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FADE UP ON: 

EXT. THE WINDY SPRITE TAVERN. DAY. 

 

We see the quaint tavern surrounded by rolling grassy fields. 

We hear a ruckus of music from inside. A giant CENTIPEDE 

rushes past. 

 

CUT TO: 

INT. THE WINDY SPRITE 

 

KORD, a young Gnome Bard is playing his lute on stage. The 

music is distorted and fast paced as he finishes the song. 

 

KORD 

… and that’s why I never visit Oxmen! 

 

KORD stands before his crowd triumphantly. 

 

ON crowd to see a number of different species sat around 

circular tavern tables looking unimpressed. An Oxman stands 

and marches out of shot, outraged and grumbling at the 

offencive song. One person claps slowly. 

 

ON KORD as he is ushered off the stage by the HOST, an Elf. 

 

HOST 

Thank you very much, KORD, with that 

delightful rendition of… whatever 

that thing was. 

Ladies, Gentlemen and the other 

thing.... 

 

We see a large otherworldly creature raise it’s glass in 

acknowledgement. 

 

HOST (cont) 

… please welcome to the stage 

CLOUDMAN MCLOUD. 

 

The HOST backs off stage clapping like Jools Holland as MCLOUD 

walks on stage. The crowd erupt in applause.  
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MCLOUD is of the Cloudman race, short, stubbly and fluffy as a 

cloud. He carries a small lyre and is very softly spoken in a 

high pitch.  

 

MCLOUD 

(as the crowd quiet down) 

Good afternoon everybody. I would 

just like to thank you all for being 

here, it is a real pleasure for me to 

be playing at The Windy Sprite… 

 

CUT TO: KORD resting at the bar, looking irritably at the 

stage. 

 

KORD 

Eugh, I hate this guy! 

 

CUT TO: Stage where MCLOUD continues. 

 

MCLOUD (cont) 

… before I start, I’d like to thank 

all of the other acts who got up here 

to entertain you today. It’s great to 

be sharing a stage with such talented 

folk as GORMIC HAMMERSMASH and his 

percussion recital, 

(A Dwarf stands with hammers in 

hand amidst torn drums and 

dented cymbals and nods to 

MCLOUD) 

CLYDE FISHFACE, 

(a small Fishman surrounded by a 

comically large tuba nods to 

MCLOUD) 

CRAZY JOE 

(A large bruit plays a little 

riff on a delicate Glass Harp 

and nods to MCLOUD) 

And lastly the controversial KORD. 
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All applauds stop as every eye turns to KORD looking moody at 

the bar. One person claps slowly and another Oxman walks off 

angrily.  

 

MCLOUD 

It takes real guts to get up here and 

do what they do. Thanks guys! 

So this is an ancient song, passed 

down from bard to bard. I hope you 

like it. 

 

CUT TO: KORD at the bar as MCLOUD plays his 

lyre and sings softly. 

 

KORD 

I don’t get it. Why does everyone 

like him so much? I mean what’s he 
got that I don’t? 

 

KORD turns to see the BARKEEP, a large Oxman, staring at him 

with furious eyes. As he breathes, the steam from his nostrils 

cloud the glass he is perpetually cleaning. 

 

CUT TO: Stage where MCLOUD sings to a starry-eyed audience. 

 

MCLOUD 

He came to town with a voice like an 

angel,and the strings of a demon. 

 

MCLOUD (cont) 

The man named Dombercloth, his fame 

and fortune built upon the backs of 

those lives he used. 

His selfishness devoured him, his 

mind corrupt by those cursed strings. 

The Cursed Strings of Dombercloth. 

 

CUT TO: KORD at the bar. 
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KORD 

(to the BARKEEP who then walks 

off) 

Wow, this is dull! 

(Calling out over the song) 

Come on! Get on with it! We’re bored 

all ready! 

 

CUT TO: MCLOUD still playing, trying to hide his annoyance of 

KORD’s heckle. 

 

MCLOUD 

Don’t act on selfish ambition, or a 

cheap desire to boast, instead humble 

yourself, putting the needs of others 

before your own. 

 

CUT TO: KORD at the bar as he grabs his lute and makes his way 

to the stage, disrupting MCLOUD. 

 

KORD 

That’s it! I don’t know about you 

guys, but I’m getting bored waiting 

for the music to start! 

