CORTES

Original Screenpl ay

Ni chol as Kazan

REVI SED



EXT. TENOCHTI TLAN. MOONLI T NI GHT

A man in a loincloth running al ong a causeway.

The noon hangs in the water behind him

A conch-shel | trunpet blows. Ancient haunting call...
Legend:

City of Tenochtitlan
Aztec year: 1 bundle, 13 rabbits

The Runner is carrying sonething.
Sprinting all out, for his life.

CUT TO
I NT. MOCTEZUMA' S PALACE. NI GHT.

The Runner breathl ess, babbling in a | anguage we cannot under st and.
He throws down what he was carryi ng.

Facing himis a PAPA (Priest) dressed in black robe, |ong black hair
matted with bl ood, 4" fingernails, bloody earlobes, wild eyes.

The Papa waves his hand, dism ssing the Runner, and bends down to
pi ck up the Runner's burden.

CUT TO
I NT. MOCTEZUVA' S SLEEPI NG QUARTERS. NI GHT.
The Papa enters hesitantly. As he noves through the dark room we
gl i npse furnishings which suggest an austere el egance. A | ow "bed"
covered with a spectacul ar feather blanket...
The Papa passes the enpty bed, goes out onto a:
EXT. BORDERED ROOF. NI GHT.
Fromthe rear: MOCTEZUMA staring at a conet blazing in the sky.
The Papa speaks, eyes |lowered to the ground.
Moct ezuma replies with a single word.
The Papa sets down the Runner's burden and | eaves.
Moct ezuma turns and stares at what is on the ground:

CORPSE of a | arge bird.

The Enperor's features betray no reaction - he's seen it before - but
his eyes fill with sick apprehension of his fate.

He turns back toward the conet.



Runs his hand al ong t he parapet.
No...along a snake. 5-foot python. W hear a snokey ol d voice:

DIAZ (V.Q)
Forget it.

Wth an ease suggesting great famliarity, Mctezuma picks up the
snake and carries it inside..

DIAZ (V.QO.) (CONT' D)
Forget who you are...where you
are...what you know.

DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. CUBAN COUNTRY HOUSE. AFTERNOON.

Rain assaults the w ndows as a hal f-dozen H DALGOS (| andowners) and
their wives feast, drink, and listen to a wild and ribald story.

DI AZ (V.Q)
Forget it all and cone.

CUT TGO
EXT. ROAD. AFTERNOON.

A rain of obliteration, seem ngly capable of washing away our
menories. A carriage hurtles through the storm

DI AZ (V.Q)
Come with nme, back to ny youth...

I NSI DE THE CARRI AGE
DI ERO, a sniveling hunchback, hands wringi ng, eyes gl eanm ng.

DIAZ (V.Q)
Back to the greatest mlitary
canpai gn in human history.

CUT TGO
I NT. CUBAN RANCH HOUSE. AFTERNOON.

From these few nonents inside this house, we will infer the state of
Western civilization. Everything proudly displayed yet primtive: we
are scarcely out of the M ddle Ages.

DIAZ (V.Q)
Cuba. 15109.
Just 27 years after Col unbus.
It was the tine, the place, and the
age...of Cortes.

MAI'N TI TLE: CORTES



CONTI NUE MAI'N TI TLES.

As the titles flash, we focus on the man telling the ribald story.

DIAZ (V.Q)
Wen | met him he seened |ike any
ot her man.

Volunme up faintly in the room CORTES, 34, is speaking w th nocking
sophi stication of the youthful fantasies which drew himto Cuba.

CORTES
Yes, of course | dreant of
kni ght hood and weal th, but the real
dream was: To go where no Christian
has gone... To see what no
Christian has seen...

H s audience in the palmof his hand...

CORTES ( CONT' D)
But first there was a nmarri ed wonan
who had snmiled at ne and |
wonder ed. ..

They | augh, and he continues (vol une down): how he was chased by an
angry husband, broke his leg, and had to stay in Spain another year.

DIAZ (V.Q)
Cortes | aughed, drank, told a good
story. He | ooked happy. But, |ike
many other nmen, his life was not as
good or peaceful as it seened.

CORTES' WFE sits at the far end of the table.

Dl AZ (V.Od) ( CONT' D)
He had been forced to narry hi s
wi fe, and did not |ove her.

Pan t o ANOTHER WOVAN, odder and nore beautiful than his w fe.

Dl AZ ﬁ J (CONT' D
The wonan he | oved he coul not
have.

Pan along his FRIENDS: idle gentry.

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D
And his friends were nen he wanted
to | ove, but could not find cause.
(t he CAMERA approaches his
FACE)
Cortes...was a man...who was

Cortes finishes his story, to |laughter and appl ause, inmmediately
interrupted by: POUNDI NG AT THE DOOR. The knock of fate.



A SERVANT ushers in a drenched Diero.

- CORTES _ _
Come in, conme in, ny little tw sted
gnone. Sit down! Have sone w ne!

DI ERO _
Vel asquez is sending anot her
expedition to Yucatan |sland.

For an instant Cortes stops short -
Di ero snatches sone wi ne and heads off toward another room.
Cortes stares after him then recovers his "am abl e" exterior:

CORTES
| have always admired his beautiful
manners.
(to the others)
Excuse ne.

CORTES' LI BRARY. MOVENTS LATER
Diero drinks directly fromthe w ne bottle...

Dl ERO
The Governor wants Bernudez to head
t he expedition, but perhaps, with
nmy influence..

He stares at Cortes with glee, relishing his power. To his di smay,
Cortes is remarkably nmatter-of-fact.

CORTES
How much do you want ?

Dl ERO
Hal f your profit.

He smles nervously, thinking Cortes will erupt angrily.

I nstead Cortes stares at himw th an expression close to anusenent.
Then he sticks out his hand.

Diero stares at the hand, hesitates (should he ask for nore?) and
shakes. The deal is done.

DI ERO ( CONT' D)
Well, I...qguess I'Il join the
ot hers.
(retreating)
| can't believe it was so easy.

He starts out. As the door is closing:

_ CORTES
Not hi ng i s that easy.



Meani ng: he won't pay.
He opens the shutters, stares out at the rain.
We study his face. Cheekbones rising, nostrils flaring slightly...

Sonething is haBpenin? to him Sonmething dramatic. Like a caterpillar
turning into a butterfly...only this is masculine.

He crosses the roomand pulls a curtain. Revealing:

A MAP of "THE KNOWN WORLD. " Europe is carefully drawn but
di sproportionately large and central. Africa is sketched. Asia is
huge, vague. South Anmerica does not exist at all.

Bel ow North Anerica is Cuba, and below Cuba is the Yucatan "island."
Handwitten on the Yucatan: "Per Cordoba and Gijal va expeditions."

Cortes stares at the map and dips his quill into ink.
From t he Yucatan, he draws an arrow Westward.
Deep into what we now know to be Pacific Ccean, his pen stops.
He draws a question mark.
Stares at it.
Sets down his quill...
The fire in his eyes would light a city.
CUT TO:
| NT. GOVERNMENT BUI LDI NG DAY.
Cortes stands before DON DI EGO VELASQUEZ, Governor of Cuba.

VELASQUEZ
...explore the area, and trade with
the natives. You are not to venture
inland, not to settle the |and, not
on any cause to consort with Indian
wormen.

As Vel asquez drones on, we realize: Cortes isn't just accePting hi s
comm ssion; he's also - despite his respectful pose - carefully

studying his patron.

DI AZ (V.Q)
Don Di ego Vel asquez, conqueror and
Governor of Cuba, vassal of King
Carl os of Spain, benefactor and
future eneny of Hernan Cortes.
(as CAMERA MOVES I N ON
VELASQUEZ)
He was a nman rul ed by cowardi ce,
fear, and greed. Renenber his face.
( MORE)



There wad A4f aDoment in our

canpai gn when this nman's spectre
did not stalk us... Yet we never
saw hi m agai n.

Vel asquez finishes his speech, licks his fat |ips
Cortes makes a standing bow with his hat.

Vel asquez noves away.

Cortes turns toward a crucifix, kneels quickly, and crosses hinself.

W realize that the bow toward Vel asquez was pro forma;, Cortes is now
payi ng homage to his true master.

Vel asquez stares at him realizing the sane thing...

CUT TGO
EXT. DOCKS. DAY.

Men | oad a ship. Some plain and rough, sone gentry; even the gentry
are tough, self-nade nmen, rather than linp aristocrats.

Cortes' banner flies high over a line of recruiting tables set up on
t he dock. We nove down the [|ine:

1ST | NTERVI EVEER
Wi ch expedition were you on?

2ND RECRU T, W TH SCAR (VI LLAFANA)
(charm ng grin)
I want a cauldron full of gold.

THI RD | NTERVI EWVER ( VELASQUEZ DE LEOCN)
...a business venture! |If you
contri bute noney, a nusket, a
horse, then you get extra shares.

CORTES ( FOURTH | NTERVI EVER)
| wote to your father, not you!
You're too young!

He' s addressi ng Gonzal o de SANDOVAL, whose enthusiasm intensity, and
slight stamer make hi mvery |ikeable and sonewhat com c.

SANDOVAL
I"'mt-t-twenty-two!
CORTES _
Exactly. Tend to your pinples.
SANDOVAL
I haven't had a pinple in years.
Find me a place or I will stowwth

the rats!
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As Sandoval steps aside, the Third Interviewer (JUAN VELASQUEZ DE
LEON, 27) nmutters something to Cortes about the applicant he's

i nterview ng: PEDRO DE ALVARADO, 34, a golden boy with long red hair,
a massi ve physique, a gold chain, and subline confidence.

ALVARADO
Isn"t trouble what we're | ooking
for? I"mstronger than any man in
your arny, and happier, | can
wiggle ny ears, and | can pull a
horse down wi th one hand.

Cortes stares at him But his stare is interrupted by a terrible
squawki ng from the other end of the dock. Cortes glances that way,
turns back to Al varado:

CORTES
Step over there.

Al varado saunters to one side as the commoti on noves toward them
CRI STOBAL DE CLID, protesting loudly, is being dragged by THREE MEN
Aidis so strong he could toss the others into the drink, so we
sense he's actually comng of his own free will.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Senor Cristobal! So nice of you to
visit. How are your headaches?

CRI STOBAL QLI D
Try to make me join, I'Il kill you.

CORTES
No, no, you m sunderstand. |
brought you here for a contest of
strength.

CRI STOBAL OLI D
Don't bore ne.

CORTES
This man cl ai s he can beat you.

_ ALVARADO
Not just you. | can beat anybody.

~ CORTES
(notions: see?)
Pl ease. Teach him sone humlity.

CRI STOBAL CLID
I am not a school marm

CORTES
You' re wal king froma chal | enge?

Cristobal blinks, stalks to Al varado, holds out his right armwith a
confidence that is electrifying: no way he can | ose.
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Al varado grabs the outstretched hand, and they commence. A terrifying
di spl ay of raw strength.

CORTES' PAGE sprints down the dock and whispers to Cortes.
Cortes turns to PUERTOCARRERO a shy, handsone nobl eman.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
How soon can we sail ?

PUERTOCARRERO
Two-t hree days.

CORTES
How many ninutes?

Diero is heading toward them acconpanied by arnmed SOLDI ERS.
Puertocarrero makes for the boats, starts shouting orders.

The contest of strength continues: so equal it's comic. Both nen
strain and grunt, but their hands do not nove even a mllineter.

As Diero aEproaches, Cortes notions to a SECOND PAGE, hiding in one
of the dock buil dings.

The Second Page unmuzzles and rel eases a MASTI FF, which races toward
the nmen, barking fiercely, |leaping up on them -

Cristobal curses, flails at the dog with his free arm which all ows:
Al varado to throw Cristobal to the deck

Diero tries to speak with Cortes -
Cri stobal |eaps up, enraged -

CORTES ( CONT' D)
(to Cristobal)
It's true, then. He is stronger?
(to Diero)
One minute.

CRI STOBAL OLI D
That m serable cur alnpbst bit ne! |
demand a proper contest!

CORTES
W're sailing. Only way to get
satisfaction is to conme al ong.

Cristobal glares. Cortes takes himaside, ignoring Diero's protests -

CORTES ( CONT' D)
"Il give you a quarter of ny
profits.

CRI STOBAL OLI D _
What profit? You' re going to die.



CORTES
Then do it out of friendship.

CRI STOBAL OLID
I never |iked you.

Cortes rolls his eyes. Clearly they have a friendship, but Cristobal
is professionally grunpy -

CORTES
For glory then?

CRI STOBAL OLID
Whose? You'll get it all.

CORTES
(clutching at straws)
Well... | hear the native wonen...
three hours with one of themis
worth a five year affair here in
Cuba. And you can take as nany as
you want .

CRI STOBAL COLI D
A hundred?

Cortes does a slight doubl e-take, quickly recovers:

CORTES
Two hundred, or nore..

Cristobal nods soberly. Certainly a factor worth considering.

DI ERO
Cortes! As mayor of this town and
em ssary of the governor, | demand -

~ CORTES _

What is it, ny friend?

DI ERO
You are under arrest. |If you do not
go quietly, ny soldiers wll fire.

The Soldiers aimtheir nuskets at Cortes.

CORTES
What am | charged with?

DI ERO
Treason. Plotting to exceed your
authority and conquer the Indians.

Both nmen | ook up at Cortes' BANNER, which reads: "Conrades: Foll ow
the sign of the cross and through it we shall conquer.™

Cortes stares at the nuskets. He doesn't seemto have nmuch choice. He
hol ds out his hands to be manacled, and for a nonment it seenms our
story will be over before it begins.



DIAZ (V.Q)
Looki ng back, | have often wondered
how many nen, in Cortes' place,
woul d even have nmade it out of
port?

As the Sol diers nove to shackle Cortes, he says |oudly:

D ero nods.

Cortes heads toward his ship, Puertocarrero at his side.
a huge pile of crucifixes of varying sizes.

of the ship:

CORTES
But | nust caution you. These nen
already feel loyalty to ne. | can't

be responsi bl e for what they m ght
do to your town, or your person -

Dl ERO
(outraged)
You are |nciting themto -

~ CORTES
(qui et confidence)
No. If I incite them you'll know

it.
(as Diero hesitates)
W sail in ten mnutes.
(giving himhis excuse)
What a pity you didn't get here in
time to stop us.

He will accept this ploy.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
You cowardly sack of sline.
(as Diero bridles)
Just a figure of speech.
(enmbraci ng him whispers:)
Don't forget your 50%

Dl ERO

You will regret that insult.
CORTES

No. I'"Il either dine with trunpets

or die on the gallows, but |'l
regret not hing.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
How short are we?

PUERTOCARRERO
Fifty men and hal f our supplies.

CORTES
W'l stop in Havana.

He noti ces Sandoval clinbing aboard ship -

10.

On t he deck
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CORTES ( CONT' D)
Hey! Ki d!

Sandoval wi nces: he got caught.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Can you | ook a man in the eye and

lie?
SANDOVAL
| can | earn.
CORTES

How ol d are you?

Sandoval | ooks Cortes straight in the eye:

SANDOVAL
T-t-t-twenty-five.
CORTES
(playful)

Jesus. That is awful .
He notions for Sandoval to junp on board. As they do -
CUT TO
EXT. SH P. N GHT.

FLAPPI NG SAI LS suggest ocean voyage. HOLD. Then PAN DOMWN TO t hi ck
fog: like a mysterious, sinister intimation..

Cortes paces the deck. In the b.g., the other ships are anchored
cl ose at hand. Men are assenbled on the decks of all the ships...

DIAZ (V.Q)
It is only 150 mles fromCuba to
t he coast of the Yucatan.
None of us had any idea the true
di stance we were travelling.

Cortes pauses, |ooks at BOTELLO, a small exotic man nervously
exam ning tarot cards and di spensing gloomto three Deckhands.

Puertocarrero cones up to Cortes and nods: the nen are ready. Cortes
clinbs to the topdeck and peers out: posture of a great lord. H's
voi ce echoes in the fog:

CORTES
My friends, my partners.
Tonorrow we | and.
Tonorrow we place our |ives and
fortunes in the hands of God, for
we know not where we go, who we
nmeet, what horrors we encounter, if
there will be nen or arnms or beasts
far stronger, nore nunerous, and
nore terrifying than our own...

( MORE)



We can b@OBEE§ﬁFﬁ“ng%nly one e

t hing: Werever we go, we shall

find three | eagues of bad road.
(pregnant pause)

BUT WE ARE SPANI ARDS! !'!

The nmen cheer wildly.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Few i n nunber, but strong in arm
.and wll... and resolution.
Stronger still in the |love of Cod.
Wth Hs Grace nay we go.
In H's Name may we survive...
(peers out at fog)
t he unknown.

The nmen cheer, but a slight chill lingers: the unknown...

Into this chill steps the acerbic priest, FATHER OLMEDA. As he begins
the Latin Mass, we:

CUT TO
EXT. SPANI SH CAMP ( YUCATAN). DAY.
Fl at beaches; few trees. In the center of canp, A MAPMAKER ( MARTI N

LOPEZ, tall, stork-like) uses ink, finger, and fingernail to draw the
Yucatan on a scroll. He marks the spot where they | anded.
| NSERT - MAP

(See Next Page)
EXT. SPANI SH CAWP

Mundane details. Men mashin? cl ot hes, swatting nosquitos, cleaning
off the large pile of crucifixes. The Mastiff runs around wagging its
tail, Peeln ONE COMMON SCLDI ER, veri young, i s eating an orange and
careful l'y pIaC|ng the seeds in a handkerchi ef.

DIAZ (V.O.)
The Yucatan was so nanmed because
the first Spaniards who | anded
asked the nane of the country, and
t he natives answered, "Tectetan,"
nmeani ng, "I do not understand you."

The CAMERA noves out of canp, into the dense brush. A LONE | NDI AN.
Mot i onl ess. Wt ching the Spani ards...

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
We corrupted the word to "Yucatan."
So the place is naned, "I do not
under st and you. "

Commotion in canp. A SCOUTI NG PARTY is returning with spoils: a few
trinkets and 50 turkey chicks. Al varado waves a fistful of fow:
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ALVARADO
Chi ckens here! Good fat chi ckens!
Fresh grub for everybody!

CORTES
How di d you get these "chickens?"
ALVARADO SANDOVAL
They gave themto us. We t-took them

Al varado gl ares at Sandoval, then winks: it's okay, no sweat.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
And the trinkets?

ALVARADO

They're hardly worth 50, 60 pesos.
CORTES

The next man who steals wll be

hung!! We are here to nmake friends,
is that understood?!

SANDOVAL
Yes sir!

~ ALVARADO
(rmocki ng)
Yes sir!

CORTES
(re: Alvarado's tone)
Are you a noron?

ALVARADO
Vell. ..
(grins)
people've said it. But |I don't
real ly agree.

Cortes can't help smling. This kind of jerk is hard to resist.

ALVARADO ( CONT' D)
Besides, | did make friends with
the I ndians. They Like ne -

W glide away fromthem down the line of 16 horses:

DIAZ (V.Q)
The thing | renmenber nost about the
Yucat an was not the turkey chicks
but sonething that seened a nere
curiosity.

The | ast of the horsenmen is holding a human skull. He passes it down
to Cortes, who examnes it briefly and tosses it to his PAGE
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The yout hful Page inspects it with curious norbidity... Cearly the
first time he's handled such a thing. He holds it up to the Iight,
and we realize with a sickening shock: this is an onen.

CUT TGO
EXT. A BAY IN LUSH FOREST. DAY.

The Spani sh ships are harbored in the bay, b.g. The nmen are row ng
sone |ifeboats toward the shore..

DIAZ (V.Q)
We sailed on to Tabasco.

Suddenly 100 I ndi ans energe fromthe woods, leap into the water -

Spani ards leap into the water too. The CAMERA nobves in on Sandoval,
wno i s quickly surrounded by FOUR | NDI ANS. .

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
Qur first mlitary skirm sh was
uni nportant save one thing. Four
I ndi ans surrounded Sandoval . They
could easily have killed him but
they didn't even att t it. A
they tried to do was take him
prisoner. It seened strange..

Sandoval is rescued by two countrynen. The Indians retreat. Sandoval
EIPPS with relief...then stares after the Indians: Wy didn't they
i me???

CUT TO
EXT. SPANI SH CAMP. (VERACRUZ). DAY
Cortes cuts a cross into a silk cotton tree.

CORTES
| claimthis land in the nane of
God and his majesty King Carl os.

Fat her O nmeda nods. Vel asquez De Leon glares at Cortes...

Cortes' Page ushers over TWO | NDI AN CAPTI VES and MELCHI OR t he
translator, an Indian wearing a |ong red Spanish cl oak.

PAGE .
Two captives, ny liege.

CORTES
And can our inval uabl e transl ator
speak their dialect?

MELCHI OR
Yes, ny |ord.



CORTES
(to Mel chior)
When you were captured by the
previ ous expedition, wasn't it near
to here?

Mel chi or blinks. Cortes |aughs, quickly changes the subject:

CORTES ( CONT' D)
These | ndi ans have gold trinkets.
Were did they get thenf?

15.

Mel chi or translates. The Captives point East and say, "Mexico."

CORTES ( CONT' D)
"Mexico?" Is that a river?

MELCHI OR
(a beat, then:)
No, a | ake.
CORTES
| see. Ask them what dangers we

f ace.

At this question, the Indians converse in an ani mated fashi on.

wat ches them keenly, sensing sonmething. He interrupts:

CORTES ( CONT' D)
How | arge is this approaching arnmny?

Mel chi or does a doubl e-t ake -

CORTES ( CONT' D)
When will it get here?

MELCHI OR
A week? Maybe nore.

Cortes nods. He knows Mel chior is |ying.

CORTES
Good. Then we have tine to prepare,
don't we?

CUT TGO
EXT. CAMP. DAWN.

Cortes

Cortes wal ki ng, watching, checking on his nmen. He passes Martin
Lopez, adding to his map. We notice that Lopez has now found a quil

pen to use for his mapnaking.
| NSERT - MAP
(See Next Page)
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SPANI SH CAWP

As Cortes wal ks on, we notice the extraordinar% beauty of the natural

surroundings. Every tree is virgin forest: lus sweet, dense; we can

alnost snell the rich foliage.

CORTES
Cont ade!

A sol dier, CERVANTES (a buffoon with a
sl eeping on his watch. He wakes with a
scranbles to his feet -

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Go rem nd everyone; the penalty for
sl eeping on watch is death.

CERVANTES
Yes sir!, thank you, sir! | prom se
I wasn't drinking, sir!

stinctive blond beard), is

d
start, sees Cortes, and

Cervantes scurries off. He passes a red cloak draped over a tree
branch. It is Melchior's cloak, flapping eerily in the wind...

As Cortes approaches it, he sees de Leon watching him -

CORTES
| suppose it's better to have no
transl ator than one whose loyalties
are divided..

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
Divided loyalty can be a problem
(gestures toward the cross
marked in the tree)
You cut the tree in the King's
nanme, not Vel asquez'.

CORTES
But that's understood: W serve
your cousin Vel asquez, but every
G ory goes to God and King Carl os.

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
A very good answer...for now.

CORTES
You think I will mnutiny against
your cousin? | give ny word that
wi |l not happen.

Vel asquez The Lionhearted nods, surprised and pl eased.
An al arm sounds, a call to battle.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
WIIl you fight at ny side?
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Vel asquez De Leon buckl es his arnor.
CUT TGO
EXT. BATTLEFI ELD. DAY

10,000 Indians in wld feathered costunes, faces painted black and
white, hurtle toward:

Spani sh infantry. They cock their nuskets and fire.
The first line of Indians falls -
The whol e I ndian arny stops short.

Silence. You can hear the trees rustle. You can also hear the awe and
bewi | dernent inside the Indians' heads...

The nusketeers re-load as the crossbowren fire..

More Indians fall. But the rest of the natives seemto realize: this
is the nature of the battle. They resune fighting.

The next tine the Spaniards fire, the Indians keep com ng.

Quickly the battle is joined. Hand-to-hand conbat: fierce, athletic
and conpetitive. (Underneath, barely audible: A RUVMBLI NG SOUND.)

The Spaniards stay in tight formation, backs to each other, so their
rears are protected and their superior weaponry can prevail. The
I ndians fight as individuals seeking captives. W realize: this is an

arny of soldiers vs. a band of warriors.

As the RUMBLI NG SOUND grows | ouder, we focus on Cristobal: in battle
he is a different man. An aninmal. Fierce, wild, fearless, the

equi val ent of 20 nmen, he seens to rejoice in battle. Qur admration
grows with each second we watch him..and then he speaks:

CRI STOBAL
I"mgetting cranky! Were the hel
is the damm - (cavalry!)

Then he too hears the RUMBLING Turns to see the Indians watching:

The Cavalry race toward them Horses. These huge beasts, spit flying
fromtheir nouths, the incredible nusculature of their chests, this
wld look in their eyes...

DI AZ (V.Q)
We knew fromthe two previous
expeditions that the natives had
never seen horses before.

The I ndi ans gape in consternation but stand their ground until the
horses, only yards away, are reined in so that they raise their front
| egs in an apparent attack posture -

The Indians flee in terror...
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DIAZ (V.QO.) (CONT' D)
They thought these beasts were
centaurs, magical creatures: half-
nmen, hal f-hornl ess deer.
As the cavalry gives chase, the Indians vanish into the woods.
CUT TO
EXT. SPANI SH CAMP. DAY.

Men rel axing, enjoying the victory. Cortes sits under a copse of
pal nrs and watches as his Page | eads a horse toward him

DIAZ (V.0O)
This battle gave our Captain his
first brilliant idea.

