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FADE IN.

EXT. TARN AELUIN - DAWN

Mayflies dance over the waters of the lake, Tarn Aeluin. Wavelets RIPPLE softly on the shore. A few lakeside birds can be heard CALLING.

An object falls through the mayflies into the water with a small SPLASH. A little limpet shell. Rings spread over the water.

On the shoreline, BEREN kneels by a stunted rock. He’s a man that a bear would cross the road to avoid, and that a princess would cross a swamp to meet. His clothes are the drab colours of the wilderness around him; his hair is straggly and unkempt. He’s an outlaw.

He CHIPS another limpet off the rock with a knife, and SUCKS out the contents, swallowing with relish.

He tosses the shell into the water.

P.O.V.

Beren kneels by the rock a short distance away. Someone, our P.O.V, is slowly approaching Beren from behind.

EXT. TARN AELUIN - DAWN

Beren kneels by the rock. He cuts another limpet from it, and tosses it onto the small pile of them that is gathered upon a cloth beside him. Also lying beside him is a small travelling bag and his sheathed sword. He is dressed for a journey.

P.O.V.

The Someone is walking ever closer to Beren. Footsteps CRUNCH softly.

EXT. TARN AELUIN - DAWN

Beren kneels over the water, peering at his reflection.

BEREN P.O.V.

Beren looks at his face in the water.

Another reflection appears behind his. An old face, bloody and broken. The face of a living corpse.

EXT. TARN AELUIN - DAWN

Beren leaps to his feet and spins around, raising his knife.

BARAHIR is standing there. He is a hale and hearty, if aging warrior. His face looks perfectly normal.

Beren

(in shock)

Father!

Barahir pushes the knife gently aside.

Barahir

Good morning to you too, Beren.

Beren

Sorry. You surprised me.

He rubs his eyes with his fingertips.

Barahir

Did I? Hardly encouraging.

Beren looks back at the water, still a bit fazed.

Barahir (cont’d)

Perhaps it should be me who goes.

Beren

(recovering)

No Father. Think of the poor orcs.

Barahir

Your meaning?

Beren

It is only polite to offer them the head with the best price on it.

Barahir SNORTS in derision.

Barahir

My head will outprice yours until it withers. (Beat).  Still I wish you'd stay, Beren.

Beren

Then you should not have let Gorlim go.

Barahir

Could I have stopped him?

Beren looks at him, chewing a limpet.

Barahir (cont’d)

Oh, of course. I could have told him to give up his girl for lost. Or you could have told him.

Beren

So he loved her. 

Beren tosses the shell into the lake.

Beren (Cont’d)

Now he puts us all in peril. If he's taken, he knows where we are.

Barahir

And how do you find your way home? Breadcrumbs?

Beren

(rhetorically)

Father, if you have better counsel...

Barahir

No, I don't. You go. Fetch him back. I suppose a few strong drinks and he'll forget her.

Beren

That's the plan. 

He wraps up his travelling gear and shoulders his bag. He begins to walk away.

Barahir

Beren.

Beren turns.

Barahir (Cont'd)

Take my ring. It’s always brought me good luck.

beren

No, Father. It's yours. He gave it to you.

Barahir

May I not give it to you?

Beren

I would lose it.

Barahir looks crestfallen.

Beren (Cont’d)

One day then. But not yet.

He walks off towards the woods. After a few steps Barahir calls after him again.

Barahir

Beren.

Beren turns, like he’s used to this...

Barahir (Cont’d)

Did I really surprise you?

Beren

(Double beat.)�It was nothing. I just haven’t woken up yet.

He waves casually, and walks on.

Barahir wanders away from the lakeside.

We close on the lake surface, until it fills our view with rippling darkness.

Melian (V.O.)

In the first age of Arda, the Dark Lord Morgoth dwelt in Middle Earth, and the High Elves made war upon him for the recovery of the Silmarils.

The darkness of the waters seems to BREAK OPEN before our eyes like a clearing mist.

We pass through - and a flash of lightning dazzles us for a moment. Suddenly we are high up, flying through lashing rain.

Far below us, a huge battle is raging.

EXT. FENS OF SERECH - DAY (FLASHBACK)

The plain is covered with battling soldiers: Orcs, Men, Elves. Lightning flickers through the rain.

Wave after wave of warriors clash into one another. Bodies are strewn all about. It is utter chaos beneath a dark and thunderous sky.

EXT. FENS OF SERECH - DAY (FLASHBACK)

King Finrod FELAGUND and a small band of Elf soldiers are fighting a losing battle against overwhelming numbers of orcs backed up by gigantic trolls.

Felagund swings and chops and hacks with his sword, but his horse is covered with blood and is failing beneath him.

Felagund

To me! To me, Elves of Nargothrond! To me!

EXT. FENS OF SERECH - DAY (FLASHBACK)

In another part of the field, YOUNG BARAHIR is hewing aside the orc soldiers with relish, aided by his cohorts of battle-hardened men. A strong young man, Barahir is clearly a warrior of a high and noble lineage.

Faintly the sounds of a desperate call come to his ears.

Felagund (O.S.)

To me! Your king summons you! Elves of Nargothrond! To me! To me!

Barahir turns towards the sound and stares a moment.

BARAHIR P.O.V.

Below him in the fens, Felagund and his men are hopelessly surrounded by orcs and the hammer-wielding trolls.

barahir

(roars)

The King is in need! Beor, Beor!

Swinging his sword Barahir hurls himself through the enemy lines towards Felagund. His fellow soldiers follow him, cleaving a path through the orcs.

Soldiers

Beor! Beor for King Felagund!

EXT. FENS OF SERECH - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Felagund and his soldiers are fighting a losing battle. Felagund’s horse is felled beneath him.

Elves are slain to his left and right. Felagund, exhausted and bleeding, fights on.

A huge troll smashes him down. Felagund gazes up at it, helpless.

The troll raises its huge hammer, bellowing.

Its bellow turns into a scream of pain as a sword skewers up through its neck. It falls forward, the sword still embedded.

Felagund rolls aside just in time. He looks up to see who has saved him.

Barahir stands there, upon the back of the fallen troll. He heaves his sword out of its throat.

Felagund

(in amazement)

Barahir!

Barahir smiles.

Barahir

King Felagund.

Barahir and his men help escort Felagund away, protecting in a fence of shields.

EXT. TARN AELUIN - DAWN

Barahir, as an old man, stands on a slope overlooking the lake. He ponders the ring in his hand, and slips it back on his finger.

EXT. FIELDS OF BELERIAND - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Felagund, young Barahir and a small band of Barahir’s men are gathered on an empty grassy plain.

Barahir is kneeling before Felagund. Felagund raises him up.

C.U. Felagund passes a ring - the same ring we have already seen - to Barahir.

Felagund (V.O.)

Receive this now as a sign of undying friendship between King Finrod Felagund of the Elves and the house of -

EXT. TARN AELUIN - DAWN

Felagund (V.O.) (Cont’d)

- Barahir the great-hearted, mighty among mortal men.

Old Barahir contemplates Felagund’s ring, and the now old and wrinkly fingers of his hands. A wry look of nostalgia takes over his lined and haggard features.

Barahir

If you could see me now, old friend.

Giving a quick sad smile he walks on.

EXT. TARN AELUIN - DAWN

We pull away from Barahir as he makes towards the lakeside cliffs. As we rise above him a vast EAGLE soars by through the sky overhead.

EXT. SKY OVER DORTHONION - DAY

The Eagle flys in the sky ahead of us as a rugged land unfolds beneath.

The morning sun bathes the land in golden rays. We fly over mountains, crags, woods... the sublime beauty of Middle Earth.

The Eagle banks and wheels out of view.

A horseman rides hard in the distance over green slopes, heading away from us. We draw nearer.

It is Beren.

EXT. DORTHONION COUNTRYSIDE - DAY

Beren rides over the bright green land on his horse.

The horse’s hooves pound the ground.

Hair and mane thrill in the wind.

Beren rides on into the distance.

EXT. A VILLAGE - DAY

A rustic village, loosely scattered with ramshackle dwellings of wood and stone. Goats and dogs roam among the cottages. Peasants walk to and fro on their daily chores.

It is market-day. Several sorry-looking stalls of food, leather, clothes and sundry other items stand in the muddy ground. Sellers cry but without the gusto normally associated with stall-holders.

Customers wander to and fro, despondently inspecting the wares. This is not a happy village, we feel. Some great weight or shadow hangs on the hearts of everyone who lives here.

Beren rides unnoticed into the edge of the village square and tethers his horse to wooden post.

EXT. A VILLAGE, THE MARKETPLACE - DAY

ROWLATH, a crusty old seller of skins, knives and assorted tools, looks grimly left and right as he searches out customers. He gives the occasional incomprehensible salesman’s GRUNT.

Beren, his head hooded, walks up to his stall.

Beren

A slow day?

Rowlath

Same as ever -

He notices who it is with a start of alarm.

Hell’s iron! What are you doing here!?

Beren

Just looking.

Rowlath glances about in alarm.

rowlath

You fool, if anyone sees you -

beren

Rowlath, no-one will see me. Not if you don’t bring them over here. None of this is going to, is it?

He fingers the shoddy wares on the stall.

Rowlath

(savagely)

Just what do you want, Beren?

beren

Can your nephew mind the stall for a moment?

Rowlath turns and shouts to a youth a short way off.

rowlath

Delmor! Here.

EXT. A VILLAGE - DAY

Rowlath hurries down a dirty village street in front of Beren, as if he’s trying to get away from him.

Beren

Not at all? Not even passing through?

rowlath

Nor hide nor hair. Why? Did he say he was coming back?

Rowlath reaches a hovel. He looks around to see if anyone is watching, then quickly hustles Beren inside.

INT. ROWERL’S HOVEL - DAY

Beren is seated on a rough stool at a wooden table. Rowlath grudgingly plonks a cup of something in front of him.

He does not sit but stays standing or pacing, restless.

beren

What about his old house? Is Eilinel still living there?

rowlath

I always thought she went with Gorlim?

He looks at Beren, who shakes his head.

rowlath (Cont’d)

Anyway, she’s long gone, wherever she is. The old house is tumbledown now.

A young woman, MYRIA, approachs bashfully out of a side room and lays some bread and cheese before Beren.

rowlath (CONT’D)

Myria! You shouldn’t be here. Go out and... wash some clothes or something.

myria

What’s the matter if I stay here?

She clearly has eyes for Beren.

rowlath (CONT’D)

Look Beren, I would help you if I could. What makes you think Gorlim was coming back to the village?

beren

Because his wife was here. Or was meant to be here. I don’t think he ever really got over Eilinel.

myria

He came back for her? That is sweet.

beren

Sweet? He knew the price of what he’d become. Those who fight openly against Morgoth cannot take lovers.

myria

Why not?

beren

We choose the danger we visit on ourselves. We have no right to bring that danger on others. Least of all on the ones we love.

rowlath

And yet, here you sit, in my damned house...!

beren

Calm, Rowlath. I’ll be gone before dark.

rowlath

(slightly amazed)

Does that mean you don’t want a bed for the night?

He seizes the jug of ale in delight and refills Beren’s cup.

rowlath (COnt’D)

Here, have some more for the road.

EXT. THE FENS OF SIRION - DAY

A MOAN of wind. We move over a darker, bleak landscape.

The land is swamp, rock, ragged woods, atingle with foreboding.

A shadowy tower appears in the distance, rising off a misty river island: TOL-IN-GAURHOTH.

It looms menacingly as we close on it. Something wicked herein dwells...

EXT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH - EVENING

Strange HOWLS - wind, or something else? Sauron’s tower looms on the isle of Tol-In-Gaurhoth.

We dive towards the roots of the tower, where narrow slits lead down, down, and further down to dark prison cells.

A woman is SOBBING. It is EILINEL.

Eilinel (O.S)

Gorlim... Where are you?

INT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH, A DUNGEON CELL

Eilinel shivers on the dank floor. A woman at the very end of her tether.

Eilinel

Gorlim! If you can hear me, answer me! Please!�(Double beat.)�They told me you were here! They told me you were here! Why won’t you speak to me? Why won’t you come and help me?

Out of her line of sight we see a tiny window high up in the wall. The face of GORLIM looks through it, agonised. Eilinel cannot see this.

Eilinel

Don’t leave me in here! Please come. Please come.

Gorlim shouts M.O.S -

GORLIM (M.O.S)

Eilinel! I’m here!

He is dragged away by unseen hands.

INT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH, ANOTHER CELL

Gorlim - a brave man beaten and broken - reels across his cell from a hard shove.

Faurkhesh (O.S)

There you are. You've seen her. Now talk to me.

Gorlim

Let her go.

FAURKHESH - a hulking, brutal orc - grabs him and hurls him down.

Faurkhesh

Try again.

Gorlim

I'd plead with you, if you folk were only slightly less foul.

Faurkhesh

What’s wrong with your minds? Do Men truly love pain?

He forces Gorlim’s head back with fingers in his eyes, and strikes his hip with a cudgel. Gorlim HOWLS and folds up.

Faurkhesh

Where are the Outlaws, Gorlim?

Gorlim

I don't know. I've told you. I swear. Their camp is secret and they're always moving it.

Faurkhesh kicks him as he roars:

FAURKHESH

So how do you find Barahir when you go to report to him?

Gorlim says nothing, just SOBS softly.

Faurkhesh (Cont’d)

A code? Marks on the trees? A secret whistle? Gorlim, you are a treasury of knowledge but you're so miserly with it!

Gorlim

If I know, if I don't know, what's different? You'll torment me anyway because that's the only happiness you have.

Faurkhesh

True enough.

He heads for the door.

FAURKHESH (Cont’d)

So you won't mind if I fetch in your sweet little wife.

Gorlim

You will not touch her!

Faurkhesh

Please! The whole garrison is way ahead of you there.  But I thought you'd like to watch it happen to someone else for a change.

He picks up a torture implement.

Gorlim

Wait! Please, in the name of... Wait!

Faurkhesh

Yes?

Gorlim

I can't tell you.�(Double beat.)�Him. Let me speak to Him.

Faurkhesh

To... Him?

EXT. DORTHONION WILDS - DAWN

Beren rides his horse up a slope towards a ridge.

He reaches the top of the ridge and reins in. He looks out over the land.

BEREN P.O.V.

Fogs still lie in the valleys, the tips of the forests are kindling in the first light of day. There is no sign of any living thing for miles around.

Beren

Curse you, Gorlim.

He takes a final irritable look around.

Beren (cont’d)

This is hopeless.

Beren turns his horse around and rides off back the way he came.

INT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH, THRONE ROOM

Gorlim stands alone on the stone floor.

Before the throne stands SAURON - a towering figure, black-gowned, face cowled.

Sauron

My General tells me of a bargain you would make?

Gorlim

Yes. Please, I would.

Sauron

All know I am a fair lord. Name your bargain.

Sauron, strangely, suddenly seems to be a pleasant-faced man who strolls around as he chats to Gorlim. Gorlim is bewildered but stays composed with a huge effort.

Gorlim

Oh Lord Sauron, great right-hand of Morgoth-

Sauron is abruptly his dark cowled self again, having apparently not moved from his place before the throne.

Sauron

You dare use this name? Faurkhesh, remove his tongue.

Faurkhesh moves to obey.

Gorlim

I did not mean it - !

Sauron stays Faurkhesh with a gesture.

Sauron

Proceed, mortal.

Sauron continues to be one person and then the other without warning. Gorlim tries to keep up, becoming more and more unhinged.

Gorlim

Please. Eilinel my wife is my only love. I beg you, set me free with her. That's all I ask.

Sauron

In return for which, you will...?

Gorlim

(Double beat.)�I will tell you where Barahir, Beren, and all the other Outlaws hide.

Sauron

A small price, for so great a treachery! It shall be granted. Tell on!

Gorlim is silent, mesmerised by Sauron.

Sauron (as cowled figure) gestures. A lifelike map of Middle-Earth unfurls like an igniting fire on the floor before the throne.

Sauron

Tell.

Gorlim points (as if it pains his arm to do it) to a small wood by the lake of Tarn Aeluin.

It begins to tarnish. Sauron CHUCKLES gently. Gorlim turns away in horror.

Sauron

Thankyou, Gorlim. Faurkhesh, fulfil his wish. Set him free, and reunite him with his love.

Faurkhesh drags Gorlim towards a hatch in the floor.

The hatch opens and the orc forces Gorlim to the edge of the pit beneath.

Coals and sulphur bubble in the depths.

Gorlim is panic-stricken.

GORLIM

Sauron! Great Sauron! No! What of your promise? Your promise!

Sauron gestures. We see Eilinel, just as Gorlim saw her from his cell. She is slightly translucent now, obviously an ILLUSION.

ILLUSION OF EILINEL

They told me you were here! They told me you were here! Why won’t you speak to me? Why won’t you come and help me?

Gorlim stares open-mouthed in horror. He has been tricked.

GORLIM

Oh, Barahir! Beren!

Faurkhesh pushes him into the pit. Before he reaches the the bottom -

EXT. DORTHONION WILDS - DAY

Beren rides over the dales.

EXT. NEAR TARN AELUIN - DAY

A band of orc troops races down a rocky slope. One or two orcs stumble and slip.

MONTAGE:

1. Beren rides towards home. The sun shines bright, flashing off tumbling brooks and glinting on his horse’s bridle.

2. The orcs force their way through the forest towards the lakeside hideout.

3. Orcs burst out of the lakeside woods, wielding huge axes and drawing longbows fitted with black arrows.

4. A lone LOOKOUT dashes away from them.

5. A hail of arrows cuts him down.

6. Beren leads his horse under low trees. The only sounds is the twitter of birds.

7. At the lakeside, armed MEN burst from a hidden opening in the cliff and attack the orcs.

8. The men slay a few orcs but are quickly overwhelmed by sheer numbers.

9. The orcs pile into the cave.

10. Beren is checking his saddlebag. A crow CAWS on a branch overhead.

INT. THE OUTLAWS’ HIDEOUT - DAY

Barahir stands alone against the orcs. He fights with great skill for an old man, wielding two swords.

He is disarmed and hewn down, still alive.

The orcs stretch out his right arm, ringed hand clearly visible.

They raise an axe over his wrist.

Barahir

Morgoth be damned! Sauron be damned!

As the axe falls, we find ourselves in -

EXT. WOODS NEAR TARN AELUIN - DAY

Beren loosens his horse’s girth, and slaps him. The horse trots off.

The horse trots into a glade. It bows its head to eat the grass.

