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FADE | N:
EXT. FOREST - DAY

Sunlight pierces through a thick canopy of trees that arch
hi gh above the under brush.

A man, clean shaven and dressed in nedieval clothes, strolls
through the forest with a woman. This is GECFFREY CHAUCER
|ate forties, he carries a satchel with a rolled parchnent
and quill poking out of it.

Chaucer lovingly kisses the woman's hand. She wears a
weddi ng band of nobility. This is PH LI PPA CHAUCER, early
forties, her fair, plain face winkles as she | aughs.
Chaucer's face darkens a nonent.

PH LI PPA CHAUCER
VWhat is it?

Chaucer feigns a smle.
CGEOFFREY CHAUCER
Last night | had visions that the
Gi m Reaper stole you fromne...
and | gave up on witing.
Phi | i ppa | aughs.
CGEOFFREY CHAUCER
VWhat is so funny? | dreant you
wer e dead.
Flesh rots away from Philippa' s face as she | aughs.

The forest cascades into darkness, but it's still daylight
behi nd Chaucer.

Philippa blows hima kiss. She disappears.
Chaucer's gaze darts around the forest.

GECFFREY CHAUCER
Phi | i ppa?

Fog rapidly rolls in around him

He sprints faster and faster. Daylight remains close
behi nd.

GECFFREY CHAUCER
Phi | i ppa!

He searches every shadow. He races further into the forest.
He stops. Catches his breath.

The npbon npbves over head.



Moonlight reflects off something on the ground. It's
Phi li ppa' s weddi ng ring.

GECFFREY CHAUCER
Phi | i ppa?

A worman' s bl oodcurdl i ng scream
Chaucer snaps around.
Anot her scream

In the distance, a shadowy figure of a NAKED WOVAN tied to
a tree by her ankles. She hangs over a caul dron.

Chaucer races towards her.

As he nears the woman, he slows to a halt and stares at
her, nouth agape. She's a doppel ganger for Philippa
Chaucer, except her face is younger and contorted with
fear.

Her body | ashes about over the caul dron as she struggl es.

NAKED WOVAN
Hel p ne.

Tears stream down the wonan's face.

NAKED WOVAN
You nust help ne, good sir. Please!

Movenment in the shadows catches her eye. Tw gs snap.

NAKED WOVAN
It's com ng back

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
It?

NAKED WOVAN
Hurry!

Chaucer reaches up to the rope around her ankl es.
The woman's eyes widen with horror.

NAKED WOVAN
No!

Chaucer gl ances up.

A bl ade cuts down between them

Chaucer stunbl es backwards.

The bl ade spl ays open the woman's torso.

Bl ood sprays across Chaucer's face.



Her bl ood and guts fill the caul dron.

Chaucer cowers backwards as a decrepit WTCH stirs the
bl ood, form ng a thick, red wax.

The witch gl ances at Chaucer.
He gasps.

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
St ay back

The witch swings out her arnms as she turns into a giant,
fierce crow

Chaucer runs towards daylight.
Dayl i ght races away fromhim wuntil...
FOREST - N GHT

The crow flies after Chaucer, its sharp beak tearing at
his flesh.

Chaucer stunbles and falls.
He grabs a thick, fallen branch and swings it at the crow

The branch passes through the crow as it separates into
five smaller crows.

The crows swoop down at Chaucer. Their squawks are
deaf eni ng.

Chaucer shields his face as their beaks tear flesh from
hi s bones.

BLACK.
Silence. Slits of bright |ight.
EXT. HEAVEN - DAY

Chaucer slowy lowers his arns. He's in a pure white,
heavenl y-1i ke room

An angel steps out of the light and smles down at him
It's Philippa Chaucer.

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
Am | dead?

Phi | i ppa Chaucer shakes her head.
She grabs at her face and cries out in pain.

Her angelic flesh cracks, crunbles and burns up into that
of a dammed soul .



Horns tear through her flesh.

She grabs Chaucer by the throat and throws hi m down.
They fall into...

| NT. HELL - NI GHT

Searing hot flames burn all around Chaucer.

Denons tear himlinb fromlinb as his denon-like w fe
wat ches.

Chaucer cries out.
PHI LI PPA CHAUCER

On the toll of four tales, al

shal | be hers, harbinger of death
Denon Philippa cries out as her skin contorts and cracks.
VWhite [ight burns through her.
Her features soften into that of an angel.
She pulls Chaucer up into...
EXT. HEAVEN - DAY

Phi li ppa yanks himup fromthe fiery pits of hell into a
room of shattered |ight.

Tears stream down Philippa' s pai ned expression.
PHI LI PPA CHAUCER
Soneone has shifted the bal ance
bet ween good and evil. You nust
go on the pilgrinage. Go to the
Tabard | nn.
There's bangi ng from sonewher e.

Phili ppa presses a red-hot amulet into the pal mof Chaucer's
ri ght hand.

The bangi ng grows | ouder.

Chaucer cries out as snmoke pours off his hand, enclosing
hi min darkness.

| NT. CHAUCER S HOVE - BEDROOM - DAY
Adimy lit, dusty room

Pl at es of untouched, rotting food are scattered around the
fl oor and shel ves.

A tap at the door.



5.

e-l1i ke man,

Rats scurry around an unkenpt, festering corps
life is the rapid rise

dressed in black. The only sign of i
and fall of his chest.

He bolts awake. This is CGeoffrey Chaucer, nmerely a shadow
of the man from his dream

Knock knock.

As he w pes sweat fromhis brow, he glances around to find
he's on the floor, slunped against the wall.

Knock, knock!

MAN'S VOCE (O S.)
Sir?

GECFFREY CHAUCER
Go away.

The knocks cease.

Chaucer's tired, sunken eyes stare dead ahead at a painting
of Philippa with a black veil draped over it.

Chaucer rapidly inspects the palmof his hand. There's a
patterned burn scar fromthe amulet in his dream

Wth a single blink, the scar disappears.

Chaucer gl ances between his hand and a portrait of his
wfe.

At the open wi ndow, a crow squawks as it |ands on the w ndow
| edge.

Chaucer bounds to his feet, grabbing any avail abl e weapon.
The crow s eyes gl ow red.

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
St ay back

Chaucer cowers back, tightly closing his eyes. Wen his
eyes open, the bird s eyes are bl ack.

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
It was nerely a dream The |iving
can no nore enter heaven than that
bird is bew tched.
Thud, thud, thud!

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
| said | eave ne be.

The thuds turn to bangs.

Chaucer cowers away fromthe door



The door rattles and cracks.

The door bl asts open.

Wnd whirls around the room

A quill flies out of Chaucer's bag.

Chaucer ducks and covers his eyes.

Slash. Slash. Rip. Shred.

The wi nd di sperses. Silence.

Chaucer slowy uncovers his eyes and stands. H s jaw drops.

He pulls his quill out of Philippa s portrait, which is
covered with cuts, then steps back.

The cuts into the painting spell out "PlILGR MAGE"

PHI LI PPA CHAUCER (V. O.)
G. Go. Co.

The walls bleed, "Go to the Tabard | nn".

A deafening laughter fills the air. Chaucer covers his
ears.

Dead sil ence.

Chaucer stares w de-eyed at the room there's no bl ood on
the walls.

GECFFREY CHAUCER
No. No. | amhallucinating from
hunger .

He slow y approaches Philippa' s portrait. The painting is
undanmaged.

The quill is back in his bag.
CGEOFFREY CHAUCER
No madman's nightmare will frighten
me into subm ssion
Chaucer turns away fromthe portrait.
The red-eye crow pecks and cl aws Chaucer's face.
Chaucer grabs his bag and sprints out of his room

STAI RS

The crow pecks at Chaucer's flesh as he races down the
stairs.



EXT. CHAUCER S HOVE - DAY
A home that is overrun with weeds.
The front door bursts open.

Chaucer races out into the dirty streets of fourteenth
century London. He swings his bag at the denonic crow

Chaucer nounts the first horse he sees.
Chaucer galloping away reflects in the crows red eyes.
| NT. BURNT OUT HOUSE - DAY

The spl ayed open body of a flayed woman hangs fromthe
ceiling in a dark room

The dark figure of the witch watches Chaucer gall opi ng
away in her caul dron.

One by one, she places five voodoo dolls, covered with
human flesh, into a box | abelled "Tabard I nn"

W TCH
Thou soul s whose pat hs once wal ked
apart, follow the ebb and fl ow of
woe to thy final depart.

The final doll she places in the box |ooks |ike Geoffrey
Chaucer .

EXT. TABARD I NN - NI GHT

The streets are enpty. Raucous cheers of drunken nen cry
out frominside the Inn. A man stunbles outside with a
cut lip.

Chaucer disnmounts his horse and ties it up near a trough.
He faces the inn head on, steeling his nerves.

Wth a sigh, he wal ks up the steps and slowy opens the
door.

| NT. TABARD I NN - NI GHT

A crackling fire roars at the far end of the inn, barely
[ighting up the room

Rowdy drunks clink together their tankards, splashing ale
over a cobbl estone fl oor.

Chaucer steps inside and stays by the door |ike a |ost
sheep.

He gl ances around the dingy tavern, which is occupied by
t he scum of London.
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Across the room a man, whose di shonesty matches his | arge
build and thick red beard, picks up his bagpipes. This is
THE M LLER/ ROBI N, a brusque man who al ways | ooks out for

hi nmsel f.

Chaucer wi nces as the bagpipes belt out a tune. He strolls
over to the bar, but stops dead in tracks when he sees the
BAR VEENCH

The bar wench, in an al cohol -stai ned wool | en dress,
hurri edly hands out tankards of ale. She |ooks exactly
li ke the naked woman from Chaucer's dream

A man grabs her rag-like apron, drawi ng her cl oser.

BAR VENCH
Q!

She sl aps his hand away from her, then tightens the apron
around her wai st.

She turns to Chaucer. Her torso is splayed open, her flesh
is rotting.

BAR VENCH
VWhat can | get ya?

Chaucer blinks. The bar wench is not a rotting corpse.

Col our drains from Chaucer's face. He backs away from
her. He | ooks her up and down. Just like in the dream
she | ooks |i ke Philippa Chaucer, except younger.

BAR VENCH
(points to her face)
Up here, nate.

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
Sorry, | did not intend to offend
you. It is just... you remnd ne
of soneone.

The bar wench | aughs.

BAR V\ENCH
(to the whol e bar)
Did you hear that? | rem nd him
of soneone.

Everyone in the bar erupts into |aughter.

BAR WENCH
Li sten, mate.

The bar wench straitens her posture, |ooking fearsone.
BAR V\ENCH

W sell food, ale, and roons. |If
you are | ooking for conpany...



She points to a group of prostitutes.

BAR V\ENCH
...there's a whole gaggle of girls
just eager to earn their keep.

Chaucer stares at her, |ost for words.

BAR VENCH
Do you want anything or not?

The bagpi pe nusic stops.

GECFFREY CHAUCER
(uncertain)
"' m going on the pilgrinmage
tomorrow. | wish to stay the night.

BAR WENCH
You don't seemtoo sure of that.

Chaucer draws in a breath and forces a snile

CGECOFFREY CHAUCER
| am npbst certain.

BAR VENCH
G, Harry! W've got another damm
pilgrimwho wants a room

A | arge, |oud-nouthed man, dressed in sensible clothes,

qui ckly acknow edges the bar wench with a smle before
resum ng his conversation with Robin. This is HARRY BAI LEY,
|ate forties.

The bar wench pours ale into a tankard.

BAR VENCH
| would say Harry will be with ya
shortly, but he was nmeant to help
me two hours ago.

She yells across the room

BAR VENCH
Do you hear ne, Harry?

She bangs the tankard in front of Chaucer. Al e splashes
over the counter.

BAR VENCH
Complinments of Harry Bailey, |ike
we can afford to give away ale to
every Tom Dick, and Harry.

Chaucer gl ances back at Harry who chugs back his ale as he
| aughs and j okes with Robin.

Robi n gl ances in Chaucer's direction, nodding wth approval.
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Chaucer pushes the tankard back to the Bar Wnch.

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
l"'min no nood for debauchery.

The bar wench pushes the tankard into Chaucer's hands.

Chaucer gazes at the bar wench's Philippa-like face, | ost
in thought. Hs lips quiver and his eyes well up.

The bar wench touches his hand, drawi ng himback to the
here and now.

BAR WENCH
VWho i s she?

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
Who?

BAR VENCH
The woman | rem nd you of.

GECFFREY CHAUCER
She is... rather, she was ny w fe.

The bar wench takes his hand in hers.

BAR VENCH
(1 nsincere)
" m sorry.
Chaucer suddenly pulls his hand away from her, |ike a man

caught cheating on his wfe.
O her bar patrons bang on the counter.

BAR PATRONS
G! W need sone service here.

The bar wench opens her nmouth to speak to Chaucer, but the
bangi ng gets | ouder and | ouder.

She snaps around and gl owers at the bar patrons.

BAR VENCH
The next man who bangs on that
bl oody counter will feel ny boot
up his arse. You hear ne?

The bar patrons back away fromthe counter
The bar wench conposes hersel f, then turns back to Chaucer

BAR VENCH
It seens to me that you of al
peopl e should stick around and
hear out whatever plan Harry has
concoct ed.
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As the bar wench heads over to the other bar patrons, she
gl ances back.

BAR VAENCH
You m ght have sone fun

Chaucer carries his ale over to a table and sits down,
keeping his eye on the exit.

Chaucer's gaze follows Harry as he works his way around
t he bar.

Harry greets THE KN GHT/ PALAMON, whose chain mail tunic is
still bloody frombattle. Palanon's manner towards Harry
remai ns chivalrous despite Harry's proddi ng, and wavi ng

ale in his face as though every man is obliged to partake.