A small mare was in heat.
Cortes shakes his head, directs his Page to a different spot.

Satisfied, Cortes nods and the nmare is tethered. She squats and rubs
her bottom on the ground.

CUT TO
EXT. SPANI SH CAVP. EVEN NG
Cortes under the sane pal mtrees; the nmare is gone.

Approaching himis a procession of Indian Caciques. These brightly
adorned chiefs have holes in their lips and ears in which rings and
stone di sks have been inserted.

Cortes | eads the Cacigues to the spot where the mare was sitting.
They bow to him he bows back. No-one to transl ate.
Cortes signals, and his Page | eads a STALLION WTH RIDER toward them

The horse whinnies |oudly, snells the ground, snorts, paws the
ground... He's staring right at the Indians...

The I ndians cower. Why is this beast so angry at thenf
Cortes mnes: he wants food.
The I ndian Chiefs nod anxi ously and back away in fear -
CUT TO
EXT. SPANI SH CAMP. RI VERBANK. THE NEXT DAY.
An | ndian procession. Porters bringing food, followed by ten
BEAUTI FUL NATI VE G RLS (nine naked to the waist), and lastly: FIVE

CH EFS. In the center, supported by several nen because he's too
large to wal k, is the FAT CACI QUE, their | eader.
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DIAZ (V.QO)
As Cortes requested, food cane...
and other gifts.
But these Indians were not the ones
we' d been fighting. Instead, they
came from Cenpoala. W were
| earning that, as in ancient
Greece, the land here was divided
not into countries, but into city-
st ates.

As the hal f-naked girls approach, the Spaniards - Cristobal nost
especially - stare with undi sguised lust...

ALVARADO
| like the one in green.

Cristobal sticks out his hand: arm westl e?

ALVARADO ( CONT' D)
No, no, you're chanpion now. You
pick first.

CRI STOBAL
(nods, stares)
Actual ly, L like them all
The Fat Cacique arrives in front of Cortes, dismounts fromhis litter
with sone difficulty, and attenpts to bow.

Cortes stifles a smle and bows back.

LATER.

Nine Indian Grls are being baptized b% Fat her A neda as the Spani sh
Captains look on, admring the girls' breasts...

CORTES o
| trust no man casts a | ascivious
eye on a religious cerenony...

CRI STOBAL
The contrary. We are filled with
awe at what the Lord has created.

Vel asquez De Leon approaches, preceded by the tallest and nost
beautiful of the Native Grls, MARINA still fully clothed.

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
Captain, this one speaks Spani sh.
(as Cortes | ooks her over)
She clains to have been a princess.

CORTES
What's your nane?
MARI NA
Mal inali Tenepal. You will call ne

Mar i na.
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CORTES
I will, eh?
How di d you | earn Spani sh?

MARI NA
Wen ny father died, ny nother the
Queen sold ne as a slave to favor
the children of her second husband.
Anot her slave, with ne, was a
Spani ar d.

CORTES
From whi ch expedition?

She shrugs.

CORTES (CONT' D
Where is this Spaniard now?

MARI NA
., dead)

CORTES
He was your |over, then?

Gone.
i.e

(

MARI NA
(flat)
No.

Cortes stares at her. She stares back. A pride both adm rable and
infuriating...
CORTES
So...your own famly, your own
not her, betrayed you.

MARI NA
She betrayed herself.

He stifles a smle of appreciation.

CORTES
Since you are a princess and
deserve the best, | give you...

(1 ooks over his nen, seens to
focus on Al varado)
to nmy good friend...Puertocarrero.

Puertocarrero steps forward, blinking, shy but quite pleased. Marina
shoots himthe briefest glance.

CCRTES_ﬁCONTI)
However, you will be on call day
and night as ny transl ator.

Conch shell trunpets sound.
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A cortege of ornately dressed | NDI ANS approaches. Their cl othing,
hai rstyle, and manner all set them apart fromthe Cenpoal ans.

In fact, the Fat Cacique is being carried toward a dense grove of
mangrove trees. He's gesturing frantically: hurry, hurry!

The rest of his tribe precedes him In seconds, they are gone. Cortes
gl ances at Marina, then at the approaching Indians -

MARI NA
Azt ecs. They have conquered nost of
these towmns froma city, Mexico,
hi gh in the nountains.

CORTES
Mexi co? Where the gold is?
MARI NA
They call it "excrenent of the
Gods. "
CORTES

Then you - you're not an Aztec?

MARI NA
Never. The Mexi cans conquered
?ity. They rul e harshly, throug
ear.

Her eyes dart toward the woods where the Cenpoal ans are hiding.
Cortes follows her gaze.

CORTES
Good.

She shoots hima gl ance. Wiy "good?"

The AZTECS arrive. Their sinple cloaks and sandal s evoke the garb of
t he Anci ent G eeks.

On the other hand, their ears, lips, and noses are garnished with
pendants formed of precious stones.

SERVANTS cloud the air with copal incense, others display gifts.

THREE PRI NCES touch the ground, then their heads, in greeting. They
speak alternately, diffusing their identity.

MARI NA
They cone fromthe great Lord
Moct ezuma who sends these gifts as
a token of friendship. They say his
capital is too far to travel to
and the road beset with too nmany
enem es. ..

CORTES
Good Cod.
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The Servants have set out two magnificent circular plates, one
silver, the other gold, both as large as carriage eels. The silver
pl ate represents the noon, the gold one the sun. Both are ornately
wrought with cal endar signs and i mages of Gods.

Cortes' young PAGE (who, through dress and manner, suggests the
com ng of the nodern nercantile age) steps forward to recount:

PAGE
The gold plate alone is worth
20, 000 pesos and the wor kmanship
sur passes anything in Europe.

CORTES
These bri bes whet ny appetite.

MARI NA
We | ndians say: the greater the
gift, the greater the King.

CORTES
Tell them!l too come froma
powerful King who orders ne to pay
personal respects to Lord
Moct ezuma, of whose greatness he
has | ong heard tell. As | have had
a difficult journey over the sea, |
dare not return hone w thout seeing
Moct ezuma face to face.

SANDOVAL
King Carl os doesn't know -

Cortes silences himwith a | ook -
One of the Aztec Princes replies testily:
MARI NA o
"You hardly arrive and you insi st
on seeing on our Enperor's face?"

One Prince points at sonething, and the others jabber excitedly.
Cortes watches this, then glances inquiringly at Marina.

MARI NA (CONT' D)
They call you "Teules." Gods. O
per haps those sent by the Gods...

Cortes nods thoughtfully...
MARI NA ( CONT' D)
(poi nting)
That soldier's helnmet rem nds them
of the War God Huitzil opochtli.

Cortes whispers to his Page, who runs to fetch the gilt hel net.
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They may take this helnet to show
t he great Moctezunma. .. providing
they return it filled with gold. W
Spani sh suffer a disease of the
heart which can only be cured by

gol d.
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He gestures, and four horses approach, their bells jingling.

The Aztecs stand, nouths agape, watching the horses.

An Aztec scribe quickly paints the horses onto bark paper.

al ready sketched Cortes, Marina, and the Spanish ships.

ON CORTES AND MARI NA

Wal ki ng toget her.

CORTES

The hel net, horses. Is that why

t hey

Your

call us Gods?

MARI NA
| ooks, ships, clothing - it's

all strange to them You are not

l'i ke

nmen. So what are you?

CORTES

(nods, answers:)

Gods.

VWhi ch ones?

MARI NA

They nentioned the great Teule

Quet zal coat|. 500 years ago he

sailed to the East,

prom sing to

return. He had light hair, |ike
some of your men. Perhaps you are
him Perhaps King Carlos is.
Perhaps this, your comng, fulfills

an anci ent prophecy.
(as Cortes thinks)

You nust know. to the Aztec,

prophecy is law. It
sane word.

We see a thousand cal cul ati ons race through Cortes' mnd...

CORTES

You say the Aztecs rule,

is even the

but the

other cities hate and fear then?

MARI NA
Yes.

CORTES
Then we can w n.

He has
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They' ve reached the woods where the Fat Caci que and the ot her
Cenpoal ans are hi ding.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Ask himif he is a vassal of the
great Moctezuma?

She speaks; the Fat Cacique quickly replies:

MARI NA
"Who i s not?"

CORTES
Tell himwe will protect him W
are Gods, and our will is

i ndom t abl e.
He wat ches the Indian Chief's face as Marina transl ates.
Then his eyes turn to her: Cearly he finds her inpressive.
He | ooks back at the Fat Caci que:

DIAZ (V.0Q.)
Cortes' words had the desired
effect, but he was soon to |earn...
CUT TO:

EXT. SPANI SH CAMP. HOURS LATER

As Spani sh troops admre Mctezuma's gifts, Vel asquez De Leon and
Cri st obal approach Cortes' tent. He sits outside polishing his boots.

DIAZ (V.Q)
...that our wll, of which he spoke
Wi th such pride, was already
weakeni ng.

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
It istime to return to Cuba.

Cortes stares at him

CRI STOBAL QLI D
We speak for many of the nen.

CORTES _ _
I's something wong with the girl |
gave you?

CRI STOBAL OLID
No, she's very...prinmtive...
(smle, then frown)
but so are the nobsquitos here,
t hey' ve activated ny skin rashes -
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VELASQUEZ DE LEON
And considering the gifts Mctezuma
has al ready given us -

CORTES
Do you | eave the table if the
appeti zer is savory?

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
W were sent here to make contact!
To trade! We have done so. W have
gol d beyond our expectations -

CORTES
Whose expectations?

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
And - nost inportant - we have done

our duty and conpleted our ni ssion.
Anyt hi ng nore woul d be nuti ny.

Cortes stares at him

CORTES
You're right. O course.
We sail in the norning.

Cristobal grins, de Leon is taken aback.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Pl ease spread word anong the nen.

CUT TGO
M NUTES LATER.

From a di stance we see the news dissem nating and the expressions of
incredulity and outrage it evokes.

An angry crowd is descending on Cortes' tent.

Cortes continues to polish his boots, seemngly oblivious to the
uproar. But his attention s focused on

Qutside a nearby tent, Puertocarrero and Marina sit on the grass.

CUT TGO

AN HOUR LATER

The whol e Spani sh conpany assenbled in front of Cortes' tent. The
Captain is arguing with Al varado, Puertocarrero, others:

CORTES
But | cannot exceed ny authority!

ALVARADO
Hang your authority! Wat about
your duty to us?
MORE)
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You prorﬁ\ls%RﬁQq CONEs Bind gl ory!

Are we to return hone |ike gypsies,
with a few trinkets?

Cortes stares at him at the others.
He junps up on a nakeshift table, and the nen quiet.
CORTES
The decision | nmade earlier has
caused great dissention.
Cheers and angry shouts fromthe crowd.
CORTES ( CONT' D)
| realize now |l cannot fulfill ny
noral obligation to you and also to
t he esteened Governor of Cuba.
Honor therefore requires that |
resign my post.
He junps down fromthe table.
Stunned sil ence.

Murmurs in the cromd. What does this nmean? What happens now? Do we
choose a new | eader?

Sandoval gl ances quickly at Cortes, as if for a sign.
Cortes gives none. Vel asquez de Leon watches as:

Sandoval waits... Looks around... Bites his |lip and gives Cortes
anot her gl ance -

Very subtly: Cortes nods -

Sandoval junps on the table. Speaking publicly, his stutter is gone.

SANDOVAL
If Cortes is loyal to us, are we
| oyal to himn
CROND
Yes!
SANDOVAL
Do we want a new | eader?
CROND
No!
SANDOVAL

Then who nust we serve, the
Governor of Cuba, or the King of
Spai n?!

CROVD
The King of Spain!
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VELASQUEZ DE LEON
(wy, to Cortes)
This is very well done.

CORTES
Thank you.

SANDOVAL
Then let us found a new city, in
t he name of the King:

As the Crowd cheers, Velasquez de Leon mutters sarcastically:

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
"And there is only one man..."

SANDOVAL
And there is only one nman to be
mayor of our city...

As the Crowd drowns himout -

CUT TO
I NT. CORTES TENT. LATER
Cortes and Father A neda with the major Hidal gos.

CORTES

We are now outl aws.
If we fail to conquer, if we cannot
seize riches which will blind the
King, then we'll all hang for
treason. W will therefore approach
King Carlos directly, give himthe
treasures Moctezuma has sent, and
beg himto grant us suprenacy.

(turns to Puertocarrero and

anot her Hi dal go)
Since you have relatives in court,
you two can best plead our cause.

PUERTOCARRERO
And ny I ndi an concubi nes?

CORTES
Show one as a curiosity to the
Ki ng. Marina, of course, nust stay
here, to translate

PUERTOCARRERO
O course.

He smles, realizing he has been chosen because Cortes desires

Marina. He and the other Hidalgo kneel in front of Father O neda, who

makes the sign of the cross over them They kiss his hand.
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EXT. TENT. DAY.

Cortes and Father O neda watch the two em ssaries wal k down, toward
t he shore and the shi ps.

DIAZ (V.0Q.)
Puertocarrero’'s ship was the | ast
of our fleet ever to | eave port.

CUT TGO
EXT. OPEN FI ELD. DAY.

The Spani sh army building a stone fort. Cortes deposits a snall
boul der next to a "nmason” and heads off for another stone.

He passes Martin Lopez adding "Villa Rica de Vera Cruz" to his nmap.
| NSERT - MAP

(See Next Page)

OPEN FI ELD.

Under a tree where several nen are being kept prisoner, Cortes throws
hi nsel f down besi de the shackl ed Vel asquez de Leon:

CORTES
Vel asquez knew we woul d betray him
He hinself forced our hand.

Vel asquez De Leon says not hi ng.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
By wi t hhol di ng funds, he pade us
spend our own fortunes, which we
di d, nortgage our hones, which we
did. He cannot then expect us to
return home and suffer bankruptcy!

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
Nevert hel ess: Vel asquez is ny
relative, and | remain |oyal.

CORTES
| admre that.
I will release you tonorrow.

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
(surprised, but:)
Why not today? Now?

CORTES
You need tine to think.

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
About what ?
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CORTES
The purpose for which you are born.

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
Oh pl ease.

CORTES
Do you really want to return to
Cuba and live the life of a
nobl eman, feasting off the | abor of
ot hers and seduci ng your nei ghbor's
W ves?

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
Sounds pl easur abl e.

CORTES
It iLs pleasurable. And conmon
Any Frenchman can do it.
But here...
If we have courage, intelligence,
spirit, we can achi eve sonething
remar kabl e. And the nost remarkabl e
part is: W don't know what we're
about to do!
W only know that if we succeed, we
wi |l have been truly alive. And
years from now, centuries, others

wi Il | ook back and say, "Cortes was
a man. Vel asquez De Leon?... A
man. "

Drink?

He of fers De Leon sone water. The other man hesitates, then:

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
Thank you.

He dri nks.
Cortes takes the bottle back, returns to work.
Vel asquez De Leon stares after him
CUT TO
EXT. VIRG N FORESTS. DAY.

Fat her O nmeda | ooks on as Al varado pounds into the ground one of the
smal | er crucifixes they brought on the boat. Behind them

The Spanish Arnmy is marching through countryside of unspeakabl e

| ushness and beauty. Tropical birds singing. Ochids bloomng in the
wild. The Mastiff chasing plentiful gane. The arny is - for the
monent - optimstic, united in its purpose, and enthralled by the
nat ural beauty of the scenery.
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DIAZ (V.QO)
We built a fort at our new city of
Vera Cruz and marched toward
Cenpoal a.
They approach a snmall town.
DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
It was on our way to the hone of
the Fat Cacique that we first saw
evi dence of the religious practice
whi ch engendered fear in our hearts
and outrage in our Christian souls
for as long as we were in New
Spai n.
The town seens deserted.
The Sol diers nove through it, but sonme instinct quiets them
They approach prom nent buil dings and gl ance inside.

Sandoval stands notionless in the entrance to the largest building (a
church or cue). Is he frozen? Then he turns toward the others.

Bl anches. Starts to stutter uncontrollably...
Cortes noves to his side, |ooks in:

I NT. CUE. DAY

No wi ndows.

Dark, lit by a few torches.

Primtive statues of heathen gods.

Bodi es.

Human bodi es, carved up.

Some inpaled on the walls.

St acks of skulls along another wall.
Human organs burning over a fire.
Cortes turns away, toward Father Q neda

CORTES
Fat her, give ne strength.

CUT TGO
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EXT. CEMPOALA. DAY

Ri nky-di nk parade. Grls throwing flowers, putting weaths around the
Spani ards' necks. Hail the conquering heroes. Everyone staring and
wavi ng at the Teul es.

Lush vegetation nmakes this nodest town feels |ike a garden.

The procession ends at the |avish hone of the Fat Cacique. H's WVES
greet the Spanish Captains and | ead themi nto:

EXT. FAT CACI QUE' S PATI O. DAY.

Cortes, Marina, and the other Hidalgos at a huge feast. The Fat
Cacique is stuffing hinself, jabbering happily:

MARI NA
He regrets that only nine of his
W ves can be here to serve us.

CRI STOBAL
How many wi ves does he have?

As Marina translates, the others eat with evident relish.

MARI NA

He's | ost count. The nore you have,
the nore alliances you nmake. Al so
the nore children, which allows you
to make even nore alliances when
t hey grow up.

(hesitates, then translates:)
He says it's his duty as a chief to
spend nost of his tinme in bed.

Everyone |aughs...then they notice: sonmething odd in the Fat
CaC|gue's expression. He is no |l onger laughing. He is staring with
dread out at the street where:

FIVE MEN with dark glossy hair tied in a bun, wearing richly-

enbroi dered cl oaks, stroll with cocksure pride through the square.
They sniff bouquets of flowers while SERVANTS whi sk amar flies. Their
stiff walk, their arrogance, tells us: these nen are killers.

At the sight of them the Fat Cacique turns pale, starts babbling.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
"Moctezuma's tax-collectors. They
rape the pretty wonen and sacrifice
the nen. "

. CORTES
(blithe instinct)
Arrest them
Marina hesitates to translate this.

Cortes nods: transl ate.
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She does.
The Fat Cacique falls to the ground and begs for Cortes' nercy.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Tell himhe has nothing to fear.

As Marina transl ates, the Fat Cacique continues to babble |ike an
infant and roll on the ground.

Cortes crouches over the man. Staring.
Their eyes | ock. No contest.
The Fat Caci que whi spers an order, and his SOLDI ERS rush out:
They begin to arrest the astoni shed Tax Collectors...
CUT TO
EXT. CORTES TENT. N GHT
Cortes lies on his bedroll; Marina stands near by.
A knock, and Sandoval enters.

SANDOVAL
The | ocal s saw n-n-not hi ng.

Cortes nods - go ahead with the plan.

Sandoval waves his arm and FOUR SOLDI ERS carry in two of Mctezum's
Tax Collectors, tied to | ong pol es.

CORTES

(to Marina)
Ask them who they are and where
they're from

(to Sol diers)
Untie them

(to Sandoval)
Have food brought to the next tent.

SANDOVAL
Can | wwatch what you do?

Cortes nods slightly as -

MARI NA
They say you know who they are,
since you are responsible for their
capture. The Cenpoal ans woul dn't
dare arrest themon their own.

CORTES
If this were true, would | now
rel ease them and feed them and
treat them as Kings?
MORE)
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(to Sa@@ﬁﬁﬁs(qg?ﬂwﬁmina
transl at es)
Convi nci ng?

MARI NA
They think it's a trick. "If they
are rel eased here, the Cenpoal ans
will recapture and kill them™

CORTES
Qur boats will take them South to
safer waters.
(wat ches Marina translate, then
says to her:)
| aminpressed you betray nothing
i n your expression.

~ MARI NA
What is to betray?

Meaning: | _amon your side, | have no other |loyalties.

He stares at her.

CORTES
Now | must ask themto go next door
and eat. | have private business.
(as Marina starts to | eave)
Wth you.
MARI NA

What do you want ?
Sandoval hurries the Tax-Coll ectors out -

CORTES
A ki ss.

MARI NA
Only one?

CORTES
I_?sk for one. Anything nore is a
gift.

MARI NA
If | refuse?

Hard to tell if she wants to refuse or is being coy.

CORTES
I'f your refusal is genuine,
I wll respect it. If it is
a ganme, | will not.

Beat .
MARI NA
I will kiss you twice...but only

if vou order it.
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She speaks with intensity. W can't tell if she is being sincere or
provocative. He stares at her.

CORTES
Take off your cl ot hes.

She starts to disrobe. On her lips, the faintest hint of a smle.
CUT TGO
EXT. CEMPOALA. MORNI NG

Cortes sits in front of the Fat Cacique's house, the Chief at his
side, Marina behind him The Captain seens distant, keenly watchful,
as though listening to nmusic no one el se can hear.

The Three additional Tax Collectors are brought before them bound.
Cortes, feigning anger, gestures toward the Fat Caci que.

CORTES

Tell himI'moutraged by the escape
of the two prisoners. W will have
to guard the ones who renain

(as Marina translates, to de

Leon)

Sanme as the others. Sail them South
and rel ease them

(to Sandoval)
Do you under st and?

SANDOVAL
The C-Cenpoal ans are forced to be
our ally. But Mctezunma...?

CORTES
Are we Gods or nen, friend or foe?
He will have to see us for hinself.

(sudden shift)
What ' s goi ng on?

SANDOVAL
How do you m nean?

CORTES
Over there.

He i ndi cates TWO SCLDI ERS whi spering back and forth.
Sandoval shrugs: so?
Cortes catches the eye of one Soldier who glances furtively away -

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Search the canp.

SANDOVAL
For what?



CORTES
What ever you find.

CUT TO
EXT. SH P'S HOLD. DAY.
Cortes, Sandoval, Marina, and Vel asquez de Leon stare at:
Food, barrels of water, maps, etc. Provisions.
Cortes is clearly: enraged...

CUT TGO
I NT. CORTES' TENT. SUNSET.

The best nen congregated. An unconfortable silence...

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
Some of you know what happened.
Sonme do not.

CRI STOBAL QLI D
What happened?

SANDOVAL
M m nmuti ny.

CRI STOBAL COLI D
No! For what cause?

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
Men were stashing provisions to
return to Cuba.

CRI STOBAL QLI D

A worthy cause, but treacherous
neans! Let nme kill the vermn -

Vel asquez De Leon raises the flap in the tent, making visible:
The body of a GAUNT SCLDI ER hanging froma tree.
Cristobal nods with satisfaction -

CORTES
(softly)
W nust act.

Silence. They wait.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
If a wild beast has no escape, it
fights with twice the ferocity. W
must do that to ourselves.

35.
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Silence as they try to figure out what this neans...
CUT TGO
EXT. CAMP. NI GHT.

The soldiers stand by their tents, peering at the distant water,
where the ships rise and fall with the swell of the ocean.

No one noves. Everyone waits. For what? An order?

Then we see: flanmes licking at the bow of one of the ships.
The nmen tense, but say nothing.

The fire rises higher, up the nast.

Anot her ship expl odes into flane.

EXT. SHI PS. NI GHT.

Cortes hinself with a torch setting a ship aflanme. H s eyes are w de,
crazed, as if possessed by sone denon. Pyronmania. \Wen the ship is
well lit, he dodges through the flanmes, clinbs over the side into a

l'i feboat, and heads for the next vessel. H's torch held high in the
air..

EXT. CAMP. N GHT.

Soldiers still watching. Ten ships now burning. Cervantes (the bl ond-
bearded buffoon we net earlier) 1s putting on a song/dance for a
conmon sol di er, VI LLAFANA.

CERVANTES
They say the hulls were rotten!
They say we could not sail
They think our brains are cotton!
O hidden up our tail!

VI LLAFANA
Shut up.

CERVANTES
(facetious)
But don't you understand? This way
we sal vage the sails and the
provi sions -

VI LLAFANA
(om nous)
I understand perfectly.

Vel asquez De Leon has happened by, overheard:
VELASQUEZ DE LEON

Like it or not, we have to fight
our way out of here.
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Near by, we see Cortes on his way back fromthe shore. Hs face is
bl ackened, but his spirit is ectatic. Cristobal intercepts him

CRI STOBAL
| hate you for this.

CORTES
Are you afraid?

CRI STOBAL
Never .

Cortes gives hima |long | ook..

CORTES _
Then you may | eave. One vessel is
still seaworthy. Those who desire

to go may sail to Cuba.
You organi ze the sailing.

Cristobal is astonished. He bows acceptance, and | eaves.

Cortes watches as Cristobal starts conferring with other Sol diers.
CUT TO

EXT. CAMP. TWO DAYS LATER

Men breaki ng break canﬁ (folding tents, |oading horses). Cristoba
approaches Cortes and hands hima list.

Cortes examnes the list...and sadly shakes his head.

CORTES
I"msorry, you're ny best soldier.
(off Cristobal's blink)
| can't let you go.

CRI STOBAL CLID
That's not fair when others are -

CORTES _
I'mnpot letting the others either
just wanted this I|ist.

CRI STOBAL QLI D
But...but you said -

CORTES
I Iied.
The | ast ship was sunk this
nor ni ng.

Cortes points:

Cristobal |ooks toward the bay: it's enpty. No ships remain. He
turns, outraged and astoni shed, back toward:
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CORTES ( CONT' D)
(waving |ist)
| have to know who has doubts, but
we'l | need every single man, even
t he doubters, if we are to succeed.

Cristobal blinks in disbelief -
Cortes slaps himgood-naturedly on the back.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Let's march.