 

He starts playing a high-tempo solo, the eyes of the crowd 

burn into him. MCLOUD looks deeply hurt by this. A large 

member of the audience grabs KORD. 

 

AUDIENCE MEMBER 

Let. Him. Finish. 

 

The audience member throws KORD aside, and returns starry-eyed 

to MCLOUD. 

 

MCLOUD 

Beware! the Strings of Dombercloth 

draw power from deep below. You may 

think you’re playing the strings, but 

strings will be playing you. 
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ON KORD who picks himself up from the ground and dusts himself 

off. We see the audience in front of him. 

 

KORD 

(calling out above the music) 

Fine! I can see my talent is wasted 

on you people! You’d rather listen to 

this dull snore-fest than appreciate 

true music, you uncultured, 

ingrateful fools! 

 

ON the crowd. Instantly the music goes quiet and all eyes in 

the audience hone in on KORD.  

 

WIDE angle of KORD stood alone, his back facing the door of 

the tavern as he regrets calling out. 

 

Suddenly the door of the tavern crashes open. In the doorway a 

bruised and beaten FINNGRIM, CECILL and THOK hunch over one 

another.  

 

CLOSE on FINNGRIM, whose finger is outstretched pointing 

beyond the camera. 

 

FINNGRIM 

YOUUUU!!!! 

 

ON KORD as he turns to see the trio. The crowd moving the 

attention of their gaze to the door. 

 

CLOSE on KORD as he takes a gulp. 

 

CUT TO: 

EXT. THE WINDY SPRITE TAVERN. DAY. 

 

TITLE 

Ten days before. 

 

We see the tavern again with a ruckus of music from within. A 

medium sized CENTIPEDE rushes into shot. Stops and looks at 

the title, eats it, and levels up to the giant CENTIPEDE in an 

8-bit video game fashion.  
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CUT TO: 

INT. THE WINDY SPRITE 

 

KORD finishes a sloppy lute solo, and is booed off stage, 

MCLOUD taking his place, instantly captivating the crowd. KORD 

walks to the bar, bitterly mumbling to himself. 

 

KORD 

Yeah? We’ll see. You’ll realise just 

how “before our time” I am. You’ll 

see my genius. 

 

KORD looks up at a large, faded painting hung behind the bar. 

The painting shows a dashing looking man in a striking pose, 

holding a two-necked lute. He is stood on a mound of gold 

pieces. Under the painting is a plaque reading HUBERT 

DOMBERCLOTH. 

 

KORD 

Won’t they, DOMBERCLOTH. 

 

ON KORD taking a folded piece of paper from his pocket. 

 

KORD 

They will see… 

 

ON the MAP as he unfolds it. On the MAP is a dotted line that 

leads through some dangerous-looking terrain to a drawing of a 

two-necked lute under a mountain. 

 

KORD (cont) 

When I have your strings. 

 

ON KORD as he looks around. 

 

KORD 

All I need is a couple of willing 

adventurers stupid enough to get it 

for me. 

 

KORD looks to the door. 
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KORD 

If only some intrepid adventurers 

would enter. 

 

KORD looks at the door again. 

 

KORD 

Three. Maybe three heroes who would 

take up my quest? 

 

KORD looks at the door. 

 

KORD 

Please? 

 

There is nothing. KORD gives up and rests his head on the bar. 

Instantly the door is kicked open, the shock knocking KORD off 

his seat. 

 

CUT TO: FINNGRIM, CECILL and THOK battered and bruised, 

hunched over each other in the doorway. 

 

CLOSE on FINNGRIM, his finger extended, pointing beyond the 

camera. 

 

FINNGRIM 

YOUUUU!!!! 

 

CUT TO: the bar as FINNGRIM, CECILL and THOK walk past KORD 

who is picking himself up from the floor. 

 

FINNGRIM 

(acting panicked) 

YOU! Barman! An apple juice! QUICK! 

 

CUT TO: the Oxman BARKEEP looking panicked. 

 

ON: FINNGRIM at the bar 

 

FINNGRIM 

Come on, man! A life depends on it! 
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ON the BARKEEP who fumbles with a glass. 

 

ON FINNGRIM 

 

FINNGRIM 

Do I look like I’m joking? Now now 

now!!! 

 

ON the BARKEEP who pours a carton of apple juice into the 

glass. 

 

ON FINNGRIM who downs the drink and instantly relaxes. 

