs wi ckedly, flashes her eyes neaningly at
Conan.

THALI S
(cont'd.)
O course the wonen are all jeal ous of ne.
They are handsonme enough in their yell ow



CUT TO
Nat al a, as she

CUT TO
Back to Thalis.

ski nned way, but they are dreany and
uncertain as the nmen, and these latter |ike
me not only for ny beauty, but for ny
reality. | amno dreaml Though | have
dreaned the dreans of the lotus, | ama
normal woman, with earthly enotions and
desires. Wth such these noon-eyed yel |l ow
woren can not conpete

That is why it would be better for you to
cut that girl's throat with your saber,
before the nmen of Xuthal waken and catch
her .

reacts to this.

THALI S

(cont'd.)
They will put her through paces she never
dreaned of! She is too soft to endure what
| have thrived on. | am a daughter of
Luxur, and before | had known fifteen
summers | had been | ed through the tenples
of Derketo, the dusky goddess, and had been
initiated into the nysteries. Not that ny
first years in Xuthal were years of
unnodi fied pl easure! The peopl e of Xuthal
have forgotten nore than the priestesses of
Derketo ever dreaned. They live only for
sensual joys. Dream ng or waking, their
lives are filled with exotic ecstasies,
beyond t he ken of ordinary nen.

CONAN
(growing in disgust)
Dammed degener at es!

THALI S
(smling lazily)
It is all in the point of view
CONAN
(suddenly busi ness-1ike)
Well, we're wasting tinme. | can see this is

no place for ordinary nortals. W'IlIl be



gone before your norons awake, or Thog cones
to devour us. | think the desert would be
ki nder .

Natala is in enphatic agreenent with Conan's words. He stands up,
drawi ng her up beside him

CONAN
(cont'd.)
If you'll show us the nearest way out of
this city, we'll take ourselves off.
But he is still gazing admringly at Thalis' figure. She doesn't

m ss his | ook, and smles enigmatically as she rises with the lithe
ease of a great |azy cat.

THALI S
Fol | ow ne.

She | eads the way, treating Conan to a rear view of her supple
figure and poised carriage. She departs by a different way than
they had cone by, then halts in a wde ivory-chased chanber, and
points to a tiny fountain gurgling in the center of the ivory fl oor.

THALI S
(faintly nocking)
Don't you want to wash your face, child? It
Is stained wth dust, and there is dust in
your hair.

Natal a flushes at the inplied nalice behind Thalis' suggestion, but
she goes to the fountain and kneels, shakes back her hair, slips her
tunic down to her waist, and begins to | ave her face, arns, and
shoul ders.

CONAN
By Ctoml A woman will stop to consider her
beauty, if the devil hinself were on her
heels. Haste, girl, you'll be dusty again
before we've got out of sight of the city.
And Thalis, 1'd take it kindly if you'd
furnish us with a bit of food and dri nk.

Thalis | eans against him slipping an arm about his shoul ders. Her
naked fl ank presses against his thigh.

THALI S
(whi spering urgently)
Wiy dare the desert? Stay here! | wll



teach you the ways of Xuthal. | wll

protect you, | will |love you! You are a

real man: | am sick of these noon-cal ves who
sigh and dream and wake, and dream agai n.

am hungry for the hard, clean passion of a
man fromthe earth. The blue of your
dynam c eyes nakes ny heart pound in ny
bosom and the touch of your iron-thewed arm
maddens nme.

She throws both arns about his neck and and stands on tiptoe, her
vi brant body shivering agai nst his.

THALI S
(cont'd.)
Stay here! | will nake you king of Xuthal!
Il will show you all the ancient mysteries,

and the exotic ways of pleasure! |-

CUT TO
Conan, | ooking over Thalis' shoul der.

PAN TO:
Nat al a, throw ng back her danp, tousled hair, stopping short, her
eyes dilating, her lips parting in a shocked O

Conan di sengages Thalis' clinging arns with an enbarrassed grunt,
and puts her aside with one arm

Thalis smles enigmatically, seemng to nod her head in nysterious
cogitation.

Natala rises and jerks up her tunic, her eyes blazing, her |ips
pouting sul kily.

CONAN
(in exasperation, but under his breath)
Crom

Thalis doesn't press. She beckons themw th her hand to follow,
turning and wal ki ng across the chanber. There, close to the
tapestried wall, she suddenly halts, as if sonething had caught her
attention.