The corpses of slaughtered horses lie all around. Beren’s horse is oblivious.

EXT. WOODS NEAR TARN AELUIN - DAY

Beren walks down the path towards the lake.

He wanders between the trees and emerges at the lakeside.

Corpses are strewn about the shore.

Beren

Manwe. No.

Beren draws his sword, looks about wildly, then races for the hideout.

INT. THE OUTLAWS’ HIDEOUT - DAY

Beren bursts in through the door.

The floor is crowded with corpses, both human and orc piled one on another. One body lies slightly apart. It’s Barahir.

Beren

Father! Oh, Father...

He kneels by the corpse and lifts it in his arms. We see the handless wrist.

Beren hugs the corpse, eyes shut, whole body trembling with pent-up anger and grief.

He opens his eyes wide, and we see one thing burned into them: Vengeance.

EXT. DORTHONION, WOODS - EVENING

The orc army marches through the forest, hacking aside any branches or undergrowth in their way.

They bear corpses in sacks and other body parts, such as heads on stakes.

EXT. DORTHONION, A CLEARING - NIGHT

An unlit bonfire is piled in the centre. Orcs form a ragged crowd round it, one great macabre party. Torches flicker. The Orcs carouse NOISILY.

THAKREK, orc Captain, steps up onto a stump near the bonfire. He gives a great SHRIEK. It gets a bit quieter.

THAKREK

I call on you now... I said I call on you now... to join - Quiet, filth, I'm trying to speak!

ORC in CROWD

And you're doing a masterful job of it!

THAKREK

Thankyou Urklish, welcome to your last night on this rotten Earth... Orcs, join me in the joy of this joyous night - when we slew the last enemies of our mighty masters!

As THAKREK continues to talk, we begin to notice that a dark figure is prowling around the edge of the orc encampment, unseen by the orcs.

THAKREK

The blood of the outlaws is trodden in the mud! Glory will be ours.

ORC IN CROWD

Be yours, be yours, you mean, Captain!

ORC 2

Don’t give him ideas.

ORC 3

Ideas! That'll be the day.

THAKREK

Silence you scum! I'm not so full as I can't suck your livers out... And Barahir! Barahir, the King of Outlaws, the scourge of orc-kind... What of his hand in this?

He holds up Barahir’s severed hand.

You wear elf-rings in front of me, you lose more than your jewellry!

CRIES from orcs of "Eat it! Eat it!”

No! This we take back to Sauron. The rest, we burn!

CRIES: "No! No! / We're starving, Captain! /  Throw it here!"

Snakes! Enough gibbering! Bring the meats for the burnt offering. Now!

Some orcs carry forward corpses and corpse-parts and load them on the fire.

Thakrek ignites the pile with a torch.

He holds aloft the severed hand.

THAKREK

In the name of Sauron and his great overlord Melkor. Their curse on mankind!

A figure rises impossibly out of the fire, partly alight. It is Beren.

He stabs the astonished Thakrek, who drops the hand. Beren lifts the orc over his head and dumps him on the fire.

Beren rolls, puts himself out -

- snatches up the hand, and runs.

CRIES from orcs. Pandemonium.

Arrows SING through the air, THUD into trees. But Beren is already gone.

EXT. MOORLAND BEFORE NARGOTHROND - DAY

We move in slowly over the beautiful domain surrounding Nargothrond. In the distance are tall rocks, clustered around something that remains hidden from view.

Our POV descends over the plain. Some figure sit on pure white horses far below.

EXT. MOORLAND BEFORE NARGOTHROND - DAY

King Finrod FELAGUND sits motionless on a white horse. He carries his royalty lightly, without airs. He is flanked by  two mounted aides (EDRAHIL and BRUMIEL).

(Their P.O.V) Several horsemen appear in the distance over the rise, some large hunting dogs running with them.

Felagund dismounts.

CELEGORM and CURUFIN approach at a canter.

Celegorm

All hail to his majesty!

A CHEER rises from the hunters behind.

Felagund raises a hand in greeting as the riders pull up before him.

Felagund

Lord Celegorm! Lord Curufin! I trust you had good hunting?

Celegorm casts something grisly onto the ground - a huge severed wolf's head.

It THUDS down with a splatter of blood.

Celegorm

Somewhat.

Curufin

Even now a mother wolf is terrifying her cubs with stories of Elves.

Felagund offers his hand. Curufin takes it. He lets go and we see his palm was soaked in blood, which is now all over Felagund’s hand.

Curufin doesn't notice and the King tries to pretend not to.

Celegorm

You honour us, your Majesty.

Felagund

Not at all. I am grateful to the city’s protectors.

Surreptitiously he is looking for a place to wipe his hand.

Celegorm

It's Huan you should be thanking.  All we do is tidy up after him.

Felagund

Yes, where is Huan?

Curufin

On his way. We left him to round up the dogs.

Felagund

Naturally.

Edrahil comes to his rescue by lifting the flap of his saddle. Felagund discreetly wipes a great smear of blood onto the silken cloth underneath.

Felagund (Cont’d)

Now let me escort you home, my Lords.

Felagund mounts up.

He rides at a walk between Celegorm and Curufin towards Nargothrond.

Felagund

My friends - I would discuss a certain matter.

Curufin

A certain matter of interest to my brother?

Felagund

The news might not be so good as you hope.

Celegorm

I see.

Curufin

May you elaborate?

Celegorm

(looking over his shoulder)

Wait. Here he comes.

(shouting off)

Huan! Come and greet the King!

HUAN appears over the rise, a dog like a white husky, but the size of a small horse. Very big, very bad. He races, BAYING, towards them.

Felagund

Huan. The Hound of Valinor. Sometimes I think he is worth more than my whole kingdom.

Celegorm

We should talk.

Felagund CHUCKLES.

HUAN bounds up to pad beside them.

Curufin

Sorry, your majesty. You were saying.

Nargothrond - rocky mountains painstakingly hewn into a gloriously ornate city - comes into view.

Felagund

Yes.

EXT. NARGOTHROND - DAY

Felagund, Celegorm and Curufin walk a slender bridge amidst carved cave mouths and rocky galleries. Huan prowls silently nearby as they talk.

Felagund

I have dispatched our gift to Menegroth city. As yet King Thingol makes no answer.

Celegorm

Have you spoken with him?

Curufin

Brother, you did not really expect Thingol to -

Celegorm

(ignoring Curufin)

Have you?

Felagund

Doriath's king is my ally. Less a friend. It is a great thing you ask.

Celegorm

Merely that I should attend his jubilee?

Curufin

So that you may meet his daughter, whose beauty is told in a thousand songs.

Celegorm

As well, yes. Is that wrong, your Majesty?

Felagund

It is not my blessing you need.

Celegorm

Were I to court Luthien, it would work to your advantage.

Felagund looks at him.

Celegorm (Cont'd)

Though mainly to my own, it is true.

Felagund

Perhaps together we shall move King Thingol. Yet I fear he would not admit you even for the great jewels your father made.

There is a sudden chilly SILENCE.

Curufin

Your Majesty. You must not speak of them in vain.

Celegorm

King Felagund. Would that you could unsay those words.

Felagund

I am sorry, I meant no -

Curufin

A joke it may have been. But we cannot find it amusing.

Felagund

My Lords, forgive me.

Celegorm

We are lost without your help. But do not speak lightly of the Silmarils.

Felagund

I will not. Well? Lord Celegorm, Lord Curufin? Are you still my subjects?

He presents his ring for them to kiss.

They hesitate, then kneel in turn to kiss the ring.

It looks familiar to us - identical to Barahir's ring.

The brothers rise and walk away.

Celegorm

Come, Huan.

Huan follows them.

Felagund looks up at the sky, as a gigantic EAGLE flies overhead.

P.O.V.

We rise up and follow after the eagle, and into -

EXT. SKY OVER MIDDLE-EARTH - DAY

The eagle flies fast over the land. We race over gullies, forests, a winding river. Miles are covered in a twinkling.

On the horizon dark mountains lurk.

The eagle banks and flies towards a tract of dense woods. We keep pace.

As we near, we see rocky hills amidst the forest.

There appears to be a city nestling in the centre, hewn out of the rock. Hidden from almost every angle. This is MENEGROTH.

EXT. MENEGROTH - DAY

The eagle sweeps away from the city and flies on into the distance out of view.

Menegroth city gleams below us in the sunlight.

INT. MENEGROTH PALACE, A CHAMBER - DAY

THINGOL sits on his lesser throne. Tall, imperious; even his smiles are steel.

Two Elves from Felagund’s court, TANGRIL and GEDOLAS, stand before King Thingol in low bows.

Thingol

I am flattered. You may tell Felagund his greetings are returned.

The Elves seem unsure of whether to stay bowing. Fractional glances are exchanged.

thingol (Cont’d)

Be at ease. I am not so stern as some may say.

The Elves straighten. Thingol smiles icily.

thingol (Cont’d)

I take it there is more, besides your King’s good wishes?

Tangril

Great Thingol Greycloak, your friend and ally in the city of Nargothrond begs that you do him the honour of accepting this small gift.

gedolas

In honour of your coming jubilee.

Tangril produces a velvet bag. He holds it open for Gedolas, who takes out a small lined case.

Gedolas approaches the throne, bows low and presents the closed case.

Thingol merely looks down at Gedolas, frozen in his pose.

Tangril noisily CLEARS HIS THROAT.

Gedolas hurriedly unlatches the case and flips it open before Thingol. Inside is a wondrous necklace of many glistening gems. Thingol’s poise is somewhat thrown by its beauty.

thingol

By the stars... this is wonderful indeed.

EXT. NELDORETH WOODS, A GLADE - DAY

LUTHIEN - dark-haired, blue-gowned Elf princess, paragon of earthly beauty - wanders in the dappled light of a clearing.

The sunlight seems almost to cling to her, to caress her, as she moves slowly beneath the trees. She stares about her in delight at the lush leaves, the birds which SING in the branches, the brightly coloured flowers.

She pauses to sniff a blossom. A songbird swoops down and alights on her wrist. It SINGS a few twinkly notes.

Luthien LAUGHS softly and sends the bird skywards again.

INT. MENEGROTH PALACE, A CHAMBER - DAY

King Thingol reaches out to take the bright necklace which Gedolas is holding out to him. He caresses it in his fingers.

thingol (cont’d)

From Finrod Felagund?

gedolas

The Nauglamir, your Majesty. A Dwarf-made jewel of many stones.

thingol

He keeps well? (Beat.) Have you news? Does he need help?

A slight hiatus...

tangril

Please accept this gift also from the Lords Celegorm and Curufin, who wish you every joy in the celebrations to come.

Thingol’s face clouds.

thingol

I see. Still that devious pair would buy my favour. For a moment I almost let myself believe...

(B.G.) MELIAN the Queen enters quietly.

thingol (cont’d)

You may tell Lord Celegorm and Lord Curufin that their trinket is returned. And tell King Felagund that his gifts are poisoned if he shares them with two such treacherous -

melian

(soft yet penetrating)

Thingol.

The messengers’ looks of horror subside slightly as they realise she is there.

Thingol glowers briefly. He seems to reconsider.

Thingol

Well. You may tell Felagund that I accept his gift. Send warmest wishes to my generous friend.

With huge relief, Tangril and Gedolas bow and exit swiftly though the door.

EXT. NELDORETH WOODS, BY A STREAM - DAY

Luthien wanders by the bank of a babbling brook.

She stoops and scoops up a palmful of water, letting it trickle from her hand. The water seems to burn with light as it falls from her fingers in the sun.

She springs lightly across the water to the opposite bank, twirling as she lands for the sheer joy of being in these beautiful woods.

A shimmer of HARP MUSIC drifts faintly from among the trees, growing louder as Luthien moves with gliding steps towards it.

Luthien SINGS a few soft notes to blend in with the harp music.

INT. MENEGROTH PALACE, A CHAMBER - DAY

Queen Melian approaches Thingol. Young and beautiful, she commands an aura of thousands of years’ worth of wisdom.

melian

That seemed to go well.

thingol

Forgive me.

melian

Kings should not scold other kings. Leave that to their queens.

She kisses Thingol lightly.

melian (cont’d)

Sometimes I wonder if you grow bored with the enemies you already have.

thingol

Oh, Felagund I respect. But he lacks insight. One day he will regret harbouring those two.

melian

Perhaps.

Melian turns and glides to the door.

THINGOL

Please say I have no other visitors today.

Melian

Oh, but I want Luthien to see your present. Before you hoard it away in a vault somewhere.

Thingol

I don’t hoard things, Melian.

melian

Just pride, I forgot. All the same, I must ask her something. Daeron has been begging to learn if she has read the poem he wrote in praise of her.

Thingol

Hmm. Our daughter is courting?

Melian

(smiling)

How should I know?

EXT. NELDORETH WOODS, A CLEARING - DAY

Luthien dances in the glade to the sound of the HARP.

Her movements are smooth, balletic, as if she weighs nothing at all and can float on the very air.

A radiance seems to spring from inside her as she dances. She seems like a thing not of this world.

Through the trees we see DAERON, the player of the harp. He is a tall, soulful-looking Elf, clearly smitten to the heart with Luthien’s beauty. He never takes his eyes off her as he plays.

Luthien dances towards him and about him, now near, now moving further off. The love in Daeron’s eyes is almost painful to see. His MUSIC reaches untold heights of joy and melody.

A voice speaks suddenly out of nowhere, as if only Luthien can hear it.

Melian (O.S.)

Luthien.

Luthien pauses in her dance. Daeron’s playing peters out.

Luthien (V.O.)

Yes mother?

Melian (O.S.)

Luthien, the King would see his princess.

Pause.

Luthien (V.O.)

I will come, mother.

She looks at Daeron, who meets her gaze. Disappointment is written deep in his features.

She blows Daeron a kiss and sets off through the woods.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. GORGOROTH MOUNTAINS - DUSK

A vast mountain range covers the horizon before us, rising jagged and black against a murky cobalt sky. Winds send clouds of dust and mist HISSING down gullies.

Thunderclouds graze the peaks. Shafts of lightning jab at rocky slopes. There is a continuous low RUMBLE of thunder.

Melian (v.o.)

The price upon Beren’s head grew until it far surpassed that on his father’s. A mighty force of orcs was mustered to run him to ground, until Beren had no choice but to flee into the mountains.

EXT. PLAINS BEFORE GORGOROTH - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Beren rides hard on his horse.

He glances back.

EXT. PLAINS BEFORE GORGOROTH - DAY (FLASHBACK)

An army of orcs, of ridiculously large numbers, gallops in pursuit of Beren.

EXT. GORGOROTH MOUNTAINS - DUSK (FLASHBACK)

Beren climbs panting up a treacherous mountain slope.

EXT. GORGOROTH MOUNTAINS - NIGHT

A wind MOANS over the crags. Sheer slopes rise either side, walling us in.

Cold stars glimmer faintly high above, where the black rock blades scrape the sky.

Melian (v.o.)

No-one had ever crossed the dread Gorgoroth range. But somehow Beren found a way - and he came stumbling down into the land of Doriath, the Hidden Kingdom.

Beren GASPS noisily O.S. He SLIPS on a gravelly slope and crashes into view against a low boulder.

He is barely recognisable, a blooded face, short ragged beard, longer hair.

He is hemmed inside a long dark fissure. No obvious way to go except backwards. He leans exhausted on his arm.

Faint SINGING drifts on the wind. Beren looks up. One wall of the fissure has vanished, and now looks down over moonlit woods. Beren stares.

The SINGING sounds clearer. We see the distant figure of Luthien standing on a hilltop, bathed in moonbeams.

She is singing a beautiful Elven song.

Beren

(whispers)

Nightingale... Nightingale.

He rises and starts walking towards the distant apparition. He loses his footing at once and falls forward with a CRY.

He CRASHES down a slope. There is a SPLASH, and the rush of a rapid river.

We catch a brief glimpse of Luthien, in the distance, stopping her song to look round at the sound.

EXT. NELDORETH WOODS - MORNING

A sunlit glade. The air twinkles with BIRDSONG. Everything is still and calm to an unnatural degree.

Beren lies on the dewy grass.

He sits up and looks about in wonder.

He stands and begins to walk through the wood, as if in a dream.

The sound of SINGING drifts towards him. He wanders on, entranced.

He stops short. Up ahead, Luthien is singing and dancing in another glade. She is simply a beautiful dream - you would cry if you woke up. Her long raven hair swirls with her sinuous movements, and her gown - the colour of sapphires - billows like a blue flame.

Beren approaches, awe-struck.

As Luthien dances, she brushes leaves with her fingers, and they burst into bud or flower.

Under her feet, the grass shimmers. Lush flowers spring up.

Brightly-plumed birds flit around her, and SING as if to join in her own song.

Beren

(calls)

Nightingale!

He quickens his pace towards her, reaching out tentatively.

Luthien glances towards him, slips into the trees and is gone. The birds fly off and the strange magic ceases. The light dims as if at the touch of a switch.

Beren falls to his knees.

Beren

Don’t go! Wait! Please!

Exhausted, he falls forward on his face.

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN TO:

EXT. NELDORETH WOODS, THE GLADE - DAY

Beren opens his eyes. He is lying on his back once more.

It seems almost an echo of his last awakening.

He sits up and looks about him.

Luthien is standing amidst the trees a few yards off, looking at him.

Beren

Don’t run away. Don’t.

Luthien

Why should I run? These are my woods.

Beren

I won’t hurt you.

Luthien gives a light LAUGH, and begins to dance off out of the glade.

Beren

Stay! Tell me who you are.

Luthien

I don’t even know your name, intruder.

Beren

It’s Be-

Luthien

I never asked your name. What are you doing here? You are no Elf, I can see that. (Beat.) Are you one of the younger children?

Beren

Younger... You mean Men?

Luthien

How do you come to be in Doriath?

Beren

I was in the mountains. (Beat.) There was no way through. (Beat.) I must have starved.

Luthien

What do you mean?

Beren

Well. I am dead, aren’t I?

Luthien looks at him critically.

Luthien

I have seen deader.

BEREn

Then - where am I?

Luthien

Wait here.

She disappears into the trees. Beren leaps up and tries to follow.

Beren

No! Don’t leave me again!

But she is already nowhere to be seen. Beren slumps dejectedly against a tree.

EXT. NELDORETH WOODS, THE GLADE - DAY.

Beren is dozing against his tree.

Luthien (o.s)

Surprise, intruder.

Luthien steps into the glade, and offers Beren a goblet of some drink. He takes it and sips. It is amazingly reviving.