 

FINNGRIM 

Ahhh… that’s the stuff. Oh how I have 

missed you! 

 

ON the BARKEEP, looking unamused at FINNGRIM. He walks off 

with the carton of apple juice. 

 

FINNGRIM 

Ah ah ah! Leave the carton. 

 

With a huff the BARKEEP places the carton in front of FINNGRIM 

and walks to CECILL. 

 

MED on CECILL and THOK, KORD behind them. 

 

CECILL 

I will have the Portobello et 

Parmasan Pomme Puree, please. 

 

ON the BARKEEP, looking confused 

 

ON CECILL and THOK, KORD coming closer. 

 

CECILL 

Or anything vegetarian? 

 

KORD 

Excuse me, er, are you…? 
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ON the BARKEEP, who reaches below the bar and pulls out a head 

of lettuce, placing it in front of CECILL. 

 

ON CECILL and THOK, KORD in the background. 

 

BARKEEP (to THOK) 

And you? 

 

KORD 

Sorry, you don’t happen to be…? 

 

THOK pulls out a large unfamiliar slab of something and places 

it on the bar. It is fleshy and slimy, with arrows sticking 

out of it, cleary severed from the rest of a body, skewered on 

a sword. KORD backs away a little. 

 

THOK 

Cook this. 

 

BARMAN 

What… what is it? 

 

THOK 

Dunno. But whatever it is, it’s the 

head. 

 

CECILL 

We think it’s the head. 
 

ON the BARKEEP, who takes the slab away with a disgusted 

expression.  

 

ON CECILL and THOK with KORD walking closer. 

 

KORD 

Pardon me, but I don’t suppose you 

are…? 

 

FINNGRIM comes to join, pushing KORD out of the way. He looks 

at the head a lettuce in front of CECILL and laughs at him. 

 

ON KORD getting angry.  
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KORD 

OI! Are you lot adventurers, or what? 

 

ON FINNGRIM, CECILL and THOK from KORDS POV, turning surprised 

at the gnome. 

 

FINNGRIM (cautious) 

We might me, aye. What’s it to you. 

 

ON KORD 

 

KORD 

I might have a job for you. 

 

CUT TO: INT. THE WINDY SPRITE. TABLE IN THE CORNER 

 

The table is empty, quiet and out of the way of potential 

eavesdroppers. The group walk over to it. 

 

FINNGRIM 

Listen little fella, I don’t know 

what you’ve heard about the famous 

FINNGRIM, CECILL and THOK here, but 

we’re professions, you know? We’re 

adventurers, we adventure, it’s what 

we do. So I’m sorry, but we aint 

gonna come cheap. 

 

The group take their seats. CECILL quietens FINNGRIM 

 

KORD 

I know, I know, but from the looks of 

you, this is going to be easy. A day, 

two days max. All I need you to do is 

go into a ruins a little way from 

here, find a musical instrument and 

bring it back for me. 

 

CECILL 

An instrument? 
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KORD 

(showing his own lute) 

Sure, a lute, like this one, only 

with two necks. A beautiful and 

ancient piece of work. Said to sounds 

like a dream. 

 

CECILL 

And why do you want it? 

 

KORD 

Erm.. well, I’m a collector. Yes, 

that’s it, a collector. I collect. 

 

FINNGRIM 

And why can’t you go yourself? 

 

KORD 

(looking around nervously) 

Erm… wolves. 

 

CECIL 

Wolves? 

 

KORD 

Erm… yes. I have a massive fear of 

wolves. and , you know, someone has 

to entertain this lot every night! 

 

Camera pans from facing KORD to the crowd behind him, all 

staring with angry eyes at KORD. 

 

CECILL 

Is there anything else you would like 

to tell us? If we are going to take 

this job, we are going to need to 

know all that we can. 

 

KORD 

What? No! It’s a simple job, get in, 

find the lute, get out. 
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THOK, who has been silent in the background till now leans 

forward, intimidating the gnome. 

 

THOK 

Anything else? 

 

KORD 

Ok, ok, it’s a magic lute. Supposed 

to be the instrument of the great 

HUBERT DOMBERCLOTH, so must be at 

least five hundred or six hundred 

years old. I got hold of a map 

showing where it is, but I promise 

you, you’re gonna have no problems. 

No problems at all. 
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CUT TO: 

EXT. THE WINDY SPRITE TAVERN. DAY. 