CUT TGO
EXT. LOW MOUNTAI NS. DAY

A cloud of pink butterflies. The Spanish Arnmy marches through it,
followed by a small group of Indian warriors and PORTERS

Three of the Porters are burdened with heavy piles of crucifixes: the
crosses the Spaniards brought with themon their ships. The sight of
these innocent natives bearln? s%nbols of human guilt is doubly
ironi c because of the magi c of these surroundi ngs:
woods
waterfalls
meadows

sky

nmountains rising and falling...

fields of flowers of raucous color..

It all strikes sone atavistic nenory: Long ago, before "civilized"
man w ecked his havoc, this is how the wrld used to be. Paradise.

DIAZ (V.Q)
We saw no bird, no flower, no tree
or animal we had ever seen in
Spai n.
It truly was a New Worl d.

Cortes pauses to survey his surroundings. Snowy peak on the left and
a strange bl eak nmountain, topped with a black coffin-shaped rock, on
the right. In the distance, two vol canos spew ash.

Martin Lopez is adding these features to his map.

| NSERT - MAP

(See Next Page)
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EXT. MOUNTAI N PI NE FORESTS. DAY.
Thi ck woods. Cortes listens as an |Indian guide points upward...

DIAZ (V.Q) _
W were marching to a city-state
call ed Tl ascal a.

Cortes resunes the march. Behind him other Spaniards pick their way
along the trail...

MARI NA
By their courage, and their
| ocation high in these nountains,
t he Tl ascal ans have kept their
i ndependence fromthe Aztecs.

Cortes suddenly stops, yanks sonething fromhis collar, and throws it
to the ground. A piece of colored paper. W noti ce:

A series of threads hang across the trail. Dangling fromthem are
bits of paper in odd shapes and bright col ors.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
Charns. To keep us out.

From a di stance we see Cortes slice the threads with his sword. This
POV tells us: he's being watched
CORTES
Send our nessage again: "If bl ood

is spilled, it is on their heads.
We come in peace, seeking allies.”

A distinctively dressed MESSENGER sprints away -

Suddenly, by a canera trick, we see INDIANS in the forest. 30 of
them Staring, notionless. They seemto be of the trees.

CUT TGO
EXT. TLASCALAN TOMN. DAY.

Deserted. Two tiny native dogs sniff the huge Spanish Mstiff. Center
of the square: lattice-work cages containing captives...

MARI NA
Men to be sacrificed.

Cortes cuts the leather |ock and throws open the cage.

Sone captives run. Those who seem stronger and braver do not. Cortes
tries to chase them away, shouting and wavi ng his sword.

CORTES
Go! Run! Flee, you norons!
(lunging with his sword)
What, you want to die?
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MARI NA
Azt ecs.

CORTES _
Are Aztecs so stupid?

MARI NA
They learn frombirth: the greatest
honor is to die in battle or be
sacrificed as a prisoner of war.

Cortes stares at them the foe he will soon face: FIVE MEN watching
hi m bl ankly: wi thout fear, wi thout pride, w thout affect.

CORTES
Make t hem kneel .
(as his nen hesitate)
Make them kneel if you have to cut
off their feet!

Spani ards force the prisoners to their knees.
Cortes renoves the cross fromhis neck and holds it over them
CORTES ( CONT' D)
Fat her, say a mass for the souls of
t hese poor devils.
A nmeda begi ns.
The Spaniards fall to their knees. Al of them The novenent carries
down the hill until even those who cannot see, |et alone hear, have
j oi ned the prayer.
After a slight hesitation, Marina al so kneel s.

For a nonent, we are witnessing a religious cerenony...

Then, spectators:

El GHT PAPAS proceed slow y, one bz one, out of a nearby cue. They are
dressed in dark green hooded cl oaks decorated with i mages of skulls
and Gods. Their thick hair hangs to their feet and is matted with

bl ood. Evil magicians out of Dr. Seuss. Their fingernails are 5"

I ong, and they click themas they wal k.

d neda ignores them The other Spaniards want to rise, but cannot do
so wi thout being disrespectful to their Cod.

The Papas march round the cage, uttering incantations.
Cortes shoots Marina an enquiring | ook -

MARI NA
Priests. They're call ed Papas -

CORTES
They sti nk.
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MARI NA
Bl ood. From sacrifices, and from
st abbi ng thensel ves with thorns.
They are the sons of Chiefs, have
no wives, and they indulge in
sodony.
Cortes stares at the Papas in astoni shnment and di sgust.
The Mastiff barks furiously at the Papas and strains at its |eash.
One Papa brings sonething fromunder his robe:
A human heart dri pping bl ood.
He holds it under Cortes' nose.
MARI NA ( CONT' D)
He's trying to see if you' re a Cod.
(of f Cortes' 1o00k)
A God would eat it.
The heart, inches from Cortes' nouth.

His nostrils flare. Hard to stifle the hom cidal inpulse. Suddenly,
in the mdst of a Latin phrase:

FATHER OLMEDA
To arms.

It takes a second for this to register.
The Papas scurry away -
The barking Mastiff falls dead, arrowin its chest -

FATHER OLMEDA ( CONT' D)
To arns, nen! To battl e!

The Spani ards | ook up: | NDI ANS descendi ng -
The sky darkens with stones and arrows -

The Spani ards rise, funble for weapons. Several nen are hit by the
arrows -

Indians rush forward. Startling attire: great feather crests, bodies
and faces gaudily painted; Caciqgues adorned w th spectacul ar ani nal
headdr esses. Cacophony: they bang druns, whistle, blow trunpets...

The Spani ards, surprised and overwhel med, hastily retreat behind
nei ghboring houses. ..

rhey | oad nuskets and crossbows. Unsheathe swords. Ready their
ances. ..

At a signal from Cortes, they nove out into the open again:
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The town is deserted. The Indian ar has vani shed. The Spani ards
nove forward warily, fearful of another attack...

But there is nothing to fear. Nothing to see...
Except: a cooking pot lying in the center of the square.

In the pot is an Indian tunic...a distinctive one... Soneone lifts
it, examnes it...

MARI NA
Your nessenger. They killed him
...and ate him..and intend to do
the sanme to you

A wave of horror and di sgust passes through the Spaniards. As if to
counter any fear in his nen, Cortes is quite matter-of-fact:

CORTES
Vhr_don't t hey believe we seek
allies?
Marina | ooks into the pot, takes out a drawi ng: of a bird.
MARI NA

They think it's a trick and you're
secretly in |league wth the Aztecs.

Cortes nods, peers out at the haunting | andscape...

CORTES
So. It begins.

CUT TGO
EXT. BATTLE. DAY.
A wde field.

I ndi ans marching toward the waiting Spaniards. Tlascal ans shouting
insults, whipping thenselves up into a frenzy.

Cortes is in the rear, Sandoval at his side. Sandoval points to the
front of the Tlascal an ranks.

SANDOVAL
W are told their General is
Xi cotencat| The Younger.

X}COTENCATL THE YOUNGER, 65, wears a headdress capped with the face
of a heron.

CORTES
The "Younger?"

Sandoval points up to a bluff overlooking the battle. Xl COTENCATL THE
ELDER is blind. Two Servants describe the battle to him
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SANDOVAL
Xi cotencat|l The Elder is 140 years
old and still the greatest

Tl ascal an chi ef.

A HUGE COWOTION as the battle is joined. Al varado scream ng, |eading
t he Spani ards, cutting a swath through the |Indian ranks.

The CAMERA PANS over the battlefield until we cone to another bl uff,
on which stand 3 AZTEC SCOUTS:

DIAZ (V.O
The Aztecs watched in fear. For
centuries they had tried to conquer
Tl ascala. And failed. There we
wer e, onlg a few hundred nen,
fighting battle after battle, day
after day...

Return to the battl
He's trying vallan¥

F. Vel asquez de Leon's horse has been wounded.
around, and he is fi

y to protect it, but there are too many Indians
nal Iy driven back.

The I ndians begin, quite crudely, to sever the horse's head.

Dl AZ %V.Cl) ( CONT' D)
The head of this horse was borne
that night to every city in

Tl ascal a, so the people could see
it was not a supernatural creature.

The battle rages through A SERIES OF DI SSOLVES, as the |ight fades.

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
We fought all day. We fought until
we could no longer lift our arns,
and by sonme nmiracle, they
retreated...

The Indians blow their conch shells, pound their druns, and shout,
"Alala! Alala!" They throw straw and dirt into the air to obscure
their retreat. Soon a brown cloud hovers over the field.

DIAZ (V.0O.) (CONT' D)

We hoped our victory m ght weaken
their resolve.

As the dirt falls and the air clears, the battlefield is enpty.
No warriors. No Indian corpses. Were have they gone?

Eerie. As if it had all been a mrage...except that a score of
Spaniards lie dead in the dirt.

Cortes | ooks at Sandoval, shakes his head.

CORTES
wn't even let us see their dead.
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Slowy, cautiously, the Spaniards tend to their fallen conrades.
CUT TGO
EXT. SPANI SH CAMP. EVEN NG

Cortes (the ever-watchful father), Marina, and Sandoval wal k through
canp. They pass nen repairing crossbows...mking arrows...

Smal | carcasses being roasted on a spit..

D AZ (V.Q)
For the third straight night, we
had nothing to eat except a few
?nall dogs, and a handful of native
i gs.

Near by, a small pot boils. Men dip rags into it and apply the rags to
t hei r wounds.

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
Every one of was injured. To
cauteri ze our wounds we had to use
fat cut fromone of the few I ndi ans
carcasses we were able to retrieve.

A few Sol di ers seem di sgusted by the human fat in the pot..
Suddenly A SENTRY calls in the distance.
The nmen rush to their weapons -

MARI NA
I ndi ans do not attack at night.

CORTES
They only have to do it once.

The Men rel ax as they see:
A LONE | NDI AN wal ki ng toward them waving a fl ag.
Cortes and Marina step forward to nmeet him The nessenger speaks:

MARI NA
"Xi cotencat|l The Younger says:
"If you are tired of fighting, you
may cone to Tlascala in peace
...and your flesh will be hacked
fromyour bodies and spiced with
chilies and eaten with pl easure."'"

CORTES
Tell Xicotencatl: a scared nman
speaks.
A brave nman acts.
I will neet himtonorrow

The nmessenger | eaves, and Cortes noves on, passing:
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Men in bedrolls, wearing their arnor, sleeping fitfully or lying
rigid with their eyes open.

Farther on is a tent where Father O neda is taking confession.

D AZ (V. Od)
Despite the brava o of our captain,
there was hardly one of us who did
not take confession that night.

Inside the tent, a very young SOLDI ER i s weepi ng.

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
We feared death, for we were nen.

Even O neda's voice is quaking slightly.
CUT TO
EXT. BATTLEFI ELD. MORNI NG

From a distance we see a |lethal confrontation which has clearly been
goi ng on for hours. W nove:

CLCSER

The Indians comng |ike a tidal wave, one |eaping over another; too
nunerous to fight, too nunerous even to discern. The Spanish r anks
are in chaos.

DIAZ (V.QO)

At noon the followi ng day | knew

for the first time, knewit in ny

bones, that | would die in New

Spain.
The Spaniards | ook |ike they've gone down tw ce and are struggling
for a last breath: Frantic, overwhelned, unable to process the chaos
assaulting them It seens that soon the wave will rise agaln and wash
t he Spani ards away and only Indians will fill the plain..

But Cortes is fighting cool and strong amd the panic. He's noving in
acircle, ever in acircle, |ooking for sonmething we cannot see.

Suddenly he stops. Stares in one direction:
A FLAG rising above the Indians.
Cortes plunges sword first toward it:

CORTES
Here! Follow ne! Here is our mark!

He heads toward a CACIQUE with a spectacul ar head-dress, whose
servants hold the flag. W feel Cortes' will dom nating those around
hi m Sandoval and ot her Hidalgos follow him..

The I ndians are too tightIY packed to effectively fight back. Those
near the Caci que seem bewi | dered by Cortes' assault.
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DI AZ (V.Q)
Anong so nanﬁ chiefs, why did
Cortes attack this ogne?

Cortes kills the Chief's servants; Sandoval stabs the Chief.

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
We | ater learned this Caci que was
not supposed to fight, not supposed
to be attacked. Their Gods had said
he would lead themto victory.

The | ndi ans around them stand back in horror and watch as Cortes
Page |ifts the Indian banner. ..

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
Their prophecy was invalidated. The
true fate of this battle was
reveal ed.

Cortes pushes onward, and the Tl ascalans retreat, wailing in alarm
sendi ng pani ¢ throughout their ranks...

CUT TGO
EXT. CAMP. N GHT.

Men in arnor lie in bed noani ng, shivering uncontrollably, dying.

DIAZ (V.QO)
Though we won the battle, our
spirits were defeated. W had | ost
50 nen on the canpaign, others were
dKing, ot hers had wounds where
their arnms once were.

Wunded sentries keep their holl ow eyed watch...

DI AZ (V.Q) (CONT' D)
The next norning, the disease
wi thin our mdst flared again.

CUT TGO
EXT. CORTES' TENT. MORNI NG

Cortes and Marina enmerge to find a del egati on headed by:

CRI STOBAL QLI D
The nen we are fighting are our
intended allies, far weaker than
the Aztecs, and they are defeating
us! The idea of reaching Mexico is
a joke. | say it; you knowit: W
cannot survive another battl e!

CORTES
(softly)
VWhere will we find fewer enem es?
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A strange and al nost lyrical query, which silences Cristobal. Cortes
| ooks out at the surroundi ng countryside:

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Here in this exotic land, if we
retreat or show weakness, the very
stones thenselves will rise against
us. If the natives believe we are
CGods, so nmust we be.

CRI STOBAL QLI D
You be a God. L' m goi ng hone.

A sound. Cristobal blinks. They all peer down the road:
A del egation of unarned |Indians bearing food, wearing white badges.

MARI NA
Peace. They're sending food.
And porters to prepare it.

CRI STOBAL
Al right.
First we eat, then we go hone.

CUT TGO
EXT. LATER

Spani ards wol fi ng down the food.
Tl ascal ans serving it. Friendly, obsequious, observant.
Cortes eats with Marina. Sonething on his mnd..

CORTES
Didn't you say... Don't Indians
soneti mes send food to the eneny,
so that the battle will be a fair
one?

Mari na nods.
CORTES ( CONT' D)

So if they truly want peace, why
didn't Xicotencatl cone?

Mari na shrugs -

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Ask if they are sent by Xicotencatl
the father or the son?

As she does this, Cortes observes one of the Tlascal ans peering into
a tent. Another has persuaded a Spaniard to show himhis nusket.
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MARI NA
He says the father has ordered
eace, and the son has sent them
ere.

Cortes ponders this...stares at the man bei ng questi oned.

CORTES
Interesting distinction.
Ask if he's a spy.

Cortes watches as she transl ates, and the Man shakes hi s head.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Cut off their hands.

Vel asquez de Leon and Marina | ook at himw th alarm -

He grabs the docile Tlascal an who's serving them The man seens
sweet, bewi |l dered by this action.

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
What if they're not spies?

CORTES
Then I' m wrong.

He is holding the man by the wists, staring at a nearby SOLD ER The
Sol di er hesitantly unsheathes his sword.

Cortes nods, and the Soldier brings down his sword.
CUT TO
EXT. SPANI SH CAMP. MORNI NG

Before Cortes stand both Xicotencatls. They bow, touch the ground
with their hands, and kiss their hands.

MARI NA _
You were right about the spies.

Cortes nods, and the Chiefs rise. Xico The Younger speaks...

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
"l gannot defeat a man who reads ny
m nd. "

Xi cotencat| The El der noves slowy, arnms outstretched, toward Cortes.

Reluctantly Cortes allows himto touch his face... fingers slowy
patting the features; he's nuttering...

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
"The face of a Teule..."

On the old man's face: religious ecstasy.

CUT TGO
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EXT. TLASCALA. DAY.

Smal | cerenony: beautiful VIRA NS being presented to the Spani ards.
Marina translating, sonething about the Indians joining their
famlies with the Gods. W nove away fromthis spectacle to find:

The same Young Sol di er we once saw eating an orange now squats by a
bui l di ng. He takes sprouted orange seeds froma wet handkerchi ef,

pl ants them si x inches apart and two i nches deep, and gently covers
themw th soil. This is YOUNG BERNAL DI AZ. Several Tlascalan children
are watching him As always his voice is old, gravelly:

DIAZ (V.Q)
There were so nany heroes in our
canpaign it is hard for ne to
confess that I was only a young
boy. Much that | tell | saw with ny
own eyes, nuch was told ne by
ot hers, sonme was common conj ecture.
I may not report everything, and
some things | have forgotten
because | amold, sone |I never
knew, but as a Christian, | swear:
I tell nothing | know to be fal se.

Coming up the road is a DELEGATI ON OF AZTECS

The presentation of the Virgins ends; they go off with prom nent
hi dal gos, who by now have several wonen apiece.

Cortes steps forward to neet the Aztecs, who bow, wave their copa
i ncense, and begin the ritual presentation of gifts.

MARI NA
"The great Mctezuma sal utes your
victory."

The Aztecs spread out jewelry and cloth enbroidered with feathers,
and return the gilt helmet, nowfilled with grains of gold. Again
Cortes' Page steps forward to give an accounti ng:

PAGE
The jewelry is worth 1000 pesos,
the helnet with gold 3000. The
cloth is beatiful but worthless.

CORTES
(nods)

Bring a pen and scroll.

Il will wite Moctezuma a letter
SANDOVAL

In S ni sh?
CORTES

He will see it has neaning and know

our witing is nore advanced.

The Page returns with the materials and prepares to wite.
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CORTES ( CONT' D)
Moct ezunma:
I will not rest until your power is
nmy power, your gold is gol d,
your kingdomis mne to hold in ny
hand. | will see that all the souls

in this |land have given up their
devilish idols and sworn devoti on

to the one True Cod.
(very intense)
Sone way,
cost, | will achieve
Silence. O her

Spani ards stunned by
The Aztecs watch curiously,

Cortes smles broadly, bows,
CORTES ( CONT
(to Marina)

Translate it. "I
respect for
forth..."

As Marina begins to "translate,” the Aztecs smle and gesture:

ki nd of invitation.

DIAZ (V.0O)

wonder 1 ng what | ust

sone how, at whatever

t hese things.

the frankness of this nessage.
happened.

and the Aztecs rel ax.

D)

have t he great est
Moct ezuma, and so

sone

The Aztecs were scared. They knew

it was tine to confront

they did it

in the sl

and
nost

us,
est,

sinl ster MBK |nag|nab e: they
ome

i nvited us

EXT. TLASCALA. DAY.

CUT TGO

An arny of Spaniards and indians readﬁ to march. Cortes is receiving
a war ni ng/ bl essing from Xi cot encat | e El der.
MARI NA
"Now that | know you, | know you
eat food, as nen do, |ove wonen, as

men do,
just as nen do.
100, 000 nmen wil |
these are vanqui shed,
again will come, and
again until,
i nvi nci bl e,
di e. But
go, | wll

| f

you W ||

al so ny three youngest sons,

by your side.”

The THREE YOUNGEST SONS | ook eager and innocent.
not anong the three - watches from near by.

Younger

and in battle you weary,
you
flght

go on,
K Wien
t hat many
agai n and

though you be

grow weary and

if you are determned to
send these warriors,

and
to die

Xi cotencat!| The
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Xi cotencat!| The El der fervently clutches Cortes' hand...

CORTES
Tell himto care for his health, so
I can see him again when we return.

As Marina translates, Cortes junps on his horse, starts away.
The procession begins. A magnificent spectacle.
Marina wal ks at Cortes' side:
“MARI NA
| was m staken. The Aztecs are
| eading us not to Mexico, but to

their sister city, Cholula. They
say we will be well taken care of.

CORTES
VWhat does that nean?

CUT TGO
I NT. CHOLULAN PALACE. LARGE HALL. DAY.

In a corner, Martin Lopez adds Cholula to his map.
| NSERT - MAP

(See Next Page)

LARGE HALL.

Spani ards bei ng served an enornous feast by beautiful, flirtatious
native G RLS. The clown Cervantes peers skeptically at a dish to nake
sure it does not contain human flesh.

DIAZ (V.O.)

In the religious capital of the
Azt ec Federation, we were honored
3% a silly and affectionate people

0 showered us with flowers and
ki sses, and cooked the nost
exqui site delicacies.
W were in heaven
W were in hell.

Cortes stands by the w ndow, sonetines |ooking out, sonetines
wat chi ng his nen.

A CHOLULAN G RL approaches with a plate of food.

MARI NA
You don't want to eat?

Cortes | ooks through her, not hearing the question.

CORTES
They' re whor es.
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MARI NA
VWhat ?

CORTES

The girls tending us: they're not
daught ers of nobl enen..

CRI STOBAL
Oh relax, wll you? These people
are harm ess fools.

Again Cortes doesn't hear. He stares out the w ndow

At either end of the block, pedestrians seemto be avoiding the
center of the street...

CORTES

Marina: go down and see what you
see.

Cri stobal watches her as she | eaves:

CRI STOBAL
Are you certain of her?

CORTES
More than of you

CRI STOBAL

Think with your head, not your

groin. She already betrayed her own

peopl e. Why not us?

CUT TO

EXT. CHOLULAN STREET. DAY.
Wde clean streets, pedestrians dressed in |ong cl oaks enbroi dered
Mari na wal ks happily but keeps a keen eye.

At the end of the block she notices the peculiar walking pattern
whi ch Cortes observed from above. Moving cl oser, she sees:

C oth has been spread on the ground, and dirt thrown over it.
She approaches the cloth.
Chol ul ans wat ch her silently.

Lifting the cloth, she sees a hole in the ground. Spears are pointed
upward i nside the hole.

She calls to a nearby PEDESTRIAN. He minces over to her with the
exaggerated nmanners of a flanboyant honpbsexual. She points at the
spears and asks a question. Thelr conversation is subtitled:
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PEDESTRI AN
This is a silly thing we put here

to protect Cortes fromevil
spirits.

MARI NA
It I r to hor

han to spirits.

L
Wiy are so few wonen and children
in the street?

W hadn't noticed this until she said it...

PEDESTRI AN
They are off to the nmountains for
vacation.

MARI NA

(sarcastic)
For their health?

She stands. As she strolls back toward the Spanish quarters, she
glances idly into the sky: hawk or other |ar ir irclin

lazily. ..

Her gaze skyward is interrupted by a HANDSOVE WOVAN of 45 with a
furtive air who grasps Marina' s arm

HANDSOVE WOVAN
You nust not return to the white

nen.
(1 ong beat)

M/ son saw you. He does not want
you to die.

MARI NA
Wiy would | die?

HANDSOVE WOVAN
xi co has sent an arny. The white
n

&

n wll never |eave our city
ive.

R

Mari na ki sses the woman's hand and stares gratefully into her eyes:

MARI NA
VWit here. | will fetch ny jewls.

Marina wal ks slowmy toward the building where the Spanish are. W
can't tell what she's thinking.

CUT TGO
I NT. BANQUET ROOM DAY.

Marina staring at Cortes... W assune this is the nonent when she's
deci ding whether to tell him
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She starts to speak. Before she can, Cortes turns to her and
i ndi cates TWD NEARBY PAPAS

CORTES
W | eave for Mexico in the norning.
Ask themto provide us with
porters, and to have the city's
| eaders in the square so we nmay bid
them a proper farewell.

Cortes | eaves the room going into:
AN ADJO NI NG RoOM

When he cl oses the door, we see: the Handsone Wnman bound and gagged.
Two Sol di ers guard her.

CORTES
| told you before. Kill her.

CUT TO
| NT. CORTES' BEDROOM NI GHT.
Cortes and Mari na.

CORTES
Wiy did you tell ne?
8%ff her sil ence)
This was a chance to be a hero to
your own peopl e.

MARI NA
I have no peopl e.

CORTES
Even so -

She puts her fingers to his lips, silencing him
MARI NA
Tel |l yourself this: Once | was a
princess. Now, at your side, | ama

gueen. Malinche. They even call Kou
by nmy nane. Wat nore could | ask?

He nods his understanding. But her expression betrays nore. W sense:
the truth is, she does gverything because of him

CUT TGO
EXT. COURTYARD. DAY.

Cortes sits on his horse. Marina and Father O neda stand by his side.
They are surrounded by the Spanish Arny.

3000 Chol ul ans pack the square, including Papas, Caciques, porters.
Cortes gestures to his Page, who bangs a | arge atabel.
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Silence. H's words fill it. Marina sinmultaneously transl ates:

CORTES
Dear friends. W are grateful for
the extraordi nary hospitality you
have extended in so short a tine.

Spani ards put a screen across one entrance to the square.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
You have fed us, panpered us, and
freely given us...your whores.

A second screen closes a second entrance. Horsenmen with spears take
their places in front of the screen.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
We know that you are allies of
Moct ezuma, that you must take
orders fromhim and that sonetines
t hose orders run contrary to your
w shes and your own sweet nature.

The third screen is put up. Horsenmen take their places.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
For exanple, we know he has sent an
army, now on the outskirts of your
city, which plans to attack us with
your hel p.

The Chol ul ans | ook around in confusion and alarm Wy is he saying
t hi s? How does he know it? Wiy is his tone so m|d?

The screen for the fourth and | ast entrance to the square is stuck.
TWDO SOLDI ERS try vainly to put it into place as:

CORTES (O S.) (CONT' D)
And we know you have given hel p.
You have put stakes in the street,
stacked rocks on the roofs of your
houses, evacuated wonen and
children, and you intended to
sl aughter us, even though we are
your guests.

Cortes | ooks at the last entrance: still open.
He waits.
Anxi ous sil ence.
CORTES ( CONT' D)
I know all this, because | know
everyt hi ng.