The bar wench discreetly watches Chaucer, a malicious snmle
slithers across her face.

Shaki ng his head, Chaucer gives his ale to the nearest
man, then sneaks over to the exit.

Chaucer reaches for the door handl e.

Silence. The roomfalls into darkness.

A deconposed hand touches his shoul der. Chaucer gasps.
The hand is gone. |It's not dark anynore.

Chaucer hurriedly grabs at the door handle. As he steps
out side, he grabs at his hand.

A scar, shaped like the anmulet fromhis dream burns on
his hand. He cries out in pain.

He cowers back into the tavern. The red-hot scar cools
and di sappears.

Everyone in the tavern stares at him

HARRY BAI LEY
Are you okay, sir?

Chaucer stares w de-eyed at his hand.
Harry shoves his hand in front of him
Startl ed, Chaucer gasps.
HARRY BAI LEY
My apol ogies, | did not nean to
frighten you

Harry shoves his hand in front of Chaucer again. Chaucer
scow s at Harry.
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HARRY BAI LEY
Harry Bailey. A bored man, hoping
you can liven up this party. From
what | have w tnessed, you certainly
can.

CEOFFREY CHAUCER
Ceoffrey Chaucer. And | wll be
of no interest to you.

Harry w thdraws his hand.

Across the room Robin |aughs at Harry and resunes pl aying
hi s bagpi pes.

HARRY BAI LEY
Pl ease allow ne to be the judge of
t hat .

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
|"'mafraid | would only bore you,
friend.

HARRY BAI LEY
Conpared to nmy guests here, that
is a possibility, but hear out ny
of fer.

Chaucer draws in a deep breath, then hesitantly reaches
for the door handl e again. The burn scar begins to appear
again. He stops.

Harry manoeuvres hinself in front of Chaucer.

HARRY BAI LEY
The offer is sinple, a storytelling
cont est .

Chaucer steps away fromthe exit, his attention nore focused
on his hand than Harry.

GECFFREY CHAUCER
A storytelling contest?

HARRY BAI LEY
Yes! And the prize is a free neal
here at ny inn.

Chaucer gl ances at the scar on his hand, then at the door.
As he reaches for the door, the scar burns red-hot again.
He pulls away fromthe door.

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
(grunbl es)
How can | refuse.

HARRY BAI LEY
Excellent! Well everyone, shal
we proceed?
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Chaucer, Harry, Pal anon, Robin, and two other nen strol
over to a table next to the fire.

GECFFREY CHAUCER
Well, who are they?

Chaucer catches a glinpse of the bar wench glaring at him
She qui ckly | ooks away.

HARRY BAI LEY
O course, ny manners. This is a
knight, a mller.

Pal anon stares at Robin quizzically.

HARRY BAI LEY
A reeve.

Harry points to a well-grooned, choleric, thin man. This
is THE REEVE/ OSWALD, he has the rough hands of a carpenter
and dresses |ike a nmanager of lands. The blue hue of his
peasant cl othes gives away his stolen wealth.

HARRY BAIl LEY
And al so, here a nerchant.

Harry points to a man with a forked beard, THE

MERCHANT/ PLACEBO. He dresses in the flashiest of clothes
even though he has the skinny build of a man who can barely
afford food.

Pal anon still stares at Robin, |ooking himup and down.

CGEOFFREY CHAUCER
You' ve given ne professions, not
names.

Robi n gl owers at Pal anon.

HARRY BAI LEY
For now, that is how they want it.

Robin's face burns red with rage as Pal anon conti nues to
stare at him questioningly.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
(to Pal anon)
There's not enough ale in all of
bl oody London to ignore that
intolerable stare. Look el sewhere,
or ask your question.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON

| apol ogi se, good sir. [It's just,
there is sonething famliar about
you.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
Yes! | have the sane feeling.
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THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
Have we nmet on a pilgrimage before?
It must be so.

All three nen stare at Robin, confused.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
| assure you | would renmenber ugly
mugs such as yours.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
That's rich comng froma man with
a wart for a nose.

The nmen | augh.
Robi n's face fl ushes red.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Can we get on with this bl oody
contest so Harry can pay for ny
meal ?

The group take their seats at the table.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
If you all do not mnd, | would
rather go first.

The bar wench pl aces another tankard of ale and a | arge
plate of food in front of Robin.

THE NMERCHANT/ PLACEBO
No probl em here.

Robi n knocks back his ale and nptions for the bar wench to
bring over another.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Why should he go first? He wll
probably bore us with Chivalry and
fair maidens.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
| woul d take chivalry over your
damabl e bagpi pes any day.

Robin tightly crosses his arns, his nostrils flare at the
insul t.

HARRY BAI LEY
Those in favour of the MIIler going
first?

Not a single man raises their hand.
HARRY BAI LEY

Those in favour of hearing the
knight's tal e?
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GCswal d nods.

CGECOFFREY CHAUCER
l'mall ears.

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
| ndeed, let's all hear this!

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Very well. M tale begins...

BEG N THE KNI GHT' S TALE:

EXT. THE FOREST OF LOST SOULS - N GHT

The shadow of intertw ning branches arch | ow over head.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON (V. O.)
...after a battle.

The gal | op of hooves.

A spec of light in the distance grows into a flickering
[ight.

The gall op of hooves grow | ouder.

The flickering light grows into a small island of |ight as
Pal amon gal | ops out of the darkness on his horse, YEOVAN
Hi s chest plate is bloody frombattle. H's torch lights

t he way.

Pal anon gl ances behind. A wave of fog races after him

Pal anon
Anot her
Pal anon
Nei gh!

The two

Pal anon

Pal anon

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Faster!

bunps around in his saddl e as Yeoman gal | ops faster.
wave of fog races towards him
pul I s back on the reins.
Yeoman bucks his legs. Palanon falls off.
waves of fog crash together, engul fing Pal anon.
can barely see a neter ahead.
THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Travel through the Forest of Lost
Soul s, she said. The fog 'tis
merely a nyth.
pushes to his feet.
THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON

That nai den had many fine virtues,
but wi sdom was not one of them
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Pal anon gl ances around, Yeoman is nowhere to be seen.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Yeoman.

Pal anon feels his way through the forest.

THE KNGHT/ PALAMON
Yeoman!

A knight's corpse slunmps forward out of the fog. Maggots
crawl around in the corpse's deconposed face. A rotten
arrow pins himto the tree.

Pal anon gasps.

The rotten arrow snaps.

Pal anmon staggers backwards as the corpse falls. Bones
snap as it hits the ground.

Pal anmon notices the corpse's fingers are worn down and
bl oody. He glances at the tree, dried bl ood spells the
wor d:

"RUN!"

The twang of a bow.

The schhwaff of an arrow flying from sonewhere.

Pal amon ducks and rolls behind the tree.

An arrow flies out of the fog and scrapes past the tree.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Show yourself. O are you a coward?

Twang. Schhwaff. Thok. An arrow wedges into the tree.
Pal amon pulls his cross from beneath his arnour.
THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON

May the fog guide their arrows

astray.
Pal anon ki sses the cross.
Arrows rain down around him
He bolts to his feet and races through the fog.

Low branches | eap out of the fog. He ducks.

He turns right, then left. But each way he turns, arrows
fly at himlike they're guiding himsonmewhere.

An arrow whi zzes past his head.
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He trips and falls onto another dead knight.

An arrow sl ashes Pal anon's arm He curses under his breath
and bounds to his feet. Takes cover behind a tree.

The fog eases up a little. There's a forest clearing dead
ahead.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Surely it nust be a trap.

Twang. Schhwaf f.
Pal anon ducks.
An arrow flies out of the fog and hits the tree.

Wth a shrug, Palanmon craw s over to the dead knight and
reaches for their shield.

Twang. Schhwaff. An arrow hits his hand. Palanon cries
out in agony as he pulls the arrow out of his hand.

He grabs the shield and darts behind the tree. He bandages
his hand with an ol d rag.

Twang. Schhwaff. Another arrow flies out of the fog.
M ss.

Pal anon hol ds up the shield and races towards the clearing.
One arrow after another clangs against the shield.

Anot her scrapes by his shield, grazing his forehead. He
st unbl es.

FOREST CLEARI NG - CONTI NUCUS

A human-ski n sheet hangs over a branch like a tent. A
caul dron bubbl es over a fire.

Pal anmon races out of the fog and takes cover behind the
tent. The barrage of arrows stops.

He peers out from behind the tent, his shield held up.

H s eyes hunt the perineter of the clearing. There's no
novenent anywhere.

Pal amon sl ow y st ands.
A war hammer crunches agai nst his chest plate.
Pal anon falls and bangs his head against the tree.

Distant nale voices call out to each other, VILLACERS.
Dogs bark.
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A YOUNG WOMAN, with dirty blonde hair, drags Pal anon's
sem -consci ous body over to the fire.

The villager's voi ces grow nearer.

The young woman's soft eyes gl ance up at the position of
the nmoon, it's alnost at its zenith

Dogs bark at the woman. A nob of villagers, with flam ng
torches, grab her from behi nd.

They drag her towards the forest.
Pal anon' s eyes flicker open.
She screans.

He bolts upright and stunbles to his feet, grabbing his
head i n pain.

Hi s gaze darts about his surroundings, but it's too dark
to make out which way they went.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Fair maiden, | beg of you, cry out
agai n.

A dark figure nudges himfrombehind. Swiftly pulling his
sword, he swings around to smte his eneny.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
(to his horse)
Yeonen.
He stops his sword with barely an inch to spare.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
|"msorry, ny friend.

The young woman cries out again.
Pal amon runs towards her scream
EXT. FOREST PATH - N GHT

Dogs bark at the woman as villagers, with flam ng torches,
drag her al ong an overgrown pat h.

She kicks, screans, and struggles to pull her arns free.

YOUNG WOVAN
No!

Tears stream down her face as the man | eading the nob
presses a cross against her chest. This is BARTHOLOVEW a
haggard, ol d man.
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BARTHOLQVEW
Most cunni ng serpent, you shall no
nmore dare to deceive the human
race.

YOUNG WOVAN
Pl ease, let ne go!

EXT. FOREST CLEARI NG - NI GHT

Pal anon hurries into the forest, feeling his way in the
dar k.

YOUNG WOVAN (O S.)
' mnot evil!

A distant, faint light flickers between the | eaves.
EXT. RITUAL GROUND - NI GHT

Dogs grow at the woman as the villagers tie her to a tree
wi th rope.

YOUNG WOVAN
Don't do thi s!

Villagers place their torches in their stands, then build
up firewood around her

Bart hol omew t hrows holy water at her.

BARTHOLOVEW
Stoop beneath the all and powerful
hand of Cod.

YOUNG WOVAN

Hel p! Soneone hel p ne?
Bart hol omew rips hair from her head.
EXT. FOREST PATH - NI GHT
Pal anon turns to the woman's cry.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
"' m com ng

EXT. RI TUAL GROUND - NI GHT

Bart hol onew weaves the woman's hair into a straw voodoo
doll that | ooks |ike her.

YOUNG WOVAN
And you call yourself a nman of
God.
(to the villagers)
If you let himdo this, your
daughters wi Il be next.
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The villagers stop building up the firewod and exchange
worried gl ances.

BARTHOLOVEW
Fear not, your faith is stronger
than this denon.
Alowgrowl fills the air.

VI LLAGERS
VWhat was that?

Most of the villagers run for their lives.

The four remaining villagers hesitantly resunme buil ding up
firewood around the woman, wary of whatever it was that
grow ed in the shadows.

YOUNG WOVAN
Li st en-

Bart hol onew ties a cloth around the straw doll's nouth

She speaks, but no sound cones out. She frustratedly tries
to speak again and again. Nothing.

She tugs at the ropes, but they won't break.
Bar t hol omew hol ds out his cross.
BARTHOLOVEW
Stoop beneath the all and powerful
hand of God and fl ee when we invoke
the Holy and terrible nane of Jesus.
EXT. FOREST PATH - NI GHT

Pal amon gl ances around, but the woman's cries have fallen
silent.

A |l ow grow .

Pal anon whi ps out his sword. H's w de eyes search the
shadows for whatever namde that sound.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
VWho is there?

Dogs bark in the distance.

Pal anon sheaths his sword and races towards the dogs.
EXT. RITUAL GROUND - NI GHT

Firewood is piled up to the wonan's wai st.

Bar t hol omew spl ashes her with holy water.
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BARTHOLQVEW
Fromthe snares of the Devil..

Swi sh. A bl oodcurdling scream

Bart hol omew grabs a torch and shines it on the decapitated
body of a villager.

Bef ore he can react, another villager's screamis cut short
by the sw sh of Pal anon's bl ade.

Bart hol omew searches the shadows with his torch
A nuffled scream Thud.

Bart hol omew fi nds anot her dead vill ager.

Pal anon steps out of the shadows.

The last villager lunges at himfrom behind. Pal anon spins
round and runs himthrough with his sword.

Bart hol onew runs over to the woman.

BARTHOLOVEW
| pray God forgives thee.

Bart hol omew t hrows the flam ng torch on the firewood.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
No!

Pal anon races towards the young wonan.
Bar t hol omew punches Pal anon back.
BARTHOLOVEW
Foll ow the Lords path or ye shal
be forsaken.

The woman struggles to break free as twigs begin to set on
fire around her.

Pal amon ki cks Barthol omew to the ground, then bounds to
his feet.

Pal anon grabs the torch, but sone of the wood is already
abl aze. He kicks away a chunk of burning wood.

Bar t hol omew drags Pal anon back and strangl es him
BARTHOLOVEW
Forgive him Father, for he knows
not what he does.
The fire burns further up the woodpile.

