ACT TWO, SCENE SIX

(Aragorn leads the armies of Gondor and the West from Pelennor Fields towards Mordor.  The land about them is desolate.  It has long since succumbed to the evil of Mordor and is grey, and barren.)

GANDALF

We have passed beyond the living lands.  This place bears witness to the evil of Sauron.    
ARAGORN

If we are defeated, those who run will meet their ends soon enough.  As this march is but a feint of war the loss is not important.  I fear that no challenge has come for surely Sauron knows we are here.

LEGOLAS

Lord, I have seen the Nazgul patrolling the skies just beyond bowshot.  I have also seen many spies that mirror our course.  Sauron knows well that we come.  Can it be he does not care?

GIMLI

I would wager that he cares though it be a bitter care as a robber cares for the weight of his victim’s purse.  I fear Mordor waits on us with their trap well prepared.

ARAGORN

Whatever awaits us I doubt we will have long to discover it.  Here is the Black Gate.  If there is to be a trap let us prepare for it as best we may.  Divide the armies into two and take the high ground upon these hills.  If the forces of Mordor issue forth I would prefer that they be forced to climb up to cut us down.

(As Aragorn finishes issuing his orders a trumpet is heard from the walls of Mordor.  The gate slowly opens.  An emissary followed by two soldiers and two attendants bearing standards enter from the gate.
MOUTH OF SAURON

I AM THE MOUTH OF SAURON

KNOW HIS MIND, SERVE AT HIS HAND.

LIEUTENANT OF THE TOWER

BARAD-DUR AND OF HIS LAND.

IS THERE ONE AMONGST THIS RABBLE,

PITIFUL HOST, THIS MEAGER BAND.

WITH AUTHORITY TO TREAT WITH ME

OR EVEN WIT TO UNDERSTAND?

MOUTH OF SAURON (Cont.)

NOT THOU AT LEAST PRETENDER      (Looking at Aragorn)
TO A THRONE NE’RE COME TO PASS.

IT TAKES MORE TO MAKE A KING

THAN A PEICE OF ELVEN GLASS.

PERHAPS IT’S THROUGH THIS ARMY,

YOUR REGAL STATION I SHOULD KNOW?

A MERE PACK NO MORE THAN ANY

BRIGAND OF THE HILLS COULD SHOW.

ARAGORN  (Stepping forward)
EVIL MASK I CLAIM NO KINGSHIP,

PERHAPS MY GAZE REVEALS MY WILL.

I’VE NOT MOVED MY HAND TO WEAPON

YET YOU SEEM TO’VE HAD YOUR FILL.

MOUTH OF SAURON

IF YOUR PURPOSE IS TO MENACE,

I ASSURE YOU THAT YOU FAILED.

I’M A HERALD AND AMBASSADOR

AND THUS MAY NOT BE ASSAILED.

GANDALF

SPARE ME YOUR INDIGNATION

YOUR MASTER’S POW’R MAKES YOU TOO BOLD.

THE LAND OF MORDOR KNOWS NO HONOR

NEITHER LAW NOR CUSTOM HOLDS.

STILL NO ONE HAS THREATENED YOU

FROM US YOU’VE NAUGHT TO FEAR

‘TIL ERRAND DONE OR WISDOM COME

TO SAURON. HIS END DRAWS NEAR.

MOUTH OF SAURON

SO WE FIND A SPOKESMAN HERE AT LAST.

THE FRAIL GREYBEARD, WE FEARED YOUR TIME HAD PASSED.

WE HAVE HEARD OF YOU AT WHILES,

AND THY WAND’RINGS O’ER THE MILES.

YOUR PLOTS AND MISCHIEF DELIVER YOU AT LAST.

WELL MASTER GANDALF YOU’VE GONE TOO FAR.

YOUR FOOLISH WEBS, NO MORE MENACE THAN THE STARS.

FOR SOON YOU WILL MEET YOUR FATE

AT THE FEET OF SAURON GREAT.

THESE TOKENS WILL REVEAL JUST HOW LOST YOU ARE.