CONAN
What do you hear?

Thalis points at an arched doorway.



THALI S
Wat ch t hat doorway.

Conan wheel s, quick-drawing his sword. The doorway remains enpty.

CUT TO

View from behind Conan. Fromthis different angle, we see Natal a by
the fountain, Thalis standing near her, and Conan's back as he faces
t he doorway.

Wth incredi ble quickness, Thalis claps her hand over Natala's

nmouth, while the same tine passing her other arm about Natala's
wai st, and jerks her back against the wall, which gives way as

Thal i s' shoul der presses against it. A section of wall sw ngs

i nward, and through a slit in the tapestry she slides wth her

captive as

CUT TO

Conan, as a quick faint scuffling noise, and a hal f-choked gasp
pronpt himto whirl, to gape at an enpty roomin which the tapestry
is just settling back in place. Frombehind the tapestried wall
conmes Natala's nmuffled scream

CUT TO

| NTERI OR:  XUTHAL - AN UNLI T CORRI DOR.

W briefly see the two wonmen, Natala pinioned in Thalis' arns. As

t he secret door swings to again, the last |ight disappears, |eaving
the tunnel so dimy |it we can barely see the wonen. Perhaps we are
seeing themas if with infra-red vision. It is evident that they
are unabl e to see anyt hi ng.

Thalis takes her hand from Natala's nmouth to grope for a bolt on the
door and slide it hone, and Natala begins to scream Thalis |aughs
evilly.

THALI S
Screamif you will, little fool. It wll
only shorten your life.

Nat al a stops screanm ng and cowers, shaking.

NATALA
Wiy did you do this? What are you going to
do?

THALI S

| am going to take you down this corridor for
a short distance, and | eave you for one who
w Il sooner or l|ater cone for you.



CUT TO

| NTERI OR: XUTHAL - THE CURRENT CHAMBER - CONTI NUOUS

Conan gapes at the enpty roomin which the tapestry is just settling
back in place. Frombehind the tapestried wall conmes Natal a's
nmuf fl ed scream He hurls hinself against the wall with a nmaddened
roar.

(SFX: a crunching inpact that would
have destroyed a weaker wall or a
weaker man.)

After bouncing off the wall, he rips away the tapestry, revealing an
apparently blank wall. Enraged, he lifts his saber as though to hew
t hrough the marbl e, then stops when he hears a sudden sound behi nd
him He whirls, eyes bl azing.

PAN TO:

Twenty yel |l ow skinned nmen in purple tunics, with short swords in
their hands. They surge in on himwth hostile cries. Conan,

al ready maddened, snarls with bloodthirsty gratification.

CUT TO
I NTERI OR: XUTHAL - THE UNLIT CORRI DOR - CONTI NUGUS.
THALI S AND NATALA.

NATALA

Onhhhhhh!
(voice breaks in a sob of terror)

Why should you harmnme? | have never injured
you!

THALI S
I want your warrior. You stand in ny way.
He desires me - | could read the ook in his
eyes. But for you, he would be willing to

stay here and be ny king. Wen you are out
of the way, he will follow ne.

NATALA
(vehenent certainty)
He will cut your throat!

THALI S
We shall see.
(confident in her power over nen)
At any rate, you will not know whet her he
stabs nme or kisses ne, because you will be
the bride of himwho dwells in darkness.
Cone!



CUT TO

| NTERI OR: XUTHAL - THE CURRENT CHAMBER - CONTI NUOUS

CONAN AND THE XUTHALI WARRI ORS

Conan | eaps, and overreaching the short sword of the first attacker,
splits his skull. Weeling |like a cat, he catches a descendi ng
wrist on his edge, and the and the hand gripping the short sword
goes flying through the air scattering a shower of blood. Wthout
pausi ng, he twists and shifts, avoiding the blundering rush of two
of the Xuthali swordsnmen, and the bl ade of one, m ssing Conan,

I npal es the breast of the other.

The Xuthalis yell in dismay at this, and Conan voices a short bark
of laughter as he bounds aside froma whistling cut, and sl ashes
under the guard of another Xuthali, releasing a |long spurt of bl ood

fromthe belly of the |atter as he col | apses scream ng.