Beren

Thankyou. I thought -

Luthien

Ssshh.

�She offers him a kind of bread. Beren eats. It's clearly food-of-the-gods.

Beren

Perhaps then I am not dead. But if so...

Pause. Beren looks around bemused.

Luthien

Luthien.

Beren looks at her quizzically.

Luthien

My name is Luthien. You asked.

Beren

It should be Nightingale. I heard you sing.

Luthien

Nightingale. Tinuviel, in our speech. I like that. Thankyou, mortal.

Beren

Mine is Beren.

Luthien

I know the name! There are songs. Beren, truly? The great terror of the orcs?

Beren LAUGHS softly to himself.

Beren

Ha! No, impossible. In some dream, perhaps. I forget what is real and what isn’t.

Pause. Then, despairingly:

Is this real?

Luthien

You are in Doriath. In the land of the starlight Elves. The realm of King Thingol.

Beren stares at her, awed.

Luthien (cont’d)

I am his daughter.

Beren chokes on his food. He swallows some more drink quickly to disguise it.

Luthien (cont’d)

My father does not take kindly to strangers. But I will let you stay here awhile, if you wish.

Beren just looks at her. Gradually her beauty is paralysing his mind.

Luthien (Cont'd)

It will be all right. I can hide you.

Beren now cannot speak. He is smitten.

Luthien (Cont'd)

You must have had a terrible journey. You should rest a long while.

With the most hesitant fingers in history, Beren brushes her shoulder. As Luthien looks back into his eyes, we realise that she is gone too...

Luthien (Cont'd)

And I am curious to know... (Beat). I have never seen one like you before.

Beren gently covers her hand with his. Their eyes lock for a long moment.

We move up and away from them, through the treetops to the sky.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. MENEGROTH, MELIAN’S CHAPEL - DAY

Melian stands at her Divination Pool, in the calm sanctuary of her chapel.

She gazes into the waters. Her reflection shimmers dimly on the surface.

Luthien’s reflection appears behind.

Luthien

You're divining. I can come back.

Melian

What a high-and-mighty word for something so vague.

She turns, and her fingers brush the water, gently disrupting it.

Luthien

I thought your vision was divine, mother.

Melian

Hardly. And not even the Valar see everything.

Luthien

(Beat). It's alright, this can wait.

Melian

No, this can wait. What can I do for you my love?

Luthien

I just wanted to ask you... when you met my father, how did you know you loved each other?

Melian

We knew.

Luthien

But you know a lot of things, mother.

Melian

Luthien, sometimes you don't need to be a seer. Like now. Who is it?

Luthien

I'd rather not... That is, I am not certain I even know myself yet.

Melian

A certain poet has been writing about you.

Luthien is taken off guard for a second.

Luthien

Oh... truly?

Melian

(smiling encouragingly)

In fact he asked me if he could meet you tonight.

Luthien

Mother. Did it feel right, to be in love with father?

Melian

Why do you ask that?

Luthien

Well. The two of your are so different. He is an Elf and you are a Maia. He will always be a lesser creature than you are.

Melian

What strangeness you speak. How could that make a difference?

Luthien

It was not difficult, then?

Melian

What if it was? What if I said it was the hardest task imaginable?

Luthien

What do you mean?

Melian

Never mind. Remember one thing only. There are many powers in the world. Evil, and good. Suppose I told you that evil would always triumph. Would that mean you should turn away from what you know to be right? Or should you not rather follow your love, to whatever end?

A pause.

Luthien

Thankyou, Mother.

Luthien gently embraces Melian.

Melian turns back to her pool.

Melian

But you have nothing to worry about. Daeron is a fine choice. The two of you would be happy.

Luthien’s eyes flicker with unease as she makes a hasty exit.

Melian turns and pensively stares after her. She’s much more aware than she lets on.

EXT. MENEGROTH, PALACE PARKS - NIGHT

Stars glimmer down on a still lake. Soft lights gleam in the darkness. Across the water, by the lake shore, we can see two figures distantly. Luthien and Daeron. They TALK in soft voices.

Daeron kisses her hand as we draw near.

DAERON

(just audible to us)

I must go, Luthien. Let the stars gaze on you longer. Their fires burn lower than mine.

He bows, and departs.

Luthien sits upon the marble steps by the lake. She looks over the water.

A figure emerges from the shadows. It is Beren. He sits beside her.

Beren

What was that about the stars?

Luthien

(stiffly)

Daeron is the greatest poet Doriath has ever known. You should not mock him.

Beren

I’m sorry. (Beat.)�Why do you keep meeting him?

Luthien

I have to be doing something, all these nights.

Beren

You are doing something. You’re with me.

Luthien reacts; that is of course the point.

Beren (cont’d)

Your parents will not like being deceived.

Luthien

You cannot understand. Believe me when I say: my father must not know about us.

Beren

For how long?

Luthien

(sadly, half to herself)

Oh. Not very long, I suppose.

Beren

He will find out.

Luthien

But not yet. My love... (Double beat.)�We are not ready. We can never be ready. He would ask questions to which there are no answers.

Beren

What questions?

Luthien

You are a man. I am an Elf. I may live for ever, but you...

Beren

Let him ask them.

He draws her close and kisses her.

Beren (CONT’D)

I will not.

He kisses her again. Their kiss lingers.

We move off their kiss, to a shadowy place among the trees.

Daeron stands almost invisibly some distance off. His eyes gleam in the darkness like a cat’s.

EXT. MENEGROTH - NIGHT

Stars twinkle in the sky over the hidden city.

EXT. GORGOROTH MOUNTAINS - NIGHT (DREAM)

A nightmare. Beren is on a rugged mountain slope, locked in desperate battle with a gigantic spider-monster.

Beren is armed only with a stave of wood. Bleeding and gasping, he dodges the stabbing legs and slashing fangs to strike the hideous thing in its clusters of eyes.

All is confusion, dread, fear.

INT. MENEGROTH, BEDROOM - NIGHT.

Beren lies in bed beside Luthien. He writhes, tosses and turns in the manner of someone gripped by a terrible dream.

EXT. GORGOROTH MOUNTAINS - NIGHT (DREAM)

Beren is still fighting the giant spider.

He hews it one, two, three times with his club, breaking some of its legs. It lunges at him one last time and he hammers it with a roundhouse blow, CRYING ALOUD.

The force of the blow knocks the spider off the precipice, and sends Beren skidding down a shallow gully.

EXT. GORGOROTH MOUNTAINS - NIGHT (DREAM)

Beren slithers to a halt at the foot of the shallow gully. It is very dark and shadowy down here.

Beren is exhausted. He is almost sobbing for breath.

Painfully he raises himself up on his arms. He crawls to his knees and looks about him.

His bloody face assumes a look of fear and dismay.

All about him hang vast white webs, like tattered sails.

To the left - webs. To the right - webs. RUSTLING sounds can be heard, hidden in the shadows.

Beren utters a scream of horror.

INT. MENEGROTH, BEDROOM - NIGHT.

Beren SCREAMS himself awake.

Luthien wakes with a start beside him. Instantly she begins soothing him by stroking his brow.

luthien

Hush. Hush, my love.

Beren slowly begins to calm down, breathing more steadily.

luthien (CONT’D)

What is it?

beren

The same again.�(Double Beat).�Gorgoroth. Those mountains. To tell the truth, I have barely slept since I passed through. The horror of it -

He screws his eyes shut.

luthien

Your soul is weary, Beren.�(Double Beat).�Listen to me.

Softly, Luthien begins to SING.

It is a most beautiful, haunting song, in her Elven language.

Beren listens, at first in surprise. Then it’s clear that he’s beginning to relax. No wonder - this is the most soothing lullaby, the most mesmerising music ever created.

Beren blinks, settling deeper into bed.

Luthien sings on.

EXT. MENEGROTH, ATOP A TOWER, NIGHT

OVER: Luthien’s song still.

Daeron sits upon a stone seat overlooking the city.

On a tablet before him is a scroll of parchment, written with verse in the Sindarin Elven script.

SUBTITLE: “Of Luthien and Daeron”.

Daeron is struggling to write the next line.

We see his face twitch and contort with pain.

OVER: Luthien’s song reaches a peak of beauty.

Daeron tears the page before him into shreds. He tears up the rest of the pages too.

His shoulders shake with terrible SOBS.

INT. MENEGROTH, BEDROOM - NIGHT.

Luthien’s song is coming to an end.

Beren is lying there totally insensible, sleeping the sleep of the blessed. A small smile is on his tranquil features.

Luthien smiles to herself and settles down herself, with her head on his shoulder.

EXT. MENEGROTH - DAWN

We look over the city as dawn breaks.

INT. MENEGROTH, BEDROOM - MORNING.

Luthien rolls over in bed. There’s an indent on the pillow beside her. She rolls over again and dozes on.

A harsh RAP upon the door disturbs her.

INT. MENEGROTH, THINGOL'S STUDY - DAY

Thingol sits in an austere chair, staring grimly ahead of him.

Luthien is standing before him.

Thingol

Luthien.�(Double beat).�How have we made you so unhappy?

Luthien

I’m not unhappy, father.

Thingol

You’re not unhappy that you’ve lied to us?

Luthien

When have I lied?

Thingol

Daughter! This kingdom is not ruled by an imbecile. Whom have you been seeing?

Luthien is about to answer.

Thingol (Cont’d)

No! Not Daeron. This other!

Luthien says nothing.

You know a mortal such as he cannot lay hands on you. It is laughable.

He seems more likely to cry than laugh.

You might as well love a mouse. Or a mayfly.

Luthien looks furious but keeps silent.

You know it is foolish. And unnatural. (Beat). Where is this Man now?

Luthien is stony silent.

His name, daughter! And where he is!�(Double beat.)�If he is in Menegroth you know my soldiers can find him within hours!

Luthien

You are not to touch him!

Thingol

Ah, you speak. Tell me what I need to know.

Luthien

Your majesty. I will tell you nothing.

Thingol

Come, daughter -

Luthien

Nothing! Until you swear not to touch him!

Thingol

Very well, I promise.

Luthien

Swear it, father! An oath. Not to hurt him, harm him-

Thingol

Luthien -

Luthien

- imprison him, or injure him in any way! Swear it!�(Double beat.)�Forget it then.

She turns to go.

THINGOL

Alright! I swear it, Luthien. Just tell me.

Luthien

His name is Beren.

Thingol

And he is...?

Luthien

I will bring him to you.

She leaves, before Thingol can reply.

Pause, then Thingol goes to another door and opens it.

He looks into the face of the Captain (MABLUNG) who has been waiting outside. It is a silent command.

Mablung bows, and leaves smartly, flanked by two other SOLDIERS.

EXT. NELDORETH WOODS - DAY

Beren is tidying away the remains of a night-camp; folding up a blanket, raking over ashes. Hiding the traces of himself.

He looks up as Luthien appears like a ghost from between the trees. She looks as though a loved one has died.

Beren looks up at her, questioningly. She looks back at him.

Beren’s expression changes from puzzlement to understanding.

He rises from the ground and draws Luthien to him.Tears squeeze out from under Luthien’s clenched eyelids.

They join hands and walk off together through the wood.

INT. MENEGROTH PALACE, GREAT HALL - DAY

Thingol’s Court is in session. Thingol looks less than enthralled. A Lord (HILWE) is speaking to the court.

HILWE

Your majesty, if it is indeed true - which I must confess to doubting - that an outsider has managed to pierce the spells of Queen Melian and enter our kingdom... I say if that is true, then either this creature has revealed an unsuspected weakness - which would be grave enough in itself - or there is treachery afoot.

Another Elf lord, Maeglorn, stands.

MAeglorn

If I may... I believe Lord Hilwe is too quick to fear the worst. By the grace of our fair Queen, the magic barriers of Doriath have confounded the best efforts of the Dark Lord’s agents - even those of his mightiest minion Sauron. If one small wanderer has  by some fluke chance found a chink in the armour - what is that to us?

melian

Surely that depends on who the small wanderer turns out to be. Or do you too believe he is a figment of your king’s imagination?

In the uneasy PAUSE that follows this, an Elf-lady, GERALIA moves to speak.

Geralia

Forgive me, your majesty. I hold it possible that the so-called intruder sighted by Daeron could have been a phantom manifested by the will of Sauron. He is notorious for attacks of this kind -

As she speaks, the doors at the far end of the hall open and Luthien and Beren begin to walk up the aisle. A gradual MURMUR begins.

Geralia (Cont’d)

- attempting to bewilder us with illusions and sorceries, since he is unable to assail us with military might. I know this is a bold thing to suggest, but I hope that every argument will be considered before -

She breaks off as she realises no-one is listening to her. There is a HUBBUB which trails into a HUSH as Luthien and Beren approach the throne. Thingol’s face is like thunder.

Luthien and Beren halt before him.

Luthien

I’m sorry father. We’re interrupting your Court.

Thingol

(to Beren)

Who are you? (Beat.) Like a thief you creep into my domain. Now you invade my very hall. Answer!

Beren takes in his surroundings. It is like nothing he has ever seen. Awe silences him. He is just realising he should speak, when Luthien breaks in:

Luthien

He is Beren son of Barahir, Lord of Men, mighty foe of Morgoth, whose deeds are a song even amongst the Elves!

Both Thingol and Beren look annoyed that she broke in.

Thingol

Let Beren speak! Mortal, these lands are forbidden to such as you. I do not care who you think you are - you trespass!

Beren takes a moment to gather himself.

Beren

Oh King. It was not my will that brought me here. And what I found here, I did not seek. But having found it, I must keep it. It is greater than all jewels. Neither rock, nor steel, nor the fires of Morgoth will keep me away. For Luthien your daughter is the fairest of all the children of the world.

SENSATION in Court, quickly hushed.

Thingol

Death you have earned with these words. And Death you would find - had I not sworn a hasty oath, for a base-born mortal and a creeping spy!

Beren

You can give me death. But not those names.

He holds up his clenched fist. His ring is clearly visible on his finger.

This ring was given to my father Barahir, as a token of undying friendship, by the Elf King Finrod Felagund himself! His son, your Majesty, has not earned those names from anyone - king or no king!

Silence.

Melian

(murmurs to Thingol)

He speaks the truth. Do not be too hasty with this Man. You have sworn, and his fate is your own.

Thingol considers a moment.

Thingol

I see the ring, son of Barahir. And I see that you are proud of yourself. But your father’s deeds do not win you the daughter of Melian and Thingol.

Beren is about to speak. Thingol cautions with his eyes.

Thingol (Cont’d)

We cannot always have what we want. I, too, desire a jewel that is withheld. For rock, and steel, and the fires of Morgoth, keep this treasure from me. (Beat).�But I hear these perils do not daunt you! Go your way therefore. Bring to me, in your hand, a Silmaril from the Iron Crown.

As he says this, a terrible TREMOR thrills through the assembly.

Then, if she will, Luthien may set her hand in yours. Then you shall have my jewel - and Beren, you will hold me generous.

A HUSH. Luthien’s face is frozen.

Beren begins softly to LAUGH.

Beren

Is that what it takes? A jewel? A stone? A cheap price to set on your only daughter!

He pauses, to allow this gibe to infuriate.

Beren (cont’d)

But if this truly is your wish, your Majesty, I will perform it.

He turns to Luthien. He gives her a light kiss on the lips, and another on the fingers. She is too stunned to stir. Beren faces Thingol, raising his hand.

When next we meet, Thingol, my hand shall hold a Silmaril from the Iron Crown. You have not looked your last on Beren son of Barahir.

He turns smartly, and strides down the aisle -

- to the door, and out.

Hushed pause.

A terrible WAIL of grief splits the silence. Luthien is SOBBING and CRYING, dissolving into hysterical grief. She wails indistinctly:

Luthien

Father, why...

Melian

Help her!

Courtiers rush to support her as she wilts. She all but faints in their arms.

EXT. MENEGROTH - DAY

Beren walks alone through the city. Some of the Elves he passes pause to stare.

Other Elves move out of his way as if he is contagious. He does not appear to notice any of them.

EXT. NELDORETH WOODS - DAY

Beren walks through the woods, towards his secret camp.

He collects his hidden belongings from under a shrub. He shoulders the bag.

He takes a last, sad, determined look around.

He strides out of the glade.

MONTAGE:

1. Beren trudges up gentle slopes, away from the city of Menegroth.

2. He climbs a steep hill. Menegroth disappears in the folds of the land.

3. Beren hikes through woodland.

4. He walks along high ridges, in wet lashing wind. He wades a shallow marsh.

5. He journeys above white waterfalls.

EXT. WILDERNESS - NIGHT

The moon shines down on Beren, staring into his camp fire.

Beren rises and walks away from the fire.

He walks to the edge of a plateau which looks down onto a sweeping moonlit plain.

Features of the plain are crudely visible in the darkness.

He looks down at the ring on his hand, and slips it off. He stares at it. He looks out across the plain.

In the distance, amidst low hills and crags, a few faint lights are visible. They are clearly not stars. He stares towards them. He looks down at his ring.

He slides the ring back onto his finger, and stares again with resolve towards the distant twinkling lights.

EXT. NELDORETH WOODS - DAY

BELEG Strongbow, Elf Lord and huntsman, patrols the glades of Neldoreth Woods.

He looks with calm but keen attention left and right.

B.G. For a fleeting instant, we glimpse Luthien dashing across a clearing.

Beleg turns sharply.

Beleg P.O.V: A small lithe deer runs over the carpet of fallen leaves.

It stops and looks back at him, before trotting on.

Beleg resumes his patrol. Then he pauses. He looks back in the direction taken by the deer. He is suspicious.

He begins to stalk after it.

EXT. NELDORETH WOODS - DAY

The deer runs to the shade of a tree and looks back. It trots quickly on.

It stops upon seeing another Elf soldier - MABLUNG - standing guard a little further on.

Mablung glances round, uninterested. When he looks away, the deer scampers past him.

It stops short as Beleg is suddenly there in its path, bow drawn. It doubles back.

Beleg

Mablung! Quarry sighted.

Mablung draws his bow. The deer is cornered.

Beleg (cont’d)

Will we eat well tonight?

Beleg glances knowingly at Mablung. Mablung approaches the deer and lays a hand upon it.

He draws off a deer-hide; and the creature transforms into Luthien, crouched down. Her face is bitter and resentful.

Mablung

It seems not. (Beat.) You have mastered a cunning art, Princess Luthien. But it cannot fool the eyes of Beleg Strongbow.

Luthien

Let me go.

BeleG

(pained)

Please, your Highness.�(Double Beat)�No living thing can deny you without pain. But on your father’s command, we must. Come.

