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EXT. FOREST - DUSK

The sun is |ow, barely peeking above the horizon. Very
little light penetrates the thick trees.

t has rained recently, the stagnant puddl es on the forest
I

I
fl oor an indication of such.

A LEATHER BQOOT st onps through one such puddl e.

LORAINE - 30's, bright blue eyes, clad in a chest plate and
| eat her greaves and boots - trudges through the trees, a
rapier at the ready in her right hand and a wooden,

wol f-crested shield in her left.

She stops, catching her breath, and |listens.

A GURGLING HISS to her right catches her attention, and she
snaps to a guard stance.

Met hodi cal |y, she noves through the trees towards the
direction of the sound.

EXT. FOREST - CLEARI NG - DUSK

TWO FI GURES shanbl e cl osely together in the clearing. They' ve
seen better days.

Their leather arnor is in tatters, revealing flesh that is
shriveled and in the apparent early stages of decay. One
drags an ax behind in its wake and the other clutches a
sword and shi el d.

They groan and gurgle and hiss.

Lorai ne steps into the clearing.

LORAI NE
Who goes there?

The two figures turn to her and hiss in response, their eyes
briefly flash a dull red gl ow
LORAI NE
Can you understand ne? Can you
speak? Say sonething, or 1’1l cut

you down where you stand.
The two figures rush her in response.

The ax-w el ding fiend sluggishly swings his ax and Lorai ne
side-steps out of the way with little effort.
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As the ax buries into the earth, Lorain kicks the assail ant
in the face, sending it sprawiing to the ground.

The sword-wielding fiend swngs its sword wildly at Loraine,
and using her shield, she parries the swi ng, knocking the
fiend off bal ance.

Lor ai ne seizes the opportunity and plunges her rapier
through its chest, and using her leg for |everage, pushes
the fiend to the ground while renoving her rapier fromit in
a fluid notion.

As the ax-wielding fiend struggles to get back up, Loraine
buries her rapier through its skull, slaying it.

She swiftly pulls her rapier fromits brain and flicks the
remmants off onto the ground before wiping the rapier with
her |l eg and sheathing it.

LORAI NE
Damm it.

She exam nes the bodi es of her opponents and shakes her head
sol emml y.

She stands in the clearing, contenplating sonething, before
| ooki ng up towards the heavens.

Night is falling fast. She noves.
EXT. FOREST - CAMPFIRE - N GHT
A fire crackles amd a circle of trees.
A CRESTFALLEN WARRIOR - 40's, chainmail, helm- sits before
the fire, staring blankly into it. He seens consuned by the
fl ames, as though nothing el se matters.
H s eyes are grey, his skin gaunt and ashy, as though sick.
CRESTFALLEN WARRI OR
| know you're there in the trees,
wat chi ng nme. Way not warm yoursel f
by the fire? O is your intention
to plunge your sword into ny back?
Lorai ne steps out of the trees, fight ready.

The Crestfallen Warrior doesn’t even so nmuch as gl ance her
way, his attention fixed on the flanes.
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LORAI NE
Have you your wits about you?

CRESTFALLEN WARRI OR
In a manner of speaking, | suppose
you could say that. It matters
little, anynore.

Lorai ne | ooks himover and relents, sheathing her rapier.

CRESTFALLEN WARRI OR
Go on. Have a seat. Get warm
There's no rush. None of it
matters, anynore.

Loraine sits across fromthe Crestfallen Warrior. He offers
her a green glass bottle with a sparkling orange liquid in
it.

CRESTFALLEN WARRI OR
Drink?

Lorai ne takes the bottle fromhimand eyes it.

CRESTFALLEN WARRI OR
It burns like fire, but it’'s not
poi son, | assure you

She takes a swig and hands the bottle back to him He does
t he sane.

CRESTFALLEN WARRI OR
Have you journeyed far?

LORAI NE
| cane fromthe Southl ands.

CRESTFALLEN WARRI OR
Ah, surely you' ve had quite the
adventure thus far. But you m ght
as well turn back now.

LORAI NE
Wiy would | do that? |’ve conme so
far, already.

CRESTFALLEN WARRI OR
No doubt you heard the | egends that
we all did. But it matters not.
This...curse, this plague, whatever
it is...there’s no stopping it.
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LORAI NE
| " msorry, but | have to believe
differently.

CRESTFALLEN WARRI CR
| was the sane as you, once upon a
tine.

LORAI NE
What changed?

The Crestfallen Warrior |ooks up fromthe fire and Loraine
sees his dead eyes and ashen skin. She grips the hilt of her
rapier.

The Crestfallen Warrior smrks at her and returns his gaze
to the fire, taking sonething out of his small satchel.

A Pendant. He stares at it and then closes his eyes and
grips it tightly.

Lor ai ne rel axes.

CRESTFALLEN WARRI OR
No doubt you’ ve faced unspeakabl e
horrors on your journey thus far,
but you’ ve not seen the things that
| have. But if you press on, you
will. And you'll see there’s no
hope. It just gets worse and worse
and harder and harder. And what’s
t he poi nt? Way bot her? Why not j ust
let it consunme us all?

LORAI NE
Because | believe in sonething
greater than nyself. | believe that
this world is worth saving. | wll

fight until there isn't a breath
left in my body.

CRESTFALLEN WARRI OR
And if the | egends prove fal se?

LORAI NE
At | east when | face judgnent, |
can say that | did all that
coul d.