The Cholul ans stand in fear and in awe: this man is surely a Teul e.
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Forget the screen. A dozen soldiers nove to fill the last entryway.
When Cortes sees this is acconplished:

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Sadly, you leave us little choice.
We are going to kill you now, al
of you, in rightful punishnent.
The Chol ul ans blink in disbelief -

A few turn hel plessly toward the gates, but nost are sinply
bewi | dered, in shock.

No one noves.

Everyone wat ches Cortes.

He | ooks slowy over the whole square...

The Chol ul ans contenplate their inmm nent death...
Beat .

Cortes nods.

@unfire, screans, shouts...but we see only Cortes. A drop of bl ood
flies onto his arnor.

Then anot her.
MORE. He's getting spattered.
As the sounds of the massacre becone intol erable, they fade down.

Two drops hit Cortes' face, and he closes his eyes. Serenity on his
face...or perhaps denial.

A long silent beat...

DAZ (V.Q)
It was war. We did what we did.

Mari na and Father O nmeda are also getting splattered with bl ood.

DIAZ (V.QO.) (CONT' D)
What ever el se you saK, t he
strategic value of this nmassacre
was enor nous. Again we appeared to
have read the native mnd, and we
di spl ayed a wath so awesone it
seened Codl i ke.

Wt hout opening his eyes, Cortes turns toward Father d neda:

CORTES
If we can convert one nore |ndian,
save one nore soul from dammati on
then this will have been -
(justified)
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FATHER OLMEDA
You truly believe that?

CORTES
I have to or | would go nad.
(a terrible | ook crosses his
face)
Don't test ne, father.

Don' t ck me. Ever.

CUT TO
EXT. ROAD. DAY.
A fork in the road. Martin Lopez is adding Mexico to his nmap
| NSERT - MAP
(See Next Page.)
FORK | N ROAD.

Next to Cortes is a palanquin, containing an AZTEC PRI NCE, bow ng and
gesturing..

MARI NA
He says Mctezuna i s enbarrassed.
W were right to attack the
Chol ul ans, since they ignored
Moct ezuma' s wi shes and pl otted
agai nst us.

CORTES
Does Moctezuma think I'm stupid?
(beat, re: the Prince)
What's he selling me now?

The Aztec Prince is indicating that the left fork is preferable.

Cortes smles politely to the Prince and proceeds down the fork to
the right. As they go:

CORTES ( CONT' D)
(to Aztec Prince)
You nust tell me, since you are a
noble lord, what the G eat
Moct ezuma is |ike.

The Aztec Prince replies:

MARI NA
"I have never seen his face."
CUT TO
EXT. H GH MOUNTAI N TRAI L. DAY.
The arny slogs along a windy nountain trail. Ahh for the warnth of a

hone fire...
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DIAZ (V.Q)
Renmenber now t he furor Col unbus'
di scoveri es had caused throughout
the civilized world. ..
Though we were on this bleak trai
for many reasons - to growrich, to
grow fanmous, to die young - stil
there was one desire whi ch touched
us all. W wanted to | ook over the
nmountain. W wanted to see the
exoti c new worl d.

Behind Cortes, Marina is riding beside Sandoval. Her manner here is
formal, reserved. She sinply wants the infornmation:

MARI NA _
Can you tell nme sonething?
SANDOVAL
I will try.
MARI NA

| know the | ove sone nothers fee
for their children, but what is
tP|s ot her | ove you Spani ards speak
of ?

SANDOVAL
Bet ween a nman and w woman?

MARI NA
Yes, is it desire?

SANDOVAL
(the expert)
More than that.

It is pure.

MARI NA
Li ke | ove of your God?

SANDOVAL
No, no. It nmakes you feel kind of
crazy and weak and -

MARI NA
It sounds |i ke a sickness.

SANDOVAL
Not at all. It's just... Well:
You know it when you have it!
(beat)
Do you | -1ove Cortes?!

Beat .

MARI NA _
Pl ease try again later, to explain.
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They're cresting a hill. Cortes turns back toward them and grow s:

CORTES .
Are you giving her ideas?

SANDOVAL
No, sir.

A change cones over Sandoval's face.

CORTES
Then what's wong?

Sandoval tries to speak, can't. Blinks. Shakes his head.

Cortes suddenly realizes: Sandoval sees sonet hing.

Cortes whirls -
The Valley of Mexico stretched bel ow t hem

A spectacular city filled wth huge stone buildings, built on the
wat er, connected to |l and by | ong causeways. It seens |ike an
enchanted vision. "I do not know how to describe this first glinpse
of things never heard of, seen, or dreamed of before.” This is a
magi cal realm a kingdom from our fantasies.

The faces of the Spaniards are filled with awe.

Over the center of the city, one large bird-of-prey cuts slowcircles
in the azure sky...

CUT TO
EXT. CAUSEVAY. DAY.
The Arnmy noving al ong one of the dikes.
Every structure - houses, towers, pyramds - is crowded with natives.

Li kewi se the | akes are darkened by swarnms of canoes filled with
Indians straining for a glinpse of these pale, outlandishly dressed
strangers.

The wel come is powerful and eerie. Not warm not triunphant,
certainly not cold and antagonistic. It is wary. The inexpressive
native faces heighten the feeling that we have entered an unknowabl e
uni verse

Floating on the |ake are fairy islands of flowers. These nobile
i slands undul ate as the water rises and falls.

The causeway itself is only nine yards wide, crowded with natives,
and broken occasionally by bridges.

One of Xicotencatl's Sons, at Cortes' side, points to a bridge:
MARI NA

"These are easily renoved. Soon we
will be trapped Inside their city."
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CORTES
(nods)
They nust wonder why we | ook so
confi dent.

In the distance, the royal pal anquin, blazing with burnished gold,
approaches. It is borne by nobles and bears a canopy of gaudy feather-
wor k, powdered with jewels and fringed with silver.

Cortes descends from his horse.
He puts on his helnet, topped with a plune of feathers.
The canopi ed bier stops and sl oWy MOCTEZUVA descends.

Though we saw himat the opening of the film in darkness, that
glinpse did not prepare us for the spectacle we now w tness:

He is magnificently clad, in a turquoise robe studded with pearls and
jewel s, gold sandals, and spectacul ar feathered headdress. Servants
strew the ground with cotton tapestry, so his inperial feet do not
touch the soil

Everyone around hi m except the nopbst prom nent nobles has their eyes
| owered: they cannot | ook at the "G eat Speaker."

On either side of Moctezuma are princes: CU TLAHUA and CUAUHTEMOC.
The CAMERA FOCUSES on one, then the other:

DIAZ (V.QO)
Two great Princes flanked
Moct ezuma. Hi s brother, Cuitl ahua,
had sworn to be our eneny and woul d
have caused great harm had he not
di ed of smal [ pox brought by one of
our soldiers. The Enperor's nephew,
Cuauht enoc, vowed he woul d achi eve
our extinction. For nost of us, he
kept his word.

Cuauhtenoc, only 25, has about hima sense of assurance and command
usual l'y reserved for those of far greater age. His features are |ong,
delicate, and very grave.

Moct ezuma hinself is 40 years old, handsone, tall. H's hair is black
and straight, his beard thin, his conplexion rather light. He noves
with dignity, and there is great intelligence in his eyes.

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D
Moct ezuma had ruled for 17 years.
Once the fiercest of warriors, he
was now a deeply religious man. He
knew, fromhis reports and his
oracl es, that one way or another we
were to be his fate.

The two | eaders stare at each ot her.

They bow.
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There is a long and nmagnificent silence. This nmonment - the neeting of
two such sophisticated, and yet wildly different, civilizations - is
uni que in human history. Both sides sinply stare in wonder...

Finally the frozen nonent is broken as the Princes around Mctezunma
w th seem ng reluctance, touch the ground, then bring their hands to
their chests and heads.

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
Their hearts and m nds wel coned us.

Cortes takes out a necklace of glass beads and puts it around
Moctezuma's neck. It | ooks crude and plain next to the Aztec jewelry.

Then Cortes starts to enbrace Moctezuma, but the other Aztec Princes
rush forward and stop him Cortes nods and steps back.

Moct ezunma speaks. Marina begins to translate. Toward the end of this
speech her voi ce FADES SOFTER as sinul taneous SUBTI TLES cone up.
Eventual |y her voice stops altogether, though her physical placenent
tells us she is still translating.

MOCTEZUNMA/ MARI NA
O Lord, our Lord, you have arrived
in this land, your land, your own
city of Mexico, to sit on your nat,
your stool, which | have guarded
for you. Your vassals, the old
ki ngs, ny ancestors, are gone.
Wul d that one of themcould rise
fromthe dead astoni shed and see
what ny eyes truly see, for in no
dream do | see your face. Ah, these
days, five, ten, a string of days,
I have been anxi ous, watching for
you, waiting to see you appear from
your hi dden place anong the cl ouds
and m sts. Eor was told you would
appear, you would return to sit on
your mat, your stool., and it is
cone true. Wl cone and rest. Rest
now. Rest in your palace. W¢th your

| ords and conpani ons, take your
rest.

Moct ezuma grasps Cuitlahua's hand, turns and wal ks toward the city.
Cuauht enoc takes Cortes' hand, and they follow.

Cuauhtenoc is seething. Marina wal ks at Cortes' side:

MARI NA
Moctezuma's greeting is warm The
Great Speaker seens to see you as
the fulfillnment of the ancient
prophecy, the return of the
Quet zal coat |

CORTES
And the ot hers?
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MARI NA
They are nore...cautious.

Cortes glances at the angry Cuauhtenoc.

CORTES
That's an under st at enent.

The CAMERA RI SES slightly so that we see how small the Spanish Arny
| ooks conpared to the Indian popul ation, and the magnificence of the
city.

As the Spaniards file past, Cristobal, ever paranoid, says to
Al var ado:

CRI STOBAL
God help us to | eave here alive.

CUT TGO
EXT. TENOCHTI TLAN. THE MAI N SQUARE. DAY
In the shadow of a giant PYRAM D (or cue), Mctezuma gestures to
Cortes, indicating his own spectacul ar pal ace of silicate and
al abaster, surrounded by ponds and gardens.
MARI NA
This is his palace. W are to stay
in the palace of his father.
He | eads the Spanish procession into the building next door.
CUT TO
I NT. AXAYACATL'S (MOCTEZUVA' S FATHER S) PALACE. DAY.

The ceilings are carved cedar, the walls hung with cotton and feat her
tapestries. Mctezuna | eads Cortes by the hand into a

GREAT HALL

A cotton mat ornamented with gold and jewels is draped over a stool.
Moct ezuma gestures for Cortes to sit.

MOCTEZUNMA
Your ol t r famliar stool.

Cortes sits.
Moct ezuma nods in qui et contentnent.

The attitude of the other Aztecs tells us: they have never before
seen anyone sit there.

Moct ezuma gestures and PORTERS enter bearing trays of food.

CUT TGO
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EXT. GARDEN. DAY.

Wth hostile civility, Cuauhtenoc |eads Cortes and his hidal gos
t hrough gardens which are far less formal, but no | ess beautiful,
than the French gardens Louis XIV would create 175 years | ater.

DIAZ (V.Q)
The next day Mdctezuma's nephew,
Cuauht enoc, gave us a tour of Aztec
wonders. At first we thought it an
act of hospitality.

Fruit trees.
Borders of trellises supporting aromatic shrubs and creepers.

Ri ot ous washes of pink and purple and | avender; subtle shadi ngs that
delight the eye and nourish the soul.

Fiel ds of exotic', orchids: not hot-house creations but hearty
fl owers dancing gaudily into the distance.

Cuauht enoc does not speak, and there is no need. The magic of Aztec
reality washes over us.

Alatt

Lce of reeds covered with bl oom ng flowers marks our passage
into the

AVI ARY

Cardi nal s, quetzal es, endl ess species of parrots, hunm ngbirds...
Cuauhtenoc is conpletely at honme: as if he too were a bird.

Marina (present. as always., whenever we see Mbctezunma or any of the
Azt ecs) seens to share this sense of peace. The Spaniards do not.

Cortes is restless, looking around... He squints. Points up:

CORTES
VWhat's that there?

Cuauht enoc does not even gl ance where Cortes is pointing. Like
Moct ezuma, his words are SUBTI TLED

CUAUHTEMOC
A gol den eaqgl e.

The GOLDEN EAGLE has an individual perch high over the other birds.

CORTES (V. Q)
Wiy is it kept separate?

CUAUHTEMOC
Qur city was built here because ny
ancestors saw an onen on the | ake:
a golden eagle with a serpent in
its talons, its wings spread w de

to the rising sun. o
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Cuauht enoc wal ks on, as if he wants to change the subject. Seeing
this, Cortes lingers:

CORTES
A magni ficent bird.

CUAUHTEMOC
f r and f r_alive.

W suddenly realize: this is the same breed as the one whose dead
carcass was brought to Moctezuma in the pre-credit sequence.

Leaving the aviary, we enter a

Z00

Pumas, ocelots, alligators, etc.
CUAUHTEMOC

When we sacrifice our enenies., we
feed the torsos to these beasts.

A casual and gracefully delivered threat.
Cortes nods and foll ows Cuauhtenoc toward the:
SNAKE CAGES.

Various vipers, noccasins, coral snakes...
Cuauht enoc wat ches keenly for Cortes' reaction.

CORTES
I don't |ike snakes.

Mari na does not translate this. Cortes | ooks at her.
MARI NA
The God Quetzal coatl, in spirit
form is half-bird, half-snake.
Cortes looks into a cage with two RATTLESNAKES.

CORTES
Open the cage.

Marina transl ates.

Cuauhtenoc orders it, and the cage is opened.

Cortes enters.

One of the snakes is asleep, the other |ooks at himwarily.

MARI NA _
The nost dangerous of vipers.

Cortes takes a step forward.
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The snake starts to rattl e.

_ “MARI NA ( CONT' D)
This noise is a warning -

Cortes freezes. Not a nuscle tw tching.

The snake noves its head side to side, watching him..
Cuauht enoc observi ng. .

Cortes' immbility cal ns the snake.

Then Cortes noves. Perversity?

The snake rattles furiously -

Cortes throws his handkerchief -

The snake strikes -

At the handkerchi ef.

Cortes strolls calmy out of the cage.

Cuauht enoc | ooks back and forth between Cortes and the snake, not
quite sure what he's just witnessed...

CUT TGO
EXT. MAI N SQUARE. DAY

Huge buil di ngs on every side. The tour has stopped beside an i nmense
round stone covered w th markings.

DIAZ (V.Q)
Even now, 50 years later, this
stone crammed wi th synbol s of
kni ves, houses, and rabbits, is the
nost accurate cal endar on earth.

They wal k forward, toward the giant pyram d.

Besi de the cue stands a snall building: its painted entrance is a
dragon's nmouth with sharp fangs that drip bl ood.

The Spani ards stare through the door/nmouth and see: stacks of human
skulls. Cuauhtenoc smles, speaks:

MARI NA
He says there are 136, OO0 skulls.
As many as 50,000 have been
sacrificed in a single year.

The Spani ards stand transfixed with horror.
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Cuauht enoc gestures and they begin to clinb the cue. Cuauhtenoc stays
bel ow, staring after themw th undisgui sed contenpt. Mctezuma waits
for the Spaniards at the top.

DIAZ (V.Q)
We realized: this tour had been a
warning. If we were not Gods, we
shoul d know we were dealing wth an
advanced - and | ethal -
civilization.

As they clinb the cue, sonething is thrown off the top.
The Spani ards exchange | ooks: Wat was that?

After a nonent, the distant action is repeated: a human body, breast
ri pped open and dri pping blood, sails down the steps...

MARI NA
Down bel ow, butchers carve the
bodies. Arns and | egs are served to
warriors, the rest to the lions.
Cortes shoots a glance at Father Q neda.
TOP OF THE PYRAM D

Cortes and his nmen arrive, breathless. Mctezuma greets them

MOCTEZUMA
Wl cone, Malinche, to the holy

pl ace.

He | eads themto a |large convex stone with | eather straps at the
corners. It is covered with bl ood.

MOCTEZUVA ( CONT' D)
This is our sacrificial stone.

He indicates a brazier with five still-beating hearts.

MOCTEZUNA ( CONT' D)
And her k r offerin

CORTES
Great Moctezuma, | can contain
nyself no longer. | nust tell
you. .

W see Moctezumm's face as he |listens, and Cortes' voice fades down.

DIAZ (V.Q)
Qur Captain calmy stated our
nm ssion: to convert the natives to
Christianity. He also explained the
Trinity and ot her nysteries which
we accept on faith.

Cortes' voice fades up again:
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CORTES
So that ours is the one true God.

Moct ezuma nods.

MOCTEZUNMA
Malinche, | amsure your God is

t . [ [ t |
o not ask you to forsake your
beliefs. Please give to our people,
and our Gods., the sane respect.

) (O

Cortes glances at the brazier -

CORTES
Didn't you hear what | sai d?!
This is an abom nati on!

FATHER OLMEDA
(quietly, calmy)
Not now, Captain.

CORTES
These " Gods" are devil s!

As Cortes raises his voice to the Enperor, several Aztec Guards nove
as if to seize him

Moct ezuma notions for themto desist.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Let us place our Virgin here and

ﬁeelhOMIyour fal se Gods shrink from
er!

As Marina translates, Mctezuma shakes his head sadly, and notions
for his guests to | eave.

MOCTEZUNMA
| have committed a grave sacril ege

in bringin here. Th
make the sun shine, the rain fal
and the corn grow._| nust now atone
Or_exposing themto such
bl aspheny.

He wal ks away, into one of two |arge tenples.

Cortes wants to pursue him but Father A neda |ays a cal m ng hand on
the Captain's shoul der..

FATHER OLIVEDA
"No use to overturn the alter if
the idol remains enthroned in the
heart."

Fat her O neda | eads Cortes away.
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DIAZ (V. QO
That ni ght we pondered Cortes'
bl under. Wul d Mdctezuma see that
we could not be their Gods if we
defiled their Gods?

CUT TGO
I NT. MOCTEZUVA' S PALACE. DAY.

Cl ouds of incense roll toward the ceiling. Spectacular tapestries
cover the walls. On the floor, beautiful gifts are laid out on mats
of palmleaf. Mctezuma and Cortes sip cold cocoa.

DIAZ (V.0O.)
Despite Cortes' outburst, Mrctezum
received us wth great courtesK,
toasting our Captain with frothy
cocoa drinks. He asked jokingly to
see the machines said to spew
t hunder and |i ghtening.

A Page places a thick piece of wood against the wall.
Vel asquez de Leon fires his gun into it.
Moct ezuma i s amazed and scared and tries to conceal his fear.
DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
Cortes skirted questions of
religion...
CUT TO

| NT. AXAYACATL' S PALACE. CHAPEL. DAY.

The roomis being cleared of Aztec articles and converted into a
chapel . Crucifixes of several sizes litter the floor

DIAZ (V. Q) _ _

Except to ask, nost politely, if we
could construct a chapel in our own
quarters.

Sol diers renmove a large animal skin fromthe wall.

Father O neda stares at what is reveal ed:

A smal | doorway, plastered over

Father A nmeda runs his hand along the plaster: fresh.

FATHER OLMEDA
Fetch Cortes.

CUT TGO
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EXT. LATER

The pl aster around the doorway is gone.

Vel asquez de Leon inserts his sword and pries off the covering.
It falls.

Sandoval approaches with a burning torch and gl ances at Cortes.
Cortes nods.

Sandoval goes through the doorway -
I NT. TREASURE ROOM

Like a vision fromsone fairy tale: gold in nuggets and dust and
grains, sem -precious stones (turquoise, jade, onyx, opals), silver,
exqui site plates and netal work conbi ning these riches together. Piles
and piles of everything. This is El Dorado.

D AZ (V.Q)
We |ater learned: this wealth
represented 100 years of Aztec

rule. Wen | sawit, | knew there
was nothing to conpare in all the
wor | d.

The eyes of the Spaniards are wide with greed. Cortes' Page is making
rapid cal cul ations in his notebook.

Cortes is lost in reverie, fingering gold dust.
Suddenly he realizes Father O neda's eyes are on him
He blinks -

Looks up -

CORTES
Am | a good Christian, Father?

FATHER OLINEDA
Good Christians don't do this work.

He says it gently, about Cortes...but his fatalistic tone indicates
it may apply equally to hinself.

Cortes lays the jewels down and | eaves the room
After a nmonment, the others foll ow
CORTES _
Touch nothing. Board it up as
before, and put the alter in front.
As the nen nove the large alter toward the door -

CUT TGO
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| NT. SPANI SH QUARTERS. DAY.
Eeri e background nusic. AZTEC NOBLES wat ch:

Spani sh sol di ers wager greedily with cards nade from drum ski ns.
O her Spani ards stand guard.

DIAZ (V.0O)
For the next days, they watched us.

The behavi or of the Spanish ganbl ers seens crude, uncivilized.

CUT TGO

EXT. AZTEC STREET. DAY
A Spani sh Soldier exits a public toilet built of reeds and straw.
DIAZ (V.0O)
The Mexi cans, whose obsession with
cl eanl i ness extended to daily
bat hi ng and public latrines, were
curious if our excrement, |ike that
of the Gods, was gol d.

As the Sol di er wal ks away, several Young Aztecs run into the public
toilet to exam ne what has been left.

They exit, holding their noses.
CUT TO
I NT. MOCTEZUVA' S PALACE. DAY.
Royal entertai nment: Dancers, spectacul ar foot-jugglers...
But the two | eaders seem edgy:
Moctezuma smiles at Cortes and nods.
Cortes replies in the sane way. Too fornal.
Long beat.
Moct ezuma gl ances to one si de.
Cortes follows the gl ance:

The fierce and warli ke Cuauhtenoc is cracking tiny nuts with his
teeth and eating them

Cortes exchanges | ooks with Sandoval and Vel asquez De Leon: trouble
is coming...

CUT TGO
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I NT. SPANI SH QUARTERS. NI GHT.

Cortes lying in bed beside Marina. Eyes open, worrying. Suddenly a
| oud knock at the door. Vel asquez De Leon enters, followed by
Cristobal, Alvarado, Sandoval.

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
Captain? I'msorry to...

CORTES
VWhat is it?

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
A nessenger just arrived from Vera
Cruz. Aztecs there have killed 20
of our shi pnates.

Cortes nods.
St ar es.
Looks around at the others.

CORTES
W nust act.

SANDOVAL
Qui ckly.

~ ALVARADO
Deci si vel y.

CORTES
Yes. Tonorrow we nust save
ourselves... or die in the attenpt.
(1 ong beat)
This is what | propose...

CUT TO
EXT. MAIN SQUARE. DAY.
Cortes and a dozen men cross the square to Mdctezuma's pal ace.

CORTES (V. Q)
Tonorrow norning will seemthe sane
as today. A group of us will go to
Moct ezuma' s chanbers. As al ways, we
will be fully arned.

After the first dozen, a second casually follows. Then a third.

CORTES (V. QO.) (CONT' D)
For the first tinme, other soldiers
will follow. W rnust hope they
attract no particular noti ce.
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The | ast two groups loiter outside Mctezuma's pal ace. ..
CUT TO

I NT. MOCTEZUVA' S PALACE. DAY.

The Spani ards enter, and Moctezuma nods graci ously.

CORTES (V. 0Q.)
Then, when we enter, | will -

CORTES (LI VE) (CONT' D)
Great Mctezuma, | nust demand -

Moct ezuma stops himw th a gesture. He proceeds playfully:

MOCTEZUNA
Malinche, is this true that of the
riches 1 give your King, he will
receive only a fifth?

CORTES
Yes, but -

MOCTEZUNMA
And vou receive an equal fifth?

Cortes nods. Moctezunma proceeds with nock outrage:
MOCTEZUNA ( CONT' D)
And the rest is divided anpbng your
nen?

CORTES
It's true.

Moct ezuma stares gravely at Cortes and then bursts out |aughing.

MOCTEZUNMA
You're a very clever man

He continues to | augh.
No one joins him
He realizes there is tension in the air. Nods gravely.

MOCTEZUNMA ( CONT' D)
You have heard about 20 of your

nen?
CORTES
Yes.
MOCTEZUNMA
| hear it too, with shane and
sadness. | have cone to think of

you as ny brother. and to show ny
heart has good will. ..
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He notions and a gorgeous princess, DONA ANA, appears.

MOCTEZUNA ( CONT' D)
| amgiving vou today ny third
daughter, to be one of vour wi ves.

For a nonent Cortes is thrown off course, both by the act of
generosity and the | um nous beauty of this girl.

CORTES
She is very beautiful...

Marina dutifully translates this...
CORTES ( CONT' D)
But that does not change what
happened. There have been too many
accidents. Until those who killed
ny men can be brought here and
questioned, you yourself nust cone
with us, to our quarters.
He wat ches Moctezuma's face as Marina transl ates.
Bew | dernent, then shock, then outrage.
Moctezuma' s eyes flash toward his GUARDS -
Because they have their eyes |owered, they do not see him

As his nouth opens, Vel asquez de Leon and Cristobal approach with
swor ds drawn.

There is nothing Mcctezuna can do. He is trapped.

He | owers his eyes. H's body trenbles with rage.

MOCTEZUNA
Go...as vour prisoner?
CORTES
As our guest.
MOCTEZUNA
Is thi how ki ndn i
rewar ded?

(anger :
When did a great prince such as
nyself. ever leave his palace to

stay with strangers?!

CORTES
You will hold court there, as
al ways. Everything will be the

sane.

Moctezuma stares at Cortes.
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MOCTEZUNA
Even if | should consent to such a
degradation, nv subjects never
would. | renmin here.