Pal anon hits Barthol omew with the torch
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Bart hol onew cries out as the flanes sear his face. He
stunbl es back, covering his face.

Pal anon ki cks nore burning wood away from the wonman.
Bart hol omew s cross stabs into Pal anon's shoul der.

Pal amon cries out. Collapses to his knees.

Bart hol omew turns to the fire.

A grow fills the air. A shadowy, overgrown, wolf-1like
beast from hell |unges out of the shadows and bites

Bar t hol omew s neck.

Pal anon pushes to his feet and stands ready to fight the
beast .

The beast bounds off into the night.
Bl ood pul ses out of Barthol onew s neck.

BARTHOLOVEW
You have doomed us all

Pal anon stabs Barthol onew in the heart.
He rapidly kicks burning wood away fromthe wonman.
The young woman cries out, but no sound cones out.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
| do not under st and.

She nods to the straw doll in Barthol omew s hand.

After close inspection, Palanon renoves the cloth from
around the doll's nouth.

YOUNG WOVAN
Thank you! W have to get out of
her e.

Another low growl fills the air. Leaves rustle as sonething
noves in the shadows.

The woman gl ances at the noon, it's al nbst overhead.

YOUNG WWOVAN
Hurry!

Anot her grow .

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Hold still.

Pal anon goes to hack at the rope with his sword, but he
stops and inspects the rope. It's already | oose enough to
escape. His eyes narrow at the wonan.
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Sonmething is not right here.

He hacks at the | oose rope, then pulls the rope free of
her wi sts.

She throws her arns around him

YOUNG WOVAN
We nust hurry, it is not safe here.

As she turns to run, Pal anon grabs her wrist.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
VWhat is your hurry? Your attackers

are dead.

YOUNG WOVAN
Did you not hear the beast? It is
still here.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
| heard a growl, but the |eaves
are still.

Leaves rustl e near by.

YOUNG WOVAN
Are you deaf? We nust | eave!

She turns to run, but his grip tightens as he pulls her
back agai n.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
| would like to stay and t hank
this beast.
She gl ances up at the nobon again, it's directly overhead.
Her face darkens.
YOUNG WOVAN
| f thou wishes to play it like
that, so be it.
A gust of wind blows out all the torches.
The woman cackl es.
Pal amon ducks as she flies over his head.
He grabs the straw voodoo doll and races after her.
EXT. CLEARING IN THE FOREST - N GHT

Pal amon sprints back to the tent. He searches for the
worran.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Come now, why hide yoursel f?
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YOUNG WOVAN
You have ny undying gratitude.

A tw g snaps nearby. Another twig snaps. H s gaze follows
each twig snap and rustle of |eaves, gauging her position.

In the shadows, she circles his position.
THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Then cone forth and congratul ate
ne.
The woman | aughs.

The straw voodoo doll of the woman is yanked from Pal anon' s
hand.

He rapidly about-turns, catching a glinpse of the woman in
t he shadows.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
| wish for you to show yourself.

YOUNG WOVAN
Careful what you wi sh for.

The woman steps forward. Her skin is grey and wi nkl ed
i ke a corpse.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Bl oody hel I'!

Pal anon stunbl es backwards, rapidly noving his hand over
hi s sword.

YOUNG WOVAN
Not quite.

Wth a wave of her bony hand, hell's fire erupts to life
under the cauldron. The firewood turns to hunan bones.

Her vengeful, black eyes seemto cut through Pal anon as
she glares at him

Wth each step, her appearance flickers between that of a
young and ol d woman. Each tinme she appears young, she
stoops forward as though it weakens her.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
You're a...

Pal anon steps away fromthe woman as she slithers closer
to him

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
...a, a wtch.

The woman picks up a handful of soil.
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YOUNG WOVAN
Nature's soil, do as | command,
open up by thine own hand.
She throws the soil at Pal anon's feet.

The ground runbles. Palanon stunbles and falls. He
Screans.

He claws at the ground as he's dragged back by an unseen
force. Hi s fingers bl eed.

The runble fades to an eerie silence.

Pal anon cl anbers to his feet and pulls his sword, staring
w de-eyed at his own grave.

She cackles. Wth a wave of her hand, the sword flies out
of hi s hand.

Pal anon | unges for her with a mghty war cry.
She hol ds out her hand.

YOUNG WOVAN
Land of season, |and of night,
bind this man within m ne own sight.

Pal anon i s yanked back by sonething. He glances down.
Hs arms and | egs are restrained by tree roots.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Fight fair, foul witch

Wth a wave of her hand, Palanon is surrounded by a | arge
pent agram made from human bones.

YOUNG WOVAN
Fair and Nobel knight...

Pal anon reaches for his sword, but his restraints are too
tight.

YOUNG WOVAN
...pay the price for what is right.

He claws at the roots, but they're too tough.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Come on, break!

YOUNG WOVAN
Alife for alife, a murder for a
mur der - -

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Murder? What do you nean? | didn't
nmur der anyone.
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The entire clearing suddenly lights up with an orange-red
hue.

Pal anon' s gaze darts around his surroundings. Cerenoni al
torches sit on each point of the pentagram

YOUNG WOVAN
| can nane five people who disagree
w th you.

The torches roar with a blinding light. The flanes settle
down.

The bl oody corpses of Barthol omew and the villagers are
tied to the cerenonial torches.

The woman takes a waxwork doll fromher tent. She rips a
chunk of hair from Palanon's head. He stifles a cry of
pai n.

Wth a wave of her hand, the roots drag Pal anon towards
the edge of his grave at the centre of the pentagram

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Though | wal k through the valley
of the shadow of death..

Pal anon groans as the root's grip on himtightens.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
| will fear no evil...

YOUNG WOVAN
Qui et !

He opens his nmouth to speak, but no sound cones out.

Wth Palanon's hair, she creates a noose around the waxwork
dol|l's neck

The woman pl aces the waxwork doll at the centre of a smaller
pentagram on a table.

Pal anon stares down into his grave, eyes wwde with terror
The woman hol ds out an crystal orb and yells to the sky.
YOUNG WOVAN

In the nanme of Pal anon's victins,
| call upon the gates of hell,
open up for his crines, repay ne
with what is rightfully m ne.
She sprinkles ash over the waxwork doll.

YOUNG WOVAN
Et ernal yout h.

She tugs the noose tight around the waxwork dolls neck.
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Pal anon coughs and gasps for air.
Hi s face turns redder by the second.

She excitedly watches her arnms and body. Nothi ng happens.

YOUNG WOVAN
No.
She races over to Pal anon's sword and checks her refl ection
in the blade. She still |ooks old.
YOUNG WOVAN
No.

She sl ans down the sword.

YOUNG WOVAN
This is wong.

Pal amon weakly slunps forward as his restraints | oosen.

YOUNG WOVAN
You' re supposed to make nme younger

As he falls into his grave, the corners of his nmouth turn
up.

GRAVE

Pal amon's lips turn blue. H's eyes are bl oodshot.

Dar kness closes in around him He barely fights to breathe.
FOREST CLEARI NG

In a rage, the woman smacks the waxwork doll off the table.
GRAVE

Pal anon is thrown against the side of the grave |like a rag
dol I .

FOREST CLEARI NG

The woman's eyes wi den as she gl ances back at the table.
She' s broken the pentagram

GRAVE

Pal anon' s eyes snap open. He gasps for air.
FOREST CLEARI NG

Pal anon crawl s out of his grave.

The woman and Pal anon gl ance at each other, then at the
swor d.
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Both race towards the sword.
Pal anon i s faster.

The woman grabs the waxwork doll of Pal anon and throws it
towards the fire.

Thrown |ike a rag doll, Palanon quickly clanbers to his
feet and races toward the fire.

The waxwork doll is inches fromthe fl anes.
He di ves forward.
The doll skinms past his hand and lands in the fire.

Snoke billows off Palanon's clothes. He roars in agony as
his skin chars.

He drags hinself to the fire and grabs the doll.
The snoke clears. She's behind him
She rai ses the sword. It swi shes down towards his neck

YOUNG WOVAN
Bast ar d!

Pal anmon spins around and grabs the sword handl e.
Ki cking her away fromhim he crawls to his feet.

He gl ances at the tent. Spots the straw doll that | ooks
i ke the woman.

YOUNG WOVAN
Are you sure you know what you are
doi ng?

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Cat ch!

He throws his sword at the woman.
He runs towards her.

She effortlessly catches the sword, then swings it towards
Pal anon.

He ducks and rolls behind the woman and grabs the straw
dol | .

The sword hurtles towards his chest. He throws up the
straw dol I .

The bl ade skewers the straw doll.

The woman grips her bl oody chest, she roars |ike a denon.



29.
Wth a gust of wind, the fire goes out.
Pitch bl ack
The woman flies over Pal anon.
Sparks fly as flint stones click together.
A small flanme grows into a fire.

Pal amon rapidly searches the area, but there's no sign of
the woman or the waxwork doll. Not even the tent is there.

He qui ckly nounts his horse and gal |l ops away.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON (V. O.)
| fled that...

END THE KNI GHT' S TALE

| NT. TAVERN - NI GHT
All the nmen lean forward, their eyes wi de with wonder.
THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
...infernal place as quickly as I
dar ed.
Robin digs into his huge feast and gul ps down al e.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
ls the witch dead?

HARRY BAI LEY
What of the waxwork doll? Surely,

it's still out there.

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
Wy she could kill you at a nmoment's
noti ce.

CGEOFFREY CHAUCER
Per haps she deni es himdeath, as
he deni ed her eternal youth.
Harry Bail ey stares at Chaucer, aghast.

HARRY BAIl LEY
VWhat kind of nman dreans of death?

Robi n bangs down hi s tankard.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Poppycock!

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
| beg your pardon.
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THE M LLER/ ROBI N
A bl oody baby could weave a nore
bel i evabl e tale.

HARRY BAI LEY
Gent | eman, pl ease.

Pal amon pulls the straw voodoo doll from his satchel.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
| s that believabl e enough for you?

Al the men lean in for a closer | ook.
Robi n lunges forward to grab the doll.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Let nme see that.

Pal anon wi t hdraws the doll before Robin can get his dirty
fingers on it.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
And l et ny only weapon agai nst the
witch | eave ny side.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Lies. Al |iesl!

Pal anon bolts to his feet and reaches for his sword.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Care to take this outside, MIller?

Robi n pushes to his feet, his bulging eyes fixed on the
straw dol | .

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
d adly.

HARRY BAI LEY
CGentl enen! Chivalry, please.

Pal amon lets go of his sword and sits down.
Robi n"s gaze | ocks onto the straw doll.

HARRY BAI LEY
Robi n!

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
This is far fromover, knight.

Robi n noves his seat to directly opposite Pal anon where he
has a clear view of the straw doll.

Gswal d rai ses an eyebrow as Robin signals for nore ale.
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THE REEVE/ OSWALD
May | suggest the m Il er goes next.

Bef ore anyone can agree, Robin begins.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
For starters, ny nane is Robin.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Fly hone, Robin, fly! Before you
enbarrass yourself.

Oswal d splutters into his drink.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
That ship has sail ed al ready.

Harry tightly purses his lips, but the corner of his nouth
curls up.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N

Shall | begin, or are you afraid
my tale will thrash yours into
obl i vi on?

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Hardl y.

GECFFREY CHAUCER
Death is swfter than this
storytelling contest.

An awkward silence fills the air as the nmen exchange
bew | dered gl ances.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
Let's hear this marvel |l ous tale.

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
| concur.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
My tal e begins outside...

GCswal d and Pl acebo | ean forward.
BEG N THE M LLER S TALE:
EXT. TABARD I NN - NI GHT

Ol lanps light the dark streets. A horse is tied up
out side the Tabard Inn.

THE M LLER/ROBIN (V. Q)
...the Tabard | nn

Robi n drunkenly stunbles towards the inn with a bottle of
wi ne in his hand.
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A DRUNK MAN bunps into Robin, knocking Robin to the ground.
DRUNK MAN
.. My apol -
(hi ccups)
My apol ogi es, good sir.
The drunk man hel ps Robin to his feet. As their hands
slide past each other, a folded piece of parchnent is
slipped into Robin's hand.
DRUNK MAN
(whi spers)
Be there within the hour.
Robi n shoves the drunk man.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Wat ch where you are bl oody goi ng.

Robi n drunkenly stunbles towards the inn as he discreetly
unfolds the parchnent. It's a map to a forest, an "X'
mar ks the neeting pl ace.

Robi n drunkenly stunbl es over to the horse that's outside
t he inn.

He gl ances around. He's alone. His drunken stunble turns
into a sturdy stride. He steals an oil lantern. Quickly
mounts the horse and gal | ops away.

EXT. FOREST - N GHT

Tree branches cast a creepy web of shadows. Robin gall ops
through the forest with his oil lantern held out.

He di snounts his horse. Waps its reins around a branch.

A thirty-sonething man watches Robin fromthe shadows.
Hi s ragged clothes and jewellery are |ike that of a PlIRATE

Leaves rustle and a tw g snaps.
Robi n snaps around.
THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Come forth before I drag you out
of the shadows.

Pl RATE
| want nore noney.

Robi n | aughs.
In the shadows, the pirate strokes the bl ade of a dagger

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
No man breaks a deal with mel!
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Pl RATE
Three of ny men died while stealing
this little famly heirl oom of
yours.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
The deal was twenty shillings and
not a penny nore.

Pl RATE
Tongues wag when a man thinks it
wll save his life.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
What is that supposed to nean?

SOVEONE att acks Robin from behi nd.
Robi n spins round and snaps sonmeone's neck.
Pirate grabs Robin from behind and presses his dagger

agai nst Robin's throat. He waves a netal anulet in front
of Robin's face.

