SFX: A CACOPHONY OF NOISES FROM SOMEWHERE FAR OFF.

390 YOUNG ARTHUR (CONT'D)

S\,k(‘)r What? What’s that?

391 UTHER
(Echoing distantly,
somewhat distorted)
I need assurance. The sword is
England’s only hope, should I die.

392 YOUNG ARTHUR
Who is that?

393 MERLYN
It will work. Once affixed to the
pedestal, only your heir will be
able to draw it.

394 YOUNG ARTHUR

Merlyn?
395 MERLYN
My King... is this truly what is

best? You would see England
kingless rather than give in to...
well-—-—

396 UTHER
What?

397 MERLYN
What some might call the natural
progression of things. You have
provoked Orkney in many ways, you
are not faultless in this struggle--

398 UTHER
Watch your tongue, wizard. Only a
Pendragon will rule this nation. No
one else. See it done.

SFX: A FLURRY OF SCENES RUSHING BY.

399 YOUNG ARTHUR
Have to... keep... swimming...

400 IGRAINE
(Echoing distantly)
Lot is angry... with me. He is
directed, strategic. Uther
underestimates him...



401 YOUNG ARTHUR
That woman is... familiar...

402 KING LOT
(Distantly, another scene,
among a battle)
DEATH TO ENGLAND! DEATH TO THE
PENDRAGON THRONE!

403 IGRAINE
(Another scene)
I know not what happens now, but no
matter what... I love you, my
child...

SFX: A FLURRY OF SCENES AGAIN.

404 YOUNG ARTHUR
(Struggling greatly)
This is so strange... these
visions... the water... it’s like
swimming through syrup...

405 UTHER
Quickly, Ector, over here!

406 ECTOR
The Orkneys are at the gate, we
must hurry!

407 YOUNG ARTHUR
Father?!

408 UTHER
Take the baby. Now.

409 IGRAINE
(Distraught)
No-- wait--

410 UTHER
There's no time, Igraine.

411 IGRAINE
(Through tears)
My boy-- don’t take my boy--

412 UTHER
(Intensely)
Igraine, let go.
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413 ECTOR
My queen, I'm sorry. I can steal
him to safety. He will be well
loved and well cared for.

414 IGRAINE

(Weeping)
Please... love my boy, Ector. Love
him well.

415 YOUNG ARTHUR
Almost... there...

SFX: A FLURRY OF SCENES.

SFX: DISTANT SHOUTING, ECHOING OF BATTLE, A CASTLE UNDER
SIEGE.

416 UTHER
No one can pull that sword?

417 MERLYN
No one but him. I am certain of it.

418 UTHER
I have not been at conquest all
these years to watch what I've
build fall to a paltry archipelago
full of Scots. That comet was a
promise, Merlyn. From God. A
promise that my heir will someday

‘Tik,p? I return to wipe out these mongrels.

SFX: DOOR BURSTING OPEN.

419 KING LOT
Uther Pendragon! IGRAINE!

SFX: UNPLUGGING OF PLUG, WATER RUSHING, DRAINING, SCENES
DISSIPATING AS THE WATER FLUSHES AWAY.

SFX: ARTHUR HITTING THE BOTTOM OF THE TUB.

WALLA: ARTHUR GASPING FOR AIR.

420 YOUNG ARTHUR
Wha-- what-- what happened?! Those
visions... I was swimming for so
long...
(Looking around)
Where did the maiden go?

SFX: FOOTSTEPS FROM ABOVE.




