ACT TWO, SCENE FIVE

(Sam and Frodo are near Mt. Doom in Mordor.  Frodo is asleep and Sam is sitting up keeping watch.)

SAM

I am sorry Mr. Frodo but it is time to wake up.  We had better get going.

FRODO

All right Sam.  If I can go on without faith or hope then I should be able to go on without sufficient food or rest as well.  However, all of these do not completely explain my weariness.  It is the awful weight of the ring that drags down both my body and my spirit.  Well since I cannot cast it aside, I can at least lighten my load by discarding this sword and the rest of the orc gear.

SAM

Beggin your pardon Mr. Frodo but you need some protection while that Gollum is still loose, not to mention Orcs and worse that are likely about.

FRODO

Then my good Samwise you must be the sword and shield for us both.  I am sorry Sam.  It is just no good.  Again I fail a test.  But we shan’t win through fighting.  Do not think me ungrateful but I must go on while I still can and the ring’s weight is more than enough.
(Frodo takes of his Orc-cloak and mail-shirt and casts them away.) 

Well now that is better.  But now what I need is something to keep warm.  Either the air has grown cold or I have caught a chill.
( Sam reaches into his pack and takes out his elven-cloak and gives it to Frodo.)

Yes Sam that should do quite nicely.  These elven cloaks are remarkable; warm but so light as to make you feel you are wearing nothing at all.  At least we can make a start but I still curse this darkness that seeps into my heart.  Oh forgive me Sam.  It seems every word out of my mouth is a complaint and to make it worse, it sounds as if I am blaming you.  I am not.  I know that without you this quest would 

FRODO (cont.)

have ended tragically and long ago.  There is nothing but the ring.  I see it with my waking eyes as a burning wheel of fire.  All else dies.

SAM

Then the sooner we must be rid of it Master Frodo.

FRODO

How long has it been since we made our escape from Shagrat and Gorbag?

SAM

Without the rising and setting of the sun it is hard to tell, but it has been four days by my reckoning.

FRODO

I have to wonder how it goes for Gondor and our friends in the war.  That was a fell captain that led a powerful force that issued out of Mordor.

SAM

Well it seems that there is more daylight than before.  Look there to the west Mr. Frodo.  The light and winds do seem to have changed.  If nature can reassert herself against the foul things of the east I would guess that things go poorly for Sauron.

FRODO

Alas our way is east and the change is to the west.  I wish them no ill and my hope rises for the safety of our friends but I fear it will do us little good.  I wonder if they think of us, two little hobbits alone in this horrid land.

SAM

Master, I am sure their thoughts are always with us or at least on the fate of the Ring.  Well, there are orcs about.  If not now there will be soon.  Now that we’ve had a bit of rest stick close and follow me.  (Sam picks up his pack and slings it over his shoulder. They begin to cross the stage)
FRODO

How much further would you guess it is to Mt. Doom.

SAM

I can barely see it Mr. Frodo.  I would guess forty leagues at least.

(Sam and Frodo trudge along.  Soon they hear Orc-drums and the sound of heavy marching feet.)

FRODO

This is what I feared Sam.  It would seem our good fortune has run out.

SAM

Yes Master, that would seem the way of it.  But let’s see if we can huddle down over here.  Perhaps they will think us two tired orc-soldiers and let us be.

(Sam and Frodo sit down and pull the hoods of their cloaks over their heads and place their Orc-shields in front of their feet.  The first few orcs pass them by.  Suddenly one of the slave drivers see them on the side of the rode.  He stops and cracks a whip at them.)

ORC

Hey there you two, get up!  Fall in line.

(Sam and Frodo make no answer.  The Orc halts the line with a yell and cracks his whip again.)

Come on you slugs.  You know we’re at war and now the war comes to us.  There is a great army of men marching east as we speak.  Don’t give a thought to deserting.  When we are victorious Sauron and his black riders will ve merciless with any they think shirked their duties.  You’ll be late into your camp as it is and then you’ll get a hint of punishment to come.

(Sam gets up and helps Frodo to his feet.  They start to shuffle their way back to the end of the line.)

FALL IN LINE HERE,

AND MAKE SURE YOU STAY.

WHERE THERE’S A WHIP THERE IS A WILL.

WHERE THERE’S A WHIP THERE IS A WAY.

(The Orc turns back to the line and gives a yell, cracks his whip and the line starts to move off.)

WHERE THERE’S A WHIP, THERE IS A WILL.

WHERE THERE’S A WHIP, THERE IS A WAY.

AND OF THAT WHIP, WE’VE HAD OUR FILL.

BUT WITH THAT WHIP, HE LEADS THE WAY.

WHERE THERE’S A WHIP, THERE IS A WILL.

WHERE THERE’S A WHIP, THERE IS A WAY.

AND OF THAT WHIP, WE’VE HAD OUR FILL.

BUT WITH THAT WHIP, HE LEADS THE WAY.

SAM (Whispering)

Well they did mistake us for Orcs which is a blessing but not the one I had hoped for.  But did you here that Mr.  Frodo?  An army of men marches east.  The forces of the west must have fashioned victory of a sort at Gondor.  It seems we do have other hopes at last.

ORC

Silence in line there!  If you have the energy to jabber you have the energy to run faster.

(As the Orcs with Sam and Frodo run off stage, another band of Orcs, somewhat larger and dressed in different garb enter from the same side of the stage.  The lighting and scenery change slightly to convey the passage of time and distance.  The original group of Orcs re-enter opposite with Sam and Frodo lagging just behind.)
ORC

Hey there, give way.  You stupid Uruks wait for the Orcs of the Dark Tower of Barad-dur to pass.  Sauron himself calls us to the gate.

URUK CAPTAIN

Uruks wait for no one!

(There is a great deal of pushing and shoving.  Weapons are drawn and Sam and Frodo are forgotten.)

SAM

Quickly Mr. Frodo.  This seems to be our chance.  Those quarrelsome Orcs are busy fighting and it appears we are forgotten.  Quickly now over here.  It appears our luck has changed with that of the west.  Not only are we free but the march with the Orcs has brought us to the foot of Mt. Doom.

FRODO

Sam we could be upon it and it would do no good.  I shall come no closer.  I can barely move.

SAM

Come, come now Mr. Frodo.  What would your Uncle Bilbo say to this giving up?  We must get away now and then I will find a place that we can rest a bit.

(Sam helps Frodo up and they shuffle off stage.  The Orcs and Uruks fight their way off stage opposite.)

BLACKOUT