Pl RATE
This "heirloont isn't just a pretty
pi ece of netal. Forged in the

depths of hell, they said.
Robi n snatches at the amul et.

Pl RATE
| wouldn't do that, mate.

The dagger cuts into Robin's neck a little, draw ng bl ood.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Tell me your price before | rip
your bl oody head off.

Pl RATE
Forty shillings.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Forty!

The pirate tightens his grip on Robin's neck.
Pl RATE
| could just test this anulet on
your pretty head.
Robi n grow s.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Deal .

Robi n begrudgi ngly hands over the noney.
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Pirate gives the anulet to Robin

Pl RATE
Snap the anulet in half, then press
one hal f against a sacrifice's
forehead. For another ten
shillings, I'lIl find the perfect
victim

Robi n snaps the amulet in two.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
VWy? Wen | have you

Robin grabs Pirate by his hair and yanks himback into a
choke hol d.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
No one breaks a deal with ne.

The Pirate howls with |aughter.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
You are either a bloody fool or a
man w t hhol di ng i nformati on.

Pl RATE
It is you that is the fool, mate

Pirate el bows Robin in the gut.
Robi n gasps for air. He stunbles backwards.
Pl RATE
The anul et only works under direct
nmoonl i ght .

Robi n gl ances up. The tree canopy is too thick to |et
nmoonl i ght t hrough.

Pl RATE
| didn't choose this neeting place
because | |ove trees, nate.

Pirate punches Robin to the ground.

Sonething in the tree canopy catches
Robin's eye. There's a grey blanket up there.

Pl RATE
| f you betray ne again, | wll
flay you like a pig.
Robin glares at Pirate.

Pl RATE
My dogs wll feast on your entrails.
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Robin kicks Pirate to the ground, then bounds to his feet.
He grabs a fallen branch and throws it up.

The branch knocks the bl anket free. Moonlight shines down
on them

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
That | ooks |ike noonlight to ne.
Mat e.
Pirate clanbers to his feet. He runs.
Robi n grabs him
Pirate struggl es.

Pl RATE
No. Pl ease don't...

Robi n drags himback into the noonlight. Presses the half-
anmul et onto the pirate's forehead.

Moonlight intensifies into a thin beam

Pirate cries out in pain as the anul et absorbs the noon's
power .

H's cries turn into a grow. ..
Muscul ar, hairy arns tear through the pirate's tunic.
H s hairy body curls down into..

An oversized, wolf-like CREATURE fromhell. The anul et
glows in the creature's forehead.

A bl ast of energy throws Robin back.
The snarling creature bounds onto Robin.
Robin rapidly holds out his half of the amulet.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
St op!

The creature sits.
THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Sonmeone in this bloody county has
the Ob of Hades. Find it.
He clips the amulet onto his belt.

The creature sniffs the air and ground, then bounds through
the dark forest.

Robi n | eaps onto his horse and gallops after the creature.
They di sappear into the black of night.
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EXT. EDGE OF FOREST - N GHT

Robin pulls back the reins. H's horse whinnies and bucks
up its | egs.

The creature sniffs the ground, then | ooks dead ahead at
an old cottage.

There's novenent inside the cottage.
Robin and the creature hide behind a tree.
EXT. OLD COTTAGE - N GHT

Tools and rope lay on the grass, near half-built furniture
covered by an old, fraying sheet.

Robi n and the creature peer out from behind the tree.
Robi n hol ds out the anul et.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Hi de.

The creature turns invisible.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
VWait here.

Robi n sneaks up to the cottage, grabbing rope off the grass.
He peers through the w ndow.

| NT. OLD COTTAGE - CONTI NUOUS

MRS. MAUDE CARPENTER, a worn-out thirty sonething woman in
a dirty, patchwork dress, places bunches of wild flowers
and herbs over doorways and w ndows.

MR, REG NALD CARPENTER
Whay nust you pl ace those flowers
ever ywher e?

MR. REG NALD CARPENTER, a late thirties man dressed in
dirty, old work cl othes, sands down a cupboard door that
won't cl ose properly.

MRS. MAUDE CARPENTER
Wul d you rather die? You nove us
into the mddl e of nowhere, help
hours away.

Regi nal d grabs the bunch of flowers fromthe front door.
MR, REG NALD CARPENTER
What on earth does that have to do
with these?

Maude grabs the flowers.
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MRS. MAUDE CARPENTER
Are you trying to bring bad | uck
into--?
The front door crashes open.
Robin storns in, carrying rope. He tackles Reginald.

Robi n bangs Reginal d's head agai nst a work top, knocking
hi m out .

Maude attacks Robin with her broom

Robin twi sts the broom out of her hand. Chokes her until
unconsci ous.

He ties up Reginald and Maude.

Robi n storns throughout the house. Enptying drawers,
cupboards, and snmashing pottery as he hunts for the orb.

Robi n stonps back into the kitchen. The couple blink awake.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Where do you keep your bl oody
val uabl es?

MR. REG NALD CARPENTER
(stutters)
Val uabl es?

MRS. MAUDE CARPENTER
Take what |little we have, just
don't hurt him

Robin slaps her. She falls onto her side, whinpering.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Did | speak to you...?

Robin falls silent. H's gaze drifts down to Maude's
neckline. A necklace nmade from stones has fallen out from
beneath her dress. A crystal orb, with a fire burning
inside it, hangs fromthe neckl ace.
THE M LLER/ ROBI N
(whi spers)
The Orb of Hades.
Robin carefully reaches for the neckl ace.
The corner of Maude's nouth curls up
The tips of Robin's fingers graze the neckl ace.

Booml A blast of air throws Robin back. H s head cracks
agai nst the wall.

Regi nal d gasps. He stares at his wife, horrified.
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MRS. MAUDE CARPENTER
Did you really think God woul d
| eave the neckl ace unprotected?

Robi n staggers to his feet.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
What are you? A witch? A fallen
angel ?

MRS. MAUDE CARPENTER
Leave before you destroy yourself.

Robi n thrusts Maude agai nst the wall.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
G ve ne the neckl ace.

Maude spits on Robin's face.

MRS. MAUDE CARPENTER
| would rather die.

Robi n chokes her.

MR, REG NALD CARPENTER
For God's sake, just give himthe
neckl ace.

Maude gags and wheezes as Robin's grip on her throat
tightens.

Regi nal d struggles to break free of the rope.

MR. REG NALD CARPENTER
Let her go!

Robi n sl ans Maude across the room

MRS. MAUDE CARPENTER
(her voice trenbles)
If you kill me, you'll never get
nmy neckl ace.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
There are other ways to | oosen
your tongue.

Robin grabs a knife fromthe kitchen table. He strokes
t he sharp bl ade nenaci ngly.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Rel i nqui sh the neckl ace.

Maude shakes her head.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
| s your tongue broken?
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Robi n yanks her tongue out of her nmouth. His knife slashes
down towards it.

MR. REG NALD CARPENTER
No!

The knife stops. Robin lets go of her tongue. He stares
down at the necklace. The stone chain is engraved with a
series of synbols.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
A protection spell... How do |
break the spell?

Maude sobs.

MRS. MAUDE CARPENTER
The Ob of Hades is too dangerous.

MR. REG NALD CARPENTER
The Ob of Hades? What in God's
name i s going on?
MRS. MAUDE CARPENTER
Let ny husband | eave. Please. He
knows not hi ng of the neckl ace.
Robi n unties Reginald, then holds out his amulet.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Cone, beast.

An invisible force crashes through the window. The creature
flickers between visible and invisible as it prow s about

t he kitchen.

Robi n points to Reginal d.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Kill him

The creature attacks Reginal d.
Regi nal d races out the door.
The creature chases after him snarling.

MRS. MAUDE CARPENTER
Regi nal d!

Robi n unti es Maude.
She turns to run

Robin twists her arm Maude's wist snaps. She cries
out.

Robi n pushes her outside.
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EXT. OLD COTTACE - N GHT

Regi nald wi el ds an axe |i ke a weapon as the creature prow s
around him flickering between visible and invisible.

Regi nal d runs, but the creature bounds in front of him
Robi n pushes Maude out the front door.
Maude pulls free of Robin and runs towards Reginal d.

MR, REG NALD CARPENTER
Stay back, Maude.

The creature bites Reginald's leg. He cries out. Blood
pools around his leg. He falls to his knees.

Robin pulls Maude into a choke hol d.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
"Il et himlive for a price.

Regi nal d swi ngs his axe at the creature.

The creature | eaps over the axe. It sinks its teeth into
Regi nal d.

Reginald cries out in agony.

VMRS. MAUDE CARPENTER
Regi nal d?!

Regi nal d grows weaker

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
G ve ne the neckl ace.

Maude throws her neckl ace on the ground. She tries to run
to Reginald, but Robin holds her back.

VMRS. MAUDE CARPENTER
Regi nal d?!

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
How do | renove the protection
spel | ?

MRS. MAUDE CARPENTER
Just break the chain. Now, cal
of f your beast!

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Why ?
(hol ds out amul et)
Kill her.

Maude turns to attack Robin, but Reginald lets out a
bl oodcurdl i ng scream
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She grabs the heaviest |og she can find, then sprints over
to Regi nal d.

The creature | aps up Reginald s blood.
Maude whacks the creature away from him

She turns back to Reginald. He vacantly stares into thin
air. Hs intestines sprawl ed across the grass.

MRS. MAUDE CARPENTER
No, you cannot |eave ne. Pl ease!

Maude w pes bl ood away from Reginald's face as tears stream
down her face.

MRS. MAUDE CARPENTER
Regi nal d?

Tw gs snap behind her. She gasps. Slowy turns around.
The snarling creature |unges towards her.
She ducks and rolls.

The creature sinks its teeth into her stomach. She cries
out . Bl ood drenches her cl ot hes.

She struggl es against the creature. Her eyes narrow at a
glowing amulet in the creature's forehead. It matches
Robi n's anul et .

She kicks away the beast. Gabs Reginald s axe. Staggers
t owar ds Robi n.

Robi n smashes the necklace with a hamrer, then pockets the
O b of Hades.

Maude swi ngs the axe down towards Robin's neck

Robi n grabs the axe handle. Trips Maude. She falls onto
hi m

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
You are no match for ne, wonman.

Robi n pushes Maude off him
MRS. MAUDE CARPENTER
| can't let you |l eave wth that
orb.
Robi n reaches for his amulet. [It's gone.

Maude weakly stands behi nd Robin, her clothes soaked with
her own bl ood. She holds out his amnulet.

MRS. MAUDE CARPENTER
Kill him
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The beast bounds onto Robin, knocking himto the ground.
Maude slunps to the ground as she profusely bl eeds.

Robi n struggl es against the growing creature. |Its teeth
near his throat.

Maude breathes out. Her lifeless eyes stare into space.
The amul et falls out of her hand.

Robi n reaches for the anmulet. [It's too far away.

The creature's sharp teeth are inches from Robin's throat.
Robin grabs a rock. Hts the creature.

Startled, the creature hobbl es back.

Robin crawl s towards the anul et.

Wth a roar, the creature bounds onto Robin.

Robin grabs the amulet. Holds it out.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
St op!

The creature stops just short of his throat.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
CGet off ne, you bl asted beast!

Robi n clanbers to his feet. Linps over to Maude's bl oody
corpse. He steals anything of value from her.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Eat your dinner, beast.

The creature tears flesh from Maude' s bones.

Robi n renoves the Ob of Hades from his pocket and gazes
intoits fire.

END THE M LLER S TALE
| NT. TABARD I NN - NI GHT

The fire crackles. All the listeners stare at Robin in a
stunned sil ence.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Have you no shane?

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
The carpenter was nmade a fool by
his own wife. It's an insult.

HARRY BAI LEY
Surely no man could be that call ous.
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Robi n shows themhis half of the amulet. He gul ps down
ale, then turns to Palanon with a m schi evous grin.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Tell me, Knight. You're full of
t hat chival rous poppycock- -

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
What woul d you know about chival ry?

Robin's jaw tenses up, his nostrils flare. Through gritted
teeth, he conti nues.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
|'"ve proven nmy story. WII you
prove yours by show ng nme your
straw dol | ?

Pal amon grips the edge of the table so tight his knuckl es
turn white.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
If | were to stab that doll, would
you di e?

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Yes. ..

Al'l eyes are on Robin.
THE M LLER/ ROBI N
...1f your aimis as bad as your
story.
Pal amon pushes out of his seat. Reaches for his sword.
Robi n pushes to his feet.
The bar wench strides over with a large tray of food.
BAR VENCH
O! No fighting or take it outside.
"' m not cl eaning up your bl ood.
Robi n and Pal anon sit down.

The bar wench serves plates of nouldy food that craw s
wi th insects.

Chaucer gasps.
The bar wench gl owers at Chaucer
BAR V\ENCH
G! That food was freshly cooked
yest er day.

Chaucer stares at her in horror. Her skinless face pul sates
wi th bl ood.
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Chaucer bounds to his feet and shoves her against the wall.

The bar wench screans.

Al'l but Robin drag Chaucer away from her.
agai nst them

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
No! She is evil. W nust stop
her!

HARRY BAI LEY
Stop her from doi ng what ?

Robin digs into his nouldy, insect infested

CGECOFFREY CHAUCER
Do not eat that devil's feast!

Chaucer struggl es

f ood.

Chaucer breaks free of them and knocks the food away from
Robin. The plate smashes on the floor.

Chaucer turns on the bar wench.

GECFFREY CHAUCER
How are you going to kill then?

The bar wench trembles with fear.

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
Answer nel!

Harry shoves Chaucer aside. The bar wench

t he bar.