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
Then |l et the barbarian die! Now

Beat. Mdctezuma | ooks at Mari na.

Marina | ooks at Cortes: translate?

He nods, and she transl ates.

Moct ezuma stares at Cortes. Expressionless, but thinking...

Finally he smles. And stands. Paradoxically, he seem stronger, nore
i nperious... He gestures toward the door:

MOCTEZUNA

Let us go then to the palace of ny
father and see what destiny awaits.

CUT TGO
EXT. MAI N SQUARE. DAY

Moct ezuma wal ks, escorted, across the square to Axayacatl's pal ace.

DIAZ (V.0.)
Cortes warned that our victory was
tenmporary. We would still have to

fight the Aztecs, and the conflict
woul d be savage, and soon.

Moct ezuma' s posture is straight, proud, bew | dering.
CUT TO:
| NT. AXAYACATL'S PALACE. DAY

Young_FernaI Diaz sits making marks on an Aztec scroll using an Aztec
"pencil.”

Cortes wal ks by. Stops. Looks. Looks again.

CORTES
What are you doi ng?

_ YOUNG DI AZ
Maki ng notes. So | can renenber.

CORTES
For what purpose?

YOUNG DI AZ
So | can tell ny grandchildren.
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Cortes stares at him Not with thought, but with a kind of
realization. A nystical nonent.

CORTES
No. So you can tell the world.
(1 ong beat)

That is, Lf you live.
He | aughs and wal ks away.

Young Diaz | ooks after him then | ooks down again at his notes. But
now he's |l ooking at themin a different way...

CUT TGO
I NT. AXAYACATL'S PALACE. COUNCI L ROOM DAY.

Moct ezuma on his mat stroking his python. Surrounding himare five
PAPAS. In the center is a statue of a grotesque Aztec Cod.

DIAZ (V.QO) _

W kept our word. Qutwardly nothing

changed except the |ocation of

Moct ezuma' s court.
Across the vast room Cortes chats with Sandoval as Marina watches:
Sonet hi ng about the posture of the Aztecs, their ritualized novenents
and attitudes, is dissonant, unsettling, inpenetrable. A SERVANT
interrupts their conference, and Myctezuna glares at him

The Sgrvant says sonething nore, and Moctezuma' s expression softens.
He nods.

In response, ANOTHER PAPA enters, rryin | den I

When he sees this, Mctezuma grows fiercely and the entering Papa
retreats. Sinultaneously: Cuauhtenoc rises and begins to speak.

Cortes turns to Marina:

CORTES
What ' s goi ng on?

She shakes her head, watching intently as:
Cuauht enoc argues with consi derabl e passi on.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
You can't possibly hear them

She makes no reply, watches:
Moct ezunma gestures, and Cuauhtenoc bows, starts for the door -

MARI NA
They are taught perfect elocution.
You can read their |ips.
(wi t hout pause)
( MORE)
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NbctezudMAglH@bﬁghnlgﬁauhtennc,
j ust begged the Enperor to kill us.

CORTES
Moct ezuma | i st ened?

MARI NA
He had to. Cuauhtenoc is a
potential heir to the throne.

CORTES
(to Sandoval) _
Fol | ow Cuauht enbc and arrest him

Sandoval starts after Cuauhtenoc, notioning to SEVERAL SCLDI ERS to
acconmpany him Cuauhtenoc is still visible down the |ong hallway, and
we see the Spaniards quickly closing in for the arrest.

Cortes | ooks at Marina...hesitates..

~ CORTES (CONT' D)
I'mgoing to sleep with Moctezum's
daught er tonight.

MARI NA
She is young and pretty.

CORTES
You' re not jeal ous?

MARI NA
Don't insult ne.

Cortes | ooks her over as if for the first time: profound adm ration.

CORTES
You are renarkabl e.

MARI NA
No. But | amhere first, and | wll
bear your child.
He st ares.

CORTES

Beat .

MARI NA
You' re not happy?

CORTES
' m al ways happy.

He doesn't |look it.

He realizes sone other response is required.
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CORTES ( CONT' D)
And | am proud to have you as the
not her of ny child.
(intense, to hinself)
May it be a son!

Hardly the reaction she wanted. As she swal |l ows her di sappoi ntnent:
CUT TO:
EXT. MAIN SQUARE. NI GHT.

Azt ecs watch in bew | dernment as Spaniards pile wood and weapons
(spears, arrows, lances) in the center of the square.

DAZ (V.Q)
A few days later, those who killed
20 of our men were brought to
Tenochtitl an.

Sevent een bound Aztecs are |ed out of Axayacatl's Palace and tied to
the top of the wood pile.

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D
According to Cortes, they said they
were acting on Moctezuma's orders.
The Aztecs cl ai ned we
m sunder st ood.

As Mexi can pedestrians | ook on in astonishnment, Mctezuma is |ed onto
a bal cony in shackles.

H s eyes are | owered in shane.
The pyre is lit.

The condemed nen start to burn.
Moct ezuma wat ches. .

Cortes steps to Moctezuma's si de.

Moct ezuma senses him but does not | ook at him

MOCTEZUNA

So...you sacrifice your enem es
after all.

Cortes blinks.

MOCTEZUNMA ( CONT' D)
was talking to your priest. He
tells me yvour God commanded Abraham
to sacrifice his son |saac.
(finally I ooks at Cortes)
And was not Jesus hinsel f

sacrificed by your God?
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Hold on Cortes' reaction -
CUT TO
I NT. SPANI SH QUARTERS. DAY

Cortes and Moctezuma play an Aztec dice game, throw ng snooth gold
pel lets and sl abs across the room The two nen seem cheerful,
rel axed, the best of friends.

DIAZ (V.Q)
Moct ezuma was unchai ned after the
bur ni ngs, and he was different. Ws
he hi ding somet hi ng? Waiting? He
seened to have a hidden faith that
sonehow his Gods would rel ease him
fromthis indignity.

A brief pause in the ganme. We catch Mdctezuna staring at Cortes. The
| ook on his face is conpletely inscrutable.

CUT TGO
EXT. TENOCHTI TLAN. STREETS. DAY.

Cortes and Marina wal king, with Cristobal and Al varado behi nd t hem
The streets are crowded with I ndi ans who keep gl ancing in one
direction, as if waiting for sonething.

DAZ (V.Q)
We enjoyed the city. W rel axed.
And every tine we did, we saw
sonet hing that chilled our hearts.

CRI STOBAL
No, no, no. | don't think there is -
or should be - any limt to the
nunmber of wonmen a man can have. In
Arabia -

They stop. A noise. A procession approaching.
The Aztecs around them start to weep.

ALVARADO
VWhat? What is it?

The Spani ards group together, watching as:

Six Children are borne through the streets. They are weepi ng
prof usel y.

The Aztec pedestrians are weeping wth equal abandon.

MARI NA
TheY believe the tears of the
children bring rain, so the crops
will grow
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CRI STOBAL
Then...this is theatre?

MARI NA
No.
The children are sacrificed.
Al'l the Spaniards stare in disbelief.
CUT TO
I NT. SPANI SH QUARTERS. HUGE RECEPTI ON ROOM DAY.
Two Aztec clowns are putting on a raucous performance..

Moctezuma in full finery, sits on his mat next to Cortes. Wth a wave
of his hand he dism sses the clowns and turns to Cortes.

MOCTEZUNMA
Now. | have a surprise for you.

He notions again, and AZTEC PRI NCES cone forward and proffer gifts.

CORTES
VWhat is this?
MOCTEZUNA
What vou asked. Qur chiefs are

decl aring onaity to King Carlos.

The line of chiefs goes on across the roomand out the door...and the
riches they hold are staggering..

CUT TGO
I NT. CHAPEL. DAY.

The treasure room door has been reopened, and Spani sh troops are
bringing out the booty. Fully displayed, it is even nore dazzling.
Cortes' Page is noting everything, wth its value, in a book.

DAZ (V.Q)
Moct ezuma al so told us of the
secret treasure roomand freely
gave us its contents.

Sonme of the loot is being carried through the room out onto:
A LARGE ROOF TERRACE

Where the stones are being renoved fromthe exquisite gold jewelry
and the gold nelted down into ingots.

DIAZ (V.Q)
W nelted down their jewelry, so
the gold woul d be easier to
transport.
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I NT. RECEPTI ON ROOM (NOTE THAT ALL ROOVS LOCK ALI KE.)

Moctezuma and Cortes sit on mats examining the treasure as it is
pil ed before them Again Cortes' Page takes notes.

DIAZ (V.0O.)
Per haps Moctezuna hoped if we had
all his wealth we woul d go hone.

Moct ezuma wat ches as Cortes argues quietly with Vel asquez De Leon:

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
But why?! We've conquered Mexico!
Their power, revenues, and onaItY
have been given us without a single
bl ow bei ng struck!

CORTES
Do we seek only power, riches?
(turning to Mctezuna)
My Lord, there is one nore thing I

must ask.
MOCTEZUNA

Il will grant it.
CORTES

NK men are not content with our
chapel . W& beg perm ssion to renove
your Gods fromthe top of the
pyram d and put our Lady in their

pl ace.

Moct ezuma stares at Cortes.

MOCTEZUNVA
Do you | ove war?

Cortes is taken aback -

MOCTEZUNMA ( CONT' D)
My Gods and ny people will rise.

CORTES
Even one tenple m ght do.
Besides...we will take it
regardl ess of your answer.

Moct ezuma stares at Cortes...

MOCTEZUVA
(rmeasured, a threat)

Then | give ny perni ssion.
CUT TO
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I NT. AZTEC TEMPLE. N GHT

Cortes stares up at Huitzilopochtli, the fat Aztec war God. Broad
cheeks, terrible eyes, girdled with hissing snakes.

Cortes extends his hand. An iron bar is placed init.

CORTES
Make it cl ean.

He | eaps onto the idol and begins SMASHING it. This is no sinple
denolition. This is RAGE. FURY. MADNESS.

At first others join in, but the pace and intensity of their |eader's
assault distracts them They stop and stare.

At Father A neda's side, Vel asquez de Leon shakes his head.

FATHER OLMEDA
Yes. This goes beyond faith.

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
Per haps...the slaughter in Cholula,
bur ni ng those people alive... Does
he feel sone renorse?

FATHER OLMEDA
No. This is about his greatness.

Cortes' anger is both scary and awe-inspiring..

FATHER OLMEDA ( CONT' D)
If he truly had faith, he would
accept hinmself as a gift from CGod.

CUT TO
EXT. TOP OF PYRAM D. DAY.
Spaniards filing into one |arge building, Aztecs into the other.

DI AZ (V.Q)
So it was that for a few days an
Aztec tenple and Christian church
stood side by side, in peace.

| NTERCUT the two cerenoni es:
- Father O nmeda wavi ng incense.

- Aztecs waving incense as they |ead a BEAUTI FUL BOY, 19, up the
steps of the pyram d. He is surrounded by gorgeous YOUNG WOVEN

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
For the past year, this beautiful
boy had been fed the nost exquisite
food, tended to by the nost
beautiful girls, and lived a life
of hedonistic joy.

( MORE)
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Today, i Bk A% EMNEGDON t h nushr oons,

he woul d die so that the sun woul d
continue to nove in the heavens.

He | ooks deliriously happy. Smling, waving to the crowd. Subtly,
under neat h, we HEAR the sound of his HEARTBEAT..

- On the wall of the Catholic "church" hangs a deeply sonber painting
of the baby Jesus surrounded by Joseph and Mary.

- The Beautiful Boy wal ks onto the sacrificial stone and raises his
arms in exultation. The Aztecs cheer.

- Father O neda stands at the pulpit. Behind him a | arge CRUC FI X.
Jesus' hands and feet are tightly bound to the cross.

- Atop the sacrificial stone, the Beautiful Boy's hands and feet are
hel d by four Papas. The Chief Papa raises his knife...

- Father O nmeda begi ns communi on. On the crucifix: Jesus grinacing.
- Smile on the face of the Beautiful Boy.
- This Crucifix is gory. A spear |ances Jesus' chest: blood gushes.

The sacrificial knife cuts: blood flowng fromthe Beautiful Boy's
chest The rich red liquid flows off the stone into a cup..

- Red wine in Father A nmeda's cup as he holds it to Cortes' lips...
- The palpitating heart is placed in the brazier.
- The wafer is put into Cortes' nouth.

The Beautiful Boy's body is thrown down the side of the Pyramd to
the But chers who wait bel ow. The Crowds cheer happily.

- Communi on continues: soberly feasting on the "body" of Christ.
Moct ezunma wat ches fromthe rear as Cortes wal ks up the aisle..

He steps in Cortes' path -

Cortes looks at himw th surprise: how dare you interrupt ny nmass?

MOCTEZUNA
At least we kill and eat our
nemes... even our | ves. . . but

not our Gods!
He | aughs derisively and wal ks away.
CUT TO
I NT. SPANI SH QUARTERS. MOCTEZUVA' S COURT. DAY.

Through the wi ndow we see: the square filled with protesting Aztecs,
incited by a group of Papas. Draw ng back i nside:
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Moct ezuma sits surrounded by enraged Priests. Hs attitude and
posture tell us that his power has returned.

On the mat in front of himis a pile of green wilted corn: bad onen.

MOCTEZUNA

The Gods are outraged.
The People are in arns.

Leave at once, or you will die.

CORTES
My Lord, we would be pleased to go,
but have no nmeans. As you know, our
ships were rotten and had to be

sunk.
MOCTEZUNMA
(sm | es)
But - how lucky - new ships have
arrived!

He unfol ds an Aztec scroll which shows several |arge vessels.

MOCTEZUNA ( CONT' D)
Spani ar ds!

Cortes stares at the scroll.

CORTES
Bl essed be the Redeener for his
nmercies. Can you tell, fromthis
scroll, how many nen have cone?

MOCTEZUNMA
Thirteen hundred.

CORTES
And who is their | eader?

MOCTEZUNA
A man _naned " Narvaez."

Cortes stares at Moctezuna...
CORTES
If you knows his nanme, then your
men nmade contact with him
Moct ezuma stares at Cortes, and then, very slowy, smles.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
VWhat sort of contact?

Beat. Moctezunma is now confident, inperial again:
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MOCTEZUNVA
The God Snoking Mrror loves to
play tricks on us all.

CUT TO
I NT. CORTES ROOM NI GHT
A conference of the chief hidal gos.

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
Narvaez is sent by ny cousin
Vel asquez to quell our nutiny.
(of f Cortes' |o00k)
But we are right to nutiny.

Hi story is on our side.

CRI STOBAL
Screw hi story. Narvaez has fresh
nmen, fresh horses -

SANDOVAL
And if Mbctezuma is in contact with
him they nust have nmade a deal.

CORTES

Yes. Moctezunma has waited
patiently, with great confidence,
for the tide to shift. And now it
has.

(1 ong beat)
We have only one advant age.

(of f their 1oo0ks)
They both expect us to |ose.

CRI STOBAL
That's an advant age?!

CORTES
We | eave tonight. Al varado wl|
remain in charge of the garrison. |
will take 70 men to the sea.

CUT TO
EXT. ROAD. NI GHT.
Fast and forced march
Only it isn't a "march.” The nen are running.

CUT TO

EXT. ROAD. DAY.
Foot soldiers trotting, the five horses wal ki ng.

A foot soldier, tiring, pats the leg of a horsenman, and they trade
pl aces.
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DI AZ (V.Q)
Speed was our only ally, surprise
our only weapon.

Suddenly the conpany stops, peers into: a deeF ravine. They look in
both directions: the ravine finally closes mles away...

CRI STOBAL QLI D

Hor ses can be round in an hour, but
those on foot will lose half a day.

Cortes shakes his head; no good. He stares at the ravine: 25 feet
wide, no way to cross it...

CORTES
Send t he horses on.

The others | ook at him skeptically. He addresses Sandoval :

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Go.

Sandoval kicks his horse, and the other four ride after him

CRI STOBAL OLI D
But how do we cross?

CORTES
| don't know.

CRI STOBAL QLI D
You don't - (know?! Are you
crazy?!)

CORTES
Sonme ki nd of bridge?

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
But what would we nake it of ?

Again Cortes | ooks up and down the ravine.

CORTES
Maybe the bridge is already here..

A HUNDRED YARDS AWAY
They stare at a huge sycanore tree five feet in dianeter.
CRI STOBAL COLID

Wth swords? It would take half a
day to cut it down...

Cortes shakes his head: Cristobal doesn't get it."

Then Cristobal follows Cortes' gaze...up into the branches of the
tree:
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A hundred feet off the ground, the branches approach those of a
sister tree fromthe other side of the ravine.

Cristobal gives Cortes a | ook: are you crimnally insane?

CORTES
Vol unt eer s?

None. Just as he expected.
He starts to clinb the tree.

CRI STOBAL OLID
You' re not scared of heights?

CORTES
falling fromheights I don't

M NUTES LATER

Cortes clinbing quickly...

Too quickly. He grabs a branch where wet | eaves are resting -
Loses his grip -

Pl unges six feet, landing on another branch with terrific force and
al nost falling to his death.

He lies there. Heaves a big sigh. Calls to those bel ow

CORTES
Just a few ribs.

Starts to clinb again.
As he does, the wi nd cones up, and the branches begin to sway.
Down bel ow, Cristobal watches with Vel asquez de Leon:

CRI STOBAL CLID
If he falls, we can return to Cuba.

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
To hell wth Cuba!

Cristobal 1ooks surprised at his vehenence.

VELASQUEZ DE LEON ( CONT' D)
St op your whi ni ng.
You have five wonen, a fortune in
gold, and you're having the tinme of
your |ife.
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CRI STOBAL OLID
True enough.
(beat ) o
But | can conplain if | want to.
VELASQUEZ DE LEON
(1 ooki ng up)
Holy Mot her of God. ..
Cortes nears the top. Ties a rope to the tree he's in.

The wind is strong. The pinnacl e swayi ng back and forth...branches
approaching the sister tree, then pulling away...

Appr oachi ng. .. pulling away.. .
Cortes has to nmake his leap at precisely the right instant...
He's terrified. Prepares to |leap, then stops hinself. Realizing:

CORTES
If you' re scared, you'll fall.

He takes a deep breath.

Looks down at the others.

Waves. Gins. This is not a nonent for sanity.
He | ooks back at the waving trees.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
VWhat the hell

Rope tied to his waist, he rocks with the tree, preparing to junp -
Vel asquez de Leon crosses hinself.
Cortes SCREAMS at the top of his lungs, LEAPS -

Fails to catch his branch -

Falls...
Grabs anot her branch which breaks his fall, but can't hold on -

Falls again and finally | atches on, two hands gripping tight. Tendons
white, sick grinmace on his face.

He closes his eyes with relief: pade it.
M NUTES LATER
The rope is now strung fromthe top of the first tree to where Cortes

| anded in the second, so that others can traverse the ravine w thout
junping. The last man, Cristobal, noves gingerly across...
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CORTES
Hurry, the horses!

Dust in the distance.
100 YARDS AWAY. M NUTES LATER

As the horses ride up, the foot soldiers wait directly across from
where Sandoval left them The sycanore trees sway in the distance.

Sandoval stops...stares...|looks around dunfounded...

CORTES
W fl ew

Sandoval nods. O course.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Let's go.

The horses wal k, the nmen trot.

CUT TO
EXT. CAMP. NI GHT.
Tents sitting in the rain.

DIAZ (V.0O)
We reached the sea in 23 hours and
sent on Father O neda and Martin
LoPez, posi ng as nessengers bearing
a letter of conciliation. W hoped
to thus distract Narvaez from our
pur pose.

The rain is savage. Most tents are dark, but one is well-lit.
Approachi ng the doorway. ..

| NT. CORTES TENT. N GHT
Cortes paci ng anxi ously,
Sandoval enters, |ooking very worried.

SANDOVAL
A m nmessenger, Ssir.

CORTES
From Fat her d neda and -

SANDOVAL
No. From T-T-Tenoch -

CORTES
If it's bad news, say it!



SANDOVAL
Al varado believed the Mexi cans were
about to attack. He struck first,
during one of their festivals, and
sl aughtered them The entire city
i's now counter-attacking our
garrison.

Cortes stares at himthoughtfully...

CORTES
Per haps this was Mctezuma's pl an,
with Narvaez. D vide and conquer.

SANDOVAL
(qui te concerned)
Ww what are we going to do?

CORTES
(calm al nost anused:)
Well... | guess we better defeat

Narvaez, don't you think?

(1 eans back, closes his eyei}
Wake nme when Fat her O neda an
Martin Lopez return.

CUT TGO
I NT. CORTES' TENT. LATER

Martin Lopez marking Xs on a map:

MARTI N LOPEZ
Sentry. Sentry. And Narvaez is
here, on top of the cue.

CORTES
H s nen?

FATHER OLMEDA
Adventurers. They have little

| oyalty to himand great interest
in you and your gol d.

CORTES
How far is it?

MARTI N LOPEZ
Wt hout rain, an hour's journey.

CORTES
And now?

They | ook out at the downpour: only fools would...

CUT TGO

89.
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EXT. ROAD. N GHT.

M serabl e march through thick rain. No trotting now Cortes,
Cristobal, and Sandoval walk in front.

CRI STOBAL OLID
(to Sandoval)

Yes. | had a cat once too..
But it died.
SANDOVAL

That's too bad, | -

CRI STOBAL CLID
| strangled it.

SANDOVAL
.

CRI STOBAL OLID
| had good reason.

Cortes stops, falls to his knees.

CRI STOBAL CLI D (CONT' D)
VWhat now?!

Sandoval joins Cortes. Cristobal sees:
The small cross erected when they | eft Cenpoal a.
CRI STOBAL
How could we find this? In the
dark, the rain?
He kneel s too. Sandoval speaks their thought:

SANDOVAL
Because Qur Lord favors us.

CUT TGO
EXT. NARVAEZ' CAMP. NI GHT.

The rain has al nost stopped. Froma di stance, Cortes and his nen | ook
at the size of the canp, the nunber of tents. It appears they have no
chance. Cortes notions with his head: let's go.

I NSI DE THE CAMP.

A SENTRY turns to | ook the other away, and ten of Cortes' nmen scurry
into canp.

When the Sentry turns back, he sees two clusters of nmen wal ki ng
casually. Cortes waves to the Sentry and calls:

CORTES
Sai nt lago! Down with Cortes!
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The Sentry waves to them -
INSIDE A TENT ON TOP OF A CUE

NARVAEZ (42, swarthy, muscular) is making |love to an Indi an woman.
PULL BACK QUT of the tent, focus on:

CORTES GROUP

As they spot the light from Narvaez' tent, and stealthily approach
the pyram d. Sandoval and four other nmen run up the steps fromthe
ot her direction. Suddenly nearby voices call:

VA CES _
To arns! We're being attacked!

Cortes and his nmen raise their nuskets and fire.
O her rifles go off sinultaneously.
Sandoval 's group sprints up the cue.

Narvaez's nmen rush fromtheir tents, funbling with their rifles, and
are qui ckly taken prisoner

CORTES
Cortes! Victory to Cortes!

H s nen take up the chant, reloading their rifles and firing them
into the air -

I NSIDE H' 'S TENT

Narvaez trying to untangle himself fromhis anorous |over. G abbing
for some kind of clothing -

QUTSI DE

From every side, Cortes' nen are firing into the air.
Meanwhi l e: fireflies are blinking in the distance.
Narvaez's men hear the nusket shots, see the fireflies..

DIAZ (V.QO)
Narvaez' nmen m stook the blinking
fireflies for our muskets and
t hought we had sonehow nustered a
huge force.

Cortes and Sandoval, from opposite sides, are clinbing the cue. Hand-
t o- hand conbat .

They reach the top as a silhouette in a nightshirt runs fromhis tent
?ut into the darkness and is attacked fromtwo sides. He clutches his
ace -
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NARVAEZ
Santa Maria, help ne! They have
killed me and put out ny eye!

SANDOVAL
V-victory! V-victory for Cortes!
Narvaez 1s dead!

Down bel ow, Cortes' nen take up the chant: "Narvaez is dead!" The cry
echoes across the canp.

CUT TGO
EXT. NARVAEZ' CAMP. MORNI NG

Cortes sits in an orange gown receiving homage from Narvaez' troops.
He offers his hand inperiously for themto kiss.

DIAZ (V.QO)
Narvaez was not dead. Hi s
hum | iation was conpleted in the
nor ni ng when he saw our neager
forces.

Narvaez sits nearby. He is now wearing an eye patch.

NARVAEZ
Thank your evil luck for putting ne
into your power so easily.

CORTES

| have nmuch to be thankful for, but
this is the | east of ny
achi evenent s.

Cortes gives each of Narvaez' nen a small sack. At a nonent when no-
one else is in hearing, Cortes explains to Sandoval:

CORTES ( CONT' D)
The gold is to keep these
mer cenaries from having second
t hought s.

Near by, two of Cortes' nen - Villafana (a common soldier with a
di stinctive scar who we saw on the docks in Cuba) and his COHORT
wat ch with barely conceal ed rage.

SANDOVAL
But our own nmen have received
not hi ng, These gifts wll -

CORTES
Exactly.
(to Villafana and Cohort)
What sort of soldiers follow a man
i ke Narvaez? Do they fight for
glory or God? No. Only for gold.
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VI LLAFANA
| amthe sane.
CORTES
Good. You shall have the gold you
dr eam of
(giving hima small sack)

Lots of it. And we shall use these
(i ndicates Narvaez' nmnen)
cousins of ours to get it.

A SOLDI ER on horseback rides up furiously, hands Cortes a nessage.
Sandoval watches as Cortes reads the nessage with grave concern -

SANDOVAL
Qur garrison?