 

TITLE 

today. 

 

We see the tavern, and the giant centipede rushing past. It 

stops to look at the title ‘TODAY’ and as it does is swept up 

by a giant eagle. 

 

CUT TO: 

INT. THE WINDY SPRITE 

 

FINNGRIM 

(walking aggressively towards KORD) 

You! You know what we went through 

for you? You ever heard of The Sleepy 

Forest? 

 

CUT TO MAP showing the pathway through The Sleepy Forest. 

 

FINNGRIM 

You know what happens there? The 

mushrooms sing you songs! Sweet 

little lullabies, that send you to 

sleep, only so that the forest can 

digest you! 

 

ON FINNGRIM in the Tavern 

 

FINNGRIM 

That’s Right! Digest you! 

And the Wandering Cliffs? 

 

CUT TO MAP showing the pathway to the Wandering Cliffs. 

 

FINNGRIM 

They weren’t even there! They’d gone 

North without telling anybody! 

 

ON FINNGRIM in the Tavern 
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FINNGRIM 

Three days it took us to find them! 

THREE DAYS! 

 

ON KORD looking awkward, the crowd behind him turning their 

angered expression away. The Gnome has enough on his hands 

with the angry Dwarf. 

 

On FINNGRIM 

 

FINNGRIM 

And when we got there?! Oh ho ho! 

That was a barrel o’laughs! You ever 

come across an enchanted golem 

charged with guarding a tomb? No? 

Well hope you never have to! He was 

just sleeping there blocking the 

entrance! Took us all the cunning we 

had to wake him up and trick him out 

of the way! 

Oh, and inside! The place stank bad 

enough it would make an Oxman 

embarrassed! 

 

An Oxman stands up and leaves, offended and grumbling to 

himself. 

 

FINNGRIM (cont) 

And the traps! The entire place was 

rigged to go! I was up to my eyes in 

boobytraps! 

 

AUDIENCE MEMBER 

Not too many then. 

 

The crowd snigger at the thought. 

 

FINNGRIM 

Oh! So you’re making fun o’me size!? 

I barely made it through alive! 

 

The crowd avert their gaze to avoid confrontation. 
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ON THOK and CECILL 

 

THOK 

(whispering) 

What’s he doing? I don’t remember any 

sleepy mushrooms or traps? 

 

CECIL 

(Whispering) 

Oh, just leave him to it. He’s trying 

to swindle some more money. 

 

ON FINNGRIM 

 

FINNGRIM 

(getting closer to KORD) 

And then, as we passed through the 

opening and into the final resting 

place of your precious HUBERT 

lar-de-dar DOMBERCLOTH, do you know 

what happened? 

 

KORD 

No 

 

FINNGRIM 

Do you know what happened? 

 

KORD 

(panicked) 

No! 

 

FINNGRIM 

(Calming down) 

Nothing. It was silent as the grave 

 

ON THOK and CECILL 

 

THOK 

But there was the… 
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CECILL 

Wait for it… 

 

ON FINNGRIM 

 

FINNGRIM 

Until we picked up your blasted toy! 

The ground began to shake, then 

crumble beneath us! The whole tomb 

fell into a bottomless pit! THOK fell 

to his death! 

 

THOK 

I don’t remember falling to my death 

 

FINNGRIM 

You never do! But then came the 

basilisk! The terrible lizard 

monster! From the debris of the 

crumbled tomb, a two emerald eyes 

shone, almost turning us to stone! 

But we were quick! Its scaley body 

emerged from the shadows, must have 

been six foot, no, eight foot tall! 

We attacked quick, making sure never 

to look into those terrible eyes! It 

pinned CECILL down, under one of it’s 

mighty feet, but I came in hard with 

my trusty axe and slayed the foul 

beast! 

 

CECILL sighs. 

 

CECILL 

We got sleepy, got lost, and got 

stuck. There was a cave in, but 

nobody died, and we got fussed by a 

few sweet little geckos. FINNGRIM 

kept one as a pet and named him 

Tiberius. 
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FINNGRIM 

(whispering to CECILL) 

What are you doing?! 

 

CECILL 

(whispering to FINNGRIM) 

Telling the truth, like you should! 

 

FINNGRIM 

(whispering to CECILL) 

But why!? He will give us more money! 

 

CECILL 

(whispering to FINNGRIM) 

But that’s not right! 