HARRY BAI LEY
What is wong with you, man?

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
VWhat is wong wwth nme? Can you
not see the food is crawing with
i nsects?

Chaucer gl ances at the food again, it's jus
pl ate of neat and bread.

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
VWhat of her face? She has no ski

He gl ances at the bar wench, there's nothin

her face.

Chaucer slunps down into his chair,

CGECOFFREY CHAUCER
But | was certain...

HARRY BAIl LEY
VWhose tale is next?

hurries back to

t a delicious

n.

g wong with

conf used.
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THE REEVE/ OSWALD
"1l go next.

HARRY BAIl LEY
Mar vel | ous!

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
My tale is about a thieving mller.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
(grow s at Oswal d)
You bl oody- -

HARRY BAI LEY
Ch, be quiet, you drunk fool.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
As | was saying...

THE REEVE' S TALE:
I NT. SOLER HALL - NI GHT

Faded paintings of great historical figures adorn the dull,
wooden wal | s.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD (V. Q.)
...y tale is about a mller.

Qutside, a crowd of ANGRY VILLAGERS yell at soneone.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD (O. S.)
Yes, we have all heard the runours
about the mller stealing grain.

Rel entl ess voices yell at Oswal d.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD (O. S.)
Qut of ny way, please.

Gswal d bursts through the door and slans it shut. Angry
villagers yell and bang on the door.

Gswal d | ocks the door. Through the din of the angry
villagers, he calls out.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
John. Al eyn.

JOHN, a brave young student (age 23), brazenly strides
into the room his eyes | ocked on Gswal d.

ALEYN, a shy student in his early twenties, hesitantly
follows John into the room He nervously glances at the
door as the yelling grows |ouder.

JOHN
You call ed, sir.
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THE REEVE/ OSWALD
A man cannot think with all that
noise. Cet rid of themn

JOHN
Surely by now you nust concede to
their demands. Send Al eyn and |
to the mll, we'll demand the truth

Dead silence. Not even the angry villagers can be heard.
An old WOVAN I N A BLACK CLOAK scoffs at John

WOVAN | N A BLACK CLQAK
Has thou net an honest thief?

Oswal d growl s at the wonman.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
Who in God's nane do you think you
are...?

Cswal d stares at the | ocked door, confused.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
How did you get in here? 1 |ocked
t hat door

WOVAN | N A BLACK CLOAK
Thou coul d ask who and how, but
why yields a nore fruitful answer.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
Very well. Wiy are you here?

WOVAN | N A BLACK CLQAK
To deliver thou fromevil. The
mller '"tis a thief, no doubt.

The woman in the black cloak holds out a nurky bottle,
which is filled to the brimwith a potion.

WOVAN | N A BLACK CLOAK
Question himif thou nmust. But,
when that fails, put a single drop
of this in his w ne.

John takes the bottle and inspects it, then passes it to
Al eyn.

JOHN
VWhat is it?

WOVAN | N A BLACK CLOAK
"Tis a potion that breathes life
into dreans, where thou shall find
the answers ye seeks.

Al eyn opens the potion and raises it up to his nose.
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The woman grabs the bottle from beneath Al eyn's nose.

WOVAN I N A BLACK CLOAK
What fool inhales thine own potion?

She gives the bottle to Gswald. He inspects the potion,
then gives it to John.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
G. If civility fails, use this
i nst ead.

JOHN
And if he truly is a thieving
scoundrel ?

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
Steal back what is rightfully ours.

John turns to | eave, but Al eyn hol ds back.

ALEYN
Sir. Wat if we're caught? The
mller, he is a brute.

THE REEVE/ CSWALD
Do what you nust. The
responsibility shall be m ne.

As the two lads turn to | eave, the woman bl ocks their path.

WOVAN I N A BLACK CLOAK
M ne offering '"tis not free.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
VWhat is your price, hag?

WOVAN | N A BLACK CLOAK
Merely a | ock of thine own hair.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
What a preposterous price to pay.
Wiy ny hair? Wen it is they who
wi |l use your so called potion.

WOVAN | N A BLACK CLOAK
Thou did say he woul d take
responsibility for their actions.
Did he not?
Gswald rolls his eyes, grunbles.
The wonman takes back her potion.

WOVAN | N A BLACK CLOAK
| wish thee luck with your futile
endeavour .

The woman wal ks towards the exit.
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JOHN
The mller is unlikely to confess
of his own wll.

OGswal d gl ances at the woman, she's al nbost at the door.
Al eyn hesitantly steps forward.

ALEYN
He's right, sir. \Watever evil
lays in that bottle, we need it.

The woman reaches the door.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
Wai t!

Gswal d cuts off a lock of his hair and gives it to the
wonman.

VWOVAN | N A BLACK CLQAK
Be forewarned, never use nore than
one dr op.

She gives the potion to John.

ALEYN
Why ?

WOVAN | N A BLACK CLOAK
Al'l nightmares begin as dreans.

John scoffs at the woman.

In the blink of an eye, the woman is gone. The noise
outside resunes as if the angry villagers had never stopped
yel l'i ng.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
God be with you.

John and Al eyn | eave.
EXT. MLL HOUSE - DAY

Wndm || bl ades appear and di sappear behind the house as a
gentl e breeze turns them

John brazenly strides towards the mller's house, his eyes
| ocked on the front door. He lugs behind hima cart filled
wi th sacks of grain, topped with a bottle of w ne.

Al eyn remai ns several steps behind John. He peers inside
t he potion bottle.

ALEYN
How can you be so certai n about
using this... this potion?
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John bursts out | aughing.

JOHN
And here was | believing you were
a student of science.

Al eyn's eyes narrow at John.
JOHN
Rest assured, ny friend, this is
merely a hall uci nogen.

John bangs his fist on the MIller's door. No answer. He
bangs on the door again.

The front door snaps open, startling the students.

SYMKYN
What ?

A brutish man, dressed in a tunic that far exceed the income
of amller, glares at the boys. This is SYMKYN

Al eyn takes two steps back, his eyes wide with terror.

JOHN
MIller Synkyn, | presune.

Synkyn grunts

JOHN
I"'m John and this is ny cowardly
friend, Aleyn.

Al eyn el bows John, annoyed.

JOHN
We have some grain that needs
grinding for our college.

Al eyn doesn't speak. John nudges him

ALEYN
John, that is, we are thoroughly
interested in how you grind the
grain. But we could always return
anot her week.

John throws Al eyn a scathing | ook
Al eyn nervously | ooks anywhere, but at Synkyn or John.

SYMKYN
Come in.

I NT. MLL HOUSE - DAY

John and Aleyn carry in the |l arge sacks of grain. A BABY
cries sonewhere in the house.
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JOHN
We hope this is enough.

Synkyn grunts, then |eads themthrough to..
M LL ROOM

John and Al eyn stare up at the turning wheels of the mll.
A bal cony circles the roomat a dizzying height.

SYMKYN
VWait here.

2

ynkyn clinbs up the |l adder. A nonent |ater, the wheels
of the mll stop turning, then Synkyn throws down a chai n.

SYMKYN
Hook that to a sack of grain.

John hooks the chain onto the sack.

Synkyn hoi sts each sack up to the bal cony.
BALCONY

John and Al eyn step onto the bal cony.

John's face softens |like a |ovesick puppy as MALYNE, the
twenty-year-old wife of the mller, energes froma doorway.

MAL YNE
Qur son is finally sleeping, thank
God.

Synkyn sees the way John | ooks at Malyne. He glowers at
John.

SYMKYN
Mal yne, can you not see | have
guests? Leave us!

MALYNE
Ch, excuse ne.
JOHN
Don't | eave on our account. Malyne,

was it?

Mal yne gl ances between Synkyn and John, then hastily
retreats.

As she turns, John sees a bruise on her neck.

SYMKYN
Look el sewhere, boy.

John's eyes narrow at Synkyn. H's fists clench.

Al eyn qui ckly steps between them
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ALEYN
The grain, sir, we would love to
know how you grind it.

John mutters each step under his breath as he watches Synkyn
adjust the mllstones and pour grain into a bin.

M LL ROOM - LATER
Ariver of flour flows down a chute and into a sack
Synkyn's baby cries again.

SYMKYN
Mal yne.  Mal yne!

Synkyn stornms out of the room and drags back Ml yne.

SYMKYN
Shut hi m up.

Synkyn shoves Mal yne up the | adder

John clenches his fist. Al eyn quickly manoeuvres hinself
bet ween John and Synkyn.

ALEYN
So that is howit is done? Ginding
the grain, that is.

John barges past Aleyn. He glares at Synkyn.

JOHN
VWhat of the runmour, is it true?

SYMKYN
VWhat runour woul d that be?

JOHN
That you're a thieving scoundrel.
A brute of a man, nay, a wonan.

ALEYN
John!

Synkyn's face contorts with rage. Both |ads cower back a
little.

SYMKYN
How dare you

ALEYN
Forgive nmy friend, his nouth runs
qui cker than his m nd.

JOHN
s it true?
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SYMKYN
O course it's bl oody not!

Synkyn and John scowl at each other. Aleyn quickly
i nt ervenes.

ALEYN
My friend has a bottle of wine in
the cart. Wiy not join us in a
dri nk? As an apol ogy.

SYMKYN
So he can poison ne and steal ny
w fe?

ALEYN

You have ny word as a man, John
has no such intentions.

SYMKYN
"1l get the wine. And I'll pour
it.

Synkyn | eaves. He returns a nonent later with their w ne.
He pours out three gl asses of wine and hands them out.

John raises his gl ass.
JOHN
MIler Synkyn, nay God grace you
with all that you deserve
John knocks back his w ne.
JOHN
(munbl es)
Prison, hopefully.

Synkyn puts down his wi ne and attacks John. John
retaliates.

Seizing the distraction, Aleyn quickly tips a drop of the
potion in Synkyn's w ne.

John swings his fist towards Synkyn.
Al eyn grabs John's fist and pushes hi maway.

ALEYN
John, apologize to this good nan.

Synkyn shoves Al eyn asi de.
John pulls Synkyn into a headl ock.

JOHN
Al eyn, the potion.
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Al eyn shakily pours the spiked wine into Synkyn's nout h.
John covers Synkyn's nouth and nose, forcing himto swal |l ow.

John rel eases Synkyn.
Synkyn turns on John, but he coll apses.

ALEYN
| s he dead?

John nudges Synkyn, but he doesn't wake. Aleyn's eyes
wi den with horror.

Mal yne screans. She's on the bal cony. John races upstairs.
BALCONY

John grabs Malyne. Hurries her through the doorway.

CORRI DOR

John pushes Malyne into a bedroom and | ocks t he door.

M LL ROOM
As John returns, Aleyn holds a glass in front of Synkyn's
mouth. It steans up as he breathes out.

JOHN

He's just sl eeping?
Al eyn nods.

ALEYN
What are we supposed to do? A
sl eepi ng man cannot answer our
gquesti ons.

A knock knock knock from sonewhere.
DREAM SYMKYN (O. S.) SYMKYN
Hol d on! (tal king in sleep)
Hol d on.
They hear the front door open.
John and Al eyn exchange a pani cked gl ance.
Foot st eps appr oach.

John and Aleyn rapidly hide in the shadows, behind a |arge
support beam

A dream version of Synkyn, DREAM SYMKYN, strides into the
room dragging an overloaded cart filled with sacks of
grain.
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ALEYN
(munbl es)
The potion breathes life into

dr eans.
(eyes light up)
W' re wat ching Synkyn's dream

Dream Synkyn carries two sacks of grain towards the
st udent s.

Al eyn gasps as Dream Synkyn nears them and gl ances their
way.

John covers Aleyn's nouth, pulling himfurther into the
shadows.

Dream Synkyn opens a door to a secret room He hides the
two sacks of grain in the room then wal ks away.

John and Al eyn peer into the secret room The roomis
filled wth at | east a dozen sacks of grain.

ALEYN
How can one man possess so nuch
grain?

JOHN

It's time for that thieving
scoundrel to pay.

Dream Synkyn cries out.
The students race towards Dream Synkyn.

Dream Synkyn stares in horror at his sleeping self. He
sees Al eyn and John.

DREAM SYMKYN
Who are you?

An axe appears in Dream Synkyn's hand.
DREAM SYMKYN
(points to Synkyn)
VWhat evil is this?
Dream Synkyn swi ngs the axe at John
John ducks. Aleyn tackles Dream Synkyn.

Dream Synkyn di sappears. Aleyn falls over. The cart of
grain di sappears. Synkyn stirs in his sleep.

JOHN
The potion is wearing off.

Al eyn gl ances back at all the ill-gotten grain.
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ALEYN
If only we could give himnore
than a drop of the potion. Not
only could we steal back our grain,
we could grind it too.

JOHN
VWhat a marvel | ous i dea!

John grabs the potion bottle off Aleyn and strides over to
Synkyn. Aleyn steps in front of John

ALEYN
Do you not renmenber the woman's
war ni ng? No nore than a drop.
Al'l nightmare's begin as dreans.

JOHN
What harm could a few extra drops
possi bly do?

ALEYN
What harnf! You were just attacked
with an axe.

JOHN
A dream cannot harm a man.

John pushes Al eyn out of the way.
Al eyn snatches the potion bottle.

ALEYN
Don't be a fool.

Al eyn and John fight over the bottle.

The potion bottle slips out of their hands. Smash.

The murky potion floods the ground fl oor.

Al eyn and John cover their nouths and race up the | adder.
BALCONY

Al eyn | ooks down as Synkyn di sappears into the nurky potion.
He gl ances around, confused. Were's John?

ALEYN
John? John!

A hand grabs Aleyn from behind. He snaps around and sw ngs
back his fist.