CORTES _
The Aztecs stopped their attack.

Why ?

He rises, conceals his concern, and announces cheerfully:
CORTES ( CONT' D)

Men! Let us march to Tenochtitl an

and show our recruits how much the

Azt ecs | ove us.

CUT TO

EXT. TENOCHTI TLAN. DAY.
The expanded Spani sh Arnmy wal ki ng al ong a causeway.
Li ke a neutron bonb | anded: No Indians in sight.
In the distance, a single canoe skins the water. Om nous.

Cortes and Sandoval exchanged worried | ooks.

Sone of the bridges which connected other di kes have been destroyed.
Clear inplication: the Spaniards will have to fight their way out.

SANDOVAL
P- per haps the | ast nessage we
received was a trick?
As they cross one of the bridges, a horse falls.
The caravan stops.

Cortes trots back to exam ne the aninmal. Leg broken, it will have to
be destroyed.

Botello, the exotic little nman who was throwing tarot on the shinp,
nmutters sonething. Cortes glowers in his direction:

CORTES
What did you say?
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BOTELLO
| don't care if you hate ne. |
speak the truth. This is a bad
omen.
CORTES
In a deserted city, you need a
spastic horse to tell you sonething
is wong?
Botell o gestures derisively and retreats.
Cortes stares at the horse.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Shoot it.

The order carried out.
Cortes | ooks anxiously toward Tenochtitl an.

Silence... Cortes begins to fidget... He and Sandoval exchange
anot her | ook. ..

Finally we hear a shot fired in reply.
Cortes spurs his horse and they nove on.
CUT TO:
EXT. MAIN SQUARE. DAY.
Cortes and his nmen enter.

The square is enpty except FOUR MEXI CA, each standing in a corner,
dri ppi ng bl ood.

Cortes and conpany | ook at the Mexica wth nounting horror as they
realize:

The reason they drip blood is because they are wearing the skins of
sl aughtered nen.

Cortes turns to Marina:

CORTES
This is intended to scare us?

MARI NA
No. It's one of their rituals.
The Cerenony of the Flayed Men.
Cortes nods. Stares again at the four nen...
Barely overcom ng his horror, he kicks his horse and noves on:

Al varado rushes out to neet him
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CORTES
How are your troops?

ALVARADO
No food. No water.

Moct ezuma i s approachi ng.

Cortes dismounts and wal ks right past him

On Moctezuma's face: rage, then sadness, confusion; and again rage.
MOCTEZUNA

s this the reward | get for

Iling off nv nen and preventing
he sl aughter of vours?

!—FO—

CORTES
You prefer to kill us slowy,
cutting off food and water?

MOCTEZUNVA
| _am helpless to change these
things when | am your captive.

CORTES
Aren't you the Great Mictezum?

Long beat. They stare at each other.

MOCTEZUNA

If vou wish our markets reopened,
you nust release ny nephew
Cuauht enoc.

CORTES
He hates all Spani ards.

MOCTEZUNA
He is married to ny youngest
daughter, he is in line for the
throne, and he will obey the
enper or ..

Cortes considers this, finally turns to De Leon:

CORTES
Order it done.
(stares at Mbctezuna...)
When | was gone, why did you save
men?
(of f Moctezuma's stare)
You feared for your life?

MOCTEZUNMA _ _
The greatest honor for a warrior is
}o die in conbat. May that be nvy
at e.
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CORTES
Then why?

MOCTEZUNA
Because you. Cortes. are a nost
renarkabie...belng.
It seenms an unequi vocal statenent of admration and awe. Then:
MOCTEZUNVA ( CONT' D)

wanted to nake sure vou cane
back.

He smles, with an om nous hint of triunph...
CUT TO
| NT. CORTES QUARTERS. DAY.
Al varado tal king as Cortes stares out the w ndow.
ALVARADO
...our spies said they were
P!annlng to attack, so | struck
irst...

Cortes watches as Cuauhtenoc is released fromthe Spanish pal ace and
wal ks across the square.

As Cuauht enoc passes TWO WOMEN, they |lower their eyes deferentially.
They will not 1ook at his face.

Cortes frowns: what does this nean?

ALVARADO (O. S.) (CONT' D)
So you see? | had no chol ce.

CORTES
(whirls)
Choi ce?! This was their festival,
during which they NEVER wage war!

ALVARADO
| caught them by surprise -

CORTES
They out nunber us a thousand to
one! The one thing you were pot to
do was provoke their w ath!

ALVARADO
Yes sir.

CORTES
You are a great soldier, Alvarado,
with the brain of a crustacean.
When we return to battle, you wll
fight in the nost precarious
posi tion.
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ALVARADO

(grins)
Sounds good to ne.

CORTES
Get out of here!

Al var ado | eaves.
Cortes stares after him Then he | ooks again out the w ndow.
Cuauhtenmoc no | onger visible. Just a few Aztecs...

CORTES ( CONT' D)
| should have left Vel asquez de
Leon in char ge.

We think he's talking to an enpty room

CORTES ( CONT' D)
He's the only man | have who's not
a child.

Mari na approaches him At her touch, his speech becones gentler, nore
af fecti onate.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
But the children are so sinple.
(gl ance after Al varado)
One nmust never blane them for being
t hensel ves.

MARI NA
What worries you?

CORTES
(scornful)
Wrried?
(stops... thinks...)
That |'ve led themall to

sl aughter.
CUT TO
I NT. SPANI SH QUARTERS. NI GHT.
Di az, the Young Sol dier who planted the orange pips, lies asleep in
his bedroll, fully armed. H s face peaceful, alnost innocent.

DIAZ (V.0O)
Even when this canpai gn was over, |
al ways slept on the floor, in ny
clothes. | grew used to it, and for
ears after | never lay down in a
bed unless there was a wonan in it.

A commotion nearby; soldiers run and shout. Diaz does not wake until:



98.

A flamng arrow pierces the air and |ands on Young Diaz' bedroll. It
bursts into fl anes.

He | eaps up and stanps it out.
Around him other soldiers junp to arns -

CUT TO
EXT. MOCTEZUMA' S ROOF. NI GHT.

As Cortes and Marina approach, Myctezuma stands watching the battle
and stroking his python..

_ MOCTEZUMA _
It is ny shane | amhere with you
and not there, |eading ny people.

CORTES
Who is the warrior who | eads thent
- MOCTEZUNA
(knowi ng the answer)

Wer e?
Cortes points to a dynam c Chieftain exhorting his troops...

MOCTEZUNMA ( CONT' D)
You don't recognize nmy _nephew
Cuauht emoc, who you just rel eased?!

CORTES
You told nme he woul d open the
mar ket s.

MOCTEZUNMVA
He has. To our people.

CORTES
You said he woul d obey the enperor.

MOCTEZUNVA
He does.

As of now. he is the enperor.
Enraged, Cortes stal ks out of the room -
CUT TO
EXT. MAIN SQUARE. DAY

Spani ards burst out of Axayacatl's palace and are guickly driven back
by TZI LACATZIN, a giant Aztec slingshot artist, and others.

DIAZ (V.Q)
Moct ezunma' s gentl e manners had not
prepared us for this battle.

( MORE)
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Sl ow t o PoféeCMNReDhzt ecs were even

nore difficult to pacify.
CUT TO
I NT. SPANI SH QUARTERS. DAY

Fl am ng arrows, Indians |eaping through wi ndows, snoke so thick we
can hardly see. GQuns fire, swords slice the air; a vision of hell.

DI AZ (V.Q)
They suffered great casualties, but
when we sued for peace, they told
us 25,000 of their nunber could die
for every Spaniard and they would
be content.

CUT TO
I NT. MOCTEZUMA' S CHAMBERS. DAY.
Fat her d neda wi th Moctezuma.
DIAZ (V.0O.)
Their | ove of death terrified us,
so we appealed to Moctezuma to end
t he bl oodshed.

MOCTEZUNMA
| desire only to die.

FATHER OLINEDA
(gently)
But must all your people, and ours,
die with you?
Moct ezunma stares at him

FATHER CLMEDA ( CONT' D)
Allow us to |l eave in peace, and we
wi Il never return.
Long beat.
Moct ezuma stares at Fat her d neda.

MOCTEZUNMA
| _understand nore than you think.

Fat her O neda is about to question this enigmatic reply when
Moct ezuma rises slowy to his feet.

CUT TGO
EXT. AXAYACATL'S PALACE. DAY.

The battle rages. Cortes and Marina watch:
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Moct ezuma wal ks onto a rooftop, dressed in his official regalia (rich
loin cloth, mantle enbroidered with feathers, gold decorations,
turquoi se ear plugs, a jade ornanent Fiercing both nostrils, and a
rock crystal tube piercing his lower lip. H's face is brightly

pai nted. The effect is bizarre but quite beautiful).

He's surrounded and protected by Spani ards.

The Aztecs stop fighting, but their attitude toward Mctezuna has
changed: it's still respectful, but for the first tinme they | ook
directly at his face.

MOCTEZUNMA
eopl e, ny people who | | ove, brave
e. why are vou fighting?
To save me?

amnot a prisoner. | am already
ead.

e

O

Marina translating for Cortes...

CORTES
Al ready. .. "dead?"

MOCTEZUNA

Do vyou want to drive away the

rangers?

hat I s not necessary. If yvou | et
hem go. the strangers will | eave
never return

is is their word.

hey give their word.

houl d we not believe thenf

F

HH

CORTES
What is he doing? Wiat's he sayi ng?

MOCTEZUNA
Have not the strangers always been
onest and true?
G0 _hone, then. Take the word of
these strangers and | ay down your

arns. Listen please. Listen to your
enper or ..

He stops. Hi s eyes search the crowd and find Cuauht enoc.

He nods to Cuauht enoc.
Cortes sees it.
CUAUHTEMOC
L amthe Enperor now Listen to ne!
This man is a coward!

A rising swell of anger as other Aztecs shout simlar insults. Cortes
is enraged at this carefully staged piece of theatre.
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MARI NA
(to Cortes)
They are calling hima eunuch, an
old woman, a sodomite for the white

nmen.
Cuauhtenoc fires an arrow at Mctezuna. Barely m sses. O her Aztecs

shoot arrows, throw stones, and hurl insults -
Moct ezuma st ands proudly: accepting, even wel com ng, the abuse.

The Spani ards Guards, taken by surprise, rush to protect him but -
Moctezuma is hit on the chest by two stones -

The giant Tzilacatzin fires his slingshot...

And hits Moctezuma on the head. He drops -

Spani sh Guards hurriedly cover himup and carry hi minside.
| NT. PALACE. DAY.

As Moctezuma is carried in, he is brought past a glaring Cortes.
Moct ezuma | ooks up at himw th a wan smle of triunph.

He is then carried into the adjoining room

Cortes glares after himwith homcidal fury, then follows himinto
the other room The door closes slowy, omnously...

Hold on the door. In the b.g., we HEAR THE BATTLE RAGQ NG ..
DI SSOLVE TO:

SAME DOOR, later. (BATTLE SFX, under.) Sandoval exits, announces to
t hose who are waiting:

SANDOVAL
He's refusing all nedical
treat ment.
DI SSOLVE TO
SAME DOOR, |ater. (BATTLE, under.) Vel asquez De Leon exits:

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
He's refusing all food.

DI SSOLVE TO:
SAME DOOR, later. Cortes' Page energes, downcast.

CORTES PAGE
Moct ezuma i s dead.

O hers nove forward: "What happened?", "Wiat did he die of?", etc.
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CORTES' PAGE ( CONT' D)
He refused the sacranents.

DI SSOLVE TO:
I NT. MOCTEZUVA' S QUARTERS. DAY.
Cortes and Father O neda hover near Myctezuma' s wheezi ng body.

CORTES PACE (V.0Q)
Cortes was with himto the end.

CORTES
| beg you again, Geat Speaker
(i ndicating 4 neda)
Bef ore your soul is damed -

MOCTEZUNMA
No. My Gods have forsaken nme, but |
wll not forsake them
Besi des. . .

He indicates Father O nmeda, who at the nonent is examning wth
evi dent greed a beautiful gold neckl ace. .

When Cortes turns back, Moctezuma gives himhis hand:

MOCTEZUNVA ( CONT' D)
Mal i nche... My daughters. sweet and
fiery, are here with vou. W vou

protect thenp

CORTES
(touched)
O course.
(hesitates, can't resist
asking:)
And you, can you tell me... They
say you were once a great warrior
(of f Moctezuma's nod)
Wiy di d you never fight us?

Moct ezuma sniles as if to say: Don't you know??

MOCTEZUNA
If vou were a God. | dared not. If
vou were what vou say. anbassador
to a great King:
What kind of King would | be if |
made war _on _an anbassador ?
(breathing nore heavily...)
Besi des, we Mexica fight wars to
gain captives.
(gestures)
Here in Tenochtitlan, are you not
already our prisoner?

Cortes stares at him stunned...
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Moct ezuma smiles wanly. ..

Cortes realizing suddenly: has Mctezuma already defeated hinf
Moct ezuma' s breath getting shorter and shorter..

ANOTHER ANGLE. MOMENTS OR M NUTES LATER

The Page wat ches as:

Cortes cl oses Mctezuna's eyes.

I NT. THE NEXT ROOM

As Cortes' Page finishes this story.

YOUNG DI AZ
Is that really what happened?

CORTES' PAGE
O course

YOUNG DI AZ
But...when he left here, Cortes
seened enraged at Myctezuma...?

Cortes' Page stares at Young Bernal Diaz with a peculiar expression,
and we realize: the Page's story may be a lie.

Their attention is diverted by the sound of the raging battle -
CUT TGO
I NT. SPANI SH QUARTERS. DAY

again without aimng their shotguns and crossbows: the Indians so
thickly massed the Spaniards can't m ss.

At a barricaded doormaK,_soldiers are firing, reloading, and firing
e

Botell o the Soothsayer stands waiting as Cortes paces the floor,
listening to the anxious report of:

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
... handful of corn per day. W t hout
food and cl ean water, we'll never
| ast the week.

CORTES
(turns to Botell o)
You were right about the horse's

deat h.
BOTELLO
As al ways.
CORTES

If | seek your counsel, aml no
better than Mctezum, whose world
is cursed by superstition?
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BOTELLO
(sni de)
A pretty question, sir. Shall |
consult the stars for an answer?

CORTES
(irritable)
What is your augury now? For us?

BOTELLO _
Leave tonorrow ni ght or die.

Cortes nods thoughtfully and gl ances across the room where
CARPENTERS ar e buil ding sonme kind of contraption..

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
(supporting Botell o)
The I ndians are still unprepared
for night battle, so perhaps -

BOTELLO
It's not mlitary tactics; it's
fate.
CORTES
(grow s)
Fate is sonething we cause, not
subm t to.

Fat her A nmeda arches an eyebrow at Cortes...

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Wth God' s nercy, of course.

FATHER OLIVEDA
O course.

CUT TO
EXT. AXAYACATL' S CASTLE. DAY
Battl e raging.

The front doors swi ng open, and FOUR MEXI CAN PRI NCES carry out a body
wr apped in turquoise cloth.

The battle stops.
The body is borne with great solemity. Indian drums roll...
Sol diers on both sides stand silently in tribute.

Even those Aztecs who cursed and threw stones now give Mctezunma
respect: let us forget failings and honor the dead.

DI AZ (V.Q)
Some say they gave Moctezunma' s body
royal honors;

( MORE)
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ot hers SQ&AZ6§§“WUE%ed himinto a

canal like carrion. Either way,
they claimwe killed himwith a
sword thrust up his rectum

Moct ezuma' s body di sappears slowy around a corner...
CUT TGO
I NT. SPANI SH QUARTERS. DAY.

The huge room where Moctezuma once held court is nowthe mlitary
command room Cortes and the other Hidal gos are di agranmm ng plans for
their departure. A Messenger is given final instructions, and
departs. ..

DIAZ (V.Q)
W had to flee. To canoufl age our
true intentions, we sent a nessage
aski ng Cuauht enoc for peace.

Cortes' Page opens the door, and fifty Soldiers rush in. Across the
roomis a pile: all the treasure the Spaniards have accunul ated. The
Soldiers dig greedily through these riches.

CORTES' PAGE
Inall, it is worth 700, 000 pesos!
Cortes says: Take what you can. But
remenber: he goes safest at night
who travels |1 ghtest.

The nmen scarcely hear him they're stuffing their shirts with heavy
gold ingots.

Across the room the war council continues:

ALVARADO _
But Cortes wants ne in the nost
precarious place, which is the
rear.

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
Then | nust fight there too.
(to Al varado)
Wth due respect: we cannot survive
anot her error in judgenent...

Al varado turns toward Cortes and smles with defiant charm

ALVARADO
Vell? You're the Captain of the
Capt ai ns.

Cortes lowers his eyes and says sadly to Vel asquez de Leon:

CORTES
We gratefully accept your offer

CUT TGO
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I NT. SPANI SH QUARTERS. NI GHT.
The nmen pack their bags and prepare for battle.

CORTES' PAGE
Two hours to departure. Two
hours. ..

Al varado's warm ng up |like a boxer: shoving the wall, grunting,
psychi ng hinsel f up..

gkistobal hol ds hands with two of his WVES as two ot hers nassage his
eet .

Sandoval tests the blade of his sword.

Vel asquez De Leon sits in a corner. Cervantes (the blond buffoon who
Cortes found | ong ago sl eeping on his watch) wal ks past -

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
Hey! You! Cervantes!

CERVANTES
Sir?

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
| have no one to drink with ne.
WIIl you -

CERVANTES

(big grin)
Shoul dn't be a problem sir.

Vel asquez de Leon hands Cervantes his bota (I|eather w nebag).
Cervantes hoists it and sprays a streaminto his nmouth. O nostly
into his nmouth; he spills sone onto his arnor...

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
The wine is Castilian. |'ve been
nursing it the whole trip...

Vel asquez de Leon retrieves the bota and drinks hinself. Elegantly.

Lowers the bag...looks at Cervantes...

VELASQUEZ DE LEON ( CONT' D)
Are you in the rear?

_ CERVANTES _
Tonight's battle?! No sir. To be
honest, |'m sonething of a coward,

and | want to get out of here as
quick as | can!

Cervantes glances at the w ne, hoping for another drink.

Vel asquez de Leon hands himthe bag.
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VELASQUEZ DE LEON
Coul d you carry this for ne? You'l
have a better chance of getting it

t hr ough.

CERVANTES
No problem sir. No problemat all
And | promise | will not touch

anot her drop. On ny honor!
He bows obsequi ously, and saunters away with the bota...

Vel asquez de Leon stares. His face - placid on the surface - is so
sad underneath that we can't bear to look at it.

We glide to where Villafana and his Cohort, who conpl ai ned when
Narvaez' nen received gold, are whispering conspiratorially...

DIAZ (V.QO)
On this night, nost of us knew we
could only survive united. But in
t he whol e canmpai gn we never took a
step forward w thout being
sabot aged fromthe rear.

We're now cl ose enough to overhear:
VI LLAFANA
d_..we'll only reach Cuba if Cortes
ies.

VI LLAFANA' S COHORT
You woul dn't strike at hinf

Vil | af ana shakes hi s head.

VI LLAFANA' S COHORT ( CONT' D)
Even in battl e?

VI LLAFANA

Especially in battle.

But in battle sonetines a man's

virtues do himin...
H s Cohort is puzzled. As Villafana |eans forward to explain -

CUT TO

I NT. CORTES' CHAMBERS. NI GHT.
Cortes sleeping, Marina gently rubbing his head.
She stops, |ooks at him

He's spread out on the bed, shirt open, Indian feathers scattered
around as if having been incorporated in their |ove-naking.

Somet hi ng nonentous in her stoic face...
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She undoes her huipil and we see her rounded belly: five nonths
al ong, but very large...

Slowy, solemmly, she ties his shirt-tail to the tail of her huipil
She pl aces his sl eeping hand over the knot.

Puts her own hand over his. (Fromthis Aztec ritual cones the saying:
"tie the knot.")

Sandoval knocks, sticks his head in.

SANDOVAL o
Twenty m nutes to m dnight.

Marina nods. Wiile the unwitting "groont slept through the
"cerenony," the "bride' s" face streans with tears.

CUT TO
EXT. AXAYACATL'S PALACE. NI GHT.
The doors swing silently open.

DAZ (V.Q)
This was to be the npbst fanobus
battl e in our canpai gn.
It cane to be called "noche
triste,” the sad night.

Two Spani ards exit, |ook around -
The Square totally deserted.

The Two Men notion, and 40 nore energe, carrying an enornous platform
(the structure we saw being constructed).

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
We chose the shortest causeway. The
bri dges had been renpved, so we
built a nobile one to carry from
one section to the next.

The platformis followed by foot soldiers
porters, the Tlascalan allies, and final
Vel asquez de Leon and Al var ado.

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
It was dark. A fine m st obscured
and nmuffled our departure.

, cavalry, wonen and _
y the rear guard, featuring

They enter the dike.
DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
BK sonme mracle, or by ineptitude,
t he Aztecs had posted no guards.

The portable bridge is put in place and they start across it -
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The | and seens such a short distance away...

Cortes stares, hoping: can they really escape without a battle?
On the shore: AN AZTEC WOMAN, fetching water fromthe | ake.

She sees them

St ands.

Wi st | es.

A beat, then answering whistles.

And nore. Like nenacing birds -

The Spani ards race across the portable bridge -

Pi rogues (the Mexican canoes?_strean1tomard them The white tunics of
the Aztecs seemeerie, ghostlike.

Everyone has crossed the portable bridge. The PORTERS try to lift it,
but 1t won't budge.

The great huehuet! (drum on top of the Tenﬁlo Mayor SOUNDS (and
keeps soundi ng throughout the battle.) At that instant:

Pirogues arrive; Spaniards are showered with arrows and stones.

Suddenly, on a rooftop: the mmjestic Cuauhtenobc. Mdtionless. Staring.
Then he thrusts two spears into the air. At this signal

Eneny sol di ers appear everywhere. On | and, on the causeway the
Spani ards are headed toward. As if the Indians were always there but
only now can be seen. Shouting, whistling, banging druns.

The "portable" bridge just won't budge. The Porters fall dead under
t he I ndi an onsl aught.

Wrd spreads anong the Spaniards: "The bridge won't nove."

Pandenoni um Panic. Men dive into the water and swm only to find
t hensel ves hel pl ess agai nst the Indian clubs, stones, arrows -

Cavalry plunge into the water and fare little better.
Men who cannot swmgrab a horse's tail and try to hitch a ride.

An I ndian clinbs onto the di ke, grabs a soldier; they tunble back
into the water. The Spani ard, hel pl ess anong so nany enemes, is
qui ckly carried away. SuddenIK we recogni ze the captive: Lt is
Cervantes, the buffoon with the bl ond beard.

Cuauhtenoc hinself is everywhere: doing battle, directing the other
Caci ques, spreading the spirit of victory. CAMERA MOVES IN ON hi m
Handsonme, confident, full of fury; this nman is a | eader.
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DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
WAt chi ng Cuauht enoc, we were
overconme by a sense of famliarity:
he was Moctezuma's bl ood. He
resenbl ed Moctezuma. It was as if
Moct ezuma hi nsel f, Moctezuma t he
warrior, had finally cone forth to
fight us: in the form of
Cuauht enoc.

Hol d on Cuauhtenoc as this idea, this eerie resenblance, strikes our
enotions. Then the noise of gunfire distracts us:

Two Spaniards fire their guns, sinking canoes, and |leap into the
| ake. They hold their weapons and gunpowder above water -

This posture makes swinming difficult and defense inpossible. They
are forced to drop their rifles and fight for their lives.

Up ahead: another Spaniard clinbs out of the lake and tries to fire
his gun: click. Wth wet gunpowder, the weapon is usel ess.

The I ndian that The Spaniard fired at...captures him

And Young Bernal Diaz is fighting frantically, hopelessly, for his
life. He looks like a boy trying to do a man"s worKk.

DIAZ (V.Q) (CONT D)

For the second tinme, | knew | would
die. W all knewit. | was hardly
wr ong.

Young Diaz mracul ously escapes, for the nonment, fromthree |ndians.

A few feet away, the giant Tzilacatzin pulls back his slingshot, and
knocks a Spaniard off his horse.

Two Spaniards fire crossbows at him -

Hit himn

He | aughs, pulls the arrows out of his cloth arnmor, and digs for
anot her stone.

Though there is panic anong the Spaniards, the chief hidalgos -
Cortes, Sandoval, etc. - are keeping their conposure.

Some Spani ards seem sl uggi sh. When they run, it |ooks |ike slow
notion. When they hit the water, they sink. Either way they die.

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
Those who had | oaded t hensel ves
with gold this night fulfilled a
life-long dream they died rich.

W see Vill afana. Sneaky eyes.
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DI AZ (V.QO.) (CONT' D)
And even in such extremty, petty
pl ot s unf ol ded.

Villafana is guarding Marina. But...is it possible?. ..he seens to be,
very subtly, guiding her away from safety:

As we see this, Villafana's Cohort grabs Cortes' armand yells
sonet hing. Points at Mari na.

Cortes sees her. Her swollen belly. Swollen with his child. Wthout
hesitation, he hurtles toward her, into the heart of the Indian arny.
We realize: this is his virtue doing himin!

In this nonent, through the insane intensity of his rage, we see
clearly how nuch Cortes |oves his Indian m stress.

And she knows it. Sees it. Though her features, as always, seem
i mpassive, it touches her to see Cortes' passion made nanifest.

As Cortes frees her, they exchange a | ook. An acknow edgenent.

Then Vil l afana hinself, watching Cortes, is seized fromthe rear and
dragged toward the water.