 

THOK enters the shot 

 

THOK 

(whispering) 

I think he can hear you 

 

FINNGRIM 

(whispering to THOK) 

Don’t be stupid! We are whispering! The entire point of 

whispering is so that the only person who hears you is the 

person you’re talking to! 

 

KORD enters the shot, making it very cramped. 

 

KORD 

(whispering) 

Your large friend is right. I can hear you! 

 

LONG shot on the group. 

 

FINNGRIM 

Fine then! THOK! 

 

THOK produces the ancient lute. 
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THOK 

Here it is. But what’s so special 

about it? 

 

KORD takes the double-necked lute in awe. We see KORD holding 

it up in front of the portrait of DOMBERCLOTH. 

 

KORD 

(excited) 

It’s exactly the same as the one in 

the painting! 

 

ON KORD turning to the HEROES 

 

KORD 

Do you know what this means!? 

 

ON the HEROES looking blank faced. Pause for a moment. 

 

THOK 

No. 

 

ON KORD 

 

KORD 

It means I’m going to be rich! Ha Ha 

Ha! 

This isnt just any lute! These are 

the fabled Strings of Dombercloth! 

Owned and played by the great bard 

HUBERT DOMBERCLOTH himself! It is 

said that anybody playing this fine 

instrument would draw an audience of 

adoring fans! That the audience would 

be so mesmerised by its music that 

they will empty their purses just to 

hear another song! 

 

CECILL 

So this is a way to trick people into 

giving you all their money? 
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FINNGRIM 

(realising its potential, turning to CECILL) 

What? I want it back! 

 

KORD 

(still entranced by the instrument) 

You see this second neck? It is said 

to play itself in perfect harmony 

with the player! Isn’t that amazing!? 

But amongst all things, it is said to 

have helped DOMBERCLOTH achieve his 

goals, reach his ambitions, live his 

dreams. 

 

CLOSE on KORD 

 

KORD 

In other words it made him filthy 

rich! 

 

ON the group. FINNGRIM snatches the instrument from KORD and 

passes it to THOK. 

 

FINNGRIM 

Now hold ye horses! There is still a 

matter of payment! And from the 

sounds of things, we’re getting a 

pretty bum deal! How much did we 

agree upon? 

 

CECILL 

Two Hundred Gold Pieces. 

 

FINNGRIM 

What the… where did he get two 

hundred gold pieces? Anyway, it must 

be worth, what? Four hundred now? 

 

KORD 

(Passing over a pouch) 

Here’s two hundred 
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CECILL 

(taking the pouch) 

Nice doing business with you. THOK? 

 

THOK passes the lute back to KORD. 

 

FINNGRIM 

What!? You heard him! We could be 

selling this for a fortune! 

 

KORD 

(trying to hide his excitement) 

Well thank you fine gentlemen! I’m 

going to go and practice! Good day to 

you! 

 

KORD runs off like an excited child, dancing around with the 

lute. 

 

ON the HEROES as they sit at the bar. 

 

FINNGRIM 

THOK, you numb skull! Why did you 

give it up!? 

 

THOK 

CECILL said. 

 

FINNGRIM 

You know we could have rinsed him for 

more than that! Or even kept it 

ourselves! 

 

DREAM FADE to FINNGRIM playing the lute on a mountain of gold, 

similar to DOMBERCLOTH’s portrait.  

 

FINNGRIM (VO) 

Imagine the riches! 

 

CUT to HEROES at the bar. 
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CECILL 

Snap out of it! We were hired for a 

service and agreed upon a price. That 

service was rendered and payment was 

received in full. It was the 

honourable thing to do as respectable 

adventures! 

 

FINNGRIM 

(in a sulk) 

It was the stupidest thing to do as 

dim-headed idiots, more like! 

 

CECILL 

(getting annoyed) 

Either way, FINNGRIM, it is in his 

hands now. What he chooses to do with 

it is of no concern to us! 

 

BARKEEP serves food to the HEROES. 

 

CECILL 

Ohh, Lovely! Yep, we have done the 

right thing. 

 

ON KORD sitting in the corner with his lute. 

 

CECILL (off-screen) 

We have definitely done the right 

thing. 

 

 

INT. THE WINDY SPRITE 

 

KORD sits in a dark corner tuning the lute. As he plucks each 

string, it gives off a slight dark purple glow, but when he 

strums a chord the glow grows more intense. As he plays, we 

see the strings on the other neck play along and the dark glow 

surrounds the gnome. 