ALEYN
John!

Al eyn stunbl es back a step.
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JOHN
Where in God's nane did you go?

ALEYN
VWere did I go? You are the one
who vani shed.

JOHN
Al eyn.

John nods down to the potion cloud.

The potion disperses. Synkyn energes. He tosses and turns
in a restless sleep.

Day turns to night. Torches appear and |light the room
Voi ces argue. |It's Malyne and Synkyn. The baby cries.
Mal yne screans.

John and Al eyn race towards the scream

BEDROOM

The door crashes open. Aleyn and John charge into the
room

Mal yne is slunped on the floor. Blood pools around her
head.

Mal yne's chest rises and falls. She's alive.

The door slanms shut. Behind it, a Nl GHTMARE SYMKYN, his
eyes dark with rage, glowers at John

NI GHTMARE SYMKYN
She is mne. But she wants you.

John rushes to Malyne's aid. N ghtmare Synkyn bl ocks his
path. Aleyn steps forward.

ALEYN
Al l ow us to help her, please.

John shoves Synkyn back a step

JOHN
Move before | thrash you to a bl oody

pul p.

Ni ght mare Synkyn's eyes darken. A sword appears in his
hand.

NI GHTMARE SYMKYN
If | cannot have her, nobody can.

Ni ght mare Synkyn charges towards Ml yne.
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John shoves himaway from Mal yne. He glances down, a sword
appears in his hand.

Their swords cl ash.

Al eyn pushes John away from Ni ght mare Synkyn.

ALEYN
Runmour has it that nen who die in
their dreans die in real life.
JOHN

What a marvel | ous i dea.
Ni ght mare Synkyn's sword sl ashes towards Al eyn.

ALEYN
You are not a nurderer, John.

John shoves Al eyn aside and | unges towards Synkyn with a
warli ke cry.

A deadly duel of swords.

John and Synkyn's battle noves towards the crying baby.
Al eyn dives in front of them and grabs the baby.

John and Synkyn's swords crashes through the baby's crib.
John stabs Ni ghtmare Synkyn in the heart.

Ni ght mare Synkyn col | apses and dies, but nothing fromthe
ni ght mare di sappears.

JOHN
| thought you said he would die.

John goes to hel p Malyne who begins to wake. Aleyn puts
t he baby on the bed and races out to..

M LL ROOM

The real Synkyn stares into space, eyes w de as though
scared to death, his face deathly pale.

BEDROOM

Ni ght mare Synkyn's hand twitches. He drags hinself to his
feet, nore like a zonbie than man.

M LL ROOM

Al eyn holds a gl ass near Synkyn's nouth, it doesn't steam
up.

Al eyn bolts to his feet and races up the | adder.
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BEDROOM
Al eyn races into the room

ALEYN
Synkyn i s dead.

Mal yne cowers in the corner with her baby.
Ni ght mare Synkyn strangl es John

Al eyn grabs a piece of the broken crib, with a nail poking
out of it, and slams it into Synkyn's head.

Ni ght mare Synkyn dies. His flesh rots a little. He wakes
up agai n.

John and Al eyn throw everything they've got at N ghtmare
Synkyn, but nothing kills him Each fatal blow turns
Ni ght mare Synkyn nore zonbie-Ilike

JOHN
(to Mal yne)
Stay here.

John and Al eyn lure N ghtmare Synkyn out to..
BALCONY

Ni ght mare Synkyn Tackl es John to the ground. Pins him
down, pressing the blade against John's throat.

JOHN
VWhat will it take to kill this
man, a stake through the heart?

John ki cks Synkyn. Synkyn stunbles back and falls over
the edge. N ghtmare Synkyn roars. Silence.

The | ads peer over the edge of the balcony. N ghtmare
Synkyn is skewered by a stake through the heart.

Ni ght mare Synkyn lifts hinself off the stake.

JOHN
VWhere did that stake cone fronf

Al eyn backs away from John

ALEYN
A dead man can't dream John. The
mller is nost certainly dead.

John grabs anything he can as a weapon against the mller.
JOHN

This is no tinme for debating who
can and cannot dream Al eyn.
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ALEYN
You were caught in the potion.

JOHN
We were both caught in the potion.

ALEYN
But you spoke of a stake, now
there's a stake down there.

Ni ght mare Synkyn's mangl ed body slowy pulls itself up the
| adder, a raging nonster.

Al eyn grabs a Chisel off the wall. He turns on John. He
gl ances between John and Ni ght mare Synkyn.
ALEYN
Your mnd is keeping that thing

alive.
Al eyn lunges at John with the chi sel

Ni ght mare Synkyn drags his mangl ed body al ong t he bal cony
with the stake in his hand.

Ni ght mare Synkyn stabs the stake towards them

Al eyn ki cks John towards the stake. Bl ood sprays across
his face.

John col | apses as bl ood punps fromhis chest.

Ni ght mare Synkyn hobbl es closer to Aleyn. An axe appears
in his hand.

Aleyn trips and falls. He lands on an unconsci ous body.
He quickly clanbers away fromit, eyes wide with horror as
he stares at his own body. This is Aleyn's nightnmare.

A single tear rolls off DREAM ALEYN s cheek as he stares
back at his dead friend.

Al eyn gl ances up at nightmare Synkyn as the axe sw ngs
towards hi s neck.

Mal yne steps onto the bal cony, hol ding her baby tight.
Aleyn's head rolls across the floor.

Mal yne screans.

Ni ght mare Synkyn throws the axe at Ml yne.

She shi el ds her baby.

Not hi ng happens.

She slowy | ooks up. The axe is gone. N ght turns to
day.
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The nightmare fades away, |eaving only the dead bodi es of
Al eyn, John and Synkyn.

I NT. SOLER HALL - NI GHT

Mal yne pulls a cart brimmng with sacks of grain towards
Cswal d.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
Can | help you?

MAL YNE
| bring the grain ny husband stole.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
What of Al eyn and John?

Mal yne breaks down into tears.
END THE REEVE' S TALE
| NT. TABARD I NN - NI GHT

Di stant thunder runbles outside. A few drops of rain tap
agai nst the w ndow.

OGswal d gl ares at Robin.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
Mal yne recounted the tale of the
thieving, lying mller's dem se.

Robin silently glares at Gswald, gripping his dinner knife.

CGECOFFREY CHAUCER
VWhat a vindictive tale.

Gswal d grins at Robin.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
O course, it is.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
"1l grind your bloody bones.

Robin lunges at Gswald with his knife.
Oswal d | eaps back.

HARRY BAI LEY
Don't take his bait, Robin.

Robi n stabs the knife into the table. He sits back down
and chugs down nore ale.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
This damm conpetition is m ne
anyway.
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Robi n suddenly becones pale and weak. As he pulls out of
it, he yells to the bar wench.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
More al e!

OGswal d edges back to the table, keeping Robin at nore than
an arnm s | ength away.

HARRY BAI LEY
| suggest we nove on to the fourth
tal e.

Chaucer's eyes w den.
HARRY BAI LEY (V. Q)
(echo in Chaucer's
m nd)
Fourth tale... fourth tale...

Chaucer turns as pale as a sheet.
FLASHBACK - CHAUCER S DREAM
Hell. Searing hot flanes burn all around Chaucer.

Chaucer cries out in agony as denons tear himlinb from
i nmb.

Hi s denmon-1i ke w fe watches.
PHI LI PPA CHAUCER
On the toll of four tales, al
shal |l be hers, harbinger of death
Denon Philippa cries out as her skin contorts and cracks.
END FLASHBACK
| NT. TABARD I NN - NI GHT

Chaucer grabs a knife fromthe table and dives towards
Pl acebo. The others struggle to hold himback.

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
You nmust not tell your tale! The
har bi nger of death, she will cone!

The bar wench runs over with sone rope. They tie Chaucer
to his chair.

GECFFREY CHAUCER
The fourth tale, you nust not tel
it! Don't tell it!
Robi n gags Chaucer with a rag.

Pl acebo conposes hinself and sits down.
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Robin falls unusually quiet. He keeps a watchful eye on
Chaucer, disturbed by the warning.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Let's get this over with so | can
Wi n.

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
My tal e begins...

BEG N THE MERCHANT' S TALE:

EXT. FOREST - N GHT

A tired, old knight travels through the dark forest on his
horse, RAVEN, barely keeping his eyes open. This is
JANUARI E, his arnmour is as old and worn out as him

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO (V. O.)
...1n a dark, spooky forest.

He slowy blinks as he catches a glinpse of a |ight up
ahead.

The light grows into a flickering flane.
Raven's hooves dig into the ground as it nears the flane.

JANUARI E
VWat is it, Raven?

There's novenent near the |ight.

JANUARI E
VWho' s t here?

DI SEMBODI ED VO CE (O. S.)
Cone hither, seeker of truth.

Raven whi nni es and backs away fromthe |ight.

JANUARI E
Whoa... easy there.

Januarie tightens the reins. He strokes Raven's mane.

JANUARI E
VWhat is it?

The horse bucks, throwi ng Januarie off, then gallops away.

DI SEMBODI ED VO CE (O. S.)
Cone hither, seeker of truth.

JANUARI E
VWho is there?

DI SEMBODI ED VO CE (O S.)
The answer you are seeking.
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Januari e sneaks up towards the fire. He hides behind a
line of trees and watches the fire.

JANUARI E
VWhat truth m ght that be?

A hunched-over, shadowy figure hobbles around the fire,
this is the SEER

SEER/ DI SEMBCODI ED VA CE
Cone forth, Januari e.

Januari e whi ps out his sword.

JANUARI E
Who told you ny nane?

Januarie's eyes wden. \Were's the seer?

JANUARI E
| demand you answer ne, old fool!

Januarie slowy turns around, sword held out, checking
every shadow and rustling bush for this nysterious person.

The sword is ripped fromhis hand.
Januari e spins around.

The seer presses the tip of the sword against his throat,
a pearl of blood trickles down his neck.

JANUARI E
Finish the job and be done with
it.

SEER
A man who lives by his sword, shal
die by it.

The fire lights up the seer's grey, winkled skin, a stark
contrast to his overgrown bl ack-hair.

The seer expertly spins the sword up into the air, catching
it by its deadly sharp bl ade.

Januari e gasps.
JANUARI E
That sword shoul d have cut off
your fingers.
The seer gives the sword to Januari e.
JANUARI E
Are you not afraid I'll smte you
where you stand?

The seer strolls towards the fire.
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SEER
Thou may try, but thou will fail.

The seer sits down by the fire, poking it with a stick.
SEER

Conme, the fire beckons you,
Januari e.

Januari e hesitantly approaches the fire.

JANUARI E
For what ?

SEER
Your future, of course.

JANUARI E
| suppose you want ne to cross
your palmwth silver.

Seer shakes hi s head.

SEER

Another will pay the price.
JANUARI E

Anot her ?
SEER

Awlling participant. Cone, hold
out your hand.

The seer sprinkles red sand into Januarie's hand.

SEER
Ask your question, then throw the
sand in the fire.

Januarie silently gazes at the sand for a nonent.

JANUARI E
VWhat future is there for an old
kni ght ?

Januarie throws the sand into the fire. Bright flanmes
erupt high above them

As the flanmes settle back down, Januarie's eyes are drawn
to the centre of a flame. An image slowy conmes into
focus. ..

A weary woman w pes dust off her hands, then ecstatically
throws her arns around a man. This is MAY, she wears a
weddi ng ring.

Two nmen show up at a house, but the imge flies by too
qui ckly to nmake out the faces.



65.
A feast on a table.
A screan
May' s been run through wth a bl ade.

JANUARIE (O S.)
May ?!

In the fire, May dies in a pool of her blood.
The fire goes out wth a puff of snoke.
The forest darkens.
Januarie bolts to his feet.
JANUARI E
No! Who did this? You nust show

me nor e!

Januarie | ooks up fromthe burnt-out fire to face the seer,
but he is gone.

JANUARI E
Where are you?

Januari e about-turns, all trace of the fire is gone.

JANUARI E
Seer !

A hor se whinni es.

Januarie finds his horse tied to a tree branch, as though
none of the night's events had happened.

Januari e nounts his horse.

JANUARI E
"' mcom ng, May!

He gallops off into the night.
EXT. TOMN OF PRU A - MARKET - DAY
Januari e gal |l ops through the town.

JANUARI E
Qut of ny way!

A young knight, dressed in the finest arnmour a man can
buy, tunbles out of the way. This is JUSTI NUS.

Justinus catches a glinpse of the horse-rider's face.

JUSTI NUS
Januari e?
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Pl acebo abandons his shop and rushes over to Justinus.

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
A spectacul ar dive, even if it was
because of that damm rude knight.

Justinus' eyes |ight up.

JUSTI NUS
Januari e. ..

Pl acebo hel ps Justinus to his feet.

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
No, it's Septenber, ny concussed
friend.

Justinus excitedly grabs Placebo by the arns.

JUSTI NUS
Qur wandering friend has returned!

MARKET WOVAN (O S.)
Wy not wel cone your friend honme
with a gift.

Both nmen turn to face the MARKET WOMAN, who tends a snal
market stall filled with trinkets.

MARKET WOVAN
| have the perfect gift.

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
VWhat a marvel | ous i dea!

JUSTI NUS
I"mafraid ny friend s enthusiasm
exceeds the contents of his purse.

Justinus nudges his friend to | eave.

The woman steps in front of them holding a tenpting box
before their eyes.

MARKET WOVAN
(to Justinus)
My prices are fair. The contents
of this box for a |lock of your
friend' s hair.

Justinus grabs Placebo's arm and drags himaway. Placebo
digs his heels in.

JUSTI NUS
Let's go, Placebo. This woman has
a foul stench about her.