Luthien

I will succeed, Beleg.

BELEG

Truly, I hope you do.

INT. THE PALACE, THINGOL’S CHAMBER - DAY

Thingol stands by a window, gazing out absently. He toys with his necklace, preoccupied by something.

There is a KNOCK on the door.

Pause, then:

Thingol

Enter.

Mablung and two Guards enter, surrounding a teary-eyed Luthien.

MABLUNG

Your Majesty. We found her highness attempting to leave the city again.

Thingol

Thankyou. You may go.

Mablung and the Guards leave.

Thingol approaches Luthien who draws back a fraction. He stops.

Thingol

My dear heart.

Luthien

I wish to be with my love. Someone has to tell him what your command means.

Thingol

Don’t be rash, my little one. Of course you’re upset.

Luthien

(in a rage)

Upset? Rash? I had no idea you were so understanding!

Thingol

But I do understand.

Luthien

You understand how to kill someone, I can see that. Oh, you are so clever, with your offers and your oath-taking -

Thingol

He did not have to take it up! I would have let him go free - yes, I would - but I did not promise him your hand, unearned!

Luthien

Liar! You know he cannot earn it! If you truly wanted a Silmaril, you’d have sent your army - and they would have burnt in Morgoth’s dungeons!

She breaks down in bitter tears.

Thingol tries to hold her but she pulls away. He is sombre, at a loss.

He glances towards the window. He sees forest.

A thought seems to hatch in his cool grey eyes.

EXT. NELDORETH, GIANT FOREST - DAY

A Wood of gigantic, outsized trees. We see one especially gigantic one: Hirilorn.

A strange wooden dwelling is suspended between the topmost boughs.

A pulley-lift carries people up towards it. Thingol, two henchmen, and Luthien.

Downcast, defeated, Luthien lets herself be led into:

INT. THE TREEHOUSE PRISON - DAY

Thingol escorts Luthien inside.

Thingol

You should find the air more pleasant up here. Anything you need, command it. I will deny you nothing.

Luthien

My freedom, Thingol? My love?

Thingol

You won’t have to stay here for long. Please, try to be happy. We all miss your songs.

Luthien

You will never hear them again.

Thingol leaves unhappily. He goes back to the lift which descends.

Left alone, Luthien stares morosely out of her window.

EXT. NELDORETH, GIANT FOREST - DAY

The tree and its house, magnificent - and so high, escape is impossible.

EXT. VALLEY NEAR NARGOTHROND - DAY

Beren walks a stony valley floor. It is silent - tall rocks and dense shadows. A strong air of menace is all around.

Beren

Hello?

He scans the rocks warily.

Are there Elves here?

Silence. Beren walks on.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. CRAGS NEAR NARGOTHROND - DAY

Beren is still walking. The landscape is even more rocky and uninviting.

Beren

Is anyone there? I am Beren, of Dorthonion. I am a friend.

He stops. He holds up his ring.

My name is Beren. Son of Barahir, the friend of King Felagund. I wish to see the King!

Silence. He walks on.

EXT. CRAGS NEAR NARGOTHROND - EVENING.

Beren still trudges along a rocky, muddy path. A light RAIN drizzles down.

He holds up his ring again, wearily. His voice is hoarse as he calls:

Beren

I am Beren, son of Barahir, friend of King Felagund. Take me to the King!

He sneezes, and rubs his nose on his sleeve. When he looks up:

(BEREN P.O.V.) Three Elves (Tangril, Gedolas and Brumiel) stand in his path. They have strung bows. They meet his gaze.

For a moment Beren is amazed. Then, he extends his hand and shows them the ring. They recognise it.

INT. FELAGUND’S CHAMBER - EVENING

Felagund sits on a plush stool by a low table. A harp is in his lap.

He PLAYS a few hesitant notes. He pauses, and plays a short PHRASE.

He begins to play a beautiful TUNE.

A BELL rings at the door, loud and off-key with his music. Felagund winces in irritation and makes a mistake.

Felagund

A moment!

He puts the harp away under a cloth.

He hurries back to his desk, picks up a random parchment, and pretends to read.

Felagund

Come in.

Tangril and Gedolas enter, flanking Beren.

TANGRIL

King Felagund. We found this Man. He says his name is Beren. We would have driven him off - but he had this.

Tangril lifts Beren’s hand like an object, to show the ring on it.

Felagund peers at the ring amazed.

Felagund

Tangril, Gedolas, thankyou.

They hesitate a moment.

Felagund (Cont’d)

I notice you haven’t left.

The Elf guards salute smartly and leave.

Felagund stares a while longer. He smiles and takes Beren’s hand.

Felagund (Cont’d)

Son of Barahir! Yes, I know you. I see him in your face! Welcome!

He ushers Beren to a seat.

Felagund (Cont’d)

I need no ring. I would know his eyes anywhere. How does your father keep?

Beren gazes back sadly.

Felagund (Cont’d)

What? Not gone? Not gone already? Ah, the pity. Your mortal lives are so short. So short.

Beren

It would have been longer. But orcs aren’t known for their patience. Your ring is all I have left of him.

Felagund

I loved your father. Only a day or two ago, it seems, we were...�(Double Beat.)�Sorry. Beren, you may of course treat Nargothrond as if it were your home. Stay as long as you wish.

Beren

My thanks, your Majesty. But I come for other reasons.

He fingers his ring.

I wish to beg your help.

INT. THE TREEHOUSE-PRISON - EVENING

Luthien gazes out of the window of her treehouse-prison.

She walks to the doorway, looks down. It’s a dizzying height. She sighs, closes the door.

She stands in the middle of the room, toying with her hair.

She pauses, and stares at the dark, silky strands in her hand.

She stands more erect, the sunlight through the dense leaves outside glistening on her sky-blue gown. She adopts a stance of supreme concentration.

A silvery glimmer thrills through her hair.

Her hair begins to grow.

It grows, and grows...

...until it is trailing on the ground.

Her trance breaks, and she relaxes with a SIGH of spent effort.

She pulls a short dagger from under her gown, and with a single cut severs the extra length of hair.

She stands holding the trail of hair, and a gleam of determination comes into her eyes.

She twists the lock of hair in her hands, and looks at it in deep thought.

She is holding what looks very much like the beginnings of a rope...

INT. FELAGUND’S CHAMBER - EVENING

Felagund’s hand is shaking as he pours a drink into a crystal goblet. He drains the drink in one, and pours again.

He passes the goblet to Beren, keeping the decanter in his hand.

Felagund takes a breath. He seems about to speak. Then he shuts his eyes and lets the breath out in a long soft SIGH. He is at a loss.

Beren

Is that a no?

Felagund

I wish it were that simple. (Beat). Sit.

Beren

All I’m asking is that you tell me where to look. Then I’ll be gone.

Felagund is suddenly rather angry.

Felagund

I am the King, Beren, and when the King says to you, Sit, you sit. Sit, Beren.

Beren sits.

There is a blur of motion. Felagund suddenly holds a sword at Beren’s throat.

Felagund (cont’d)

Shall I do as you ask - or shall I save us both some time?

Beren looks back impassively.

Felagund (cont’d)

He told you to... Can I even bring myself to repeat it? - get him a Silmaril.

Beren

A Silmaril from the Iron Crown.

Felagund

I know of no others.

Felagund puts down his sword, takes a swig from the decanter, and sighs.

And how much of an inkling do you have of what that means?

Beren

My other choice is life without Luthien.

Felagund springs up in pique and paces across the room.

Felagund

Mortal Men! I turn my back for thirty years and suddenly you’re all children again!

Returning, he leans over Beren.

I will aid you, Beren. My aid begins now. I will tell you exactly what you have agreed to do. Are you listening?

Beren

I am listening.

Felagund

I hope you are.

DISSOLVE TO:

MONTAGE:

1. BLACK EMPTINESS. We move towards a misty patch of light that grows. A CHORD, sung by many deep ethereal voices, stealthily grows louder.

Standing in the light are about twenty humanoid figures in silhouette. They are the ones singing. Slowly we draw nearer.

Felagund (v.o.)

In the beginning, the Valar sang.

2. The CHORD goes through gentle changes.

Silver twinkles swirl across solid blackness. They fix positions. They are the stars.

3. A CHOPPY OCEAN appears, beneath a night sky. Wind MOANS. The CHORD continues to change. Waves recede and reveal land. Trees burst forth.

UNDER A SKY of brilliant stars, rugged mountains, rivers, and forests spread out.

4. The CHORD suddenly becomes a dischord. One voice is singing loudly on the 'wrong notes'.

A MOUNTAIN CRACKS and fire seeps forth.

BEYOND THE WORLD the Valar stand in their light. We move towards one standing apart: MELKOR. The dischord is coming from him.

5. THE CHORD STOPS. The finished Middle Earth is below us, lit by stars. Many ELVES stand wondering at the stars, pointing and talking.

Felagund (v.o)

The first born to this new world were the Elves.

6. A BRIGHT SHORE: beyond is a magnificent golden city. Elves bustle in the distance, noble, beautiful.

7. A ROCKY HILLTOP: Melkor stands, casting a shadow. He glares bitterly towards the happy Elves in the distance.

Felagund (v.o)

Melkor the Vala was jealous of the new children, and nursed a growing hatred of them.

8. A GLOWING FORGE: the Elf FEANOR lifts a steaming dish out of cold water. Three large gems on the dish shine fiercely. They give off waves of light in varying colours. They seem almost... alive.

Felagund (v.o.)

When Feanor, most gifted of the Elves, made the great jewels - the Silmarils - it was more than Melkor could stand.

9. A DARK CLOUD moves above the city. Suddenly it seems to be Melkor's terrible face.

A BANQUET: Feanor sits wearing the Silmarils on his brow. FINWE his father sits beside him.

10. A RAPID BARRAGE OF IMAGES:

The Melkor-cloud.�A castle.�Melkor before the castle, lightning CRASHING around him.�Walls and huge doors smash apart.�Finwe cowers before shadowy Melkor.�Finwe is hurled aside, dead.�The Silmarils in an open case.�Melkor takes the case, closes it.�It sizzles as he holds it.�Melkor strides away holding the case.�A dark cloud floats away from the shore. Feanor rides up to the ruined castle.�Feanor throws himself to the earth in grief.�He tears his hair.�He shakes his sword towards the cloud.�He SCREAMS in rage.

11. A MOUNTAINTOP: Feanor stands sword raised. Celegorm, Curufin and his other kinsfolk kneel around him.

Feanor

(shouts)

And Melkor I henceforth name Morgoth. Swear now: no being, greatest or least, shall keep a Silmaril from us again, till the unmaking of the world.

Feanor continues to declaim M.O.S.

Felagund (v.o.)

Then Feanor named Melkor Morgoth, the Black Enemy, and he made his kin swear a terrible oath. The Silmarils were his. Morgoth had stolen them, but they would fight back.

12. A BATTLE: Legions of Elves meeting hoards of orcs.

ANGBAND: The battle rages before the mighty fortress.

ANGBAND: The Elves fight at the gates.

Felagund (v.o.)

But the Dark Power was too strong.

13. THE BATTLEFIELD:

Silent.

Deserted.

Heaped with countless bodies.

14. ANGBAND: We move in close, and pass through the walls and inside.

THE THRONE ROOM IN ANGBAND: Melkor/Morgoth sits enthroned, wearing a crown set with three blazing jewels. Minions, including Sauron, bow low.

Felagund (v.o.)

He that had been Melkor named himself Lord of the World, and set the Silmarils in an iron crown. He never removes it - though the fire of the jewels burns his flesh.

15. Morgoth's face is twisted in pain.

Felagund (v.o.)

No-one has glimpsed them since. They sit embedded in the crown of Morgoth. And balrogs surround him-

IN OTHER CHAMBERS balrogs lurk - hulking demons of darkness and fire.

And countless swords -

Ranks of orcs line the battlements.

And the iron walls of Angband enclose him.

ANGBAND: the impregnable exterior.

Felagund (v.o.)

Now -

MONTAGE ENDS. We are suddenly back in -

INT. FELAGUND'S CHAMBER - NIGHT

Felagund

- do you understand?

Beren sits staring at Felagund. We can tell almost nothing from his expression.

Beren

So you’ll help me?

INT. FELAGUND’S COUNCIL - DAY

Elf nobles sit in attendance. Celegorm springs to his feet.

Celegorm

You would do what?

Felagund

Must the king repeat himself?

Celegorm

When he loses his mind, yes! This kingdom is already in peril. If you challenge the Dark Power, it will not mean only your doom. You would murder every Elf and Elf-child in Nargothrond!

Felagund

You astonish me, Celegorm. I've seen you march on Morgoth in open war. Where did all this discretion come from?

Curufin

I think your Majesty knows our reasons.

Celegorm

We would spill our last drop of blood if the cause were just. But this mortal seeks a Silmaril. No and again no! The Silmarils belong to us - to the sons of Feanor - until the world ends!

Felagund

They do not belong to you at the moment.

Celegorm and Curufin glare at him icily. Edrahil, another noble, speaks up.

Edrahil

My king. We know your love for the race of Men. But what he asks of you is more than your kingdom. More than your life!

Beren looks uneasy.

Felagund

A king need not explain himself, Edrahil. Suffice to say that I have made a promise.

Curufin

(in derision)

A promise?

He indicates himself and Celegorm.

An oath! The most terrible! The jewels are ours, and we will have them.

Felagund

Then come with me and help us get them.

Celegorm

(furious)

Great Mandos, that is enough! I may not serve a monarch who insults my father like this!

He rips an insignia from his robe.

Curufin

Nor I.

GILMONWE stands.

Gilmonwe

In sadness, my liege, I must also deny you. Though my reason is but to counsel you to wisdom.

JILAIN

I also. Do not aid him, your Majesty.

More Lords stand.

Beren looks on as his world crumbles...

Felagund

Your oaths of faith to me, you may break. But I must hold my bond. I swore to help my friend, and dead or alive I shall.

He taks off his crown and sets it down.

Felagund (cont’d)

But it seems I may no longer help you.

INT. THE PALACE, CORRIDORS - DAY

The Elf Lords file out in bemusement.

Celegorm and Curufin look angry but amazed as they leave.

Beren appears in the doorway, the chamber behind him now empty. His face is a mask of guilt and shock.

INT. THE PALACE, A CORRIDOR - DAY

Felagund strides very quickly down a corridor.

Edrahil catches him up, trotting. He holds the cast-off crown.

Edrahil

Your majesty. This is wholly unnecessary!

Felagund

Were you not there, Edrahil?

Edrahil

I forbid you to abdicate.

Felagund gives a short mirthless LAUGH.

Edrahil (Cont’d)

You are still our King. Be the King! Command that madman to leave!

Felagund halts.

Felagund

Edrahil. It is too late.

(indicating the crown.)

See that the right person gets that, will you?

Edrahil meets Felagund's gaze.

He starts to leave, with the crown. He pauses and looks back.

Edrahil

(fiercely)

Wait for me.

INT. THE PALACE, ARMOURIES - DAY

Felagund, Beren, Edrahil and NINE OTHER ELVES take swords and other equipment from racks, and strap on light armour.

Some tie up leather bundles of provisions and equipment.

Felagund drags his sword against a whetstone. Sparks spring up.

INT. THE STABLES - DAY

Beren tacks up a white horse. Around him Elves lead out their own steeds.

They mount up.

EXT. BEFORE THE PALACE - DAY

Felagund leads the troop out at a trot. Some crowds are gathered, marvelling.

The troop ride out of the gates.

EXT. THE WILDS OF NARGOTHROND - DAY

Felagund and Beren gallop at the head of the band of Elves. The majesty of Nargothrond falls away beneath them.

The small band gallops in single-file. A majestic, heroic, but desperately small team.

They ride on into the wilderness as the sun begins to sink.

EXT. A CAMP FIRE - NIGHT

The Elf band and Beren sit round a fire. Food passes from hand to hand in silence.

Edrahil passes some to Beren. The look in his eyes is accusing.

Beren takes the food. No-one speaks.

EXT. WILDERNESS - MORNING

A grey dawn. Clouds glow weakly on the horizon.

The troop ride slowly over rough moorland. Hooves CLATTER. Horses SNORT white breath.

A brief silence.

Beren

Please explain one thing.

Felagund

What?

Beren

When you held your sword to my throat - why did you stop?

Felagund

Do you think I did wrong?

He smiles across at Beren comfortingly.

Felagund (cont’d)

Years ago, I was going to die on a battlefield. Your father and his men, risking their own short lives, saved mine. But for Barahir I would have been hacked to pieces years before you were ever born. It is no sacrifice I make.

Edrahil

(sotto voce)

And he speaks for all of us, of course.

Felagund

Look at it this way, Beren. I can finally repay my debt to the dear friend I will never see again.

Beren

If this quest is so futile, we may all see him before it’s over.

Felagund

Not I Beren. Not even death will let me meet Barahir again. Do you not know of the fates that keep our two races apart?

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. A STRANGE BAY - DAY

It is like a VISION or a DREAM.

A headland extends out beside a strange misty bay, where waves break. Across the ocean to the right is a shining light, coming through the fog.

The souls of Elves file along the headland path, heading towards the sea and the light.

FELAGUND (V.O.)

If we Elves are slain, our souls travel to the Halls of Mandos, there to wait for the end of days.

Across the bay, on the far side, lies another headland, dimmer and more misty.

The souls of humans file in great silent processions into a thick grey fog.

We see the soul of DEAD BARAHIR among them.

They are heading seawards, but in a different direction from the procession of Elves on the opposite side. Dark waves wash the wide flat beach in between.

FELAGUND (V.O.)

But the souls of Men... (Beat) I know not where they go. Only that their destiny lies far away, across the sundering seas.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. WILDERNESS - MORNING

Felagund (Cont’d)

So I will not see your father Barahir again. When death comes, it parts our two races forever.

Beren

I didn't know that.

Edrahil

(with great emphasis)

No, you didn't. Did you?

Beren stares into space.

EXT. A HILLSIDE - DAY

The sky ahead is becoming dark and menacing, and the land more tortured.

We can see a black tower rising out of trees and mists in the distance.

GEDOLAS

Manwe save us.

Beren

Is that the place? Angband?

Edrahil

Who will break it to him?

Felagund

Not near to it, Beren. It is the Tower on Tol-In- Gaurhoth. Isle of Wolves.

Beren

Sauron.

Edrahil

The same. (Beat.) We had better turn westwards.

Felagund

Perhaps not. Beren, I think we ought to go on.

Edrahil

I beg your Majesty's pardon?