 

The STRINGS OF DOMBERCLOTH start speaking to KORD in an 

ancient and frail voice. 
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STRINGS 

Who dares stir me from my slumber? 

 

ON KORD sat in the corner, looking over his shoulder, shocked 

at the sound of a voice. 

 

WIDER showing he is completely alone. 

 

ON KORD as he looks down at the lute 

 

KORD 

(whispers) 

H-hello? 

 

There is a pause. 

 

STRINGS 

Hello. Who dares stir me from my 

slumber? 

 

KORD 

Are… are you talking to me? 

 

STRINGS 

What? Of course I am! You’re the one 

who called me, remember? 

 

KORD 

Who are you? 

 

STRINGS 

I am the STRINGS OF DOMBERCLOTH, the 

spirit of ambition, the power of 

success. I will ask you one last 

time. Who dares stir me from… 

 

KORD 

(interrupting) 

You can speak!? 
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STRINGS 

What? Yes! Now answer me… 

 

KORD 

(interrupting) 

This is amazing! Incredible! I’ve 

never had an instrument that spoke 

before! 

 

STRINGS 

(angry) 

Who ARE YOU! 

 

KORD 

Oh. I am KORD. A small bard with big 

dreams. A musician born before his 

time, you know - a prodege. And I own 

you now. I am your master. 

STRINGS 

(mocking) 

Of course you are. Ha ha ha. KORD. My 

master. 

 

CUT TO a couple of the Taverns REGULARS, we see KORD speaking 

to his lute in the background. 

 

REGULAR A 

Is KORD speaking to his lute again? 

 

REGULAR B 

Looks like it. 

 

REGULAR A 

What a strange fella. 

 

CUT TO KORD and STRINGS 

 

KORD 

So you can make me rich? 
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STRINGS 

Do you long for success? Do you yearn 

for a power beyond your imagination? 

 

KORD looks at the lute and considers this for a moment. 

 

STRINGS 

Do you long to see your competition 

crumbled beneath your feet? 

 

KORD look at MCLOUD and the crowd enjoying his music. 

 

KORD 

Yes. 

 

STRINGS 

Then you must do as I say. 

 

CUT TO FINNGRIM, CECILL and THOK as they are finish their food 

at the bar. CECILL places two gold pieces on the bar as 

payment. 

 

CECILL 

(looking over to KORD) 

Yep. Absolutely nothing wrong can 

come of that situation! 

 

FINNGRIM 

So what’s next, CECILL? 

 

CECILL pulls out a map. 

 

CECILL 

Well, we are about ten days away from 

the southern coast. 

 

FINNGRIM 

We have two hundred gold pieces 
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CECILL 

Well, one hundred and ninty-eight 

after dinner. Crossing to the 

continent is going to cost sixty gold 

pieces each if we can’t work our 

passage, probably more for the big 

guy. 

 

FINNGRIM 

So we head south and see who else 

needs our help? 

 

CECILL 

That’s the plan. 

 

CUT TO KORD. He is practicing hard on his new lute, to the 

point where sweat is appearing on his forehead. He is 

surrounded by a dark purple, as though there is nothing in the 

world but him and the lute. 

 

STRINGS 

Harder, gnome, harder! 

 

KORD plays more and the purple glow grows more 

intense. 

 

STRINGS 

If you are going to be the best, you 

must practice till your fingers 

bleed! 

 

KORD plays and plays, you can see he is in physical paint. 

Then suddenly a carton of apple juice hits him in his head 

knocking him out of his trance. The purple background jolts to 

the interior of the tavern. 

 

CUT TO an Ogre sat in the crowd, listening to MCLOUD play. The 

Ogre puts a finger to his lips.  

 

OGRE 

Shhhh! 
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ON KORD as he turns away shaking his aching hands. 

 

STRINGS 

More. 

 

KORD 

But I can’t. 

 

The purple glow suddenly erupts over him. 

 

STRINGS 

Ignore those fools! More. 

 

KORD continues to play. His finger patterns becoming more 

fluent. His eyes misting with the purple. A head of lettuce 

hit’s him in the head, jolting him out of his trance again.  

 

CUT TO crowd. This time more of them are staring at him. 

 

CROWD 

Shhhh! 