The Xuthalis how 1ike nmad wol ves. Unaccustoned to battle, they are
ridiculously slow and clunmsy conpared to Conan's tigerish quickness
as he springs, side-steps, whirls, and twi sts, his blade singing
about their ears. They are hindered by their own nunbers, getting
in each other's way, striking too quick or too soon, and cutting
enpty air. But they swarm about him vyelling and hacking, as stil
nore awakened sl eepers rush through the arched doorways.

Conan, bleeding froma cut on the tenple, clears a space with a
sweep of his dripping saber and casts a quick glance about for an
avenue of escape.

CUT TO

| NTERI OR: XUTHAL - THE UNLI T CORRI DOR - CONTI NUQOUS.

THALI S AND NATALA.

Natala fights wildly, but to no avail. Thalis is much stronger than
Nat al a; she picks her up and carries her down the corridor like a
child, laughing lasciviously. At first, Natala sinply cringes in
Thalis' grip, then her fluttering hand cl oses on a jewel ed dagger-
hilt jutting fromThalis' girdle. She jerks it out and strikes
blindly wwth all her strength.

Thalis screans and staggers, and Natala slips fromher grasp and
falls to the floor. Rising, she scurries to the nearest wall and
stands there panting and trenbling, flattening herself against the
stones. Thalis curses steadily and furiously.

(They still can't see each other. Perhaps we are seeing themas if
with infra-red vision)

THALI S
Where are you, you little she-devil? Let ne
get ny fingers on you and |I'Il break your



neck! "Il rip your guts out with ny bare

hands!
Nat al a cowers against the wall at Thalis' threats. In her blind
groping, Thalis finds a radiumgeminbedded in the wall. She rubs

it, and a reddish glow springs up. One hand is pressed to her side
and blood trickles between her fingers. But she is not weakened or
badly hurt; the flesh wound is only superficial. Her face is
contorted with hellish passion. She takes her hand away from her
wounded si de, shakes the bl ood drops fromher fingers inpatiently,
and advances pantherishly on Natala. Natala sags, linp with terror.

THALI S
G ve ne that dagger, you fool

She snatches the dagger from Natala's lax fingers, and throws it
cont enpt uousl y asi de.

THALI S

You little slut!

(She slaps Natala viciously with either

hand)
Before | drag you down the corridor and
throw you into Thog's jaws, I'll have a
little of your blood nyself! You would dare
to knife ne - well, for that audacity you
shal | pay!

Sei zing her by the hair, Thalis drags her down the corridor a short

di stance, to the edge of the circle of light. A nmetal ring shows on
the wall, above the level of a man's head. Fromit hangs a sil ken
cord. Nearby, a jewel-handl ed whip hangs on the wall. Thalis strips
off Natala's tunic, then jerks up her wists and binds themto the
ring. Natala hangs there naked, her feet barely touching the fl oor.

Thal i s unhooks the whip, which has |ashes consisting of seven round
silk cords. She hisses vindictively as she draws back her arm and

| ashes Natal a across the loins. Natala withes, tw sts, and tears
agoni zedly at the thongs which inprison her wists, and screans with
angui sh. But as she twists and shrieks, she suddenly freezes,
staring with horror as sonething | oons out of the shadows behi nd
Thal i s.

CUT TO

| NTERI OR: XUTHAL - THE CURRENT CHAMBER - CONTI NUOUS

CONAN AND THE XUTHALI WARRI ORS

Conan has just felled several Xuthalis with a sweep of his sword, and
Is | ooking for an out.



PAN TO

A tapestry on one of the walls is drawn aside, revealing a narrow
stairway on which stands a richly-robed man, vague-eyed and
blinking as if not yet fully awake. Conan instantly |eaps through
the henm ng ring of swords. He bounds toward the stair with the
pack how i ng behind him Three nen confront himat the foot of the
steps, and he strikes themw th a deafening clash of steel. The
three Xuthalis resist himfor a frenzied instant, then the group
falls apart and Conan springs up the stairs. The scream ng horde
trips over the three bodies withing at the foot of the stairs: one
| ying face down in his own bl ood and brains, one propped up on his
arns as blood spurts fromhis throat, and one how ing and cl awi ng at
the bl oody stunp of his arm

As Conan rushes up the stair, the man above draws a sword and
thrusts downward as Conan surges upon him Conan ducks deeply, and
as the blade slits the skin of his back, he straightens, driving his
saber upward with all his power into the belly of his eneny.

