ACT TWO, SCENE THREE

(The Tower of Cirith Ungol in Mordor.  Sam enters stage left.)

SAM

I must save Mr. Frodo or perish in the trying.  There pereshing is more likely and will be a lot easier anyway.  But I’m not sure dying should be my greastest fear.  It is bad enough that I have to visit here.  I have no desire to meet my host.  Well enough of your talking Sam.  It brings you no closer to rescuing Mr. Frodo.  Come on you miserable sluggard.  Now for it!

(As Sam starts to cross the stage, the lights come up revealing the Two Watchers.  They are three- headed beasts carved out of stone.  However their eyes glow red.  They are ever aware of who passes through the gate below them.  As Sam passes beneath them, he feels a great shock that sends him backwards.  He looks at the empty space, confused.  He draws his sword and rushes at it again with the same result.  He then pulls the Phial of Galadriel out from his tunic.  The light begins to shine brightly and the red glow of the watcher’s eyes slowly fades.  Sam runs forward and passes through.  He turns back to face downstage with a look of satisfaction on his face. He thrusts the Phial back in his tunic.  The lights fade.  Suddenly, the eyes glow bright red and there is a high shriek.  A harsh bell clangs in a single stroke.

SAM

Well Sam.  That’s done it.  I’ve rung the front door bell and good.  Well come on somebody!  Tell Captain Shagrat that the great elf-warrior has come to call and with his elf -sword too!

(Sam waits for some type of challenge or further alarm.  Hearing none, he strides back down stage center.)

It will be towards the back I guess.  The whole tower climbs backwards-like.  From what I heard the orcs say, he’ll be in some upper chamber as like as not.
(Sounds of fighting break out from stage left.  In the dim light, Orcs are heard fighting.  Two rush towards where Sam is standing but are felled by arrows.  A third runs over towards Sam, sees him holding Sting and turns back in terror.)

SAM

Yes! The elf-warrior is loose and I have come for you.  Show me the way to your lair.  (Sam gives chase but quickly tires.)  Well, well!  If only they all take such dislike of me and my Sting, this may turn out better than I hoped.  It will be much simpler if they all run or kill each other off.                 (Sam exits.)
( A ‘room’ comes onto stage up stage right.  There is a platform above where Frodo lies unconscious.  Sam re-enters as if he had followed the path of the Orc who had run off.  He does not enter the ‘room’ but clearly he can hear what is being said.)

SHAGRAT

CURSE YOU SNAGA!

YOU WON’T GO AGAIN?

I AM CAPTAIN STILL

SO YOU SHALL OBEY MY WILL!

SAURON, DARK LORD

MUST HEAR OF THE PRIZE,

THAT HE SEARCHES FOR,

THAT HE NEEDS TO WAGE THIS WAR!

SNAGA

THERE IS NO WAY

HE’LL HEAR IT FROM US.

NAUGHT WILL MAKE ME GO.

ALL OUR TROOPS ARE DEAD BELOW.

SHAGRAT

CURSE THAT GORBAG.

HE’S WHO STARTED THIS,

FIGHTING ‘MONGST OURSELVES.

WHEN WE’RE PLAGUED BY CURS-ED ELVES.

SNAGA

GORBAG IS IT?

TAKE THE BLAME YOURSELF.

HE WAS RIGHT TO FEAR,

THE ELF SOLDIER’S COMING HERE.

SHAGRAT

SO IT’S YOUR FEAR,

THAT RULES OVER YOU.

COWARDS ARE NO USE,

SO FROM YOUR LIFE I’LL CUT YOU LOOSE.

(Shagrat draws his scimitar and slashes at Snaga who darts away avoiding the blow.  Snaga then runs off with Shagrat chasing him. Sam checks to see if there are others about.  He then enters the room and climbs the ladder up to the platform where Frodo lies.)

SAM

Mr. Frodo.  It’s me! Sam Gangee!  Wake up now.  I’ve come to rescue you.

FRODO

Sam do I still dream?  But the other dreams were horrible.  To see your face seems too good to be true.

SAM

You’re not dreaming my dear Master Frodo.  I had almost lost hope of finding you alive but I am here at last.  But we must get away from here, while there is still hope for the quest.

FRODO

All our hope is gone.  They have taken everything Sam.  Everything I had.  Do you understand?  The quest has failed.  

SAM

No Mr. Frodo.  They did not get everything.  And it hasn’t failed, not yet.  I took it, Mr. Frodo, beggin your pardon.  And I have kept it safe.  It is a terrible burden.  However did you bear it?

FRODO

You’ve got it.  Sam, you are a marvel. Ah, but now I see through your scheme.  It is no burden to me and I shall have it back.  I can see into your black heart you thief.  (Frodo pauses.) Oh Sam!  What have I said?  What have I done?  Forgive me.  It is the horrible power of the Ring that puts such thoughts in my head.  I wish it had never, never been found.  But don’t mind me Sam.  I must carry the burden to the end.  It cannot be altered.  You cannot come between me and my doom.

SAM

That’s all right, Mr. Frodo.  I know in full the evil in the ring.  It seems to reach inside looking for a sign of weakness and then gnaws at it until you break.  But I can still help can’t I?  I have to get you out of here.  Mr. Frodo, let’s be going.  Can you walk?

FRODO

I think I can Sam but certainly not too far and none too fast.

SAM

We’ll have to find some Orc garb for you. It may help our chance of slippin through.  I’ll toss on one of these Orc cloaks and we should match well enough.

FRODO

But slip through to where though?  Can you find our way out of here and to Mt. Doom?

SAM

Well first things first Mr. Frodo and the first thing to do is to get out of here.(Sam and Frodo have put on Orc cloaks and start to leave. A band of Orcs enter from the opposite side of the stage.)  Master, quickly now.  We have to make for the Gate and get through before it is closed for good to our ill.  There are watchers but we can make it through with the Lady’s light you gave me.

(Sam and Frodo exit.  The Orcs move about the stage searching for them.  They also check the bodies of the dead Orcs that lie about.  As they move off, the Gate with the Watchers re-appears and Sam and Frodo re-enter up-stage from it.)

FRODO (Sinking to his knees.)
I can’t go on Sam.  I am going to faint.  I don’t know what’s come over me.

SAM

I do Mr. Frodo.  Hold up now!  It’s the gate.  There is some sort of devilry there.  But I got through and I am going to get back out.  It can’t be more dangerous than getting in.

Sam pulls out the Phial and the light starts to shine brightly.  Sam and Frodo draw their swords.)
SAM

GILTHONIEL, A ELBERETH!

FRODO

AIYA ELNOION ANCALIMA! 

(Sam and Frodo rush forward through the arch.  As they do a bell clangs and is answered from the distance.  The Watchers let out a high pitched shriek as the top stones of the arch give way and crash down to the stage.  As they look back, the shadow of a Black Rider sweeps back and forth across the stage.  Sam thrusts the phial back into his tunic.

SAM

Run now Mr. Frodo. Down this path and follow me.

(Sam and Frodo run off stage)

BLACKOUT