PIPPIN

CAN THAT BE THE SWORD OF SAMWISE,

AND FRODO’S COAT OF MITHRIN MAIL.

THEY ARE THE TOKENS OF OUR DOWNFALL.

OUR NOBLE QUEST IS DOOMED TO FAIL.

GANDALF

(SPOKEN) SILENCE!!

MOUTH OF SAURON

ANOTHER OF THESE HALFLINGS.

WHAT USE THEY ARE WE CANNOT GUESS.

BUT TO SEND AS SPIES TO MORDOR

YOUR BENT TO FOLLY IS NO LESS.

WE THANK HIM FOR HIS WITNESS,

FOR ON THIS I CAN RELY.

THESE TOKENS ARE WELL KNOWN TO YOU

THIS IS A FACT YOU CAN’T DENY.

GANDALF

I WISH NOT TO DENY THEM,

FOR THEIR HISTORY’S WELL KNOWN.

IF T’WOULD END YOUR FOUL COMMISSION,

I WOULD CLAIM THEM AS MY OWN.

NO DOUBT YOUR AIM IS FIENDISH.

WHY TO US DO YOU THESE BEAR?

MOUTH OF SAURON

DWARF-COAT, ELF-CLOAK, SWORD OF THE SHIRE

SEEDS OF CONSPIRACY IS THERE.

NOW PERCHANCE ARE THEY THAT BORE THESE HERE

WELL KNOWN TO YOU, AND ONES WHOM YOU HOLD DEAR.

OR GRIEFLESS THEIR LIVES TO LOSE,

IT WILL BE THEIR FATE YOU CHOOSE

FOR SPIES SAURON HOLDS NEITHER LOVE NOR FEAR.

GOOD! WELL LOVED BY YOU THEY WERE I SEE.

OR THEIR TASK FAILED, BE CAUSE FOR YOU TO FLEE.

THE WILL SUFFER YEARS ALIVE

IN FOUL TORMENT WE CONTRIVE

TAKE MY LORD’S TERMS OR THIS SHALL SURELY BE.

GANDALF

TAME YOUR BLUSTER SLAVE OF SAURON.

HAVE NO DOUBT THAT WE STAND FIRM.

IT IS ONLY OF YOUR CONSEL

THAT WE WEARY – NAME THE TERMS.

MOUTH OF SAURON

These are the terms.  The rabble of Gondor and its deluded allies shall withdraw at once beyond the River Anduin, first taking oaths never again to assail Sauron the Great in arms, open or in secret.  All lands east of the Anduin shall be Sauron’s forever, solely.  West of the Anduin as far as the Misty Mountains and the Gap of Rohan shall be tributary to Mordor and men there shall bear no weapons but shall have leave to govern their own affairs.  But they shall help to rebuild Isengard which they have wantonly destroyed, and that shall be Sauron’s and there his lieutenant shall dwell.  Not Saruman, but one more worthy of trust.

GANDALF

IF I READ YOUR MIND CORRECTLY,

YOU THINK ME SIMPLE OR US KNAVES.

YOU’D BE ISENGARD’S LIEUTENANT.

YOU OUR TYRANT, WE YOUR SLAVES.

THIS IS MUCH TO DEMAND FOR THE LIFE OF THESE SERVANTS.

TO RECEIVE WHAT WOULD OTHERWISE TAKE MANY BATTLES TO GAIN.

OR HAS THE FIELDS OF GONDOR

DESTROYED HIS HOPES IN WAR

SO THAT HE FALLS TO HAGGLING

AND TAKES UP ARMS NO MORE.

IF INDEED WE RATED THESE SERVANTS SO HIGHLY

HOW COULD WE KNOW THAT YOUR MASTER WOULD KEEP HIS PART?

YIELD NOW TO ME THESE  PRIS’NERS

AND ONCE THEY ARE AT HAND,

THE CAPTAINS HERE WILL COUNCIL

AND CONSIDER YOUR DEMANDS.

MOUTH OF SAURON

Do not bandy words in your insolence with the Mouth of Sauron.   These are the terms. Take them or leave them.

GANDALF
THESE WE’LL TAKE IN OUR FRIENDS’ MEM’RY,

BOTH THEIR GARMENTS AND THE SWORD.