Wt hout slow ng he carons agai nst the body, knocking it sidew se,
and crashi ng agai nst the opposite wall. The other, the saber torn

t hrough his body, falls headl ong down the stair, ripped open to the
spine fromgroin to breastbone, against the nen rushing up the stair
and bearing them backwar ds.

Conan, half-stunned, |eans against the wall for an instant, glaring
down upon his pursuers; then, with a defiant shake of his bl oody
saber, he bounds up the steps.

CUT TO

| NTERI OR: XUTHAL - THE SECRET CORRI DOR - CONTI NUQUS

NATALA, THALI'S, AND THOG

Thalis has been lost in the savage ecstasy of her torture, but at the
change in Natala, she whirls quick as a cat, but too late. She sways
back, her arns flung up as an awful cry rings fromher lips. She
stands for an instant, a white figure of fear etched agai nst a great
bl ack shapel ess nass that towers over her. Then she is whipped off
her feet; the shadow recedes with her into the darkness beyond the
dimcircle of light, and Natala is left hanging alone in the dim

li ght.

From t he bl ack shadows cone i nconprehensi bl e bl ood-freezi ng sounds.
Thalis pleads frenziedly, but no voice answers.

THALI S
(hysterical and desperate, gasping)
No, no, not ne, take her, take her, she
doesn't worship you like I do, no, please...

Thalis' panting voice suddenly rises to screans of agony, then



breaks into hysterical |aughter, mngled with sobs. This dw ndl es
to a convul sive panting, and presently ceases entirely, leaving a
terrible silence.

Nat al a tw sts about and stares fearfully in the direction the black
shape had carried Thalis. She dares not nake a sound, but can't
still her panting. Then a whinpering gasp escapes her |ips as the
darkness starts to take shape. Sonething huge and bul ky grows up out
of the void.

CUT TO

| NTERI OR: XUTHAL - THE HEAD OF THE STAI RS - CONTI NUQUS

Conan cones into an upper chanber, and scans it to see that it is
enpty. Behind himthe horde is yelling with intensified horror and
rage, indicating that he has killed sonme notable man of the city.

He runs at random w thout plan, through dark or dimy-lit chanbers,
harried by all the warriors of Xuthal, and eventually blunders into
a chanber into which his foes are just pouring.

They yell vengefully and rush for him and with a snarl of disgust
he turns and fl ees back the way he cane. But all the chanbers | ook
al i ke.

| NTERI OR:  XUTHAL - THE SECRET CORRI DOR - CONTI NUOUS.

NATALA AND THOG

A gi ant m sshapen 'head' energes into the light. A great toad-Ilike
"face' seens to contain great pools of light that m ght be
horizontally slit-pupilled 'eyes' that blink at her. Natala groans

wWith terror at the cosmc lust in those 'eyes'. The creature's
outline seens to waver and alter subtly as she stares at it, yet
it's substance seens solid. It seens to be alternately both taller

and shorter than Natala. Mving by an inconprehensi bl e neans of

| oconbtion, it noves into the light, but it seens to be inpervious
to light, neither reflecting nor absorbing Iight. Only the blinking
toad-1i ke face, warty, fanged, and tusked, stands out. A dark,
squidlike tentacle, bearing teeth instead of suckers, slides around
her body; she shudders uncontrollably at its touch and screans as if
her throat would burst. As she continues to screamthroat-ripping
screans, the creature tugs at her as if to tear her fromthe ring by
brute force.

CUT TO

| NTERI OR: XUTHAL - A SERIES OF CHAMBERS ON THE UPPER FLOOR -

CONTI NUQUS.

CONAN FLEEI NG

At last he races into a particularly ornate chanmber, which is
occupied by a Xuthali worman who raises up with a cry as he charges
in.



She is |oaded with jewell ed ornanents but is otherw se nude, staring
at himwth wde, frightened eyes. She raises her hand and jerks a
sil ken rope hanging fromthe wall. The floor opens under him and he
pl unges into the bl ack depths beneat h.

CUT TO

| NTERI OR: XUTHAL - DIM.Y LIT CORRI DOR - CONTI NUQUS.

Conan hits the floor of the corridor cat-like on his feet and one
hand, saber in guard position in his other hand. He hears Natala's
terrified screans as he rebounds snarling to his feet, and sees her
withing in the lustful grip of the black nightmare shape of Thog.
Wt hout hesitation he bounds forward to snmte the nonster.