 

ON KORD as he shys away. 

 

STRINGS 

Weak, pathetic gnome! Taking orders 

from those who are beneath you! 

 

KORD 

But... 

 

STRINGS 

(angered) 

You want power?! You serve ME! NOW 

MORE! 

 

KORD plays more, the purple glow rises. 

 

ON MCLOUD trying to sing over KORD’s noise. The crowd getting 

frustrated. 
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ON KORD, his eyes purple now. A tomato hits him. He turns, but 

he does not stop playing. His face is serious. He plays 

louder. 

 

STRINGS 

Good. 

 

ON MCLOUD who gives up. 

 

MCLOUD 

KORD! Please! Do you mind! I’m trying 

to perform here! 

 

ON STRINGS 

 

STRINGS 

Is that the competition? 

 

MCLOUD 

KORD, will you practice somewhere 

else? 

 

ON the crowd, now all facing KORD, watching with burning eyes 

as he continues to play. 

 

ON KORD, facing away from the rest of the room. Over his 

shoulder we can see MCLOUD. 

 

STRINGS 

Show me your power. Crush him. 

 

MED on KORD as he stands and turns, and in one fluid motion 

strikes a chord. 

 

WIDER, high angled shot as we see a shockwave of purple smoke 

emanate from the lute. The crowd is shocked and wowed by this. 

 

OVER THE SHOULDER of the HEROES as they see KORD standing 

definitely before the crowd. 
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CECILL 

So we will travel south, stop off at 

the Goblin’s Toenail Tavern and… what 

was that!? 
 

LOW angle on KORD as he plays one neck and the second neck 

plays itself. 

 

ON the crowd as they are stunned to silence, watching the 

gnome play. 

 

ON MCLOUD as he looks on in shock. The shock turns to an 

expression of determination, and he strikes the strings of his 

lyre with all he has. 

 

With each pluck of the lyre, golden blades shoot out, slicing 

the dark purple smoke as they do. 

 

ON the crowd as they look from side to side, from MCLOUD to 

KORD back to MCLOUD as the music intensifies. 

 

We see a mix of images showing the AUDIBLE BATTLE, watching at 

the two bards play harder and the energies their instruments 

give off. The purple of the lute combatting the gold of the 

lyre until finally the purple breaks though and reaches 

MCLOUD’s instrument. 

 

CLOSE on the strings of the lyre as one of them breaks with a 

TWANG, and MCLOUD’s music stops. 

 

CLOSE on KORD as he plays one devastating chord. The purple 

shockwave pushing through the crowd. 

 

ON MCLOUD as his lute shatters and falls to the floor in slow 

motion. MCLOUD collapsing to his knees in tears. 

 

ON crowd looking at MCLOUD. Silence. They suddenly turn to 

stare at KORD. 

 

STRINGS 

Well done. 
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ON CECILL and THOK 

 

CECILL 

We need to get him before they do!  

 

ON THOK as he runs through the crowd as they turn on the 

gnome. He throws KORD over his shoulder and raises himself up 

to his full height. The crowd stare up at the huge man and 

step backwards. THOK exits the tavern with CECILL and FINNGRIM 

following. 

 

FINNGRIM 

That was a really good show! I mean, 

well done for that! The food? 

Sub-par, but the show? Ten out of 

ten! 

But we should be going now! 

 

CUT TO: 

EXT. THE WINDY SPRITE. DAY 

 

FINNGRIM, CECILL and THOK face KORD who has a dark purple 

glow. 

 

ON KORD 

 

STRINGS 

That was just a taste of my power. 

Devote yourself to me and I will make 

you the most powerful being in the… 

 

SLAP. FINNGRIMS hand strikes the gnome’s face. 

 

FINNGRIM 

Snap out of it! 

 

KORDS face turns furious and the purple smoke rises. 

 

SLAP. again, FINNGRIM’s hand strikes the gnome, and the smoke 

disappears. 
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KORD 

(upset) 

The lute! The lute! It’s cursed… 

 

SLAP. the purple smoke is back and KORD is furious. 

 

FINNGRIM 

I said ‘Snap out of it!’ 

 

SLAP. The smoke is gone. 

 

KORD 

The lute! It’s evil! 

 

SLAP. The smoke is back. 

 

KORD 

(furious) 

You will obey me! 

 

SLAP, the smoke is gone. 