VI LLAFANA
My Captain! Cortes!

Cortes sees him junps fromhis horse...

And is imediately surrounded by I ndians.

Villafana scurries free as all the Mexicans concentrate on Cortes:
They grab his Iinbs, knock his sword to the ground -

He yells, withes, punches, but they're dragging himtoward the water

Tzil acatzin grabs him
Hol ds himal oft and | aughs. Is everything |ost?

No. Cristobal De Aidis tearing toward Cortes. Like a tractor
steam ng t hrough heavy grass, he cuts a swath through the eneny.

DIAZ (V.Q)
VWhat ever gou say of Cristobal de
AQid, in battle he was a veritable
Hector. It is strange, but | swear
I never saw anot her man fight with
such bravery.

The sight of Cristobal - and certain death - forces Tzilacatzin to
drop Cortes -

Cristobal throws Cortes a sword. Cortes fights as:

Cristobal and Tzilacatzin begin a private battle of wills...
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Sandoval is also noving toward Cortes, bringing an extra horse.
An Aztec jabs at Cortes' head. Blood bursts forth...
Sandoval arrives, and Cortes lurches up onto the extra horse -
Vill afana, watching fromsafety, curses in disgust.

As Cortes nounts the horse, he sees: His Page being carried off in a
canoe. The Page's eyes fixed on his master.

CORTES
My page!

Sandoval prevents Cortes from plunging his horse into the water.

Enraged, Cortes tears his eyes off his Page and spurs his horse into
a swarm of Indians, cutting themdown with savage intensity. He and
Sandoval are anong the | ast Spaniards on this section of the dike.
They pass Vel asquez de Leon and Al varado, bravely keeping the rear,
and drive their horses into the water.

Ahead of them Marina and Two Spani ards have conmandeered a canoe and
- acconpani ed by Dona Ana - are gliding to safety.

Suddenly druns.

And fire in the distance.

Fromthe main tenple. Spaniards being led up the side. Wth horror we
recogni ze: Cervantes in the |ead.

For a nonent the battle ceases and everyone on both sides watches -
in horror or triunph - as the famliar ritual is enacted:

Cervantes is throwm onto the sacrificial stone.

Hel d down.

His chest is cut open.

His heart is held aloft for all to see.

H's body is thrown callously down the side of the pyram d.

The Spaniards turn fromthe sight in shock and redouble their efforts
at escape. Now, nore than ever, they are notivated by fear.

But scarcely have the Spani sh begun anew, scarcely have Cortes and
Sandoval reach the next segnent of causeway, when a new sound cones:
a pure piercing note...

The Indians raise their arns in triunph; the Spanish turn and see:

Cuauht enoc, bl owi ng his conch shell: A trenulous "e" sharp



113.

The Indians renew their attack with a fury close to insanity. _
Cuauhtenoc's "horn" is apparently a mandate to kill, capture, or die
in the attenpt.

ﬁs Ebrtes and Sandoval try to ward off the hom cidal rage, we sw ng
ack to:

Al varado and Vel asquez de Leon, protecting the rear as the | ast
Spani ards enter the water. The two nmen fight side by side, wth
vastly different styles - Vel asquez precise and aristocrati c,

Al varado a fountain of alnmpst homicidal fury - yet we sense between
t hem t eamwor k, conradeshi p, and, at |ast, nutual respect.

Seei ng everyone el se has gone:

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
After you.

ALVARADO
Get in the water, you fool

VELASQUEZ DE LEON
(grins)
Toget her then.
(gl ances at Al varado)
At ny signal ?
The gl ance, the canraderie, costs him
As his eyes are averted, a stone hits himon the forehead.
Tzilacatzin raises his arnms in triunph -
Vel asquez de Leon falls. Alvarado | eans over him -

VELASQUEZ DE LEON ( CONT' D)
Save yoursel f!

They' re beset by I ndians.

But Al varado fights the Aztecs off with one armas he hoists
Vel asquez de Leon onto his back.

Tzil acatzin keeps firing stones which Al varado sonehow defl ects with
hi s sword.

For a few nonents, |ike some nythol ogical warrior, Alvarado holds
twenty nen at bay with one arm

But his load is too heavy. He can't continue the swirling notions
whi ch protect his wounded conrade.

As Al varado's novenments slow, an Indian | eaps from behind and, aim ng
for Alvarado, hits Vel asquez de Leon on the back of the head.

Vel asquez de Leon's legs stiffen... shudder...and rel ax.

Al varado roars with rage.
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He drops Vel asquez de Leon's body and goes on the attack.
Agai n he drives the eneny back, but how | ong can he keep this up?

The water which separates himfromthe next section of causeway is
filled with canoes. Inpossible to swmit.

He turns on his attackers, stabbing one, tossing two into the
water... But, totally isolated, his position appears hopel ess.

He sees sonething. For no reason we can perceive, he |launches a
di agonal attack, noving away fromthe water..

They we see: A lance lying on the ground.
He fights his way to it, picks it up.
Too long. Indians too close to him The |ance is usel ess.

He utters a blood-chilling roar; and the Indians fall back for an
instant. He points the |ance toward the water and runs...

H s speed buil ding, building...
I ndi ans swi ping at himas he sprints past...
He reaches the water and ains the | ance downward, into the waves -
Li ke sone nmaritinme pole-vaulter, he catapults hinself...
out over the water...
over the heads of amazed I ndians in canoes...
shouting with the glory of his escape..

And | andi ng near the next section of causeway. Indians are all around
him but they're so anazed that they retreat. He gains |and.

DIAZ (V.O)

To the Aztecs who called Al varado
the sun, in respect for his blazing
red hair, this was the nbst anazi ng
feat in all our tinme in New Spain.
You can still find the spot, In the
city of Mexico, where Al varado nade
hi s fanous | eap.

The scene which greets Alvarado on the next dike is terrifying. He's
literally wal king on the corpses of his conrades, nany of whose
bodi es are bei ng sacked for gold. O her Spaniards are still fighting,
struggling toward the last gap in the bridge.

When he hinself reaches the gap, it toois filled with floating
Spani sh bodi es, Indian bodies...

He sl ogs across this bridge of collapses, dodgi ng stones and
arrows. . .
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And reaches the last section of causeway, which connects to |and. 200
yards ahead, a small band of Spaniards I1s fighting bravely.

Surroundi ng I ndians pay Al varado the courtesy of a fewidle sword
thrusts, but they're primarily occupied in |ooting.

He sprints forward and joins the rest of the group: only a few
hundred nen. They burst through the | ast resistance and stagger to
| and. Stunned, dazed, exhausted.

In a broad field, Cortes collapses under a sycanore tree.
He stares blankly. Blood streans down his face.

Dawn comi ng. ..

Sandoval approaches wearily; the boy becomng a man. (NOTE: fromthis
nt forwar ndoval no |longer stutters.)

SANDOVAL
The doctor nust tend to your head.

CORTES
(ignoring this)
What is your reckoning?

SANDOVAL
We have | ost npbst of our | ndian
allies and two-thirds of our own
nmen.

CORTES
Tell nme. Al of them

SANDOVAL
Too many to tell.

Cortes glares, and Sandoval starts reciting the dead.

SANDOVAL ( CONT' D)
Juan Vel asquez de Leon. Francisco
de Sal cedo. Francisco de Morl a.
Lares the Good rider. Cervantes the
buf f oon. Ponce the card-player -

Cortes lowers his head. Weping?

SANDOVAL ( CONT' D)
Enough?

CORTES
(shaki ng his head)
Mari na?

SANDOVAL
Saf e.

Cortes nods.
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CORTES
And Lopez?
SANDOVAL
Wi ch one?
CORTES
Martin Lopez, the map-nmaker and
shi pbui | der!
SANDOVAL

Should | find out?
Cortes nods.
As Sandoval starts to | eave -

CORTES
They have ny page.
(Sandoval st ops)
They will sacrifice ny page.

SANDOVAL
(nods; | ong beat)
One of many.

He | eaves. Cortes is weeping unabashed, tears stream ng down. W are
noved by this startling 1nage...until we draw back and see:

In the branches over Cortes' head sits a Golden Eagle.
CUT TO
EXT. MAKESHI FT SPANI SH CAMP. THE NEXT DAY
Father O neda giving last rites to a dying soldier..
The field is an outdoor hospital. Men lie groaning, others tend to
wounds, cauterizing and wa Ping them Everyone noves with pathetic

sl owness, as if they were all octogenarians.

Young Bernal Diaz rides into canp, cones up to Cortes. Sandoval also
approaches to get the news:

CORTES
Vel ?

YOUNG DI AZ
They are nmaking sacrifices to their
Gods.

They all know what this neans.

CORTES
We nust thank the true God they do
not attack again. They woul d neet
little resistance.
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Sandoval opens a small |eather box. Cortes (eyes w de, face gl azed
with fever) | ooks on.
SANDOVAL
From The Astrol oger
CORTES

Botello? He is...?

Sandoval shakes his head, and inspects Botello's papers, which are
covered with odd marKki ngs:

SANDOVAL
Even this little dwarf had his
| oyal ty.
"How can L survive here?"
Do _not hi ng.
"How can the army survive?"

Leave tonorrow night.
"Then if we |eave that night, |

will die?"
Yes.
Long beat. Cristobal is approaching them -
CORTES
If our man could read the future,
what did Moctezuma know?

What does Cuauht enbc know now?
Is the issue already deci ded?

CRI STOBAL OLID
(i nterrupting)
What are we doing? Must we sit here
till the Heathens feed us to their -
CORTES
No. "A wounded hare does not nap."
W | eave at -
He stops. Stares:
A fam liar blond beard. Cervantes is approaching -
Ot her Spaniards al so staring. How can this be?

SANDOVAL
Cervantes! W thought you were -

He stops. He sees, as we do:
"Cervantes" has two right hands.

And two | eft hands.
It is not Cervantes at all. It is an Aztec wearing Cervantes' flayed

skin!

"Cervantes" |aughs at their expressions.
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They run at him
Stab hi m
He | aughs until he dies.
CUT TO
EXT. CAMP NI GHT.

Pitiful sight: the severely wounded and the | ane, and the few
remai ni ng wonnen, huddle in the mddle. Those who cannot wal k sit on,
or are tied to, horses.

Decrepit foot soldiers surround this nucleus.
A dozen hale riders and horses circummavi gate the whol e.
Campfires are |l eft burning.

DIAZ (V.Q)
We departed at midnight, |eaving
our fires burning to fool the

eneny.

As theﬁ begin their march, a SOLDIER tied to a horse has a seizure.
He shakes terribly, keeps shaking, but no one goes to his aid.

In fact, no one notices. He's not much worse off than anyone el se.

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
In our adversity, we were sustained
by the know edge that the greatest
di saster had already befallen us
and we had survived.
But we were w ong.
The greatest disaster |ay ahead.

CUT TO
EXT. TLASCALA. DAY.
Foreground bl ur: Spanish and Tlascalan Armes re-entering the city.

DIAZ (V.O)
We returned to Tl ascal a.

Rear of the franme, very clear: weeping Tlascal an wonen scan the
returning arny for husbands, fathers, brothers, sons... A tineless
scene.

CUT TO
I NT. TENT. DAY.

Cortes lies delirious...
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D AZ (V.Q)
Wthin a day, we thought our
conmmander woul d die.
A "surgeon” renoves part of a bone from Cortes' bloody skull.

CORTES
The shi ps! Ready the shi ps!

Marina | ooks up at Sandoval :

MARI NA
For hours, the sane: "the ships.”
SANDOVAL
Cuba?
(bitterly)
The men wll be relieved.

Xi cotencatl the Elder is led into the tent, to Cortes' side.
He takes Cortes' |inp hand and holds it.
Frowns. ..cocks his head as though |istening to sonething...
And speaks.
Mari na responds, and the old man nutters sonet hi ng.
MARI NA
He says it will be worse when

Cortes recovers.

SANDOVAL
VWat will be worse?

MARI NA
The sl aughter will be conpl eted.

SANDOVAL
O which side?

She asks the old man.
He spreads his arns wi de: he does not know.
CUT TO
I NT. TENT. SAME NI GHT.
Vigil. Sandoval watches Marina apply conpresses to Cortes' head.

We sense: only the care of these two people is keeping Cortes alive.
Softly, after a long beat:

MARI NA
This..."love"...is it sonething you
have, or sonething you long for?
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SANDOVAL
You have it, L long for it.

On Marina's hand, holding Cortes' hand:
CUT TO
I NT. TENT. DAY.
Cortes, voice weak and eyes over-bright, sits facing Cristobal.

CORTES
Where goes the ox that it does not
draw the plow? W are soldiers! On
to victory:

CRI STOBAL CLID
Two days ago you ki ssed death, now -

CORTES
Martin Lopez will build our ships -

CRI STOBAL OLID
And sail to Cuba! They beat us!
Savagel y! Deci si vel y!

CORTES
Yes. They showed us how to win...

CRI STOBAL QLI D
(darkly, a threat)
| swear: If you pursue this course
when your brain i1s clear...

He storms out. Cortes calls cheerfully, his fever raging:

CORTES
Sound the trunpets! Pour the
brandy! In two nmonths | will be Don

Her nando, Gover nor of Mexi col
CUT TO
EXT. TLASCALAN STREET. DAY.

Bernal Diaz at 19 is tending a tiny grove of orange trees a foot
tall. Weding, replanting, etc.

DIAZ (V.Q)
Some say we brought nothing but
death and di sease to this New
Wrld. It was not so. The orange
pi ps | Planted came up well, and
grew well, and to this day all the
or anges ?romﬂng i n New Spain
descend fromny trees...

(beat)
( MORE)
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I do notDbA%(gﬁB”tﬁ%t these fruits,

sweet though they be, are worth the
life of a single Chri sti an.

Cortes, head bandaged, wal ks slowy past Diaz. An old man's gait.

DIAZ (V.Q) (CONT' D)
Af Cortes recovered, he held to his
pl an.

Val king with Cortes is Martin Lopez. W overhear them di scussing the
design of the brigantines...

They reach agreenment and Martin Lopez goes off, wal king past:

Villafana and his Cohort |urking beside a building, preparing to
attack Cortes -

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
Not everyone was pl eased.

Cortes seens weak, hel pless, unable to defend hinsel f -
But just at the nonent when the traitors are about to attack:
Marina rushes up to Cortes holding a small infant:

MARI NA
Her nando! He sm | ed!

Cortes nods.

MARI NA ( CONT' D)
Look, he's doing it again! To youl!

Cortes gives the child an idle pat. They turn a corner and see Dona
Ana, Moctezuma's daughter, nursing a second infant. ..

Cortes | ooks at the two wonen, two babies. ..

CORTES
NK wfe mas barren; now | have two
il dren. I al | owed self to
f eel these things, | woul d be

happy.

MARI NA
You do feel them

CORTES
No.

MARI NA
| see it.

He glares at her silently, then | ooks again toward Dona Ana:
CORTES

That child is descended from both
me and Mbctezunma. . .
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Anot her silence as Cortes stares at Dona Ana's daughter..
Quite inmpulsively, Marina hands Cortes her child.
To her surprise, he accepts it.

The infant seizes his father's pinkie, and suddenly, unexpectedly,
Cortes is overwhel ned by feelings of tenderness...

Marina sees it. For a nonment her face is unguarded, filled with |ove
and sonet hing el se: |onging?

MARI NA
They say...that you will do
anything to get what you want.

A strange statenent in this nonent; what exactly is she asking?

CORTES
O course.

And what is he answering?
An odd silence. He hands the child back.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
| am sorry.

I's he apol ogi zing for being who he is?

MARI NA
| am not.

He | ooks at the child: suddenly distant fromhim..

CORTES
If I feel this child, I wll feel
ot her things. Things which may
cause ne to avert ny eyes in the
face of danger or suffering. If |
do that, even for an instant, we
will all die in Mexico.

MARI NA
(casual)
Then feel nothing.
(fiercely)
But love himw th your secret
heart.

She turns fromhimin anger and wal ks away.
CUT TO
EXT. TLASCALAN SQUARE. DAY
SLOW PAN of the square: A kind of picnic. Spaniards |ounging around,

some dressed in Indian garb, all eating Indian food with great
relish. They are beconing assimlated.
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We stayed in Tlascala six nonths.

W see a carpentry shop: several boats under const

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
We built ships we hoped woul d
bl ockade Tenochtitlan, and sent out
smal | expeditions which conquered
the Aztecs' allies.

ructi on.

The maj or hi dal gos are bei ng panpered by their harens...

DIAZ (V.Q) (CONT' D)
We al so grew used to Indian ways.

As we conplete the PAN of the square, we find Cort

recover ed,

speaking to his nen. W don't yet hear

DIAZ (V.O.) (CONT' D)
But pleasure Is married to
cowardi ce. We faced a final nutiny
in our own m dst.

CORTES
(sound fading up:)

...to those of you who still doubt.
You told us we could never survive
our battles here in Tlascal a, and
you were right.
You said we could not safely enter
Tenochtitlan, and then | eave
Tenochtitlan; again you were right.
You say now it is suicide to

proceed; | _cannot argue.
By the laws of |ogic, you have

al ways been right.
Yet we have survived.
| ask you to trust ne, and foll ow
me, one last tine...
(1 ong beat)
If you cannot, say it now.

Cortes | ooks over the crowd:

At Cristobal...
At Vill afana...

Nei t her man speaks.

Cortes nods.

CORTES ( CONT' D) _
Then let us conplete our mracle.

The crowd cheers.

es, fully
hi s voi ce.

123.
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Cortes gl ances at Sandoval, and stal ks toward his tent.
CUT TO

| NT. CORTES TENT. DAY

Cortes | ooks at Sandoval and shakes his head.

CORTES
Their plan is set in stone.

Sandoval nods.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Any detail s?

SANDOVAL
A package wi |l cone, supposedly
from Spain. As you open It, they

will kill us.
CORTES

When?
SANDOVAL

One hour.
CORTES

Is Alvarado with thenf
SANDOVAL

He | oves battle too nmuch to desert.
CORTES

Cri stobal ?

Beat .

SANDOVAL

| don't know.
On Cortes' face:
CUT TO
EXT. CORTES TENT.
Cortes, Sandoval, and Al varado waiti ng.

Sandoval 's eyes nobve, see: a MESSENGER approaching with a package.
Sandoval grunts. They all rise.

As they start to wal k, the Messenger intercepts them
MESSENGER

Captai n! A package has cone from
Spai n.
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CORTES
Deliver it to ny tent.

- MESSENGER
But sire -

CORTES
Are you deaf? | wll open it after
my wal k.

He strolls through canp, keeping a wary eye...
Some nmen call a greeting, others appear guilty.

Villafana stands in front of his tent pretending not to |ook at them
He stretches and goes i nside.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
| would die for any of them

SANDOVAL
That is why they hate you

They wander toward Villafana's tent.
CORTES
Then what? Am| to be less than
nmysel f ?
He sl ashes a hole in Villafana's tent and junps:
| NSI DE
Vill afana and his Cohort conferring -

They blink, stunned -

Vill af ana grabs something frominside his shirt. Parchnment. Starts to
swal low it -

Cortes snatches it as Alvarado and Sandoval seize the conspirators.
Cortes stares at the parchnent.

Turns his back on the others.
We, who see his face, know he has read sonet hing deeply disturbing.

SANDOVAL
The nanes?

Cortes nods. Responds to the inplied question:

CORTES
No one of stature.
Let's hope the sight of these two
scares the others into subni ssion
(turns to Vill afana)
Ebve you anything to say before you
ie?
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VI LLAFANA
| curse the day | nmet you
| curse the day | heard your nane.
| am put on this sweet earth one
time, and | curse the God who nakes
me di e because of your nad dreans.

CORTES
| amonly mad if we |ose. Had you
foll owed me back to -

VI LLAFANA
Had | followed, | would still have
died, but I amglad to have taken
this course. | had the courage to

stand up to Hernan Cortes.
Cortes stares at him
Vill afana stares defiantly back.
Cortes nods, and Al varado gags Vil l af ana.

CORTES
(tearing up the list)
My friends: we need every man. This
paper did not exist.
CUT TO

EXT. SPANI SH CAMP. DAY.

Great commotion. The arnmy | ooks on as Sandoval and Al varado prepare
to hang Villafana and his Cohort.

Cortes watches from a di stance.

We realize: he's not watching the hanging at all; he's watching
anot her tent.

Cristobal stands in the entrance to that tent.
Cortes approaches...

CORTES
A sad thing.

Cristobal practically junps.
Looks toward Vill afana and Cohort. ..

CRI STOBAL CLID
What did they do?

CORTES
NUtin%. They cl ai ned they had 50
men, but woul dn't give nanes.
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CRI STOBAL OLID
If they had?

CORTES
I woul d hang 50.
That's why | am speaking with you.

Thi s nakes Cri stobal nervous.
Cortes pauses, proceeds:

CORTES ( CONT' D)
You have often expressed an
eagerness to return hone -

CRI STOBAL COLI D
But | would never -

CORTES

Still, others nay cone to you
O hers may seek your -

CRI STOBAL QLI D
If they do, I'Il tell them no.

CORTES
If they do...kill them

Cri stobal nods soberly...

CORTES ( CONT' D)
As ny best soldier, you are the
only man | would trust to execute
this sentence.

Cristobal stares at Cortes...

CRI STOBAL QLI D
I wish...
to CGod...
| did not |ove you

This is too nuch. Cortes spins away, to keep Cristobal from seeing
his tortured face.

He gl ances toward the gallows: the hanging is inmm nent.
He sighs. Swall ows.

CORTES
Shall we watch?

They wal k toward the gallows. In the distance the bodies fall and
shudder spasnodically.

CUT TGO
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EXT. TLASCALA. DAY.

CGorgeous day. Cortes reviewing his troops: healthy, eager, well-
equi pped. Qur attention goes to splendor and spectacle: the size of
the force, their Indian shields, etc. Background information:

DIAZ (V.Q)
VWiile we rested in Tlascala, our
forces increased. W seized two
shi ps sent by Vel asquez, and two
from Janmai ca. Everyone joi ned our

arnmy.
Line after line, row after row, this armnmy has size...

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
There was also a ship from Spain
bearing an Em ssary of the Crown.

Reveal fromthe rear: the ROYAL EM SSARY: beautiful robes and a bald
spot. H's head appears to be buried in a woman's chest.

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D
He was a syphilitic old man who
woul d not eat anything except
breast mlk froma wonman from
Castil e.

W now see very plainly: the old geezer is nursing. Hs face
contented, his jaw punping away |i ke a newborn..

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
We t hought he perfectly represented
t he bureaucracy.

Cortes reaches the front of the Spanish forces.

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
We had 900 Spani ards, tw ce our
original force.

Fart her down the hill: an endl ess horde of |ndi ans.

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
Thr ough conquest, we had gai ned
200,000 Indian allies. The Aztecs
had no nore.

Cortes signals, and the arny begins to march. A grand spectacle...

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
If this were nerely a story, it
woul d end here, and our victory
woul d seem assur ed.
But this is truth.

( MORE)
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In a fempkﬁ%QgCWEnF%s, our allies

woul d desert us, our nunbers woul d

dwi ndle to I ess than 700, and we

woul d cont enpl ate our doom

CUT TO

EXT. H GH MOUNTAI N TRAI L. DAY.
The army continuing its march with the same confidence and style. As
they crest a hill, we MOVE to the front, where we see Cortes and the
ot her Hi dal gos | ooki ng down on the city of Tenochtitl an.
The city is white.
The | akes are white.
Everything that lies before us: white. Shimmering in the w nd...
Li ke snow, or flowers. A magical inage.

The Hi dal gos exchange a | ook: what is it?

A conch-shell trunpet blows, and the whol e vall ey noves:

White cloaks are |owered, and we realize: this is the Mexican arny,
spread out over the valley, the causeways, the waters.

In contrast to the Aztecs, the Spaniards | ook unspeakably |iteral.
Li ke an arny of solid nen about to do battle with spirits...

Cortes gestures and ever-so-slowy his forces begin to descend.
CUT TO
EXT. CORTES CAMP. NI GHT

Fhe arnmy encanped. The | ake is nysterious, covered with w sps of
og. . .

Cortes stares out; Marina, Cristobal, and Sandoval at his side.

CRI STOBAL
The assault is inpossible.

Cortes nods. All the nmen's faces tell us they are now several nonths
into the battle.

CRI STOBAL ( CONT' D)
We cut off their fresh water; they
fight on.

One of the brigantines Martin Lopes was building slips into the | ake.
Cortes hardly seens to notice.

CRI STOBAL ( CONT' D)
Qur ships control their | akes,
di srupted their food supplies; they
fight on.
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Cortes and Marina are peering across the waters at the magical city
of Tenochtitlan, its towers glowing in the noonlight.

CRI STOBAL ( CONT' D)
Day after day, our soldiers break
into their city and kill them by
t he hundreds, thousands, ten
t housands; they fight with
undi m ni shed rage.

CORTES
(nods sadly)
W will not win this war by
defeating their arny.

Beat .

SANDOVAL
Then how...?

CORTES _
(softly, staring at the city)
It is so beautiful
CUT TGO
EXT. TENOCHTI TLAN. STREETS. DAY.

Snoki ng beans and cinders. Gutted houses: charcoal. W sweep down the

street, houses with flames still flickering. Sound up: Scream ng
Spani ards. Spaniards with torches setting every house ablaze. Fire as
hell. Fire as fury, revenge, all the Spanish frustration com ng out

with sadistic glee...

FLYI NG CAMERA, chaotic i mages; smﬁrlin? fl ashes of bl ood, wood,
snoke. Qut of control in some horrible/satisfying way. RACK FOCUS
t hrough the flanmes out onto:

THE LAKE. DAY.

