
AMBERLE 

INT. ROYAL PALACE - AMBERLE’S ROOM - DAY

Amberle is on her bed drawing with focused intensity when a 
BREEZE flutters her papers.  Startled, she finds Lorin 
entering from the balcony doors.  He’s formally dressed in 
the distinctive uniform of the Chosen. 

AMBERLE
Lorin, are you insane! 

LORIN
I like to keep the Home Guard on 
their toes. 

She hastily hides her latest sketch and stands. 

LORIN
You haven’t been to any of the 
festivities this week.  You trying 
to avoid me?

AMBERLE
Had to rest, Uncle Arion’s orders.

LORIN
But you are coming to the banquet 
tonight?

She doesn’t answer. They are framed against the open balcony 
doors and a Maxfield Parrish sky. He softly asks...

LORIN
What happened when you touched the 
Ellcrys?  One minute you were fine, 
the next you passed out. 

AMBERLE
I’m still trying to figure it out 
myself.

LORIN
You know what I think?  You 
realized you’re going to be sharing 
a dorm with six guys for the next 
year and couldn’t take it. 

Both crack up. Amberle lets herself relax. 

AMBERLE
Actually, it’s my Uncle Arion who’s 
not happy about that. 



LORIN
I’m surprised he isn’t making you 
live in the palace.

AMBERLE
He can’t.  Once our service 
officially begins, we’re forbidden 
to step outside the walls of the 
Garden for a year.

LORIN
That’s going to be tough. 

AMBERLE
I know.  The two of us stuck under 
the same roof. 

LORIN
It’s a very small roof.  Don’t 
worry, I saved you the best bed. 

Her eyes flirtatiously narrow. 

AMBERLE
Next to you? 

LORIN
Under me. 

(off her look)
They’re bunk beds. 

Their faces inch closer. Their voices are hushed. 

AMBERLE
What if I want to be on top?

LORIN
I’m willing to take turns. 

Their mouths glide towards a kiss. 

AMBERLE
Promise.

LORIN
Cross my heart. 

Their lips finally connect.  However, they’re so passionate, 
they lose their balance and tumble onto the bed, LAUGHING.
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AMBERLE

EXT. WOODS - NIGHT 

Eretria slowly turns a rabbit that’s roasting on a campfire 
spit.  Her horse is tied to an oak, a tarp covers a wooden 
sleigh piled with the loot stolen from the cottage. 

THE SNAP OF A BRANCH. 

It’s faint, barely audible, in one fluid motion, Eretria 
pulls a dagger from her belt and hurls it.  The PROJECTILE 
WHISTLES through the dark. A GASP OF SHOCK follows. 

ERETRIA
The next one goes straight through 
your heart -- who are you?

With another dagger gripped, Eretria strides towards AMBERLE. 
The blade impaled her cloak, missing her neck by a hair, 
pinning her to a tree. 

AMBERLE
I mean no harm!  Please!  I saw 
your fire and was hoping to warm 
myself. 

ERETRIA
You’re the second Elf I’ve run into 
this week.  Actually, the first was 
a mongrel.  Cute but not very 
bright. 

She assesses Amberle, then yanks the dagger free. 

ERETRIA
Where are you headed all by 
yourself? 

AMBERLE
To the Elvin mission in Cullhaven. 
I’m a teacher. 

ERETRIA
You pack light. 

Amberle nods to Eretria’s sled as they cross to the fire. 

AMBERLE
Unlike you.
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ERETRIA
My husband found work near Balanor. 
I had to pack up our house and meet 
him there. 

Eretria pours wine into a pewter cup, surreptitiously hinges 
open a ring and deposits the green powder hidden within into 
the drink. She turns, offers Amberle the cup. 

AMBERLE
Thank you. 

Amberle raises the cup to her lips, then throws the wine in 
Eretria’s face, using the distraction to draw her sword. 

AMBERLE
You have no wedding band and I 
doubt one will ever grace your 
duplicitous finger, Rover! 

Eretria defiantly stares down the blade. 

ERETRIA
Your jewelry gave you away too, 
Princess. I don’t know any teachers 
who have the Royal crest of 
Arborlon engraved on their cuff.

AMBERLE
What was your plan, drug me and 
then rob me?

ERETRIA
I steal to survive. My life wasn’t 
handed to me on a silver platter. 

AMBERLE
Don’t pretend you know the first 
thing about me. 

ERETRIA
You don’t have an escort. My guess, 
you’re running away -- probably 
from a guy who either broke your 
heart or knocked you up. Whatever 
your drama, it doesn’t compare to 
what you’re going to face out here 
in the real world.

AMBERLE
Thanks for that nugget of Rover 
wisdom. 
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FEMALE VOICE (V.O.)
Come back to me, Amberle. 

Startled, Amberle scans the night. 

ERETRIA
Afraid of the dark, Princess?

Amberle ignores her, grabs a loaf of bread. 

ERETRIA
Now who’s the thief?

Amberle pulls off her silver cuff, flings it at Eretria.

AMBERLE
Believe me, you got the better end 
of that trade. 

She unties Eretria’s horse and climbs on. 

ERETRIA
If I see you again, I promise I 
won’t miss. 

AMBERLE
I look forward to the rematch. 

OFF Eretria, pissed, as Amberle gallops off...
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WIL

EXT. WOODS - STREAM - DAY 

Crisp shafts of sunlight illuminate Wil and Allanon as they 
water their sweat-slicked horses by a stream.

WIL
So you and the King’s sister, wow. 
Never pictured you as the romantic 
type.

Allanon bristles. 

ALLANON
My relationship with Pyria is none 
of your concern. 

WIL
I’m sure the age difference must 
have been kind of weird.  How old 
are you, like 350?

ALLANON
Stop talking.

WIL
I can’t.  It’s the only thing 
keeping my mind off the fact that 
we could be ripped apart by 
rampaging demons at any moment. 
Nobody should die like that. 

Allanon senses Wil’s genuine fear, softens. 

ALLANON
Thanks to you, we have a chance of 
finding Amberle and stopping them.

WIL
Whoa.  Was that a compliment? 

ALLANON
I’m not much of a 
conversationalist.  As you can 
imagine, I don’t get much practice.

Wil nods, seizing Allanon’s verbal olive branch. 

WIL
If you don’t want to talk about 
Pyria, at least tell me about my 
dad. 
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ALLANON
Interestingly, they’re connected. I 
met Pyria because she was keeper of 
the royal archives. I was tracking 
down the descents of the Shannara 
bloodline. 

WIL
How come?

ALLANON
Because they were all being 
murdered. 

Wil shakes his head, disturbed. 

WIL
That’s one family legacy I hope to 
avoid. 

Allanon ignores him, stays on track. 

ALLANON
I found your father in Shady Vale 
living with the Ohmsfords. He and 
Flick were like brothers.

WIL
That’s funny, Uncle Flick refused 
to talk about him.  It was like my 
dad had wronged him.

ALLANON
Your father is the only reason the 
world didn’t descend into darkness 
30 years ago. His courage and 
fortitude inspire me still. 

Wil listens with a mixture of pride and surprise.

WIL
If he’s such a hero, how come 
nobody remembers him? Why did he 
die a sad, lonely drunk?

ALLANON
Do you recall I told you magic 
comes with a price? Your father 
mastered the Elfstones, defeated a 
terrible evil, but the magic took 
its toll.

Wil’s brow creases with concern. 
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