It drops Natal a and wheels toward Conan. Conan's saber, shrilling
through the air, shears clear through the black viscous flesh and
rings on the stone floor, showering blue sparks. Conan goes to his
knees fromthe fury of the blow, as it does not encounter the

resi stance he had expected. As he bounds back up, the towering

bl ack shape is upon him

It flows about himlike a clinging black cloud, engulfing him H's
madl y sl ashi ng saber shears through it again and again, his ripping
poniard tears and rends it; slim black phosphorescent |iquid
deluges him Yet its fury is unabated as its flesh seens to knit
behind his slashing blades. He is tossed violently to and fro;
mandi bl es bite him nmassive linbs club him claws scrabble at his
skin, toothed tentacles squeeze him whip-1like appendages | ash him
They are rolling around on the ground. At one point he sinks his
teeth into its substance, and the flesh withes away from between
his jaws.

They roll across the floor in a hurricane of battle. Conan's breath

Is comng in whistling gasps between his teeth. |Its toad-like face
| oons above him Wth a agoni zed panting cry he makes a desperate
|l unge toward it with his saber. 1t sinks hilt-deep sonewhere bel ow

the grisly face, and the vast bul k heaves convul sively.

Wth a titanic burst of expansion and contraction it tunbles
backwards, rolling with frantic haste down the corridor. Conan
brui sed, battered, bloody but indom table, hangs on |Iike a bulldog
to the hilt of his saber, which he cannot w thdraw, tearing and
ripping the shuddering bulk with the poniard in his |left hand,
goring it to ribbons. Conan and Thog are both covered in the
creature's bl ack, phosphorescent bl ood.

Suddenly the heaving billow ng nass falls away from beneath Conan,
t he saber tearing | oose fromthe flesh and remaining in his | ocked
hand. This hand and arm hang down into space, and far bel ow him



Thog's gl ow ng body rushes down |ike a neteor. Conan is |lying on

the brink of a great round well, the edge of which is sliny stone.
He lies there, watching the hurtling gl ow dw ndling and dw ndling
until it vanishes into a dark shining surface that seens to surge

upward to neet it. For an instant a dimmng light glimrers in the
dusky depths, then it disappears, and Conan lies staring down into
the bl ackness of the silent abyss.

FADE TO:
| NTERI OR: XUTHAL - DIM.Y LIT CORRI DOR - CONTI NUOUS.
Natala is hanging fromthe silk cords that bind her wists. A
footstep is heard, then Conan energes fromthe darkness. She enmts
a shriek of horror as Conan becones fully visible, and his appalling
condition becones plain to see. At every step he drips blood. H's
face is skinned and bruised as if beaten with a bl udgeon, his lips
are pul ped, and bl ood oozes down his face froma wound in his scalp.
There are deep gashes on his thighs, calves, and forearns, and great
brui ses show on his |inbs and body frominpacts against the stone
floor. His shoul ders, back, and upper chest have suffered nost.
The flesh is bruised, swdllen, and | acerated, the skin hanging in
| oose strips, as if he had been |lashed with w re whips.

NATALA
(sobbi ng)
Oh, Conan, what has happened to you?

H s smashed lips withe in grimhunor as he approaches her. His
hairy chest, glistening with sweat and bl ood, heaves with his
panting. Slowy and | aboriously he reaches up and cuts her cords,
then he falls back against the wall and | eans there, his trenbling
| egs braced wi de.

Natala falls to the floor when he cuts the cords, then scranbles up
and catches himin a frenzied enbrace, sobbing hysterically.

NATALA
Oh, Conan, you are wounded unto death! On,
what shall we do?

CONAN
(panting)
Vell, you can't fight a devil out of hel
and conme off with a whol e skin!

NATALA
Where is It? Didyou kill it?
CONAN
| don't know. It fell into a pit. It was

hangi ng i n bl oody shreds, but whether it can



be killed by steel | know not.

NATALA
(wringi ng her hands)
Oh, your poor back!

CONAN
(grimacing in pain)
It lashed ne with a tentacle. It cut |ike
wire and burned |like poison. But it was its
damabl e squeezing that got ny wind. It was
worse than a python. If half ny guts are
not mashed out of place, |I'mnmuch m staken.
NATALA
(whi npering)
What shall we do?
He gl ances up at the trapdoor. It is closed. No sound cones from
above.
CONAN

We can't go back through the secret door.
That roomis full of dead nen, and doubtl| ess
warriors keep watch there. They nust have
t hought ny doom seal ed when | pl unged
t hrough the fl oor above, or else they dare
not follow ne into this tunnel.