Houses on stilts, blazing all across the water. Alvarado run out of a
burni ng house, carrying booty.

H's brig sails to the next building. Passing the floating gardens,
once bl oom ng and beautiful, now dry as dust.

Roof of a nearby house: two Aztec wonmen and a very old man | ook on,
fear and confusion on their faces.

DIAZ (V.0O.)
To the Aztecs, war was a ritua
activity, areligious rite whose
obj ect was to obtain captives for
sacrifice. They did not understand
why we burned their houses. To them
it was stupid and nean; it showed
we were heat hens, devils of
destructi on whose purposes were
beyond under st andi ng.
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Al varado and his nen junp off the brig and clinb the steps of the
adj acent dwelling. Guns drawn, they enter:

I NT. AZTEC HOUSE. DAY

Two gaunt women and three children curl in a corner, terrified. Their
bodi es are enunci at ed.

Wiile his nen search for val uabl es, Al varado tries to shoo the
occupants out the door.

ALVARADO
Move, you idiots! Go! Now GCet out!

He stares at themin disgust.

ALVARADO ( CONT' D)
Light it up, they Il go.

H's nen torch the far corner
QUTSI DE HOUSE
Al varado and his nen run down the steps, watching the fire build.
A ranmshackl e canoe waits at the bottom of the steps.
The corner of the house which was torched is now bl azing.
Those inside will have to | eave soon.
They do not.
Wthin nonents, the entire house is abl aze.
There was never any novenent to escape.
CUT TO
I NT. CORTES' TENT. N GHT

He and Marina are eating their dinner. Just like a married couple.
Only Cortes has no appetite.

Finally he puts down his fork.
Looks at her.
She stares back. Conpletely accepting, waiting..

MARI NA
Tell ne.

CORTES
It was ny ?reatest hope to preserve
this city for the world to marvel
(beat)
MORE)
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Who am I_WE?‘( %‘Ef Dio 1 have to

make such deci sions?

MARI NA
| f You don't nmake them no one
wi | If you don't nake them we
will | die.

CORTES
Per haps that would be better.

a

He stares at her a long tine...

CORTES ( CONT' D)
In all of this, you are the one
t hi ng whi ch has no bitterness.

The tenderest | ook between them..
CUT TO
EXT. CAUSEWAY. DAY.

Cortes, eyes gleam ng, exhorts his nen across a break in the
causeway. W sense for the first tine: incipient triunph.

DIAZ (V.Q)
The next day our arny, fighting on
t hree separate causeways, pressed
to the heart of the city.

Crossing the channel, the Spaniards rage on, Cortes in the |ead.

DIAZ (V.Q) (CONT' D)
Once across the channels, we did

not fill themin. W snelled
victory, and gave no thought to
retreat.

EXT. TENOCHTI TLAN. STREETS. DAY.

On Cortes' face, as he rides. In his excitenent, we sense his ego,
his drive: something intensely charismatic and very ugly.

Around Cortes, we feel his arny: other horsenen at his side, footnen
runni ng behind... Aztecs screaming, retreating...

We stay on his face. The triunph of the will. The mascul i ne, al npst
sexual thrill of conquering...

And then he turns a corner and his features change.
Suddenly bl ank.

Staring at:

| npal ed on stakes: heads of previously captured Spaniards -

The giant Tzilacatzin, |aughing -



Mocki ng whistles from al
Cortes and the other sold
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directions -

ers, disoriented -

"E" sharp. On a rooftop: Cuauhtenoc blows his bugle -

Azt ecs mani fest, everywhere. |nstantaneous assault -

Spani ar ds over whel ned, pul

Tot al chaos -

led fromtheir horses -

The I ndians surging forward |i ke a huge wave, breaking over t

Spani ards -

For an instant all we can
over? So qui ckly?

Cortes surfaces. Then two
spot: Alvarado -

see are the cloaks of the Aztecs. |

nore Spani ards. Twenty yards away,

But fighting is alnost inpossible. The eneny is too thick. On
Spani ard after another is dragged away -

Cortes bl eeding, fighting,
"“Mal i nche! Malinchel" -

Al var ado nmakes his way to
ot her Spaniards in sight;

three I ndians on his back shouting

Cortes' side. The two seem al one no
bot h men wounded, bl eedi ng profusel

ALVARADO
| ask forgiveness for all the
bl under headed things | have done.

CORTES
Nonsense.
ALVARADO
It is all a man could want, in this
life, to have fought here with you
CORTES
No.
ALVARADO
No what ?
CORTES

Your words

are sweet but ill-tinmed.

This is not the end.

ALVARADO

(grins w
Then let's

th admration)
get out of here!

Cortes |l eaps onto the back of an Indian, quickly |ooks around

ducks as anot her |ndian fl

ies over his head, trying to grab h

Comes down again and points:

he

s it

we al so

e

W, no
y -

, and
im
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CORTES
The hor ses.

Now that the two nen have a purpose, theg fight with redoubl ed
energies. Indians are draped over their backs, hacking away at them
drawi ng bl ood...but the nen continue toward the horses, which are too
penned in to nove out of the way.

FROM A DI STANCE we see themgain their horses and ride away,

?radually meki ng their way back to the break in the causeway, where a
ew Spani ards are still fighting. But the causeway was not filled in,
and the Spaniards are trapped. The water is filled with canoes.

Spani ards are being seized, pulled into boats, carried away -

DIAZ (V.Q)
This was the victory the Aztec CGods
had prom sed.

This was the disaster we had feared
for two interm nable years.

As the massacre continues, we:
CUT TO

EXT. LAKESI DE. SANDOVAL'S CAMP. LATE AFTERNOON.
Post battle. Wunded nmen all over.
Sandoval peers into the distance..
An Indian Translator at his side says:

TRANSLATOR

They say they have won victories on

all three causeways.

Qut in a canoe, Indians hold up three Spanish heads. |npossible, from
this distance, to discern their features.

TRANSLATOR ( CONT' D)
These are the heads of Cortes,
Al varado, Cri stobal.

Sandoval nods sl owy.

SANDOVAL
So it would seem
(calls)

Page! Page! Bring ny horse!
H s page conmes running with the [arge chestnut -
CUT TO
EXT. MEXI CAN TERRI TORY. DUSK
Sandoval riding |ow and fast, w thout arnor...

Mexi cans trying to hit himwi th arrows, stones; he's too fast.
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From his intense expression, we realize: his mssion is personal.
CUT TO

EXT. CORTES CAMP. DUSK.

Sandoval rides in.

D snounts and enters:

CORTES' TENT

Cortes weak and di sheartened. Leg bandaged, both arns, his chest...

For the first time  we see age on his face... It's as if this |ast

escape has sapped himof his strength and spirit.

SANDOVAL
They said you were dead.

Cortes nods as if it were true.
CORTES

My sins are the cause of this. |
pressed too hard, too fast, we did

not fill the channel -
SANDOVAL
Still. W have survived this day
t 00.
CORTES
Wy ?

Sandoval | ooks at himin consternati on and shock.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Wiy have we survived?

MARI NA
H's spirits are | ow.

CORTES
" m bei ng honest!
(bitter)
| told themto fill the channel,
but they "forgot!"

For the first time, he is blam ng soneone el se.

SANDOVAL _
Then...was it your fault or theirs?

CORTES
(pauses)
Mne. Al mne.
And now. .. have you heard about our
Indian allies?
(of f Sandoval 's | ook)
They desert us in the norning.
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SANDOVAL
Wy ?

CORTES
(shrugs)
Ask them
A terrible banging of druns. The great huehet| atop the pyram d.
Cortes and Sandoval exchange a gl ance.
Louder drums. Regul ar beati ng.
I n apprehension, they |l eave the tent.
EXT. TENT. NI GHT.
They cone out, |look into the distance.
A few mles away, so close you can alnpbst touch it with your hand:
A parade marching up the side of the nmain cue:

Brightly Iit by torches. In the center: 30 naked SPAN ARDS.

CORTES
Am | next? O you?

Not said with fear or fatalism alnpbst with relief.

SANDOVAL
You cannot say such things!
If you despair, we will all -
CORTES

We have what, 700 wounded nen?
Moct ezunma was right: there is a
destiny, and we will neet ours
whet her | despair or not.

He stares at the tenple.

The train has reached the top; something strange is happeni ng.
Feathers are put on the heads of the Spanish captives.

They are naked, forced to dance grotesquely, with fans... It's like
sonme bizarre honosexual gane...only this one ends in death...

SANDOVAL
| can't watch

. CORTES
(wi th disdain)
Then avert your eyes.

The first Spaniard is tied to the sacrificial stone. H's nouth
contorted in screans; we hear nothing.
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In canp: O her soldiers watch, trying to swallow their fear.
On the pyramid: the first Spaniard's heart is held aloft...
Canoes glide past the canp and Aztecs shout tauntingly...

Marina reacts, glances anxiously at Cortes, then at the ground.
Finally, quietly:

MARI NA

This is what scares our Indian
allies. _ _

(hesitates; she is worried)
The say... Thei r Gods ﬁroclalnwme
wll all die within eight days.
Cortes stares at her.
Bl i nks.
Looks at the canoes.

Back at Mari na.

At Sandoval .
A touch of fire returning to his eyes. Mxed with irony: it is not
until he gives up that he wins. Wien he speaks, it is to hinself:

CORTES
The war i s over.

SANDOVAL
Never say it! If | have | earned one
thing fromyou -

CORTES
(quietly)
For ei ght days we nust keep to our
canps. Sinply nmaintain the
bl ockade.

Sandoval is pleased to glinpse the return, however nuted, of Cortes
t he | eader.

SANDOVAL
And t hen?

CORTES
We'll still be here.
Their prophecy, their law, will be
proved fal se.

Their bodies will be weak from
hunger, thirst.
They will peer into the abyss and

contenplate their own defeat.

SANDOVAL
No attacks?
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CORTES
No. Wars are won in the m nd, not
in the field.

SANDOVAL

And for we few who have strength?

CORTES
If you have energy to burn...use
It.

CUT TO
I NT. AVI ARY. DAY.
No people. Birds noving around, chirping.
We notice the thick lattice of sticks which keep themin
Slowy, with a kind of horror, we realize what we're about to see.
G ow of a flame nearby, off-screen
Gradually it MOVES | NTO FRAME. Torch.
Birds begin to flutter nervously, twittering in discordant song.
The torch noves down, out of franme again. Lights the lattice.
A YOUNG SOLDI ER doing it. Stands back to watch. No guilt.
Birds start to scream -
Fl ames cat ching fast, spreading..
Birds whirling frantically, beaks distorted -
Some fly directly into the flanme and incinerate.
QO hers crash into each other and plunge into the fire -
The humm ng/fl appi ng sound of many w ngs. ..
As the bl aze spreads, a piece of the latticework crashes down..
Making a hole in the ceiling through which a few birds fly free.
At the top, the GOLDEN EAGLE caws | oudly.
Fl anes spiral upward, toward it -

The Col den Eagl e squeezes through a hole in the latticewrk. Was the
hol e al ways there? Could the bird have left at any tinme?

It soars into the sky, squawking its protest.

Below it, the other birds have becone flying incinerators, setting
their fellows abl aze.
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W wat ch hel plessly. The destruction of civilization. The sensel ess
i nci neration of sonething unspeakably beautiful..

CUT TGO
EXT. LAKE SHORE. N GHT.

Cortes, much recovered, watches as his soldiers slaughter Aztecs of
all sexes in the b.g. The eneny still has the will, but not the
strength, to fight back. Far in the distance, the whole city burns.

CORTES

(i n genui ne angui sh)
Wiy do they fight on? W begged
themto surrender, were refused,
and we killed ten thousand in a
day. We begged again, refused
again, and our allies killed forty
t housand. How many warriors can
t hey have left?

CRI STOBAL
A few hundred.

CORTES
So why don't they surrender?

Cri st obal shrugs.
Beat .

MARI NA
I know why.
( beat(}
| heard them say.
(beat)
They think...that you are cowards.
Silence. Bewi|ldernment as Cortes tries, wthout success, to process
this thought. Marina continues:
MARI NA ( CONT' D)
To them war is hand-to-hand
conbat, designed to reveal the wll
of the CGods.
They think it is cowardly to kill
froma distance, with guns and
crossbows, cowardly to retreat if
you are losing a battle, cowardly
and imoral to win a war by
starving the eneny.

CORTES
And this is why -

MARI NA
Wul d you concede to cowards, to
heat hens who gain victory by
vi ci ous and unfair neans?
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Cortes | ooks again at the slaughter of Aztecs only a hundred yards
away. He sees it now, if only for an instant, in a different way.

CUT TO
EXT. MOCTEZUVA' S PALACE. DAY.
Cortes leads his arnmy into the deserted nmai n square.
Stops his horse, |ooks around. Sensing sonething...sonething odd.
The square feels spooky. Mgical.. Haunted..
Cortes feels it...and ignores it. Spurs his horse on.
CUT TO
I NT. MOCTEZUVA' S PALACE. ROOFTOP. DAY.
Cortes peering through his tel escope, into the distance:
Only one small sector of the city remains standing.
Father O neda is at Cortes' side.
Si | ence.

CORTES
No one will believe I love the
Aztec. There is no courage,
anywhere in the world, that wll
conpar e.

- FATHER OLMEDA
That is easy to say, since you have
won.

CORTES
What do you say, Father?

FATHER OLMEDA
What you acconplished here defies
human under st andi ng. Count | ess
times we were dooned, yet here we
stand. As strong as you are, as
full of guile and courage, you
woul d never have achieved this had
it not been the will of God. He
willed it, so it is.
You were nerely his instrunent.

Beat .

CORTES
Prai se be H s Nane.

FATHER OLMEDA
God' s nane? ...or yours?
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Cortes flashes himan angry | ook.

Then lifts his spyglass and | ooks out over the water, where a
brigantine is chasing three pirogues.

DIAZ (V.0Q.)
After a 93 day siege, the war
ended.

CUT TGO
EXT. LAKE. DAY.

Sandoval in the brigantine, chasing the swift and brightly col ored
pirogues.

As the brigantine draws cl ose, Sandoval fires a shot in the air.
Two beats. Then Cuauhtenpbc, in the center canoe, stands.

Long stunned silence. Just this one man standi ng, and the know edge
in all who witness of what it neans...

And the druns which have been beating for 93 days, for 20 m nutes of
film suddenly stop. It is suddenly, frighteningly, gquiet.

CUAUHTEMOC
| _am Cuauht enbc

Lead ne to Nblihche.

Let no harmcone to ny wife and
friends

CUT TO
| NT. MOCTEZUMA' S PALACE. DAY
Cortes sits on Moctezuma's mat as Cuauhtenoc is led in.

The Royal Emi ssary is at Cortes' side. H s Wt Nurse hovers a few
f eet behi nd.

Cortes rises and touches the ground, then his chest, then his head:
"My heart and ny mnd wel come you."

Cuauht enoc, | ooking very much |ike Mctezuma, bows in reply.

CUAUHTEMOC
| _have done all 1 could to defend
ny city.

As the victor. vou have sacrificed
ny people to yvour God.
(kneels, indicates Cortes

sword, and | owers his head)
| beg vou: rid nme of nyv life.

CORTES
Pl ease. You are still the Enperor
and will be treated with honor.

( MORE)
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A Spanidgaqrg§bggkg'§%lor even in

an eneny.
And this is your wfe?

Behi nd Cuauhtenoc we see CUAUHTEMOC S WFE, a girl of 16,
Cuauht enoc nods.
Cortes rises and ki sses her hand.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
The youngest daughter of the great
Moct ezuma. | | oved your father and
know your sister well.
But you are even nore beautiful..

Mari na transl ates.
Cuauhtenpc's wi fe bl ushes.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
I will take good care of you, as I
prom sed your father

Little anbiguity as to what this neans.
Cortes turns back to Cuauhtenoc:

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Great Speaker, there is one thing I
nmust ask: Were is the gold? The
riches? W have searched your
city...

As Marina transl ates, Cuauhtenoc shakes his head.
CUAUHTEMOC

| do not know. Sone say it was
thrown into the |ake.

H s eyes are clear. Telling the truth.

Cortes nods, seens to accept this, but a grunt cones from behind him
The Royal Em ssary gesturing. Cortes' jaw tightens and he nods.
Apparently they've had sone previous discussion. Cortes notions for
Sandoval to go to the Em ssary:

ROYAL EM SSARY
Tell the Soldiers to burn
Cuauhtenoc's feet. Burn themtil
he renenbers

Sandoval , his face flickering with anger, returns to Cortes.

SANDOVAL
Is this your order too?

Cortes glances with barely conceal ed contenpt at the Em ssary.



143.

SANDOVAL ( CONT' D)
Then prevent it.

CORTES
This is no |longer war. W nust bow
our heads to the king or he wll
cut them off.

SANDOVAL
But what of courage?

CORTES
Usel ess.

SANDOVAL
Honor ?

CORTES
We can conquer the world, but we
cannot save this man fromtorture.
Sandoval stares at Cortes.

SANDOVAL
I will not order it.

Cortes' jaw tightens. He turns, whispers to a nearby SOLDI ER The
Sol di er goes off to prepare the torture.

Sandoval is still staring, contenptuously, at Cortes.
CUAUHTEMOC
Malinche, if | amstill Chief of
the Aztecs., | nust ask one thing:
that ny people be allowed to | eave
this city in safety. for here only

starvation and pestilence remain

CORTES
(nods; tells his nen:)
Peaceful evacuation may begin
i mredi ately.
(to Cuauht enpc)
Go. Go now and rest.

Cuauht enoc nods and bows.
The Sol dier who is to arrange the foot-burning | eads Cuauht enoc away.
Cuauhtenoc's wfe starts to follow -
CORTES ( CONT' D)

Sadly, the rules of war dictate

that nmen, who are prisoners, nust

be kept apart fromtheir famlies.
Cuauhtenoc's wife is led in a different direction.

Mari na wat ching this.
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Cortes | ooks at her, at Sandoval. To Sandoval :

CORTES ( CONT' D)
VWat is it?

SANDOVAL
Not hi ng.

CORTES
(to Marina, re: Cuauhtenoc's
wife)
Is she my first mstress?
(to Sandoval)
Is this the first time we burn
soneone?

Beat .

_ MARI NA
Sire? Do you need me now?
For transl ati on?

He stares at her. Was there sone disrespect in her attitude or was he
imagining it?

CORTES
No.
But stay. You of all people deserve
sone reward for this amazing

conquest .
(beat)
Wuld you |i ke to be an honest
wonman?
MARI NA

| have al ways been so, sire.
Certainly wth you.

CORTES
Yes, but you deserve to be marri ed.

MARI NA
I know I am al ready.

Her | ook says: To you.

He | ooks at her for a long nonent. We feel his inpulse to enbrace
her, to follow through on his |ove, his passion.

And her eyes say she is ready... Though of course, as an Indian, she
wi |l accept anything.

Finally he | ooks away from her -

CORTES
Sandoval . Don't you think Mrina
deserves a proper Christian
cerenony?
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SANDOVAL
(pl eased, touched)
Yes, Captain.

CORTES
But who shoul d be the groonf

The cold question noves |ike ice through Sandoval's heart.

SANDOVAL
The one who | oves her.

CORTES
Must that "one" marry her?

SANDOVAL
It would be an act worthy of
Cortes. To say across this |and
t hat Spaniard and I ndian are now
j oi ned.

Again, for an instant, Cortes hinself is caught by this inpulse. But
once again it turns.

CORTES
How sweet. How sinpl e.

Cortes glances at the Royal Eni ssary.

Sandoval blinks, realizing..

SANDOVAL
What ? You...? You nean if you wed a
"savage," it mght inpede your
chances for nobility?

CORTES
It woul d.

But surely I'mnot the only
candi date. There nust be ot hers who
desire this [ ovely squaw.

(1 ooks around the room then

back at Sandoval)

Per haps even you would...?

(before Sandoval can answer)
No. OF course not, I'msorry..

We know Sandoval would marry her, does |ove her, but Cortes does not
really n?nt to risk losing her affections by proposing such a match.
He qui ckly:

Moves away from Sandoval, goes down the |line of Spanish
soldiers...and stops in front of DON JARAM LLO, a man remnarkable only
for his total absence of remarkable qualities.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Par don ne, Captain, you are Don...
(barely renenbering nane)
Jaram |l o, are you not?
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JARAM LLO
Yes, sire.

CORTES
Wul d you take this |ovely woman
for your bride?

Jaram |l o's paralyzed. Is this a trick? Is Cortes seeking a pretext
for a beheadi ng?

JARAM LLO
Wll, | wouldn't presune to -

CORTES
| am asking you to marry her! Do
you accept ?!

JARAM LLO
Yes, sir. O course, sir. 1'd be
honored to sleep w- to marry -
your
(m stress)
.I mean to say -
CORTES

And you, Marina, would you take
this man for a husband?

She stares at Cortes. Wunded. Sorry for him And yet know ng,
under st andi ng. .. everything.

MARI NA
It would be a great great honor..
to be a Spani sh nobl eworman.

CORTES
Fat her O neda. Pl ease take this
coupl e to sone distant room and
performthe holy sacranent.

A neda bows, offended but obedient, and starts away.
Jaram |l o follows.
Marina does not nove.

They | ook at each other. An exquisitely painful nmoment. Cortes is
doi ng what - by the ethics of his time - was the very best and
nobl est thing he could do. But it is still offensive to his own
heart, and to Marina's, and to ours.

CORTES ( CONT' D)
Do not forget...in your marital
bliss ...that you are still on
call, day and night, to perform
transl ation.

MARI NA _
| am as always, at your service.
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She bows deeplg...and backs away, eyes on him.. Finally she turns to
foll ow her husband.

Cortes turns his back on her...and on the entire conpany. CGoes to a
wi ndow. Tears in his eyes...

Sandoval foll ows.

SANDOVAL
Sir.

Cortes will not | ook at him
But sonehow, when he finally does, his eyes are dry.

CORTES
Yes, ny son.

SANDOVAL
Ww what i s happeni ng?

Sandoval ' s nervousness has brought back his stutter.

CORTES
To nme?
Haven't you heard?
I'"'ma God, | can do anyt hing.

Sandoval stares at himin consternation, rage, despair..

SANDOVAL
| always said | would f-follow you
even to ny death...and |'ve fought
wWith you many tinmes at its brink...
But I can no longer...f-f
(fights the stutter)
foll ow you at all

Cortes nods.
Long beat.
CORTES
And | no | onger need you.
That is the hard truth.
(1 ong beat)

Now | stand al one.
Sandoval wi thdraws.
Cortes stares out the w ndow.
As he does, we realize that a horn is blow ng outside, and we see
that Cortes' order, requested by Cuauhtenoc, is already being carried
out. The Aztecs are leaving the city.

A d nmen, wonen, children. Skeletal: hollow eyes, shriveled |inbs.
Look Iike survivors of Hiroshina.
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Cortes wat ches them go.

DI AZ (V.Q)
It was two years before Cortes was
procl ai med Governor of New Spain.
The job quickly bored him

Cortes turns fromthe wi ndow and | owers his eyes.

DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
He set off again and again to
conquer new | ands, to repeat his
gl ory, but he never did anything
conpar abl e.
(beat)
Nei t her did anyone el se.

Cortes turns back to face the room
Mari na i s gone.
Sandoval is gone.
Everyone else is waiting on him..
He sees that they would wait forever. Literally.
DIAZ (V.Q.) (CONT' D)
Peopl e ask: was he a great nan?
Undoubt edl y.
A good man?
No. A good man never woul d have
achi eved these things.
Wth an air of conmand that is unassailable, Cortes shouts:
_ CORTES
Rai se the purple pendant of
Casti | e!
CUT TO
EXT. PALACE. DAY.

The purple Castilian flag flaps in the breeze above the city. Bel ow
it:

The Aztec exodus.

Br oken bodi es, vessels for broken spirits.

Tzilacatzin: still alive but sonmehow no longer a Gant. H's eyes are
deep and bl ack, shoul ders stooped; the skin hangs off his body as if
he were an ol d man.

But the faces of the children are what is inpossible to watch: so
young yet void, w thout soul
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Fﬁllomjng our inmpulse to avert our eyes, we | ook away, up into the
sky:

Far overhead, a CGolden Eagle is flying.
Fl yi ng away.
Not in the sanme direction the people are going.
No. Sonewhere el se.
I nto hiding..
or seclusion...
or extinction.
CUT TO
EXT. ORANGE GROVES. DAY.

Children (white, Indian, mestizo, and nmulatto) are playing happily in
a grove of orange trees laden with fruit. Nearby, BERNAL DI AZ as an
old man sits at a wooden table witing with a qU|I

DIAZ (V.Q)
Three years later, Cortes ordered
Cuauht enoc hung, on dubi ous charges
of treason

He pauses, |ooks out at the orange trees, resunes.

DIAZ (V.QO.) (CONT' D)
Aztec civilization was destroyed.
Their spirit broken, their Gods
di scredited, the people died out.
If you travel here to Mexico, only
a few statues and pieces of jewelry
remain.

The orange trees are shinmering in the wind...

DIAZ (V.O.) (CONT' D)
Today, the third of April, 1576, |
| ook back and ny heart is filled
with pride at what we acconpli shed.
(beat)
But ny eyes are filled with tears.

FADE QUT. ..
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PRODUCTI ON NOTE:

The battles on pages 16-7, 42-3,
at the same |location, using the same extras. |deally,
woul d be carefully chosen so that three different w de-shots,

three different directions, can suggest different places.

and 45-6 are designed to be all shot
the location
facing
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