The Crestfallen Warrior | ooks into her eyes.
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CRESTFALLEN WARRI OR
You wll fail.

LORAI NE
So beit. I will gladly die trying.

CRESTFALLEN WARRI OR

The fate of us all...what a burden
to bear.

LORAI NE
And bear it | shall

There' s sil ence between the two.

The fire pops, the flanes dimnishing. It’s slowy dying.

LORAI NE
| am Lorai ne of the Southl ands.
From where do you hail?

The Crestfallen Warrior |loses hinself in the fire once nore.

CRESTFALLEN WARRI OR
A nane. | had a nane...Before | set
off on this endless journey. Before
the countless horrors that | faced.
Before | |ost everything and
everyone that | cared about. Before
| realized that | had no hope. |
had a name. Before this damed
curse took hold. Isn't it funny? So
many things lost, yet it’s the
smal | est things that we cling to so
desperately for hope. | sinply
cannot recall...but | had a nane.

The Crestfallen Warrior opens his hands and | ooks at the
smal | pendant resting in them He closes his eyes and smiles

once nore.

LORAI NE
What' s that?

The Crestfallen Warrior opens his eyes, the smle fading

fromhis face.

CRESTFALLEN WARRI OR
Hm? Ch, this? Just a sinple
pendant .
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LORAI NE
It means a |l ot to you.

CRESTFALLEN WARRI OR
| can’t be sure. It brings ne
warnth and rem nds ne of hone,
wherever that is. Wien | hold it, |
feel like all of nme is not yet
| ost.

LORAI NE
Smal | conforts are needed on such
ar duous j ourni es.

The Crestfallen Warrior puts the pendant back in his snall
sat chel

CRESTFALLEN WARRI OR
Well, |I feel sleep comng to take
me. Stay as long as you like.

The Crestfallen Warrior curls up beside the fire and rolls
over, placing his back to Loraine.

Lorai ne props herself up against a tree and, after assessing
the situation, slowy closes her eyes.

EXT. FOREST - CAMPFI RE - DAWN
The I'ight of dawn barely peeks through the trees.

The canpfire is all but out, |eaving behind nothing but
enbers.

Lor ai ne suddenly snaps awake and unsheat hes her rapier,
| ooki ng around, alert but confused. She clinbs to her feet.

LORAI NE
Hell 0o? Sir?
The Crestfallen Warrior is nowhere to be seen, but Loraine
notices his small satchel is still by the canpfire.
LORAI NE
Sir!

Birds caw i n response.

Lorai ne | ooks around the canpfire for signs of where he
went .

A famliar, gurgling hiss emts quite suddenly from behi nd
her and she turns.
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The Crestfallen Warrior stands before her. Hs face has
taken on the sanme zonbie-like appearance of her previous
attackers and briefly, his eyes emt the sanme dull red gl ow.

LORAI NE
Easy. Easy, there. W don’t have to
do this. You can fight it. Snap out
of it. Cone back. Conme back to this
wor |l d. Renenber your pendant.
Renmenber hone.

The Crestfallen Warrior takes a few steps towards her and
st ops.

CRESTFALLEN WARRI OR
(guttural)
Hone. . .

Lorai ne watches him ready for an attack but hopeful it
won't cone.

The Crestfallen Warrior suddenly lunges at her, swinging his
swor d aggressively.

Lorai ne deflects the blows with her shield but is unable to
parry.

As the Crestfallen Warrior continues his assault, Loraine
attenpts a lunge with her rapier and the Crestfallen Warrior
deflects it with his sword and sl ashes her arm causing her
to drop the rapier.

The Crestfallen warrior swings wildly at her with his sword
and she spins out of the way to avoid the bl ows.

The Crestfallen Warrior charges forward wth a plunging
attack and Lorai an sidesteps out of the way, causing himto
bury the blade into a tree trunk.

Lorai ne kicks at his wist and he drops the blade. Loraine
qui ckly scoops it up

They stare each other down.
LORAI NE
Don’t you renenber? Cone on,
remenber. My nane. My nane is..
Lorai ne hesitates, as though confused.

LORAI NE
Loraine. My nane is Loraine.
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CRESTFALLEN WARRI OR
(guttural)
l...had...nane...

The Crestfallen Warrior charges Loraine once nore, and with
a swift slash of the sword, she beheads him

She stands a nonent, gasping and clutching her wounded arm

She noves to the small satchel and opens it, sorting through
its contents. She takes out the small pendant and exam nes
it.

CRESTFALLEN WARRI OR( Q. S.)
It brings me warnth and rem nds ne
of hone. When | hold it, | fee
like all of me is not yet |ost.

Lorai ne closes her right hand around the pendant and shuts
her eyes, gripping it tightly.

She then slanms the Crestfallen Warrior’s sword into the
ashes of the fire, kicking up small flanes and enbers.

She | ooks at her left hand. There's a dark mark in the palm
of her hand, alnobst |Iike the branding of a ring of fire.

One of her eyes is now the sanme mlky grey as the
Crestfallen Warrior’s.

Resol utely, she picks up her rapier and sets out once nore
t hrough the forest.

Up above, the skies have turned a redi sh hue, as though the
very heavens thenselves are on fire. The sun sits centered,
eclipsed, a beamof |ight shooting down fromit to sonething
unseen on earth.

A tower | oons ahead.
LORAI NE(Q. S.)

| am Lorai ne of the Southl ands. |
have a nane.