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
VWhat may | ask is in the box?
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The woman opens the box for the nen to see. Placebo's
face flushes with excitenent.

He grabs his friend s sword.

JUSTI NUS
No!

Pl acebo cuts a lock of hair fromhis head, then gives it
to the woman.

MARKET WOMAN
Januarie is a very |ucky man.

Justinus grabs his sword and swings it up to the woman's
t hr oat .

JUSTI NUS
Tell us how you know Januarie's
name or |ose...

The Market Wman has di sappear ed.

JUSTI NUS
...your head.

Justinus's gaze darts around, searching for the woman.

JUSTI NUS
Where did she go?

He spots a woman run into a crowd, he turns to race after
her .

Pl acebo grabs Justinus's arm
THE NMERCHANT/ PLACEBO
Knowi ng a man's nane is not a crine,
my friend. Cone...
Pl acebo hurries off wth his box.

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
...Januarie is home!

EXT. JANUARI E'S HOVE - DAY

A | arge house at the centre of acres of farmland, orchards,
and st abl es.

Januarie marches up to the front door, his eyes heavy from
exhaustion, and bangs his sword on the wooden door.

JANUARI E
May!

The door creaks open.

May's weary eyes |light up when she sees Januari e.
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MAY
Januari e, you're back

May wi pes her dusty hands on her apron, then tightly hugs
hi m

Januari e abruptly pushes out of the hug.

JANUARI E
Are you al one?

| NT. JANUARI E' S HOVE - DAY

Januarie strides through a sinple home, with his sword
drawn, and checks every room

MAY
Januarie, what is it?
JANUARI E
VWhere is he? There's soneone here,
| know it.
May glares at him
MAY

How dare you barge in here |like
that and accuse ne of being with
anot her .

Januari e bl ushes.

JANUARI E
Ch, ny dear, that is not what |
meant .

MAY

What did you nean?
Januari e checks the last room they' re the only ones there.

JANUARI E
| meant. ..

He gl ances around the house, confused, as he heads back
to...

KI TCHEN - CONTI NUOUS

A caul dron bubbles atop a wood fire. A sinple wooden table
at the back of the room

JANUARI E
.1 don't know what | neant.

MAY
What happened to you? Were have
you been?



69.
JANUARI E
| have been trying to find ny place
inthe world. Then | net a...
nmet someone, a stranger..
Januarie rubs his tired, bloodshot eyes.
JANUARI E
...Mmaybe | dreant it, it did seem
rat her odd.
Januari e slunps forward, exhausted.

May takes his sword and |eaves it in the corner of the
room She helps himinto..

BEDROOM
AdimMy lit roomwith nerely a bed and one cupboard.

May hel ps Januarie into bed. As soon as his head hits the
pillow, he's out like a |light.

BEDROOM - NI GHT

Dark. The clink of pots and pans. Januarie wakes and
lights a candl e.

KI TCHEN

Januarie strolls into a roomlit up by candles. He gawps
at a huge feast on the table.

May darts about the kitchen setting up the feast.

MAY

Good evening! You | ook nmuch better.
JANUARI E

What is this?
MAY

|"mrecreating our marriage feast!
JANUARI E

Do we need to?
MAY

| think so.

A knock at the door.

JANUARI E

Who visits at this ungodly hour?

Januari e yanks the door open, ready to yell. [It's Justinus
and Pl acebo.
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JANUARI E
Januarie, it's good to see you!

Pl acebo hugs the box close to his side.
THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
You nust tell us all about your
travels, friend.
Col our drains fromJanuarie's face as he stares at them
FLASHBACK - | MAGES IN THE FI RE

Two nmen show up at a house, but the imge flies by too
qui ckly to make out the faces.

A huge feast.
May screans!
She's been run through with a bl ade.
END FLASHBACK
| NT. JANUARI E'S HOVE - KI TCHEN - NI GHT

Januari e glances at the feast on the table, it nmatches the
image in the fire.

He turns back to his friends and glances at Justinus' sharp
sword. The box in Placebo's hands is big enough to conceal
a knife.

JUSTI NUS
Januari e?

THE NMERCHANT/ PLACEBO
He's so surprised to see us, he's
| ost for words. Am| right?

Pl acebo pushes by Januarie and sits at the table, eying up
t he feast.

MAY
Say sonet hi ng, Januari e.

A reflection of the seer's fire appears on a pan.

The seer's shadowy figure appears in another reflection.
A dar k shadow engul fs Januari e.

He gasps and about-turns.

JANUARI E' S HALLUCI NATI ON - CONTI NUOUS

Januarie's back in the dark forest wth the fire.

A thunderous downpour, but the fire still burns bright.
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The seers shadowy figure appears.

JANUARI E
The vi sion was real.

The seer di sappears.
Januarie races over to the fire and gazes into it.
JANUARI E
What future is there for an old
kni ght ?

Not hi ng appears in the flane.

JANUARI E
Show ne the secrets you hol d!
Not hi ng.
JANUARI E
Seer, answer nme. \Wich one kills

her?
A di senbodi ed | augh echoes.

MAY (O S.)
Januari e?

A flash of lightning Iights up the seer.
Januarie grabs a burning log fromthe fire.
END HALLUCI NATI ON
I NT. JANUARI E'S HOVE - KI TCHEN - CONTI NUQUS
Januari e grabs a candl e.
Wth a war cry, he swings it towards May's face.

JUSTI NUS
No!

JANUARI E' S HALLUCI NATI ON
Januarie swngs the burning log towards the seers face.

JANUARI E
Answer nel!

A hand grabs the burning | og.
The seer turns into Januarie.
A flash of |ightning.
END HALLUCI NATI ON
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I NT. JANUARI E'S HOVE - KI TCHEN - CONTI NUQUS
A flash of lightning as rain pelts against the w ndow.

Januarie stares at his reflection in the window. He glances
around, confused.

Pl acebo and Justinus restrain him

May trenbl es as Januarie welds the candle |Iike a weapon,
i nches from her face.

JANUARI E
May ?

Januarie | oosens his grip on the candle.
Pl acebo quickly grabs the candle before it falls.

JUSTI NUS
Are you all right, ny friend?

Januari e backs away fromthem

JANUARI E
My apol ogi es.

Justinus and May stare at Januarie, worried.

THE NMERCHANT/ PLACEBO
Come now, enough with the worried
faces. Wat kni ght woul dn't
experience a spell of nmadness after
such a | ong, arduous adventure.

Pl acebo sits before the feast.
THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
A good neal wll wash away the
madness.
Justinus and May sit at the table.

Justinus is still wearing his sword. Januarie backs into
the corner and grabs his sword.

Justinus's hand hovers over his sword.
Pl acebo | aughs.

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
Is this a feast or a battl e?

JANUARI E
May | take your sword?

Januarie's face darkens.
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JANUARI E
W are all friends here. Are we
not ?

MVAY
Januari e!

JUSTI NUS

It's all right, My.
Justi nus hands over his sword.

Januarie places the sword in the far corner, then joins
them at the table.

Pl acebo' s hungry eyes soak up the feast before him

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
What a sight to behol d!

JUSTI NUS
It | ooks a good neal indeed.

MAY
By all neans, enjoy.

Justinus watches Januarie |like a man planning to fight.
He gl ances at his sword, then at Januarie's sword.

Januari e watches Justinus's every nove.

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
| have to say, | have a gift for
you, Januarie, one you should | ove!

JUSTI NUS
Pl acebo! No.

JANUARI E
Ch, what is it?

Pl acebo taps on the wooden box.

MAY
" mintrigued.

Januarie's eyes remain fixed on the box, suspicious.

JUSTI NUS
Now s not the time.

Justinus subtly nods towards Muy.

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
I f you insist.

Januarie's eyes remain | ocked on both nmen as they dig into
their neal.
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KI TCHEN - LATER
May clears away the plates of food.

MAY
Now everyone, just let nme clear
this all away and | eave you to it.

JUSTI NUS
Can | hel p?

MAY
No. No, |'ve got it.

Pl acebo has the box in his hands, barely able to sit stil
with all the excitenent.

JANUARI E
VWat's in the box?

Januari e manoeuvres hinself between the nmen and My.

JUSTI NUS
Per haps you shoul d not see.

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
Don't be such a bore.

Januarie takes a knife fromthe table and hides it behi nd
hi s back.

JANUARI E
Al right, you two, | will have a
| ook.

As Pl acebo opens the box, Januarie tightly grips the knife,
ready to attack.

JANUARI E
Good | ord.

The knife falls out of Januarie's hand as he bl ushes.

JUSTI NUS
| know, enbarrassing. | told him
not to.

Januari e renoves explicit draw ngs of wonen fromthe box.

JANUARI E
VWhat a remarkable gift.

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
| thought you would like it, the
sort of stuff we have seen in the
brothels in town.

MAY
VWhat !
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JANUARI E
Pl acebo... m sspoke, dear!

MVAY
Did he? And what are these, then?

May grabs the draw ngs out of Januarie's hands.

MAY
Heavens above!

JANUARI E
Now, dear, please cal m down.

MAY
Why, Januarie? Wy?

May cries as Januarie tries to console her.

JUSTI NUS
Sati sfi ed!

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
| only tried to help.

May pulls away from Januari e.
Fl ustered, Januarie quickly pulls his sword.

JANUARI E
This is what | think, My.

Januari e skewers the drawings with his sword.

JANUARI E
| want you, not these.

He swings the sword back towards the sheath, but m sses.
May screans.
Justinus and Pl acebo stare at May in horror.

Januarie turns as pale as a sheet. He slowy turns to
find May has been run through with his sword.

MVAY
Januari e?

May falls into a pool of bl ood.

JANUARI E
No.

Januari e applies dressings around her wound.
JANUARI E

No. Please, no, don't |eave ne?!
" m sorry.
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May's tearful eyes flutter shut. Her body falls |inp.

JANUARI E
No!

Januari e punches the ground.
A mal evol ent | augh.

Januarie looks up fromhis wife. The seer appears between
Januari e and Pl acebo, enjoying every second of his pain.

Januarie's eyes fill with rage.

JANUARI E
You!

Justinus and Pl acebo exchange a confused glance. W is
he tal king to?

JANUARI E
Thi s was your doi ng.

Januarie pulls his sword.

JUSTI NUS
Thi nk this through.

Januari e |lunges towards Placebo with his sword.
Justinus grabs his sword.
Swor ds cl ash.

Justi nus shoves back Januari e.

JUSTI NUS
|'"'m sure Placebo never intended
for... for this to happen.

SEER
A man who lives by his sword, shal

die by it.

Pl acebo hi des behi nd Justi nus.

JANUARI E
(to seer)
Why ?
The seer just | aughs.
JUSTI NUS

Who are you talking to, Januarie?

JANUARI E
St op | aughi ng!
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Januarie lunges for the seer, but the seer disappears,
t hen reappears behind him

Pl acebo darts towards the door.
Januari e charges towards him sword held out.

Justinus dives in front of the sword. The sword stabs
into his chest. He cries out in agony.

Januari e yanks back his sword.

Bl ood gushes out of Justinus's chest. He collapses beside
May .

The seer still | aughs.

Januarie turns on the seer. He swings back his sword. It
sw shes down towards Pl acebo.

Pl acebo grabs Justinus's sword.

In one swift nove, he dives out of the way and stabs
Januarie in the back

Januarie falls to his knees.
The seer appears before Placebo as well, startling him

THE NMERCHANT/ PLACEBO
Who are you?

The seer di sappears.
END THE MERCHANT' S TALE:
| NT. TABARD | NN - NI GHT

Harry, Oswal d, and Pal anon appl aud Pl acebo's tal e, drowning
out his voice as he declares..

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
The end.

Robi n crosses his arns as the group cheer for Placebo's
tale. He glances around the inn, the |ast few bar patrons
are finishing off their drinks.

HARRY BAI LEY
VWhat a tale!

Chaucer, still gagged and tied to his chair, catches a
gl i npse of Robin watching the other bar patrons.

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
It should be, | kept the draw ngs.

Pl acebo renoves a box fromhis bag and hands it to Harry.



78.
Harry's eyes widen as he | ooks at the explicit draw ngs.

The pictures work their way around the group, eliciting
whi stl es and flushed faces.

Gswal d qui ckly | eans over, sneaking another peek at the
pi ctures.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
Are they for sale?

Pl acebo grins.

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
| always try to be of service.

The pictures finally end up in Robin's hands. He takes
one |l ook at themand rolls his eyes.

HARRY BAI LEY
Vell, it is obvious what the best
story is.

Wth dramatic flair, Harry's eyes wander around their group,
finally | ooking at Robin.

HARRY BAI LEY
It is...

Robin | eans forward as he pushes up fromhis seat, barely
conceal ing his joy.

Harry turns back to Placebo and hol ds out his hand.
HARRY BAI LEY
Congratul ati ons! Wat a story you
had t here.

Ginning like a Cheshire cat, Placebo enthusiastically
shakes Harry's hand.

Robin quietly slips back into his seat, disnmayed.
GCswal d shakes hands wi th Pl acebo.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
You had ne on the edge of ny seat.

Chaucer watches Robin, suspicious of his stolen glances of
ot her bar patrons.

Pal amon st ands and sal utes Pl acebo.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Wl |l deserved, Sir!

Robin's jaw tenses up. Wth that, he slanms down his
t ankar d.
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THE M LLER/ ROBI N
What !

Everyone in the group stares at himas he bolts to his
feet, infuriated.

HARRY BAIl LEY
Ch, what now?

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
| would hardly call that a tale

Pl acebo gets in Robin's face.

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
Conpared to your despicable tale,
my story was a work of art.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Art? Hal!

