
PYRIA

INT. PYRIA’S COTTAGE - BEDROOM - DAY

THE FACE OF THE MONSTER that terrorized Amberle BLURS INTO 
FOCUS. PULL OUT TO REVEAL it’s actually a driftwood mask 
mounted on the wall of the BEDROOM.

Amberle is curled on a bed, asleep. The room is wallpapered 
with seashells and an embroidered image of the Ellcrys hangs 
by the door. Amberle wakes and reacts to the mask in shock.

PYRIA (O.S.)
Ignore Iggy.  I use him to scare 
the bark nuts off any Troll that 
comes sniffing around. 

Amberle turns as PYRIA enters. 60, a noble earth mother with 
Elvin ears and a waist-long ice-white braid. Dressed in a 
simple hand-loomed robe, her manner and voice display the 
hard edge that comes from years living alone. 

PYRIA
You fell into one of my traps. Nice 
reflexes, by the way. 

Amberle’s trepidation morphs into surprise.

AMBERLE
Aunt Pyria? 

PYRIA
I must look a lot older than my 
royal portrait -- although knowing 
my brother, he probably torched 
that decades ago. 

AMBERLE
It’s still hanging on the wall and 
you look just as beautiful. 

Pyria dismisses the compliment with a shrug. 

PYRIA
What are you doing out here by 
yourself? You could have been 
kidnapped or killed. 

AMBERLE
I’m in trouble. I need your help.
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PYRIA
We exchanged letters, I thought you 
deserved to know the truth about 
your poor mother -- that doesn’t 
give you the right to show up on my 
doorstep. 

AMBERLE
I had no one else to turn to.

PYRIA
Next time save yourself the trip, 
talk to my brother. Even before he 
was king, he liked to spout wisdom.

AMBERLE
He doesn’t believe in magic. I know 
you do. 

The statement rouses bitter memories. Pyria’s pale gray eyes 
scrutinize Amberle’s. 

PYRIA
I’ll escort you back to the Elvin 
border. I’m sure Eventine’s 
dispatched a legion of scouts to 
look for you. They can take you 
home. 

Amberle rises, desperate. 

AMBERLE
No, please listen to me! The 
Ellcrys is dying and it’s my fault.

Pyria’s brittle facade cracks with disbelief. 

PYRIA
How is that even possible?

AMBERLE
I ran the Gauntlet and became a 
member of the Chosen. When I laid 
my hands on the tree, I had a 
nightmarish vision -- Arborlon in 
flames. Demons feasting on the dead 
-- it was a vision of the future, a 
future that’s going to happen 
because I broke the rules. 

PYRIA
I doubt you’re the cause of 
whatever’s happening. 
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She rests a hand of comfort on Amberle’s shoulder, but then 
catches herself, allowing her emotionally detached demeanor 
to once more take hold. 

PYRIA
Now I’ll fix you a meal and then 
we’ll head out. 

Pyria turns to exit, but Amberle grabs her arm. 

AMBERLE
Please. I can’t repair the past, 
but if you don’t help me now, the 
world will have no future. 

OFF Pyria reacting to Amberle’s heartfelt plea...
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