Felagund

Please, I will explain. Like it or not, our ultimate goal is to invade the halls of Morgoth himself. We should not attempt that unprepared.

Edrahil

Ha!

Felagund silences him with a glare.

Felagund

Sauron's power is close in nature to Morgoth's, if less potent. If I am to take measure of it - and perhaps find a way to resist it - then we must enter Sauron’s domain. We must test the water now. It will only get hotter.

Beren

So we just walk under his window?

Felagund

If not, we may as well stop here.

Beren

I understand. Lead on.

They ride on at a walk.

Edrahil

If anyone wishes to turn back,  now is the time.

No-one shows any sign of turning back.

Edrahil (cont’d)

(sotto voce)

Damn.

EXT. CRAGS - DAY

It is drizzling. The Elves and Beren trudge on horseback over slippery, muddy rocks amidst a maze of crags and scrub.

Felagund

Some cold and hardship for you, Beren!

Beren

Oh yes, I feel much at home.

Edrahil

This is torment. What are we doing?

Beren

I spied some shelter. Not more than two miles.

Edrahil

We cannot steal a Silmaril. Does no-one remember that?

Beren starts to hum a tune to himself. Felagund quietly joins in.

Edrahil (cont’d)

Finrod, we have to go back. This quest is over. It never began!

Beren and Felagund continue humming. A few other Elves have joined in now.

Edrahil (cont’d)

Clearly I am invisible.

They ride on through the drizzle.

Beren’s horse suddenly slips on scree. It stumbles, and treads on loose rocks. The rocks tumble down the slope beneath.

ORC CRIES of anger and surprise rise from the gully below.

Beren

Hold -

He peers over the edge. A gathering of orc warriors are milling down there. One looks up, sees him, and SHOUTS.

Beren (cont’d)

Orcs!

Felagund

Be still. (Beat.) Brumiel!

Brumiel dismounts and peers cautiously down at the gully.

BRUmiel

Not many. One glance at the Elves should be enough for them.

Edrahil taps Brumiel’s shoulder and points.

Many more orcs are running towards the smaller group.

Yet more orcs swarm from another direction.

TANGRIL

Orders, your Majesty?

Felagund

They are alarmed. This is no ambush. Keep your heads and we may weather it.

The Elves hustle their horses close together behind rocks and scrub, trying to stay out of view.

Edrahil and Beren hide behind a rock.

Edrahil

(sardonically)

In the tales Beren would have at them all, single handed.

Beren

As you wish.

Beren fingers his sword.

Felagund

Nobody move yet.

Beren

Wait. Let me look.

Cautiously he peers above the bank of rock and down the slope.

BEREN P.O.V. A swarm of arrows is already whizzing on its way straight for him.

Beren instantly twists side-on, and the arrows whoosh past him.

Four or five arrows plunge into Brumiel, who goes down with a CRY.

GEDOLAS

Down!

A strange ROARING sound slices through the air. A ball of fire lands at the feet of KENDRIA’s horse and explodes. The horse is engulfed in fire, rearing and screaming. Kendria falls and rolls.

Felagund

Out swords!

The Elves and Beren draw their swords. Orcs pour up the bank to their plateau, which is already partly aflame.

The Elves try to fend off the onslaught.

Beren

To the crags! We must be covered!

Arrows and spears fly. The Elves are attacked from many sides. They give ground and disperse amidst the rocks.

The place is now seething with orcs.

The horses are abandoned on the small plateau, and trot to and fro SNORTING and NEIGHING. The fire nearby spreads.

EXT. CRAGS - DAY

Beren fights whole gangs of orcs, slaying one every few moments. There are always more to replace the fallen.

Edrahil skips and leaps from rock to rock like a dancer, fencing at least six orcs at a time.

Felagund is terrible to see, sword aflame with magic fire, eyes blazing.

Tangril, Gedolas and other archers fire volleys into the orc masses.

EXT. CRAGS, A PLATEAU - DAY

Beren fights a pair of orcs that are driving him close to a cleft. A spear STRIKES the sword from his hands.

Beren snatches the spear from the orc, plunges its point into the cleft, and uses it to vault across the gap.

He KICKS the head of an orc on the other side who is fighting Felagund.

The force of this kick carries him back across the gap, on the spear. The spear SNAPS and he lands back where he started, holding half the spear-shaft.

He uses the sharp spear-shaft to skewer one orc. He reclaims his sword and hews down the other orc.

More orcs charge for him, so he sheaths his sword and leaps from the mound across a crevasse.

He grabs onto a sheer rock face.

He tries to get a better grip but cannot. He SHOUTS in alarm as he realises he will fall.

Felagund notices his plight and calls:

Felagund

Tangril!

Tangril takes aim and fires an arrow. It SLAMS into the rock near Beren’s hand. Beren grabs it as a handhold. But it is already coming out...

Tangril

I need archers!

As Tangril draws again, Gedolas appears at his side. They fire more arrows near Beren’s hands as the first SNAPS.

Beren grabs these arrows, but these too are fragile. He falls a short way.

But the two archers fire arrow after arrow at superhuman speed. These embed in the cliff below Beren’s hands and feet, breaking his fall.

Beren CRASHES foot by foot through the growing mass of arrows, until the flow stops ten feet from the ground.

He falls with a CRY of surprise.

Tangril and Gedolas run and help him up.

Beren

Great are the Elven archers!

Tangril

Clumsy are the race of Men.

Tangril flashes a brief smile. Beren and the two Elves rush back into the fray.

EXT. THE CRAGS, GULLY - DAY

BATTLE still. The orcs fire more flame-shots from a kind of cannon, and further slopes are set ablaze.

Felagund notices the horses are still trapped atop their plateau.

The growing fires are cutting them off.

Felagund

The horses! Look to the horses!

Beren rushes to his side.

Felagund (cont’d)

The orcs will not have them!

Felagund and Beren run up the slope. Orcs are now trying to drag the horses off.

EXT. THE CRAGS, SMALL PLATEAU - DAY

Felagund appears as if from nowhere out of the rocks to SLICE two orcs in half with one swordstroke.

Beren leaps over the rocks. He grabs two horses’ reins and tries in vain to calm them. More flames BURST nearby as the orcs fire their cannon.

Felagund leaps on board one horse and it calms instantly.

He kicks it onwards and executes an incredible leap, across a gaping gulf onto a tiny pinnacle of rock.

Sure-footed, the horse makes it. It SKIDS down the slope on the other side.

Beren SLAPS a horse. It gallops off. A pair of orcs rush him, SCREAMING.

He defends himself. A fireball EXPLODES and turns the slope behind him to flame.

The orcs drive him towards the fire.

Beren grabs the orcs, CRACKS their heads together, and seizes their shields.

He covers himself on each side with a shield and runs through a wall of fire.

At the burning slope, he slips one shield under his feet, the other in front of his body to ward off the fire.

He slides down the burning slope, standing on the first shield as if it were a sled. Flames billow either side of him.

At the foot of the slope he hits a bump.  The ‘sled’ is airbourne. Beren flies over the heads of the battling orcs.

EXT. THE CRAGS, GULLY - DAY

Edrahil is beset by orcs and is fighting a losing battle.

Airbourne Beren lands amidst the orcs, scattering them.

He rolls to his feet, flourishes his sword, and the orcs - bewildered - flee as he and Edrahil cut into them.

Edrahil

Forgive me, mortal. Those tales must be true.

Beren and Edrahil each STAB an orc over the others’ shoulder.

EXT. THE CRAGS, RAVINE - DAY

The orcs’ flame-cannon turns, guttering.

Tangril draws his bow.

The orcs prepare to fire.

Tangril looses. The arrow strikes the fireball as it leaves the cannon. The flame BURSTS, covering the orcs and the weapon. They scatter, SHRIEKING in fear.

A huge EXPLOSION rocks the crags as the flame-cannon detonates. Orcs flee.

Smoke and flames billow about as the Elf-band sweep away the last of the resistance.

The orcs are routed. Against all odds, the Elves have won a glorious victory.

EXT. THE CRAGS - DAY

Beren stands by himself, exhausted.

He sheaths his sword. He gazes around the scene of battle. Orc corpses litter the ground on every side.

Smoke blows in thick curtains across the landscape. Beren stares into the smoke, as if he can see something within.

We see a dark figure silhouetted within the smoke. Beren slowly paces towards it. What’s in there?

The smoke blows apart for an instant and we see the face. It looks like... Barahir? Beren freezes. That face again. Yes, it is Barahir.

Beren walks towards the apparition.

Beren

Father? Is that you?

He reaches out to touch Barahir. At the last moment, he is knocked aside by a violent BLOW. It is Felagund who has desperately hurled him out of the way.

Felagund

Beren, no!

Felagund seizes the figure of Barahir by the throat. It turns into a black shadow, writhing about. Felagund grimaces with strain as he grapples it.

Beren

What is it?

Edrahil

The king, the king!

Edrahil hurls himself forward, sword drawn, and SMITES the shadow. There is a flash of white light, and...

EXT. A CLIFFTOP - NIGHT

We are suddenly here. Felagund and his band stand on a clifftop, in black night. The moon is a savage crescent. There is the HOWL of wolves and wind.

Felagund rises from one knee, badly shaken.

Edrahil

Finrod, where are we?

Beren

My king -

Felagund

It’s Sauron. The lidless eye is on us.

Edrahil

Sauron.

Felagund

Resist it. Keep your strength. Don’t -

He is cut off by a bolt of lightning and a great CRASH of thunder. Suddenly the scene is changed again, to:

EXT. BEFORE TOL-IN-GAURHOTH - NIGHT

An enormous black tower looms ahead. Tol-in-Gaurhoth. Clouds sail before a gibbous moon. Wolves HOWL. Strange voices mutter. A raging WIND.

Felagund’s face is lined with strain. A curious nimbus flickers around him. Beren helps him to his feet.

Beren

Tell us what to do!

Felagund

(in delerium)

Blood... (Beat.) There’s blood on my hand.

He flings up his hands towards the sky. He SHOUTS desperately above the wind.

Felagund (Cont’d)

Sauron! Light of the Trees blind you!

Light shines in many colours from his fingers. But a strange shimmering darkness folds around them all, and -

INT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH - THRONE ROOM

The group stands bewildered before Sauron - in his guise of a looming robed figure. Armed orcs are ringed all around them. Their own weapons are gone.

Felagund stands unsteadily at the head of the company. With a low GASP, he falls forward onto his hands and knees, and cannot raise his head.

Sauron

Greetings, Elf-folk. The night-terrors have begun. You will not awaken.

Orcs move in and seize them.

The orcs force them all, including Felagund who has to be carried, through a dark gate.

INT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH - NIGHT

They descend steep black stairs.

They pass through another gate.

They descend more stairs.

They are hurled through a dungeon door.

Orcs manacle Beren, Felagund and the other Elves to a black wall of stone.

Orcs leave. The door CLANGS shut and locks several times with metallic CLUNKS that sound terrifyingly final.

Manacled to the wall and helpless, Beren stares up, up, as we rise above him.

He stares up through the grill at the top of the cell...

We move up, up, away from him, as he shouts in despair:

Beren

Luthien! Luthien!

But we are now so far above Beren that we can no longer see him.

EXT. BEFORE TOL-IN-GAURHOTH - NIGHT

Out of the tower, we see it black, forbidding and impregnable, against the full moon behind it.

INT. THE TREEHOUSE-PRISON - NIGHT

Luthien wakes suddenly, as if from a terrible dream.

She sits up shivering on her bed.

Luthien

Beren... Beren.

She gestures, and a small lamp ignites with a dim light.

Luthien (Cont’d)

Beren... No, no my love...

She stares into space, paralysed with horror. Then she makes a decision.

She gets up and goes to her closet.

INT. THE TREEHOUSE-PRISON - NIGHT

Luthien is now dressed, in dark-hued clothes just right for travelling.

She lifts up her mattress, and pulls out a coiled rope. It is the rope she has been magically weaving from her hair.

She ties a loop in the end of the rope, and attaches it to a beam.

She goes to the closet and takes out a small bag and a large black hooded cloak. She fastens the cloak on.

She springs out of the door and slides down the rope like a very good abseiler.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. THE PLAINS OF DORIATH - NIGHT

Luthien rides her horse hard over the landscape. Her cloak billows behind her in the wind.

EXT. THE PLAINS - MORNING

Luthien rides through different country.

EXT. WILDERNESS BEFORE NARGOTHROND - DAY

A wolf-hunt led by Celegorm and Curufin rides out at full cry.

Many large hounds run before the horses, led by the gigantic Huan.

Celegorm BLOWS his horn.

Curufin

It is not like you to tire of hunting so soon.

Celegorm

This trail is cold as Caradhras in winter.

The hounds, except for Huan, begin to return, milling around the hunters.

Curufin

Strange. Huan doesn’t agree.

Huan is still running ahead, and is disappearing into the trees.

Celegorm

Surely no orc could be fool enough.

They spur their horses in pursuit.

EXT. WOODLAND - DAY

Huan runs alone.

He sniffs the air. He has caught wind of something.

EXT. WOODLAND - DAY

Huan runs towards the edge of the wood, PANTING. A dirt track is visible through the trees.

A horse and rider can be seen galloping  along the track, heading this way.

Huan leaps from the undergrowth directly in front of the horse. The horse shies, neighing, and stumbles.

It falls, hurling its black-cloaked rider to the ground. The rider is Luthien. She rolls.

The horse leaps up and gallops away.

Huan SNUFFLES close to her. He noses her hood that has fallen over her face.

Luthien stirs, and rolls away from the sniffing hound with a CRY.

Luthien

Get back! Get back!

She draws her knife.

Celegorm appears through the trees.

celegorm

Don’t be afraid.

Luthien looks up. Celegorm freezes in astonishment.

celegorm (cont’d)

You?

Luthien returns his gaze, baffled.

celegorm (cont’d)

Forgive me, Princess Luthien. I did not expect such a beautiful quarry.

Luthien

Lord Celegorm. Of the Noldor?

Celegorm

At your service.

Curufin appears through the trees. He sees Luthien and reacts.

Celegorm (Cont’d)

You are a long way from Doriath.

Luthien

I am on a quest.

Celegorm and Curufin exchange a glance.

Curufin

Alone?

Luthien nods.

Celegorm

Perhaps we can help.

EXT. WILDERNESS BEFORE NARGOTHROND - DAY

Celegorm and Curufin, with Luthien on Celegorm’s horse, ride back towards the city.

Celegorm

You are sure of this?

luthien

I am.

Celegorm

And yet still you go. Where the greatest of the Elves dare not.

luthien

It is not hope that drives me.

celegorm

You make me almost ashamed.

INT. NARGOTHROND, CELEGORM’S DWELLING - EVENING

Celegorm and Curufin lead Luthien into their halls. Huan pads behind.

curufin

The princess should rest after her long journey.

Weary, Luthien is somewhat bewildered and off-guard.

luthien

Please. If you could but give me more supplies, I would be on my way. Time presses.

celegorm

Not alone, you will not. The dark holds many perils. Abide here till morning. Then my brother and I will accompany you. Together we may free Beren.

Huan’s ears perk up.

INT. NARGOTHROND, CELEGORM’S DWELLING - EVENING

Celegorm shows Luthien to a chamber.

Celgorm

Rest here for the night.

Luthien sits reluctantly on the bed and turns to protest. But Celegorm is already out the door. The door locks behind him.

Luthien runs to the door and tries it in vain. She knocks loudly upon it.

Luthien

Celegorm!

A horrible realisation crosses her face.

INT. NARGOTHROND, CELEGORM’S DWELLING - EVENING

Celegorm walks jauntily down the corridor outside Luthien’s room, where Curufin is waiting with Huan.

Celegorm

That was easy.

curufin

I will send word to King Thingol. We have a wedding to arrange.

celegorm

My dear brother.

(to Huan)

Keep her safe.

Huan pads to the door of Luthien’s bedchamber. He sits.

His hound face looks pensive, touched with regret.

Through the locked door comes the sound of WEEPING.

Huan’s eyes look thoughtful.

INT. NARGOTHROND, LUTHIEN’S ROOM - NIGHT

Luthien lies on her bed awake. Her face is streaked with tears.

There is a sound at the door. A SCUFFLING.

She sits up.

luthien

(whispers)

Please...

The sounds come again, soft THUMPS this time.

Luthien stands. She flinches as the door bursts inwards with a CRASH.

Huan is standing there, having broken it down.

Luthien backs away. Huan gestures impatiently with his head and moves out into the corridor.

Luthien hesitates, then follows.

INT. NARGOTHROND, CELGORM’S DWELLING - NIGHT

Luthien walks into the corridor and sees Huan waiting for her further on. He GROWLS softly.

Luthien begins to understand at last.

Luthien

I can go?

Huan GROWLS again and lies down. Inviting her to climb aboard.

Finally comprehending, Luthien grabs a handful of his fur and climbs onto Huan’s back.

EXT. WILDERNESS OUTSIDE NARGOTHROND - DAY

Huan, with Luthien clinging to his back, races in huge bounds over the landscape like a great white storm.

Luthien clings on tight, determination burning in her eyes - and hope, at last.

INT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH, DUNGEON

Dark. Dim reddish light seeping from a gate. Felagund, Beren and others are manacled to the walls.

A disembodied voice of Sauron speaks.

Sauron (O.S)

Once again. Who are you.�(Double beat.)�Why are you here.

No-one speaks.

Sauron (O.S)

You. You will speak.

Tangril is aware that he’s the one being spoken to. He gazes around in fright.

The barred gate rattles up. Fire flares behind a large WOLF that stalks into the cell and approaches Tangril.

TANGRIL

No... no.

SNARLING, the wolf rips into him.

Tangril’s CRIES cease abruptly.

In moments the Elf is in bloody tatters.

Pause.

Sauron (O.S)

You will speak.

EXT. WILDERNESS - DAY

Luthien rides Huan at great speed.

The shadows are lengthening.

EXT. WOODLAND - NIGHT

Huan still carries Luthien, untiring, at a run through the starlit woods.

We see that she is fast asleep, slumped over on his back and neck.

EXT. BEFORE TOL-IN-GAURHOTH - NIGHT

The black tower looms out of the misty dark lake. It pierces high up into the moonlit vapours, its lower flanks swathed as if in a lake of fogs.

A long wide bridge spans the lake, emerging out of the mists that cloak the tower’s base.

Huan and Luthien stand on the lakeside. Luthien glances fearfully at Huan. The hound GROWLS.

Luthien steps forward onto the bridge.