(gestures at a radiumgemon the wall)
... Tw st that radiumgemoff the wall...
As | groped ny way back up the corridor
felt arches opening into other tunnels.
We'll followthe first we cone to. It may
|l ead to another pit, or to the open air. W
must chance it. W can't stay here and rot.

Nat al a has obeyed his instruction, and hands it to him Holding the
glowing gemin his left hand and his bl oody saber in his right, he
starts down the corridor. He goes slowy, stiffly, only his anim
vitality keeping himon his feet. H s bloodshot eyes glare blankly
and he involuntarily licks his battered lips fromtinme to tine.

Presently the dimlight shows a black arch, and he turns into this.
The light reveals a tunnel simlar to the one they are |eaving.

They continue down the new tunnel and eventually cone to a | ong
stair, which they clinb until they conme to a stone door, fastened
with a gol den bolt.



Nat al a hesitates, glancing at Conan. He is swaying on his feet, the
light in his unsteady hand throw ng fantastic shadows back and forth
al ong the wall.

CONAN
(rmuttering thickly)
Qpen the door, girl. The nen of Xuthal wll

be waiting for us, and | woul d not
di sappoint them By Crom the city has not
seen such a sacrifice as | wll nmake.

She takes the gem from his bl ood-stained hand, throws the bolt, and
draws the panel inward, revealing the backside of a cloth-of-gold
tapestry. She draws it aside, and cautiously peeks through. The
chanber beyond is enpty. A silvery fountain tinkles in the center.

Conan rests his hand heavily on her shoul der.

CONAN
(munbl i ng)
Stand aside, girl. Nowis the feasting of
swor ds.

NATALA
There is no one in the chanber. But there
is water -

CONAN
| hear it.
(l'icks his lips)
W will drink before we die.

He stares blindly into the chanber. She takes his darkly stained
hand and | eads hi mthrough the stone door. She is on tiptoe,
nervous.

CONAN
Drink while | keep watch.

NATALA
No, | amnot thirsty. Lie down beside the
fountain and I will bathe your wounds.

CONAN
VWhat of the swords of Xuthal ?

He continually rakes his armacross his eyes as if to clear his
bl urred sight.



NATALA
| hear no one. All is silent.

He sinks down gropingly by the fountain and plunges his face in the
jet, drinking greedily. Wile he drinks, she tears strips fromthe
si | k hangi ng, using Conan's poniard. Wen he raises his head there
Is sanity in his bl oodshot eyes, and he stretches his |inbs out on
the marble floor, but keeps his saber in his hand, and his eyes
continually rove toward the archways. She bathes his torn flesh and
bandages the deeper wounds with the strips torn fromthe silk

hangi ng. The flesh of his back is discolored, nottled and spotted
bl ack and blue and sickly yellow. She shudders at the sight, but is
al so worryi ng about the danger they are still in.

As she finishes her task, she suddenly freezes and stares.

PAN TO:
A HANG NG THAT PARTI ALLY CONCEALS AN ALCOVE.
Under the hanging a hand's breadth of yellow flesh shows.

CUT TO

CONAN AND NATALA.

Sayi ng not hing, she rises and crosses the chanber softly, grasping
Conan's poniard. Wth agoni zed stealth, she cautiously draws aside
the hanging. On the dais |lies a young Xuthali woman, naked and
notionless. At her hand stands a jade jar nearly full of the gol den
wi ne of Xuthal. Slowy Natala |eans across the body and grasps the
vessel, her poniard poised above the girl's bosom

Hol ding the jar, Natala hesitates, staring hard at the unconscious
girl's breast, knife still poised. After a |ong nonent, she sighs
and draws back the hanging and returns to Conan, who seens only
sem - consci ous.

She bends and places the jar to his lips. He drinks, nmechanically
at first, then with suddenly roused interest. Then he sits up and
takes the jar fromher hands. Wen he lifts his face, his eyes are
clear and normal, and his expression is lively. H's voice is clear,
not the previous nmunble of delirium

CONAN
CROM Were did you get this?
NATALA
From that al cove, where a yellow hussy is

sl eepi ng.