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
Tal k about a sore | oser.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Thi s shoul d be good.

Robi n | ooks around the group, disnayed.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Are you all deaf?

Robi n waves his arns about with his inpassioned plea. He
steals a glance at the other bar patrons as they begin to
st and.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Pl acebo' s tal e was just about an
old fool who killed his wfe.

Harry Bailey notions for the Bar Wench to cone over to
t hem

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
By his own sword, no |ess.

The Bar wench gives each person their bill, except for
Pl acebo.
Robin glances at his bill, then glares at Harry.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
"' mno one's bl oody fool, Bailey.
You duped ne into spending nore
noney.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
Pl acebo won, fair and square.
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THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Fair? Fair?!

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
Come now, don't confuse the man.
Fair isn't in his vocabul ary.

Robin's eyes follow the other bar patrons as they exit the
inn. It's just their group left in the bar now

A smle spreads across Robin's face as an eerie cal mcones
over him

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
You want to talk fair?

The ot hers gl ance at each other, confused.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
(to Pal anon)
I'"'mthe only man who didn't copy
your story.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
| did no such thing. How dare you!

Pal anon stares at Robin, in disbelief.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Do you not think it odd that their
stories had a witch too?

Pal anon gl ances at OGswal d and Pl acebo.

THE REEVE/ OSWALD
| assure you, it was a coincidence.

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
You have nmy word. Besides, ny
w tch was a seer.

Robi n sidles up next to Pal anon.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
What do we really know about thenf

Pal anon tears up his bill.

HARRY BAI LEY
Stop stirring up trouble, Robin.
(to Pal anon)
You have nmy word as a man, no one
cheat ed.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Ha! That's rich comng from you,
the man who is friends with the
W nner .
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_ HARRY BAI LEY
(l'ying)
That is not true.
THE M LLER/ ROBI N
He's not going to admt to conning
us.
Tensi on grows between the nen as they glare at each other.

Robin contentedly smles as the nurderous scow s consune
t he group.

Al'l the men turn on each other, yelling.

Robi n weaves between the arguing nen, carefully taking a
stray hair fromHarry.

Robi n grabs Chaucer by his throat and rips a hair fromhis
head. He |eans down to Chaucer's ear.

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
(whi spers)
Thi ne owmn eyes do not deceive thee.
Robi n's eyes gl ow red.

Chaucer's screamis nuffled by the gag. He struggles to
| oosen his restraints. It's no use.

Robin maliciously grins.
THE M LLER/ ROBI N
(whi spers)
Thou shoul d hath staid thy tongue.

Chaucer screans and bangs his chair to get attention, but
the noise is drowed out by yelling.

Robin strolls over to the fireplace, grinning fromear-to-
ear.

Chaucer bangs his chair against the wall. The chair cracks
alittle.

The argunent turns violent.
Pal amon pulls his sword.
Robin draws a pentagramwith ash fromthe fire.

Chaucer tilts his chair back. He falls. The chair breaks.
Hi s ropes | oosen.

Robi n takes out five waxwork dolls froma hidden bag, then
ties hair fromeach man around each doll's neck

Chaucer renoves his gag and |l eaps to his feet.
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GECFFREY CHAUCER
St op!

Robi n places the OGswal d wax doll on the pentagram GOswald
di sappears.

HARRY BAI LEY
VWhat on Earth?

Pal anon' s eyes narrow at the wax dolls by the fire.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
My God. Run. Nowl

The next wax doll is noved onto the pentagram

Pal anon di sappears.

The nmen turn to run

One by one, all the nmen di sappear.

The fire and candl es blow out. Pitch bl ack.

EXT. FOREST CLEARI NG - NI GHT

Pitch bl ack

Hell's fire erupts to life beneath a cauldron. The five
cerenonial torches from Palanmon's story light the forest

cl eari ng.

Pal anon, Chaucer, Harry, Oswal d and Pl acebo exchange
confused gl ances.

A | arge, human-bone pentagram surrounds them

Pal amon gl ances over to the human-skin tent. The five
human- ski n voodoo dolls sit on a small pentagram

Pal anon races over to the dolls. An unseen force bl asts
hi m back

Robin energes fromthe tent in a black robe. He cones

over weak. Stoops forward. Hi s appearance flickers between
that of the wonman in the black cloak, the seer, the young
woman, the market woman, and the witch

CEOFFREY CHAUCER
What in heaven's nanme are you?

THE M LLER/ ROBI N
Heaven? Don't insult ne.

The ot her nmen sprint towards the forest.

An invisible force drags them back into the pentagram
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Robi n' s appearance cones to rest on that of the sane
wri nkl ed, grey-faced woman from Pal anon's tale and the
burnt house, the wtch.

THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
This didn't work last tine, foul
denon.

The witch holds out the Orb of Hades. |Its fire burns bright
at the centre of the orb

W TCH
Nature's soil, do as | command,
open up by thine own hand.

The witch smashes the orb with a rock.
A blinding flash of |ight.

The forest clearing darkens.

The ground runbl es.

W TCH
Fair and Nobel nen repent.

Numer ous deconposi ng, bug infested, bloody corpses craw
out of the soil like zonbies. It's all the victins from
their stories. They attack Placebo, Palanon and Oswal d.

W TCH
Pay the price for what is right.

The dead bar wench craw s out of the ground, a sword
sticking out of her splayed open torso. She attacks
Chaucer .

Chaucer cowers away fromthe dead bar wench

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
No. You are nerely a dream

A form ess denon of pure sin crashes out of the ground.
Attacks Harry.

A cacophony of pleas fromthe nen.

W TCH
Qui et !

Al the nen | ose their voices.

Harry, Chaucer, Pl acebo, Palanon, and Oswal d are each tied
to a cerenonial torch

W TCH
Alife for alife, a murder for a
mur der .
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Pal amon edges down to the ground. Grabs a stone. Picks
at his ropes.

W TCH
(yells)
In the nane of their victins, |
call upon the gates of hell.
Dead Synkyn drags an axe over to Oswal d.

Pal amon's restraints fray. He continues to cut it with
t he stone.

W TCH
Qpen for their crines.

Dead Bart hol omew pours al cohol over Pal anon. The dead
villagers light a torch

Pal anon munbl es a prayer.

Dead May, Justinus and Januarie steal Palanon's sword and
aimit at Placebo' s neck.

W TCH
Repay me with what is rightfully
m ne.
The form ess denon circles Harry like a vulture.

The dead bar wench pulls the sword out of her chest and
swings it up over Chaucer's head.

W TCH
Et ernal youth.

Pal anon breaks free.

The form ess denon chokes Harry. His flesh begins to turn
into ash.

Pal anon races towards the human-skin doll s. Bar t hol onew
chases himwith a lit torch

Swords and axes swi ng towards Placebo, Oswald and Chaucer.
The witch grows younger by the second.

Bart hol onew throws his torch. It hits Pal anon. Snoke
billows off Pal anon's cl ot hes.

Pal amon di ves towards the hunan-skin dolls. G abs them
Destroys the small pentagram

The witch's renewed youth rapidly fades.

W TCH
No!
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Blinding flash of |ight.
BLACK
| NT. TABARD | NN - NI GHT

Snoke. The fire flickers alight. The walls are singed.
Snoke cl ears.

In the blink of an eye, all the storytellers and corpses
appear.

The corpses col |l apse to the ground. The spell is broken.

The nen stare, w de-eyed, at Harry's dead body slunped in
the corner. Half his body has turned to ash.

Pal anon col | apses, his skin charred beyond recognition.
Chaucer, Pl acebo and Gswal d rush to Pal anon's si de.
THE KNI GHT/ PALAMON
CGet the straw doll. You nust stop
her.

Pal anon' s eyes flicker shut as he lets out one |ast pained
br eat h.

Chaucer darts over to Pal anon's bag.
The witch steps out of the shadows.
Chaucer cowers back

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
St ay back

Pl acebo grabs Pal anon's sword.

W TCH
As you w sh.

A thin smle creeps onto her face. She holds out the
anmul et .

W TCH
Kill themall.

An invisible force crashes through the door.

Tabl es fly aside as sonethi ng bangs agai nst them d ass
smashes on the fl oor.

OGswal d cries out. Blood punps out of his neck. Coll apses.
The creature appears. |Its jaw |l ocked around Gswal d' s neck.

Pl acebo and Chaucer stunble away fromthe creature.

They race for the door.
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Wth a flick of the witch's wist, the door slanms shut.
Pl acebo tugs at the door. It won't open.
The nmen cower in the centre of the room
Pl acebo crosses his chest, then prays.
W TCH
You think God will help you? You're
all bl oody sinners.

Alowgrow fills the air. dass shards crunch as sonething
circles them

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
Call off your denon, or whatever
that thing is.
The witch steals noney from behind the bar.

W TCH
Why ?

Pl acebo turns to Chaucer.

THE MERCHANT/ PLACEBO
Get the straw doll.

Sword drawn, Placebo charges towards the creature. It
di sappears.

Chaucer races towards the straw doll.

The witch darts across the roomand tackles himto the
gr ound.

Pl acebo staves off the creature. He is thrown backwards.
A bite wound on his arm bl eeds as he struggl es agai nst the
creature.

Chaucer throws a chair at the creature.

The creature releases its grip on Placebo. It turns
i nvi si bl e.

Si | ence.
They | ook around. Were is the creature?

The rhythm c crack of glass shards as they nove aside
slightly as the invisible beast wal ks on them

Pl acebo scoops up ash fromthe fireplace. Throws it across
the room A bl ackened creature prow s around Pl acebo.

The witch seizes the nonent to grab the straw doll. Chaucer
whacks it out of her hand. The witch tunbles across the
ground along with the doll.
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Chaucer tackles the witch for the doll. He grabs the doll.
Pl acebo' s bl oodcurdling scream

Pl acebo' s stomach gapes open. Entrails sprawl ed across
the fl oor.

Chaucer gasps. Dazed by the bl oody sight.

The witch snatches the straw doll from Chaucer's hand.
The creature watches Chaucer, snarling.

Chaucer is cornered.

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
Wait. Condemmed nen are entitled
to one final w sh.

The creature noves closer, baring its sharp teeth.
Chaucer backs further into the corner.

CGEOFFREY CHAUCER
VWhat was ny sin?

The witch waves her hand in front of Chaucer's eyes.

W TCH
Restore from whence it cane, the
menory of a fallen man's shane.

CHAUCER S MEMORY
A ghostly nenory appears before Chaucer's eyes.

A healthier, slightly YOUNGER CHAUCER stands by Philippa's
sick bed. The worman in the bl ack cl oak hovers around hi m

YOUNGER CHAUCER
Pl ease. You nust hel p her.

WOVAN | N A BLACK CLOAK
Alife for alife will buy her a
year or two, but thou nust choose
a sacrifice.

Younger Chaucer gazes at his dying wfe.

YOUNGER CHAUCER
Nanme your price, anything.

Younger Chaucer, Philippa and the woman di sappear. Quickly
repl aced by. ..

The naked bar wench hanging froma tree by her feet. Tears
stream down her panicked face.
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The woman in the black cloak raises a sword over the bar
wench.

BAR VENCH
You nust help ne, good sir.

Younger Chaucer watches, barely hol ding hinsel f back.

BAR WENCH
Pl ease!

The sword swi shes down. Bar wench screans. The sword

spl ays open her torso. Blood gushes into a caul dron beneath
her .

Younger Chaucer turns as pale as a sheet.

The woman in the black cl oak waves her hand in front of
Chaucer's eyes.

WOMAN | N A BLACK CLQOAK
For get.

END CHAUCER S MEMORY
| NT. TABARD I NN - NI GHT

Bef ore Chaucer can react, the creature bounds onto him
He falls.

Chaucer barely keeps the snarling teeth away fromhis
t hr oat .

Chaucer cries out in pain. Not froma bite wound. The
scar on his hand burns brighter than ever.

Chaucer gl ances between the scar and the amulet in the
creature's head. It's a match

He gl ances out the window. There's noonlight.

He presses the scar against the creature's head.

The creature roars. The noon's energy is drawn out of it.
Ani mal features shift back to human.

A naked man stares at Chaucer, confused. |It's the pirate
from Chaucer's tale.

The amulet falls off the pirate's forehead. Chaucer catches
it. The pirate smles.

Pl RATE
l|'mfree

A bl oody sword tears through the pirate's chest. The witch
rips out the sword. The pirate slunps to the ground.
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The sword cuts through the air, towards Chaucer.

Chaucer kicks the sword out of her hand. Presses the anul et
agai nst her head.

Al'l the noon's energy burns into her. She cries out.

Her appearance shatters between all the wtches.

Her denon face burns through.

The denon face shifts towards ani nmal .

She curls over into the creature. It grows at Chaucer.
Chaucer rapidly holds out the burning anul et-shaped scar.

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
St ay back

The creature backs away from Chaucer slightly, then sits.

He slowy reaches for the sword. Swings it up over the
creature's head.

A MOB of nei ghbouring people charge into the buil ding.

They stop dead in their track, shocked by all the dead
bodi es.

Chaucer swi ngs the sword down towards the creatures neck
The nob tackl e Chaucer and grab the sword.
EXT. TABARD I NN - NI GHT

The angry nob drag Chaucer outside. Chaucer struggles
agai nst them

CEOFFREY CHAUCER
| must stop the witch

They throw a noose over Chaucer's head.

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
No! You nust release ne. She's
getting away.

Chaucer winces in pain. H's anmulet-shaped scar burns red
hot .

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
God forgive ne.

He struggl es against the nob to hold out his scarred hand.
He commands the creature.

GEOFFREY CHAUCER
Protect ne.
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The creature appears and | unges towards the nob.

FADE QUT.
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