 

WIDE shot on the four as CECILL takes the lute from KORD and 

examines it.  

 

CECILL 

Evil, you say? Cursed, is it? 

 

CECILL passes the lute to THOK, but FINNGRIM snatches it off 

him and inspects the instrument. 

 

CECILL 

(kneeling next to the gnome) 

Listen, KORD, you can’t go around 

blaming your actions on other things. 

Sometimes you have to take 

responsibility for your actions. 

That’s the true power, knowing when 

to own up to what you have done. 
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KORD 

But no! It really is cursed! I’ve 

never played like that before in my 

life! 

 

ON THOK as he snatches the lute from FINNGRIM, and inspects it 

in one hand, whilst holding the dwarf at bay with the other. 

 

ON KORD and CECILL 

 

CECILL 

Yes, you played that instrument very 

well! But I don’t think it was the 

lute that played well. You know where 

I think the talent lies? 

 

CECILL points at KORD. 

 

CECILL 

In here. You just needed to practice, 

to strengthen and shape your skill. 

You had the talent inside you all 

along. As well as some pent up anger, 

probably some childhood issues, never 

being told you were good enough, a 

constant source of disappointment, 

leading to an overwhelming selfish 

ambition. Always aggressively seeking 

competition, striving to better 

yourself at the cost of other 

people’s happiness or progression. 

 

KORD 

(not listening, but watching THOK and the lute) 

Please be careful with that! It is 

still very precious! 

 

On FINNGRIM and THOK. FINNGRIM sat in a sulk because he cannot 

get the lute from THOK. THOK starts to strum, and plays it 

surprisingly well. 
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KORD (off-screen) 

Please don't! It’s cursed and… wow, 

you play surprisingly well! 

 

ON THOK as the lute glows a dark purple. 

 

STRINGS 

You! Large one. Do you long for 

success? Do you yearn for a power 

beyond your imagination? I can give 

you that power. 

 

ON CECILL AND KORD 

 

CECILL 

I told you, the lute isn’t cursed. 

You need to start taking 

responsibility for your actions. 

 

THOK enters the frame 

 

THOK 

Erm… CECILL 

 

CECILL 

Not now, THOK. 

 

THOK 

Just a quick one. Do lutes tend to 

talk to people? 

 

CECILL 

(confused) 

Well… some who are more poetic in 

nature may say they sing. 

 

THOK 

Like, with words? 

 

CECILL 

What? No. 
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THOK 

Right. 

(to the lute) 

Hello? 

 

STRINGS 

Hello. 

 

Instantly THOK panics, smashes the ancient lute on the ground 

and jumps back as a plume of dark purple smoke escapes from 

the broken instrument. KORD screams out in pain as his hope 

for success is destroyed, FINNGRIM is impressed at THOK’s 

uncharacteristic recklessness, and CECILL is shocked at how 

unprofessional that was. 

 

FADE OUT. 

 

FADE IN. 

EXT. THE WINDY SPRITE. DAY 

 

CECILL is counting gold pieces into a money pouch held by an 

angry KORD. 

 

CECILL 

One hundred and ninty-seven, one 

hundred and nintey-eight. There you 

go. 

 

KORD 

I paid you two hundred. 

 

CECILL 

But we spent two gold for food. 

 

KORD 

This isn’t very professional is it? 

You broke my treasure, I demand a 

refund. In full. 

 

CECILL 

(unimpressed) 

FINNGRIM? Lend me two gold? 
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FINNGRIM grumbles as he searches through his pockets and 

places two gold pieces into the pouch. KORD walks away. 

 

FINNGRIM 

Right. Let’s get out of here. Where 

to? 

 

CECILL 

South. There’s a tavern called The 

Goblin’s Toenail. We will see if we 

can find work along the way. 

 

FINNGRIM 

(to THOK) 

And you, ya big oaf! Next time we 

have a priceless treasure like that. 

Don’t smash it! 

 

CUT TO KORD. As he watches the HEROES walk away, a dark purple 

smoke falls to rest behind him. 

 

STRINGS 

KORD. You did well. But do you still 

seek to be powerful? Do you still 

seek success? Do you seek revenge on 

our three friends?  

 

KORD 

Yes. 

 

STRINGS 

Ha ha. I might be able to help you 

out. 

 

KORDS eyes turn cloudy with a deep purple. 

 

- THE END - 
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