INT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH, DUNGEON

A reddish glow shows up the figures of Beren and Felagund chained to the wall. Shredded bodies are dimly visible on the floor and hanging in chains around them.

Beren stirs from a sleep.

Beren

Felagund?

Felagund

What?

Beren

Are they all dead?

Felagund

I don’t know. I think so.

Beren

I’m sorry.�(Double beat.)�I deserve to die now. But you should go free. I’ll tell him if you want.

Felagund

I don’t want. He must never know who I am.

A chilling CHUCKLE breaks the darkness. It grows to a steady laugh.

Sauron (O.S)

And why is that, Finrod Felagund?

The gate rattles up, and the huge wolf creeps into the cell, eyes glowing.

Felagund

Sauron, you gain nothing -

Sauron (o.s)

Have no fear, Majesty. You are being saved.

The wolf approaches Beren. He strains and wrenches desperately at his chains.

The wolf rears up against the wall, paws straddling him. It snaps at his face.

Beren baffles its mouth with one of his chains. He shrinks from it in horror.

Felagund gives a terrible CRY, straining against his chains with all his might.

A white glow begins to burn around his wrists, his head, his arms. The light and his great SHOUT grow...

EXT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH BRIDGE - NIGHT

Luthien walks steadily, but fearfully, along the enormous bridge.

The bridge disappears into mists, the tower looming ahead over the mist bank.

As she walks, it seems as if she hardly gets any closer to the tower. Huan pads a few paces behind her.

INT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH, A ROOM - NIGHT

Sauron ponders a lifelike map of Middle-Earth.�His long fingers hover above Nargothrond.

Sauron

Why, Elven King? Why was Nargothrond’s Lord passing through Sauron’s domain... with a mortal man?

A few yards away sits a crystal, which he is not looking at just now. We close on it to see images within it. Luthien, walking towards us along the bridge.

EXT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH BRIDGE - NIGHT

Luthien walks along the bridge.

A cloud of large bat-like creatures SHRIEK out of the fog towards her.

She gives a CRY of shock and pulls out her dagger, slashing at them.

They flap and wheel round her.

She raises a hand and blazes magic light at them. They fly away.

INT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH, A ROOM - NIGHT

A bright flash comes from the crystal.

Sauron notices it and approaches.

sauron

What is this?

He watches as Luthien collects herself and continues.

An Elf-maid? Alone? But how strange. What does Sauron have for you?�(Double beat).�What will great Melkor give for you?

EXT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH BRIDGE - NIGHT

Luthien walks on, into the dark fog.

Luthien

(murmurs)

I’m here, Beren. I’m here.

INT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH, A ROOM - NIGHT

Sauron stares at the image of Luthien in the crystal. Beside it is a board like a chessboard. On it is a figurine of an Elf Maiden like Luthien, and a few Wolves and other beasts.

He reaches out for the Elf-figurine. Sparks flick from the figurine to his fingertips. He flinches, and grimaces.

He smiles and takes a firmer grip, ignoring the sparks. With slight effort, he moves the piece back two squares.

EXT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH BRIDGE - NIGHT

Luthien walks on.

Luthien

Huan! How long is this bridge?�(Double beat.)�We never get any nearer.

She looks around. She is alone.

Luthien (cont’d)

Huan? Huan, where are you?

She looks back fearfully at the empty bridge, frozen in her tracks.

INT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH, A ROOM - NIGHT

On the board, Sauron moves a Wolf-piece closer to Luthien’s piece.

Sauron

Draugluin, my sweet pet. Bring her. Alive, please.

As the scene changes we see the game piece become the real wolf, DRAUGLUIN, on:

EXT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH BRIDGE - NIGHT

Draugluin prowls forward through the murk. He SNARLS evilly.

EXT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH BRIDGE - NIGHT

Luthien stands alone on the bridge, hardly daring to move. Visibility is very poor.

She takes a small step and stops again, holding her knife with shaking hands.

Luthien

(loud as she dares)

Huan? Huan! Where are you? Answer me. (Beat.)�Huan, can you see me?

EXT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH BRIDGE - NIGHT

Draugluin begins to lope softly through the mists. His growl has died away.

His eyes burn with a terrible malice.

The figure of Luthien is dimly outlined ahead of him.

EXT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH BRIDGE - NIGHT

Luthien stands alone, frozen in fright. She takes one more step forward.

Draugluin bursts out of the darkness just ahead and leaps for her, mouth wide open. Luthien recoils -

In that same instant Huan leaps from somewhere out of left-field and catches the wolf by the throat.

The struggle is brief. Huan pins the wolf and rips out its throat. The wolf HOWLS in its death-agony.

INT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH, A ROOM - NIGHT

Sauron looks into the crystal aghast as his prize wolf is taken apart by Huan.

Sauron

Huan? That dog here?

Sauron watches some more.

His eyes narrow with an evil thought.

INT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH, A ROOM - NIGHT

A huge book lies on a black surface.

Sauron opens it near the middle, and turns three pages. His finger stops at the top of a page. An etching of Huan is set beside strange text.

Sauron follows the text with his finger.

Sauron

(reading)

It is foretold that Huan, Hound of Valinor will meet death. “Before the mightiest he shall fall. Before the mightiest Wolf of all.”

Sauron tears the page from the book.

The mightiest Wolf of all.

The page combusts in his fingers.

One prophesy easily fulfilled.

Sauron casts aside the ashes and raises his arms. He HOWLS, and changes into an enormous, unearthly black WOLF.

EXT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH BRIDGE - NIGHT

Luthien walks on, Huan now by her side.

Through the mists they can now see the great black iron doors of the tower.

Luthien

At last.

Huan GROWLS softly.

There is another SNARL. An echo? No, not an echo. Luthien whirls round.

Wolf-Sauron is behind them, yards away, a jet black wolf with red eyes looming out of the mists.



Wolf-Sauron leaps. He strikes Huan, who is caught off balance. Huan pitches over the edge of the bridge.



Wolf-Sauron goes for Luthien. Luthien flees from him SCREAMING.



She cannot outrun him, and he pulls her down just before the doors.

He stands astride her, and unleashes a terrible blast of breath into her face.

She recoils, fainting, but casts the hem of her cloak in front of Wolf-Sauron’s eyes. He stumbles.

Huan’s scrabbling top half reappears over the edge of the bridge. He grabs Wolf-Sauron’s leg in his teeth.

He falls back again, dragging Wolf-Sauron over with him. They fall.

They land on the rocky slopes at the base of the tower.

They roll down to the gravelly riverbank, fighting bitterly.

On the bridge, Luthien stirs.

She sits up and looks over the edge.

Huan and Wolf-Sauron are still fighting.

It looks like Huan is winning.

Luthien gets up. She loops her magic rope over the bridge-rail.

She slides down it to the ground below.

EXT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH, LAKE SHORE - NIGHT

Huan has pinned Wolf-Sauron underneath him and has him by the throat.

Luthien runs to within a safe distance.

Luthien

Give me command of the tower, Sauron!

Wolf-Sauron struggles and GROWLS.

Luthien

I want the key! Give it up or be destroyed!

Sauron

(from inside Wolf)

You cannot slay me! Not even with Valinor’s dog.

Huan bites harder. Wolf-Sauron SNARLS.

Luthien

No, I cannot kill you. But I can send your soul back to Morgoth. There you can explain your failure to him - and no-one will come to help you!

Wolf-Sauron struggles but cannot escape.

Sauron

(from inside Wolf)

Curse you, Elf! Take it then - it is yours!

He gives a great SHRIEK and vapour jets out of the Wolf’s mouth.

The vapour becomes a huge ghostly VAMPIRE, dripping blood from its throat.

The vampire flaps off through the trees, SHRIEKING. The wolf-body turns to dust.

A high NOTE rings through the air, and the doors of the black tower gape open.

The clouds overhead begin to part. Morning sunlight reflects off them.

The windows of the tower become clear.

The tower transfigures. . .

Light seeps into it. . .

All its gates yawn wide.

Soon the tower is just a giant fort of dark stone, bathed in morning sunshine.

Luthien heads for the open main gates.

INT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH, HALLWAY - MORNING

Luthien makes her way into the empty tower. Orc-bodies lie on the ground. No clue as to how they may have died.

INT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH, CORRIDOR - MORNING

Many wretched, wasted prisoners stumble dazed down the halls towards the light.

Luthien checks their faces as they pass - no sign of Beren. She hurries on.

Luthien

Beren! Beren! I’m here!

She finds some stairs and descends.

INT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH, A STAIRCASE - DAY

Luthien hurries down a steep spiral staircase. Huan trots just behind her. Occasionally he gives a great BARK.

More frail prisoners file up from the depths. Luthien accosts an OLD MAN.

Luthien

Beren. Do you know him? Do you know where he is?

The Old Man looks through her in a daze.

old man

The chains fell off.�(Double Beat.)�After all these years. They came off. Just like that.

Luthien lets him go, and hurries on.

Luthien (cont’d)

Beren! Beren, it’s me!

INT. TOL-IN-GAURHOTH, DUNGEON - DAY

Luthien arrives at the Dungeon gate. It is open. She ventures inside.

Beren is sprawled on the floor, near the wall - still chained to the wall by one manacle. He seems asleep. He is cradling the corpse of Felagund in his arms.

Bones and remains lie all about, including the scorched body of a wolf.

Luthien goes to Beren, and shakes him. He does not react.

Luthien

Beren? Beren, it’s me.

She throws her arms around him.

Gradually, Beren revives.

He notices her, and kisses her. The tears begin to stream down his face.

Beren

Tinuviel. Tinuviel.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. SUNLIT WOODLAND - DAY

Luthien and Beren walk hand in hand. Huan bounds ahead of them. He turns round to look at them, and BARKS.

Luthien and Beren raise hands in farewell. Huan BARKS again and runs off into the distance.

Beren and Luthien kiss.

EXT. A RIVERBANK - DAY

Beren and Luthien walk by a river.

Some huge EAGLES wheel in the distance.

Luthien turns to look at them.

EXT. A WOODLAND CAMP - MORNING

A makeshift bed lined with leaves and blankets. Luthien and Beren lie in one another’s arms.

Luthien wakes, checks he is still with her, and falls asleep again, smiling.

Beren stirs, drawing her closer.

EXT. A HILLSIDE - DAY

Luthien sits by a dead campfire.�She is building a new fire.

Beren appears, hurrying up the hill towards her. He carries a brace of snared rabbits.

He points into the sky behind him.

The eagles are flying in formation in this direction.

Beren

Look there!

Luthien smiles up towards the birds.

Beren (cont’d)

The great eagles.

Luthien

I know.

Beren

(in awe)

Why are they hailing us?

Luthien

They have heard the good news.

Two eagles pass right overhead, CALLING.

EXT. A WOODLAND - DAY

The leaves are beginning to turn brown. Breath clouds in the air.

Beren leads the way through the trees. He turns, to see Luthien straying.

Puzzled, he backtracks and follows her.

EXT. A WOODLAND, HIDDEN GLADE - DAY

Luthien emerges from the trees. Two fine white HORSES are grazing. Their saddles are askew and their manes ruffled.

Luthien approaches and strokes their heads. They look at her intelligently.

Luthien

Hello! Where did you spring from?



Beren

(realising)

They’re Felagund’s. This one was his own.

A melancholy pause. Then Luthien smiles at Beren and takes one of the horse’s reins.

EXT. OPEN COUNTRY - DAY

Beren and Luthien gallop through majestic landscape on the great steeds.

Beren smiles at Luthien as they ride.

Luthien grins in return, and slaps the neck of her horse in joy.

EXT. NARGOTHROND - DAY

Tumbling clouds dot the sky as the wind WHISTLES  throught the crags and caves of Nargothrond.

INT. NARGOTHROND - A CHAMBER, DAY

An opulently-furnished room. Obviously the private quarters of someone important.

In the corner we see a large animal lying. A very large animal.

It is Huan. He is drowsing upon a rug, eyes half closed.

His eyes open wider as a DOOR OPENS O.S.

The door SLAMS. Huan's ears prick up.

Celegorm strides into the room. He is richly dressed, clearly prospering.

He stops and stares for a moment at Huan, peeved.

CELEGORM

You might have the grace to look ashamed.

Huan looks back at him inscrutably.

CELEGORM (Cont'd)

Very well, play dumb. It matters little.

Celegorm walks nearer and crouches before Huan.

CELEGORM (Cont'd)

A mortal cannot thwart me forever, and if King Thingol has ears I can persuade him.�(Beat.)�Huan, Luthien will be my wife. I will unite the Elf kingdoms and with that power we shall seize back what is ours. The Silmarils will be mine.

He stares into Huan's huge eyes.

CELEGORM (Cont'd)

Next time you will help me.

EXT. A FOREST EDGE - EVENING

The sun sets slowly beyond Beren and Luthien’s campfire, over which the remains of a hare are charring.

Snow sits on the boughs overhead and around their clearing. But where Luthien sits, spring flowers are in bloom. Birdsong bubbles nearby.

Beren pluck the occasional small bone from the carcass to suck at absently. Luthien cleans her fingers on a leaf. She stares thoughtfully into the fire.

Beren

Have you noticed?

Luthien looks up.

Beren (cont’d)

Winter's here.

Luthien smiles.

Luthien

(indicating flowers etc.)

Not everywhere.

Beren

No.�(Double beat.)�The sky only cries when it can't see you. The breeze freezes when it can't caress you. The world laughs where you walk, Luthien. Where you do not, it weeps.

Pause. He is pensive suddenly.

It weeps.

Luthien too is pensive.

Beren (Cont’d)

Some have called me a hero. But my name must be cursed in Doriath.

Luthien

If they curse, they curse themselves.

Beren shakes his head. He is troubled.

Beren

Evil has tainted even my love for you. I've drawn you from the heart of your home. I've drawn you into terrible danger.

Luthien

And out again.

Beren

I've torn you away from your family. And from lovers who would never have abandoned you.

Pause. Luthien stares at him.

Beren (Cont’d)

Love you as I do, I will leave you. As no Elf would have left you. I am a mortal, Luthien. In a few years, I will die.

Luthien

(softly)

Elves may die.

Beren looks at her  - he doesn't need reminding of this.

Beren

When my life ends, I am lost to you forever. Felagund told me. The fates of Elves and Men divide, and do not meet again.

Luthien

I have you now. That's all that matters.

But she is near tears.

Beren

And afterwards?�(Double beat.)�You will have nothing. I cannot leave you with nothing. I cannot have loved you for nothing.

Luthien

What are you saying?

Beren

You must not wander here forever. I will take you home.

Luthien

You can't. Next time my father really would kill you, oath or not.

Beren

He has sworn to let us be married. I have his promise.

Luthien

No -

Beren

If I return to him with a Silmaril in my hand.

Luthien

Do not say such things.

Beren

I will see you home, my love - the only way I can.

Luthien

(angered)

Beren, you may not. You cannot. I will live here forever, or die here, if I cannot bear to live alone. But you will not throw your life away because of my father's foolish words.

Pause.

Beren

You are right.

EXT. A FOREST EDGE - DAWN

Luthien lies sleeping deeply amidst thick blankets.

She stirs in her sleep, and shifts over towards where Beren ought to be. There is no-one lying there. She sleeps on.

Beren is standing nearby, looking down at her sleeping.

His face is troubled, lined with sorrow. But he is not going to change his mind.

He finishes packing up the last of his belongings into his horse’s saddlebag.

He checks that Luthien is still asleep.

He walks to where her horse is tethered, and unties it. He turns it around to face into the wood, and gives it a slap. It throws its head but doesn’t run off.

Beren

(loud whisper)

Go on! Shoo!

The horse just looks at him, and at Luthien. It stamps.�

Beren

Go on. Away with you. If you love her, go. Go.

The horse seems to understand. It trots off, and canters into the woods.

Beren murmurs again, as if to himself:

Beren (Cont’d)

If you love her, go.

He mounts up, and takes a final look round at Luthien sleeping.

Eyes brimming with tears, he rides off.

EXT. THE OPEN PLAIN - MORNING

Beren rides his horse hard over the plain. Wind blows his hair and the white mane of the horse.

Tears gleam clearly on his cheeks.

He rides on, a solitary horsemen in the middle of a vast open plain.

Far in the distance is a strange shadow, as of dusk or a storm brewing.

EXT. THE PLAIN - EVENING

Beren throws down his pack wearily. He rubs his eyes and his back.

He shakes out blankets and spreads them on the ground. Beyond him his horse, now unsaddled, picks at sparse vegetation.

Beren lies down for the night.

The sun sets.

EXT. THE PLAIN - DAWN

A sound like a sudden GUST is heard.

Beren lies asleep on the ground.

He stirs, and reaches out for a flask. He uncorks it, and tries to swig from it. There’s no water left. He GROANS.

From out of his field of vision a hand puts down another flask near him.

Beren

Thankyou.

He takes a drink. He chokes on the water. He sits up with a start.

Luthien is standing there.

Beren jumps up and grasps her in a passionate embrace. He kisses her over and over. Gently she pushes him away.

Beren

Oh, my love. Luthien. How did you catch me?

A huge EAGLE soars up from behind Luthien and WHOOSHES over their heads.

Luthien raises a hand in farewell as it wheels and flies off with a CRY.

Luthien

Thorondor! May we live to repay you!

Beren moves to hug her again, but she holds him off with a cautionary hand.

Luthien

Don’t do that. Ever. I mean it.

Beren

I promise.

Luthien

Our fate is joined. Whatever you choose to do, I go with you. To the end.

Beren

I won’t leave you again.

They embrace and kiss.

EXT. ANFAUGLITH WASTES - EVENING

A powerful wind carries dust and grit over the plain.

The skeletons of trees sway and crack.

The sunset is a hideous mulch of colour, shining through banks of cloud and fume. Dark mountains lurk on the horizon.

EXT. ANFAUGLITH WASTES - NIGHT

The moon glows the colour of blood as clouds blow across it.

Strange lights tint the darkness and chilling NOISES break the silence.

There is the soft, low, snarling BREATH of a large WOLF padding along. Its footsteps scrape at the dry earth.

EXT. ANFAUGLITH WASTES - DAY

The sun is masked by dense white vapours and dark cloud, blowing along steadily.

The land is barren and bleak, scored with huge crevasses.

Tendrils of black smoke slowly curl from these fissures, like snakes.

Pools of unspeakable substances bubble and cough. Misshapen insects scrabble over the harsh rocks.

EXT. ANFAUGLITH WASTES - EVENING

Thick fogs belch noisily from holes in the ground. Red fires flicker through the gloom.