He drinks nore of the golden Iiquid.



CONAN
By Coml | feel new life and power rush
like wildfire through my veins. Surely this
is the very elixir of Life!

He rises, picking up his saber.

NATALA
We had best go back into the corridor. W
shall be discovered if we stay here | ong.
We can hide there until your wounds heal .

CONAN
Not I! We are not rats, to hide in dark
burrows. W l|eave this devil-city now, and
| et none seek to stop us.

NATALA
But your wounds!

CONAN
| do not feel them It may be a false
strength this liquor has given nme, but I
swear | am aware of neither pain or
weakness.

Wth sudden purpose he crosses the chanber to a wi ndow and | ooks out.
She | ooks over his shoulder. A breeze tosses their hair.

PAN TO:

I NTERI OR: XUTHAL - THE FOUNTAI N CHAMBER - VI EW THROUGH THE W NDOW -
NI GHT.

The window is barred with gold bars. Above is a dark velvet sky,
dusted with stars. Below stretches a vague expanse of sand.

CUT TO
CONAN AND NATALA.
CONAN
Thalis said the city was one great pal ace.
Evidently sone of the chanbers are built
like towers on the wall. This one is.
Chance has led us well.

NATALA
What do you nean?
(gl anci ng apprehensi vely over her
shoul der)

CONAN



(pointing at a crystal jar on an ivory
t abl e)
Take that jar and fill it wth water, and
tie a strip of that torn hangi ng about its
neck for a handle while I rip up this
tapestry.

Wil e Natal a obeys his instructions, Conan rapidly ties together the
l ong tough strips of silk to nmake a rope, and fastens one end to the
|l eg of the nmassive ivory table.

CONAN
We'l| take our chance with the desert.
Thal i s spoke of an oasis a day's march to
t he south, and grasslands beyond that. If
we reach the oasis we can rest there until
my wounds heal. This wine is |ike sorcery.

Alittle while ago | was little nore than a

dead man; now | amready for anything.
(gesturing)

Here is enough silk left for you to make a

garnment of.

Nat al a begi ns knotting the silk about her naked body, and Conan turns
to the window, and with a contenptuous wench tears away the soft
gold bars that guard it. Then he |oops the | oose end of the silk
rope about Natal a's hips.

CONAN
Hold on with both hands.

He lifts her through the wi ndow and | owers her the thirty-odd feet to
the sand. She steps out of the |oop, and drawing it back up, he
makes fast the vessels of water and wine, and lowers themto her. He
follows them sliding down swiftly, hand over hand.

CUT TO

EXTERI OR: QUTSI DE THE WALLS OF XUTHAL - NI GHT.

As he reaches her side, Natala sighs with relief. They stand al one
at the foot of the great wall. Conan slings the precious jars across
his shoul ders, wincing at the contact with his mangl ed fl esh.

CONAN
They may find the rope. They nmay even pursue
us, but fromwhat Thalis said, |I doubt it.
(he points)
That way is south, so sonewhere in that
direction lies the oasis. Cone!



Gently taking her hand, he strides out across the sands,
stride to her shorter |egs.

brooding city.

EXTERI OR: THE DESERT - NI GHT.

They are still

wal ki ng.
NATALA
Conan, when you fought the nonster, and
| ater, as you cane back up the corridor, did
you see anything of ... of Thalis?

CONAN
(shakes hi s head)
It was dark in the corridor, but it was

enpty.

NATALA
(shudders)
She tortured me - yet | pity her.

CONAN
(snarling)
It was a hot wel come we got in that accursed
city.
(with a return of grim hunor)

Vell, they'Il remenber our visit |ong
enough, I'll wager. There are brains and
guts and bl ood to be cleaned off their
marble tiles, and if their god still Iives,
he carries nore wounds than |I. W got off
light, after all: we have wi ne and water and
a good chance of reaching a habitable
country, though I look as if |I'd gone

t hrough a neat-grinder, and you have a sore-

NATALA
(interrupting)
It's all your fault. If you had not | ooked

so long and admringly at that Stygian cat -

CONAN
(raises his eyes inploringly to the
sky)
Crom and his devils! Wen the oceans drown
the world, wonen wll take tine for
jealousy. Devil take their conceit! D d I
tell the Stygian to fall in love with nme?

After all, she was only human

suiting his
He does not gl ance back at the silent,

FADE TO



END%