TO YOUR TERMS THEY ARE REJECTED.

TAKE THAT MESSAGE TO YOUR LORD.

YOUR EMBASSY IS OVER

AND YOUR DEATH DRAWS NEAR UPON.

CLOSE FOREVER MOUTH OF SAURON.

I COMMAND THEE SLAVE, BE GONE!!

(In a wordless rage, the Mouth of Sauron turns and stalks back into the gates.  As he does trumpets sound.)

PRINCE IMRAHIL

Well, they certainly appear to understand our answer and it would seem we have theirs as well.  As they refuse to surrender, let them die upon this field.

ARAGORN

My Lord, you do amaze me.  You manage to show great courage in the face of even greater adversity.  However if your jests are ended, I suggest that we brace for the attack that I am certain is forthcoming.

EOMER

Gimli, I would say that we wait no longer for the trap to be sprung.  Our armies upon the hills are already sorely pressed.

GIMLI

Legolas my friend, it seems we will be able to answer once and for all which is mightier in battle; a dwarf axe or elf-bow.

LEGOLAS

Good Gimli, you are right but I hold little hope that either you or I shall survive to compare the tally.  But let the count start now!

(A force of Orcs comes out from the gate.  Legolas and Gimli charge to meet them.  The battle rages and slowly fades to slow motion pantomime, silhouetted in smoke on stage.  Above the walls, the lights come up on Frodo and Sam.  Frodo is higher up and the red glow of the fires of Mt. Doom illuminate him from below.  Frodo stands perfectly still.)

SAM

Master, we have made it here at last.  Cast the ring into the fires and be done with its wretchedness.  (Frodo makes no move to destroy the Ring) Master, why do you wait?  You must destroy the ring!

FRODO

Yes Sam, we have come at last but I will do no such thing.  I have suffered greatly as the bearer and shall have it in re-payment for my troubles.  Forever it is mine.  I will not destroy it.  My ring is too beautiful to be destroyed.  Now at last I see, you want me to destroy it, the council wanted me to destroy it because they are envious, cruel and envious.  Yes that is it. It is envy, not friendship or loyalty that drives your schemes.  It is mine forever!  I am the Lord of the Ring!

GOLLUM (Entering)

No evil Bagginses.  You won’t keep it or destroy it.

(Gollum rushes at Frodo who slips on the ring and disappears.  Gollum grabs Frodo and they struggle.  At last Gollum pulls Frodo’s hand to his mouth and bites down on Frodo’s finger.  Suddenly Frodo reappears and drops to his knees.)Precious, precious, precious!!! Oh my precious I have you!

(With his eyes raised, Gollum dances wildly with joy.  He stepps too close to the edge, totters briefly and then plunges into the fires of Mt. Doom.)

GOLLUM

Preeeeeeesssssssssssshhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhuuuuuuuuuusssssssssssssss!

(All lights go out as a slow rumbling sound grows.  Then flame and smoke pour out of Mt. Doom.  Sam scrambles up to where Frodo is kneeling.)

SAM

Come Master!  It is done.  The ring is destroyed.  We must get from this place before we too are consumed by the fires!  Quickly Master, quickly!  (They exit as the lights fade on them and comeback up on the stage below.  The action slowly returns to full speed below.  The high piercing scream of Sauron in agony is heard and then fades to a hollow nothingness.  Cracks appear in the walls and one of the gates crashes down off its hinges.  The Orcs look among one another and then with fear at the Captains.  As the sky brightens, they drop their weapons and run back in through the gate.)
GANDALF

This is the hour of doom.  Sauron’s doom!  Stand men of the west.  The realm of Sauron is ended.  The bearer has fulfilled the quest.  The Ring of Power is no more!

(A great cry of joy comes up from the Captains and the armies of the West from offstage.  Gandalf is silent and stands motionless with a concerned expression on his face.  He turns to the Captains.

My Lords, follow me.  We must fly like the wind.  There is hope that deep in Mordor, Frodo and Sam still live!

(Gandalf rushes through the gate as the others follow.)
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