A rivulet of black lava, glowing softly, snakes over the twisted earth.

EXT. ANFAUGLITH WASTES - MORNING

Mountains tower in the distance. The one in the centre is higher and seems unnatural. Its slopes are too straight, its angles too sharp. It exudes evil.

A huge, savage-looking WOLF prowls onward over the plain.

Clinging to it is a large vampire BAT.

The Wolf walks on a few steps, then ducks behind a large rock. The Bat slithers off its side.

The Wolf transforms into Beren, in the act of pulling a wolf-hide off his back.

Beren

Ugh.

He coughs. He screws up his face. The Bat turns briefly to Luthien, removing a vampire-hide.

Luthien

Keep it on. We’re too close.

She dons her Bat disguise once more.

Beren

(sarcastically)

This was a wonderful idea.

Luthien

It’s the best we can do, Beren. We must wear them. My magic will not be enough on its own.

Beren

A short rest. Please. There’s no-one to see.

Luthien

Put it on.

Beren SIGHS and puts on the wolf-skin again. The Bat touches him. A gleam of light flickers from its claw. Beren transforms back into the Wolf.

He and Luthien-Bat set off again.

In the distance: the mighty fortress of Angband rises up out of the murk. A looming, stone-clad, iron-bound Hell.

EXT. NEAR ANGBAND - DAY

Angband towers over us.

A mountain of rock and iron, with three peaks guttering fumes.

A throng of grotesque grey shapes can be made out, milling around in the mists before the huge iron gate.

Beren-Wolf and Luthien-Bat draw nearer.

EXT. ANGBAND - EVENING

The gate stands open. Almost in the entrance stands a hideous giant Wolf. CARCHAROTH. Morgoth’s doorkeeper.

A line of orcs and monsters files towards the entrance. Carcharoth lets most inside. He gives SNARLS of bad temper, making even the biggest cower.

He grabs one mangy werewolf by the throat for no apparent reason, shakes it dead, and flings it away.

Slowly the orc soldiers, trolls, wolfriders and other monsters file through the gate - bar the occasional reject, dealt with by Carcharoth.

Beren-Wolf and Luthien-Bat inconspicuously join the line.

As they pass, Carcharoth gives Beren-Wolf a long, hard stare. He SNIFFS the air. Beren-Wolf looks away.

Carcharoth loses interest. Beren-Wolf and Luthien-Bat pass through the gateway and into Angband.

INT. ANGBAND, ENTRANCE HALL

Most orcs, trolls and wolfriders head down the same dark passage. Some disappear through other doorways.

Soon only the Beren-Wolf and Luthien-Bat are left. They head across the hall and into a large gloomy passage.

INT. ANGBAND, A PASSAGE

Beren-Wolf and Luthien-Bat make their way down the passage.

They exchange fearful glances.

The passage swallows them.

INT. ANGBAND, THE VAULT OF ENGINES

A vast chamber deep inside Angband. It appears to be a hall for the making of engines of war. All around are gigantic devices: catapaults, rams, and unidentifiable machines, in various states of repair. It's like the mating of a factory with a pit mine.

We're smothered by scenes of intense suffering and labour. The room is manned largely by chained Elf-slaves - all so haggard they are barely recognisable as Elves. Some Dwarves are also slaving hard. Orcs lash and beat workers if they slacken - or just because they enjoy it.

It is tremendously NOISY; CLANKS, ROARS of furnaces, the RATTLE of chains. It is, almost literally, a level of Hell.

Through the mayhem, we see the Beren-Wolf and the Luthien-Bat making their tortuous way, unnoticed, along a walkway, and out of the hall.

INT. ANGBAND, THE SMELTING PITS

Another huge chamber. Another level of Hell. This hall is dominated by a great shaft in the corner, out of which ROARS a searing point of flame. Workers push enormous mechanical tongs into this flame to smelt iron.

On the far wall of the shaft are chained unfortunate prisoners. Some writhe in agony as they are scorched. Others are already still, black and withered.

Some parts of the hall are dominated by enormous slag-pools or piles of detritus. Smoke and fumes make the air into a grey soup.

Great STONE BLOCKS rise and fall out of the ceiling and floor, acting as enormous lift-mechanisms. They carry raw materials, waste matter, other cargo.

We see one block descending from the ceiling. Beren-Wolf and Luthien-Bat are perched on top of it.

It descends through the floor.

INT. ANGBAND, THE REFUSE TRACTS

Slaves (Elves, Dwarves, men and women) drag great wagons laden with waste down a dank, dark tunnel. Some of the waste consists of slave-corpses.

Progress is agony. Slaves are flogged.

As the wagons groan towards us, Beren-Wolf and Luthien-Bat slip past the entrance to this tunnel, unnoticed by the orcs who have their backs to them.

EXT. ANGBAND - NIGHT

The moon rises beyond the mountain peaks. Mists and clouds blow by it.

The moon is suddenly high up the sky. Several hours have clearly passed.

A dark shape lies before the doors of Angband. The wolf Carcharoth. It is hard to tell if he is asleep or awake.

INT. ANGBAND, THE ALCHEMY FORGES

A strange hall, full of baffling, arcane-looking equipment.

It is manned largely by Men, hooded and cloaked, with a few orcs performing tasks of crude labour.

A balrog stands watch - a cloaked demon of dark and fire, silent, formidable.

Beren-Wolf and Luthien-Bat pass discretely through the hall.

As they pass, the balrog turns to look at them. He stares a fraction too long, with an unsettling gaze... as if he is faintly suspicious of these interlopers.

But then the balrog looks away.

INT. ANGBAND, A PASSAGE

A foreboding arch, carved with savage runes, frames the dark passage.

Beren-Wolf and Luthien-Bat pass beneath. They head off down the passage.

We move closer onto the arch. There is a carving at its peak.

It is a hideous face. We may recognise the face from Felagund’s earlier narrative. Morgoth, the Dark Lord.

INT. ANGBAND, A PASSAGE

Beren-Wolf and Luthien-Bat creep down the passage. It is now dimly lit, and growing brighter.

The Wolf glances at the Bat. We see them briefly in their true forms. Fear is clear in their eyes as their gazes meet.

INT. ANGBAND, THRONE ROOM

Beren-Wolf and Luthien-Bat creep into the Throne Room of Morgoth.

A huge grey hall, with a towering roof supported by columns of twisted black stone. Rank upon rank of seats rise away from the central floor. The throne room is deserted, save for one silent brooding presence...

Morgoth is on his throne. Beren and Luthien, in their magical animal disguises, enter to one side, out of Morgoth’s line of sight.

Suddenly, he begins to turn towards them. Panic! Luthien-Bat dives one way, to hide in some empty rows of stone seating. Beren-Wolf leaps the other, and dives right under Morgoth’s throne.

Morgoth does not glimpse the Wolf, but notices the Bat as she dives for cover.

Morgoth

Come out.

Pause.

Luthien-Bat flutters out of hiding and perches in the middle of the floor.

Luthien

(speaking as Bat)

Master. My name is Thuringwethil, messenger of Sauron. I bring news.

Morgoth

(Double beat.)�Liar. I see your true substance. Elf.

Beren-Wolf lies under the Throne. His disguise melts away. He’s in an agony of indecision and fear for Luthien.

Luthien’s disguise also melts away.

Luthien

Your pardon, Lord of Arda. I am Luthien Tinuviel, of the Sindar. I seek an audience with you.

Morgoth stares at her, amazed and baleful in one. He can barely believe this is happening.

Morgoth

Say what you would say.

Luthien

I don’t come to speak, Melkor who is called Morgoth. My people are in mourning for you - for the hatred you bear them.

Morgoth just stares. He wears the faintest of malevolant smiles.

Luthien (Cont’d)

Some say that music may sooth your withered heart, to the light and glory it once knew. So I am sent to sing for you.(Beat.)�Would you hear me sing?

Morgoth

I will delight in your song, bold Elf. Doubt not that you will sooth me.

Luthien begins to SING.

It is a most beautiful, haunting song, in Sindarin.

Morgoth watches her, biding his time.

Luthien, as she SINGS, begins to move slowly to and fro, as if in a stately dance. Her cloak waves gently about her.

The Silmarils in Morgoth’s crown begin to shine brighter.

Beren beneath the throne nods, as if falling asleep. His eyes close. He can barely stay awake.

Morgoth lets out a light SIGH of weariness. His seems to be growing drowsy. His head nods slightly. The Silmarils shine brighter.

INT. ANGBAND, THE VAULT OF ENGINES

OVER: We hear the SONG still.

We see workers begin to stop in their labours, collapsing onto their knees with weariness.

An orc is nodding off at his post.

INT. ANGBAND, THE ALCHEMY FORGES

OVER: We hear the SONG still.

Some of the hooded workers stop working, and yawn.

One of the workers sits.

INT. ANGBAND, THRONE ROOM

Beren is fast asleep under the Throne.

Luthien contines to SING as she moves between light and shadow in the hall.

The Silmarils shine very bright indeed in the crown.

Morgoth’s head nods.

Luthien draws towards the climax of her SONG.

Morgoth begins to let out a long SIGH of weariness.

Luthien leaps out of the shadows to the side of the Throne. It is a leap of superhuman lightness and reach.

She flits before Morgoth like a passing phantom, and waves her cloak across his eyes. A weird effect, like liquid shadow, trembles across his face.

Morgoth utters a great exhausted GROAN, and pitches forwards from his throne.

His crown topples, and falls from his head as he collapses onto the stones.

The crown strikes the stones with a CLANG, and rolls to a stop, ECHOING.

There is a moment of complete stillness. Morgoth lies motionless like a felled tree. The Silmarils in the crown shine only faintly now.

MONTAGE:

1. THE VAULT OF ENGINES: all beings are slumped asleep.

2. The Smelting Pits: everyone is likewise asleep.

3. The Alchemy Forges: everyone sleeps.

MONTAGE ENDS.

INT. ANGBAND, THRONE ROOM

Luthien runs beneath the Throne and wakes Beren. He looks around in a daze.

Silent, stealthy with fear, the two of them approach the fallen crown.

Beren kneels beside it. Luthien hands him her Elf-knife. Beren begins to cut out a Silmaril.

Morgoth lies on the ground, motionless. His great laboured BREATHING is the only sound, other than the SCRAPE of the knife on the iron crown.

Beren continues to cut.

Morgoth’s BREATHING continues over, a menacing, faintly hypnotic sound.

The knife tries to bite through the iron clasps.

It is tough going.

There is only a little bit more iron to cut. With anxious glances towards Morgoth, Beren is hurrying.

He is using more force than patience now.

He prises a Silmaril loose, and the knife BREAKS. A shard of it WHISTLES through the air and nicks the cheek of the prone Morgoth.

A trickle of black blood runs down the cheek. Morgoth GROANS, and stirs.

Luthien is on her feet.

Luthien

Beren! Now! Come on!

Beren leaps up and grabs her hand. At the last moment he remembers the Silmaril, and snatches it up.

They run from the Throne Room undisguised. They flee at a sprint down the passage they came from, and disappear into the distance.

INT. ANGBAND, ORC BARRACKS

Orcs lie out-cold on the floor.

Beren and Luthien run past them in a panic. A few seem to be stirring.

Beren and Luthien run out of a door.

INT. ANGBAND, THRONE ROOM

Morgoth’s eyes open, and he sits up. He puts a hand to his cheek.

He notices the crown, lying on the floor a short way off.

He stares at it for a few moments, quite uncomprehending.

INT. ANGBAND, A PASSAGEWAY

Beren and Luthien run down a passageway lined with arches. More orcs lie on the ground, asleep. Beren and Luthien have to dodge round them.

A tremendous SCREAM of rage explodes through the fortress. Beren and Luthien clap hands to their ears.

Morgoth is awake. And he is angry.

INT. ANGBAND, A GUARD ROOM

Orcs, who have been lying asleep, are getting groggily to their feet.

A door BURSTS open at one end and Beren charges through, knocking some orcs flying. Luthien is hot on his heels.

The two of them run between the lines of orcs, who are just too slow picking up their weapons. Swords glitter out of sheaths behind them in a wake.

They reach the far door. Beren tugs it open, Luthien slips through.

Beren parries a few sword-cuts, kicks an orc aside, and spins out after her, pulling the door shut.

INT. ANGBAND, THE SMELTING PITS

Beren runs, pulling Luthien by the hand. She is tiring.

(B.G.) Orcs are in noisy PURSUIT.

Beren leaps up onto a rising lift-block and pulls Luthien up after him.

She makes it just in time to evade another block which is dropping next to it.

Their rising block carries them up to another level of the vast factory floor.

They leap off.

(B.G.) Orcs pour from numerous doorways.

Beren and Luthien run to a bridge over the slag-lakes.

Luthien goes ahead. Beren slays the nearest pursuer.

Arrows and other missiles fly as they run along the bridge.

They reach the end of the bridge and turn a corner.

Orcs are there. Two grab Luthien. Beren is surprised and knocked flat by a big orc warrior.

The Silmaril flies from his grip and skids a few feet along the bridge.

The orc steps forward to kill him. It raises its axe over him.

(Beren P.O.V) The axe WHISTLES down towards his face.

Beren jerks his head to one side as the axe EMBEDS in the metal flooring.

Beren gets up and grapples with the orc. His foot STRIKES the Silmaril.

The Silmaril skids further, and stays on the bridge by sheer fluke, glancing off a railing.

The orc tugs at its axe. It’s stuck. Beren heaves the orc up and hurls it off the bridge into the slag. It SHRIEKS.

An orc at the far end of the bridge stoops for the Silmaril.

At the opposite end, Luthien is struggling with her orcs.

Beren is in dilemma.

Beren yanks out the orc-axe and hurls it at one of the orcs holding Luthien. The axe cleaves its skull.

Beren runs the other way for the Silmaril.

The stooping orc picks it up. The Silmaril flares brightly and the orc HOWLS in pain. It drops the jewel.

Beren grabs up the Silmaril in his fist. He punches the orc off the bridge.

He runs back to Luthien.

He and Luthien beat off the orcs with sword and knife.

They run on.

INT. ANGBAND, A PASSAGE

Beren and Luthien flee down a passage.

The noise of more PURSUIT is mustering behind them. It includes weird SHRIEKS.

Beren

Come on. Keep going.

Luthien

I'm tired Beren. So tired.

Beren

There is something following. It is no orc.

The SHRIEKS sound nearer.

Luthien

Balrogs.

INT. ANGBAND, ANOTHER PASSAGE

Three balrogs charge in a storm of flame down a passage.

Their eldritch CRIES are deafening.

INT. ANGBAND, ENTRANCE HALL - NIGHT

Beren and Luthien stumble out into the Entrance Hall.

They reach the gate. It is closed. Beren grips the mechanism.

It is stiff and won't budge.

Luthien

Hurry, Beren.

INT. ANGBAND, THE REFUSE TRACTS

The balrogs charge down the tunnel, running along the ceiling or walls when there is no room on the ground.

They pass a team of slaves hauling a waste-cart. Both the slaves and the cart wither in the balrogs' flaming wake.

The balrogs turn a corner and blaze off down another passage.

INT. ANGBAND, ENTRANCE HALL - NIGHT

Beren hacks at a chain with his sword.

The chain breaks and rattles up.

Beren tugs at a lever and the gate SLAMS open wide. The night wind ROARS in.

He and Luthien run for freedom.

Carcharoth appears huge and SNARLING in front of them, blocking their exit.



Luthien SCREAMS and shrinks back. Beren steps between her and the wolf.

He thrusts out the Silmaril towards Carcharoth, with his left hand.

Beren

Back, wolf! This is a fire that burns all evil!

Carcharoth stares at the jewel, momentarily cowed.

For a moment, all is still.

Carcharoth snaps, and bites off Beren’s hand, Silmaril and all.

Beren CRIES OUT in agony and drops to his knees. His left wrist gushes blood.

Carcharoth face is frozen a moment.

A blaze of light and sparks pours from his skin, his eyes, his mouth. It is as if he has swallowed a firework.

Carcharoth HOWLS, rolls, leaps about in a frenzy. Fire and light fly from him.

He runs off at high speed, a missile of madness, his feet trailing tiny flames.

EXT. ANGBAND, GATEWAY - NIGHT

Beren lies in agony upon Luthien’s lap, cradling his severed wrist.

Beren

Go, go on. Leave me.

Luthien

No. Never.

Beren

I'm lost anyway.

INT. ANGBAND, A PASSAGE - NIGHT

The balrogs in the distance rush nearer and nearer at terrifying speed.

Their SHRIEKS get louder and shriller as the three hideous shapes grow larger.

EXT. ANGBAND, GATEWAY - NIGHT

Luthien

Beren. Beren, I love you.

Beren

Please, don't stay here. Don't let them take you. Don’t let them -

He stops. He sees something, in the sky.

(BEREN P.O.V) The full moon. Some shadows flap across it.

Luthien looks round and up.

EXT. SKY ABOVE ANGBAND - NIGHT

Three great EAGLES swoop steeply towards the figures of Beren and Luthien.

EXT. ANGBAND, GATEWAY - NIGHT

Beren stares up at the swooping Eagles.

Beren

The Eagles are coming. The Eagles are coming.

INT. ANGBAND, ENTRANCE HALL - NIGHT

The three balrogs burst into the Hall and race towards the open gate. Orcs pour out of other doors.

EXT. ANGBAND, GATEWAY - NIGHT

The Eagles swoop down, snatch up Beren and Luthien, carry them aloft.

The balrogs EXPLODE from the gate and lash the air with their fire-whips.

The Eagles, too fast, escape unscathed and power into the night sky.

EXT. ANGBAND - NIGHT

Fire, smoke -

- and roars of rage pour from every orifice of Angband.

The ground SHAKES.

Balrogs, orcs and other monsters mill chaotically on the trembling ground.

EXT. THE SKY - NIGHT

The Eagles fly on, bearing Beren and Luthien in their talons.

On the horizon, the dawn is breaking.

Green hills and woodland are becoming visible in the distance.

EXT. A GREEN HILLSIDE - DAY

Luthien kneels by the unconscious Beren. She mops his brow with damp leaves.

Her eyes are full of tears as she looks upon him - will he live?

Beren’s eyelids flicker.

Luthien smiles through her tears.

We see Beren’s left wrist. It is bound with rags, bloody, and hand-less.

EXT. MENEGROTH - DAY

We look down on the magnificent palace and surrounding parkland and forest.

Several small crowds bustle round about. There is tension down there.

Some Elves try to enter the palace and are turned away by guards.

INT. MENEGROTH, COUNCIL CHAMBER - DAY

As we enter the chamber, it is in tumult. Around two dozen Elf LORDS sit facing each other with Thingol and Melian at the head.

Many are trying hard to be heard, but they are all overlapping:

LORD 1

The danger can no longer be ignored. Not even from within this stronghold, your majesty.

LORD 2

The beast comes from the gate of Angband. Morgoth's own power is in it and we cannot stop it.

LORD 3

Villages of Wood Eldar and the Dark Elves have been ravaged. By this one monster! It is as if a firestorm has hit them.

LORD 4

All of Doriath is looking to you in this.

Thingol

I hear you! Please!

The hubbub ceases.

I will not be harassed at my own Council. Mablung.

Mablung stands.

Mablung

The very worst of the rumours is true, your Majesty. It is the Red Maw, the wolf Carcharoth, come from the very gates of Angband - why, we do not know. But the last village it destroyed was but ten leagues north of our borders.



Thingol

The wolf could not breach Melian's shield.

Melian

The barrier has been broken before. By creatures less than Carcharoth.

Thingol

Mablung, I want the city at full strength. Cry a seige. We will be ready.

Suddenly a voice CALLS from a gallery -

celegorm

How ready?

Thingol and others look up. Celegorm - for it is he - stands amidst the crowd.

thingol

Feanor’s sons are not welcome here -

celegorm

It is too late for that. I am here. And you need me.

thingol

Do I?

celegorm

You know you do. (Beat.) I have the Hound.

thingol

We want neither you nor your dog.

Melian

No, Thingol. He is right. This will be a wolf-hunt. For the greatest wolf of all. So we need the Hound of Valinor. We need Huan.

Pause.

Thingol

(to Celegorm)

You are at Mablung’s command.

He nods to Mablung.

Thingol

Gentle Elves. This is a great peril, but we have faced worse. And here inside Menegroth, the risk is -

He breaks off.

He sees the door handle. It is turning.

As the door opens, Thingol slowly stands, uneasy.

Beren enters.

He walks towards Thingol’s throne.

He seems less than steady on his feet.

Elf-lords stare at him as he passes.

Celegorm looks down in astonishment, and not a little hostility.

Thingol looks on him, flabbergasted.

Beren stops before the throne.

Beren

Your majesty. I have returned, as I said I would. I claim my reward.

Thingol

What of your oath? Your quest?

Beren

It is fulfilled. Even now, a Silmaril is in my hand.

Pause. Thingol just stares at him.

Celegorm stares down from the gallery.

Thingol

Show it to me!

Beren holds out his closed right fist. He opens it. The palm is empty.

He takes his left arm from behind his back. The end is covered over with a black cloth.

Heads crane forward. In the gallery, Celegorm’s jaw has dropped. Thingol stares intently as:

Beren pulls off the cloth. They see his hand is not there.

Beren

I am... empty-handed.

He begins softly to CHUCKLE.

His LAUGH becomes erratic, almost sobbing. He sways.

BEREN P.O.V.

Beren’s vision begins to fade and blur.

Thingol

Help him!

Aides rush forward.

FADE TO BLACK

We hear the sound of Beren SLUMPING to the floor.

EXT. WOOD ELF VILLAGE - DAY

Birds suddenly flock out of the trees.

Horses in a paddock become uneasy, trotting around NEIGHING.

A wind shivers the grasses and a small bolt of lightning CRACKS in an oddly clear sky.

A band of Elf soldiers, including BELEG Strongbow, can be seen running through the village. Villagers see them and stop in their tracks.

BELEG

Inside! Inside! Get under cover! Get under cover!

OTHER SOLDIERS

Don't fly! Don't fly! Into your houses! Get inside!

Wood Elves run in a panic. Some duck inside houses or into thickets. Others bolt blindly away from the soldiers.

SOLDIERS

Don't run! The Red Maw is coming! Hide, hide!

In the paddock, the horses suddenly stampede away from the forest. Fiery light flares in the trees.

BELEG

Carcharoth! It's here!

Carcharoth bursts like a gale from the trees and charges the fleeing horses.

The great wolf catches a horse, seizes it in his jaws, and flings it away.

Carcharoth bounds through the village, his eyes blazing and his fur sparking with fire. Flame flickers in his jaws.

Elves and Elf soldiers flee before him. He slays soldiers who try to stop him.

Only Beleg stands in the wolf’s path, waiting. He nocks an arrow on his bow and draws.

Carcharoth charges towards him full-pelt.

At the last instant Beleg looses.

The arrow flies at Carcharoth but seems to have no effect at all.

Beleg throws himself to the side as Carcharoth smashes straight through the walls of a dwelling. Timbers crash all around.

Carcharoth runs on, out of the village.

Beleg watches him go, his eyes dark with horrible foreboding.

EXT. HILLSIDE NEAR DORIATH - DAY

The sky is full of black cloud and flickers with sheet lightning.

Carcharoth tears along on with terrifying bounds towards the distant, forest-hidden city of Menegroth.

The air is thick with his BREATH.

THUNDER rumbles in his wake.

INT. MENEGROTH, BEDCHAMBER - DAY

Beren lies asleep on a bed. Afternoon sun streams through the window.

Luthien touches his forehead. He wakes.

Luthien

Good afternoon.

Beren

Was I asleep?

Luthien

Only for three days.

She passes him a cup of water.

Slowly now.

Beren drinks in great gulps.

INT. MENEGROTH, THRONE ROOM - DAY

Thingol and Melian sit upon their thrones. Beren and Luthien stand before them. Beren looks pale and haggard.

The room is full of the kingdom’s nobles and dignitaries.

We see Celegorm looking down on proceedings. His mouth is twisted bitterly and his look is decidedly hostile.

Thingol

Lord Beren son of Barahir, friend of the brave Finrod Felegund - in honour of the deed which you have dared, and so nearly achieved, I grant you freedom to come and go within Doriath as you please.

Luthien smiles brightly at Beren in encouragement.

Thingol (COnt’d)

And since a braver, nor more loyal companion may not be found within my own walls, nor those of any other Elf kingdom, I give you leave to become Luthien’s companion, so long as your mortal life shall endure.

Luthien smiles again at Beren, bravely. Doubt or unease seems to be in Beren’s face. He glances upwards momentarily.

Above in the gallery, Celegorm looks down with a faint smile. He knows he has not long to wait.

Thingol (COnt’d)

We salute you, Luthien my princess, and Beren, prince among Men!

APPLAUSE and cheers fill the throne room. Beren tries to look pleased. But both he and Luthien are suddenly struck by the hollowness of their victory.

INT. MENEGROTH, ARMOURY - EVENING

An party of huntsmen is assembling, including Beleg, Mablung and other Elves.

Weapons are distributed.

Armour is donned.

In the doorway appears Celegorm. Behind him looms Huan.

INT. MENEGROTH, A COUNCIL CHAMBER - EVENING

King Thingol, armed for battle, stands before a gathered assembly, flanked by Melian, Mablung and Beleg Strongbow. Celegorm is also present, as is Huan, sitting obediently beside his master. Other nobles and warrior elves are in attendance.

Melian

As I feared, my spells did not hold. The wolf Carcharoth has entered the kingdom.

BELEG

By what power did it break through?

CELEGORM

By the power, Beleg, of my own father. By the jewel it has consumed. A Silmaril of Feanor burns within this wolf. It is a fire that nothing may contain.

melian

And that is why you are here.

celegorm

One of the reasons, yes. My king and queen - if you try to stop this terror without me, you will fail. But even a prince of the Noldor has his price.

thingol

I do not doubt it.

celegorm

When we slay the wolf, your majesty, I must take the thing it has consumed. This jewel belongs to me. I have spoken.

thingol

It was won by the blood of Beren and the love of Luthien - !

celegorm

I have spoken, King Thingol.

Pause.

melian

Then the hunt is ready.

Melian raises a hand in blessing.

Grim-faced, Thingol leads the hunt out.

From a doorway we see Luthien watching, unnoticed.

INT. MENEGROTH, BEDCHAMBER - EVENING

Beren sits with Luthien. They stare from her window which overlooks the majesty of Menegroth.

beren

I should be with them.

luthien

I thank Iluvatar you are not. You have done enough.

beren

This was my quest. Now they go to finish it. Because I have failed.

luthien

We are victorious, Beren. Are we not together?

beren

(sharply)

We can never be victorious. Your father was right. Always he was right. This is but a reprieve.�(Double beat.)�Nothing has changed. (Beat.) I am still what I was. A mortal man. (Beat.) Our fate is the same.

Luthien arises from the bed.

luthien

You are weary. You must rest. Then we shall enjoy the time we have.

Beren lies down. The conversation seems to have exhausted him.

luthien

The hunt has tracked Carcharoth to the eastern edge of the city. Soon it will be over.

Beren

Soon. Yes.

Beren closes his eyes as Luthien leaves.

EXT. MENEGROTH, PALACE PARKS - NIGHT

The Parks around the palace are lit by lamps and torches. Smaller buildings, monuments and statues abound, and the place is dense with flickering shadows.

The Wolf-Hunt is gathered. Thingol, Mablung, Beleg, Celegorm and Huan lead the Hunt as they patrol the Park.�

Thingol

Any sign?

MABLUNG

Not yet, your majesty.

BELEG

Perhaps the scouts were deceived.

Thingol

They were not deceived.

A faint, distant SNARL is heard.

Celegorm

Listen!

Huan's ears go back and his teeth bare.

Thingol

The wolf. It is here.

INT. MENEGROTH, BEDCHAMBER - NIGHT

Blinking, Beren looks around. A lamp burns low. He sits up on the edge of his bed.

His severed wrist twinges and he clutches it in pain.

He stands, brooding.

A faint GROWL rumbles in the distance. He turns sharply towards the window.

EXT. MENEGROTH, PALACE PARKS - NIGHT

The hunters scour the maze of edifices. Thingol and Mablung stalk behind a prowling Huan. Celegorm cuts in front.

Celegorm

We must try and force it into the open.

thingol

You stay behind us!

A huge SNARL echoes all around. A glow flickers behind a looming monument, as if something is on fire.

Mablung

Hunters! There! Softly.

INT. MENEGROTH, THE PALACE - NIGHT

Beren runs along a corridor, pulling on a jacket. He passes a ceremonial spear hanging on the wall.

He doubles-back and pulls it down.

EXT. MENEGROTH, PALACE PARKS - NIGHT

Huan leaps round a corner of a statue with Thingol and other hunters close behind. There is nothing there. More hunters approach along a colonade.

Another SNARL shakes the ground. There is flickering behind a wall of trees.

belEg

Over there!

mablung

It’s headed for the lake.

Thingol

If it swims across -

celegorm

(shouts)

Now! Take him!

Huan dashes forward through the trees with a SNARL. Celegorm, sword raised high, throws himself after Huan.

Thingol

Celegorm, hold!

Hidden behind the trees, things happen very quickly. First we hear a SNARL and the RIP of tearing flesh. A ghastly SCREAM shivers up as Celegorm is shredded.

Then Huan attacks Carcharoth, and the sound is like worlds colliding.

The shockwave alone flings the whole hunting-party backwards. YOWLS and BAYING fill the whole sky. The copse flashes as if trying to contain a thunderstorm.

EXT. MENEGROTH, PALACE WALLS - NIGHT

Beren runs along a walkway topping the palace walls. He carries the spear. Under his feet the floor trembles and bucks.

(P.O.V) He can see the gathered hunt down below. The trees seem ablaze with the battle going on behind them.

Up above his head a stained-glass window SHATTERS. The head of a carved figure DROPS to the flags behind him as he runs.

EXT. MENEGROTH, PALACE PARKS - NIGHT

The battle rages behind the trees. Then Carcharoth bursts forth and leaps at Thingol.

Thingol, with a SHOUT of fear, is forced back against the palace wall. He tries to defend himself with his sword. It is like trying to hold off a landslide.

EXT. MENEGROTH, PALACE WALLS - NIGHT

Beren runs towards the rail at the end of the walkway. It is too high to leap, and he cannot vault because his only hand carries the spear.

He casts the spear high over the rail.

His right hand now free, Beren vaults himself head-over-heels over the parapet.

The spear tumbles, dropping.

Beren intercepts the spear in mid-air and wraps his arms round it.

Beren

(shouts)

Thingol!

Beren falls, spearpoint first, towards Carcharoth and into -

PALACE PARKS

At the last instant the wolf looks up, catches the spear in its mouth, twists and flings Beren down.

It leaps on him. Beren tries to stab it.

It bites his chest with a loud CRACK. He SCREAMS in pain.

Huan springs out of nowhere and SLAMS into Carcharoth. They tumble off Beren.

Huan and Carcharoth fight savagely for a few moments - fangs, claws, blood...

Huan grips the wolf's neck in his jaws.

Huan TEARS out Carcharoth’s throat.

Light and fire EXPLODE from the wound and from Carcharoth’s mouth.

The park is lit up as with a firework display and Huan is thrown back.

Carcharoth crumples, stone-dead.

There is SILENCE as the explosion dies away.

The hunters pick themselves up and hurry to help Thingol.

Thingol

I am all right! Aid him, aid Beren!

Hunters rush to Beren’s side.

And see to Huan!

Beleg hurries to Huan, who is crawling towards Beren.

Beren

The wolf. Cut him.  Please. Cut him open.

Mablung kneels by Carcharoth’s corpse, and slices its belly open. Golden light spills out of the cut as he makes it.

Huan pulls himself next to Beren.

Huan lowers his head and licks Beren’s hand. Beren lays his hand on Huan’s head. Their eyes meet.

Huan sinks down, closing his eyes. He exhales his last.

Mablung takes a severed clenched fist out of the wolf corpse, which is now flooded with light. He opens the fingers of the hand. Inside is the Silmaril. He takes the shining jewel out, wondering. The hand withers to ash in an instant.

Mablung kneels by Beren and gives him the Silmaril. Beren gropes for it.

Beren clumsily passes it to Thingol.

Thingol receives the Silmaril, looking at Beren with tearful eyes.

Beren gazes back with his last strength.

Thingol

Love her, Beren.

Beren nods, faintly. He closes his eyes.

A tear runs down Thingol’s face.

Beren is dead.

Thingol gazes down on his body.

All the Hunters look down on Beren, and Huan, both dead.

EXT. MENEGROTH, PALACE PARKS - NIGHT

Thingol and the Hunters bear the bodies of Beren and Huan towards the Palace.

Thingol places the Silmaril on Beren’s chest. He is weeping openly.

EXT. MENEGROTH, PALACE DOORS - NIGHT

The death procession passes through the door and into the palace.

INT. MENEGROTH, PALACE HALL - NIGHT

The procession enters the Hall.

Luthien is standing there alone.

She watches the procession enter, blank faced. As Beren’s corpse approaches her, she can only stare. There are no words to describe what she is feeling. She seems to try to mouth some, but no words come.

Thingol goes to her and clasps her hands in his.

She looks at him wildly, shaking her head. Tears begin to stream down her face.

She turns to gaze on Beren’s body.

His face is pale and bloodied. Her fingers reach trembling towards it, but do not quite touch.

Finally she manages to make a faint sound.

Luthien

My love. My love.

She looks away, up, around.

Luthien (cont’d)

My love.

Her eyes roll up, and she collapses.

She falls.

She strikes the floor. Her head strikes very hard against the marble flagstones.

FADE TO BLACK

SILENCE, then the sound of the SEA.

FADE IN TO:

EXT. A STRANGE BAY - DAY

It is like a VISION or a DREAM - the same vista as Felagund’s earlier narrative.

Luthien stands upon a headland beside a strange misty bay. Across the ocean to her right is a shining light.

The souls of Elves file behind her, passing by along the headland path, heading towards the sea and the light.

Some look at her, puzzled. She does not follow them. She stares across the bay.

Across the bay, on the far side, is another headland, dimmer and more misty.

The souls of humans file in great silent processions into a thick grey fog.

They are heading seawards, but in a different direction from the procession of Elves on Luthien's side.

Two processions, then, of the two different races... heading away from each other in death. Never to meet again.

Luthien stares towards the distant headland.

Among the countless human souls, one man is singled out.

It is Beren, blank faced, plodding on like all the others.

Luthien calls M.O.S: 'Beren! Beren!'



Beren’s tragic face turns slowly, and sees her, all the way across the bay.

She shouts silently.

Luthien (M.O.S)

Beren! Come back! Don't leave me! Don't leave me!

Sorrowfully Beren turns his face away, and continues walking.

Luthien turns, to see the Elves filing past her towards the shining light in the distance.

She makes a decision.

She runs down towards the bay. Elf hands grab at her from behind but she shakes them off.

She runs, calling, through the shallow surf that washes up the beach.

Beren moves ever closer to the grey bank of mist. He looks for her again, then turns away sorrowfully, as she strives towards him.

Still shouting, Luthien runs on.

The water grows deeper as she splashes through it.

Soon the water is up to her waist.

She struggles on, but it gets even deeper. She reaches out in supplication as the waves splash higher than her chest.

The water is sweeping her off her feet.

Suddenly there is no sign of her.

The waters have covered her.

Small waves WASH softly on the shore.

FADE TO BLACK.

VOICES murmur. They are powerful, resonant voices, speaking together. They are the voices of the Valar. One emerges above the others.

Manwe (V.O)

This has never before been granted... and never will again.

The voice ECHOES -

and ECHOES - 

fading, as we FADE IN TO:

EXT. NELDORETH WOODS - DAY

Luthien is lying on the grass in a glade. It is the place where Beren first found himself lying, before meeting her.

She gets up, staring around in wonder. She hears a distant shout:

Beren (O.S)

Tinuviel! Tinuviel!

Luthien spins, astonished. Beren is running towards her.

Beren

Luthien! Luthien!

They run together and embrace, kissing.

As they cling, we see that Beren’s left hand is still missing. But then we see what is clutched in his right hand.

It is Thingol’s necklace, and in it is set the Silmaril, bright and shining.

Beren puts the necklace over Luthien’s head. The light shimmers over them both.

They set off together through the wood.

EXT. OPEN COUNTRY - DAY

Beren and Luthien ride at a gallop on the same horse.

A sunlit blue sea and a green island appear over the hill ahead of them.

Melian (V.O.)

Luthien’s song moved even the Valar to pity, and Beren was sent back. Luthien would live beside him, a mortal herself, and with him she would leave the world. Where these two lovers wander now, not even I can say. For long ago, they passed away.



Beren and Luthien ride on and fade into the distance.

FADE OUT.
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