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"The Queen of Love and Beauty"

Screenplay by

Jason Young
Based on the short story titled

The Black Knight
 by

Jason Young
FADE IN:

EXT. EDINBURGH CASTLE - DAY
A legend appears on the screen:
31st May 1508 – edinburgh castle
We hear the sound of trumpets blaring into the sky as the camera tilts down to reveal Ethiopian trumpeters celebrating the start of a jousting tournament. Flags of all colours dance in the wind representing the various kingdoms of Portugal, Spain and Sicily. The camera begins to move amongst the common people standing in the wings, searching their faces. It then moves on to the lists, which is peppered with wandering minstrels and jugglers. It progresses to the grandstand, which is packed with nobles and beautifully dressed women. And then finally it rests on the centre box where Margaret – Queen of Scotland and daughter of Henry Tudor – sits. She is attended by her African servant, Eleanor, and accompanied by Dunbar, the Earl of Orkney. But the royal box is conspicuous because of the absence of the king.
WIDER SHOT - HERALD
We see the HERALD officiating the tournament about to make a speech.

HERALD
By order of His Majesty King James of Scots, the tournament of knights led by the Portuguese knight, Alfonso, shall commence. Any newcomer wishing to challenge one of these knights must strike their shield with the butt of their lance as a friendly gesture. The champion will have the honour of choosing the Queen of Love and Beauty, and will be presented with a kiss by the chosen lady. 
(Beat)
Who will be the first challenger?
ANGLE ON CROWD
There is murmuring amongst the crowd.

ANGLE ON TRUMPETERS
The Ethiopian trumpeters draw the crowd’s attention to a challenger.

ANGLE ON THE BLACK KNIGHT
We see the solitary figure of a strange knight in black armour riding a beautiful black horse with great ease. His helmet conceals his identity as he trots along almost like a lamb to the slaughter. There is something triumphant in his approach, and the intrigue begins to build as he moves from a trot to a canter. He progresses to a gallop, and challenges all the knights by searing their coat of arms.
ANGLE ON CROWD
The common people roar with excitement.

ANGLE ON HERALD
HERALD

(to himself)
The man has gone mad.

He flashes a glance at ALFONSO.

ANGLE ON ALFONSO
He trades looks with the HERALD.

ANGLE ON HERALD
HERALD
Who are you sir knight that you should throw your life away so easily?
THE BLACK KNIGHT
My name I withhold. My allegiance is to King James of Scots. And my mission is to free the enslaved and bring equality to the royal courts.

WIDE ANGLE

The HERALD trades looks with ALFONSO again, and then returns his attention to the BLACK KNIGHT.

HERALD
Then pray you find it in heaven, sir knight. For you will not find it here.
ANGLE ON THE BLACK KNIGHT
The BLACK KNIGHT wheels his horse around and trots to his end of the lists, surveying his opponents.

ANGLE ON TRUMPETERS
The Ethiopian trumpeters signal the first opponent.

ANGLE ON SANCHO
We see the Spanish knight, SANCHO, being handed his twelve-foot long lance. It has a metal coronet at the end.
ANGLE ON THE BLACK KNIGHT
The BLACK KNIGHT is also handed a twelve-foot lance.

WIDE ANGLE

The courtyard is sixty paces long and forty paces broad with a wooden barrier down the centre to separate the jousting knights.

MEDIUM SHOT - HERALD
The HERALD looks at both knights, and then drops his flag.

ANGLE ON THE BLACK KNIGHT
THE BLACK KNIGHT spurs his horse into action.

ANGLE ON SANCHO
SANCHO also spurs his horse into action.

WIDE ANGLE

The two knights ride at full gallop towards each other, bearing their lances with great steadiness of aim.

MEDIUM SHOT – THE BLACK KNIGHT
We DOLLY with the BLACK KNIGHT as he lowers his lance.

TWO-SHOT – THE TWO KNIGHTS
THE BLACK KNIGHT strikes the helmet of SANCHO, which unseats him from his horse.

WIDE ANGLE - THE CROWD
The common people cheer at this victory, giving them a little sense of hope.

ANGLE ON HERALD
HERALD
The next joust will be between the Sicilian knight, Frederick, and the knight with no name.

ANGLE ON FREDERICK
FREDERICK is handed his lance.

ANGLE ON THE BLACK KNIGHT
THE BLACK KNIGHT steadies his lance, observing FREDERICK from his side of the lists.

ANGLE ON HERALD
The HERALD looks at both knights again, and then drops his flag.

WIDE ANGLE

Force and flesh hurtle towards each other in a death charge.

MEDIUM SHOT - FREDERICK
Anticipating that the black knight will lower his lance before striking, Frederick keeps his lance low as well.

MEDIUM SHOT – THE BLACK KNIGHT
Lulling FREDERICK into a false sense of security, the BLACK KNIGHT keeps his lance centered.

WIDE SHOT
THE BLACK KNIGHT catches FREDERICK squarely in the chest, hurling him from the saddle as though he is struck by a thunderbolt.

ANGLE ON CROWD


A cheer thunders out of the crowd. This black knight is one of the common people, they think to themselves.
ANGLE ON ALFONSO
ALFONSO’S face is dark with fury. He flashes a glance at the HERALD.
ANGLE ON THE HERALD
The HERALD trade looks with him in a silent rapport, and then turns to address the BLACK KNIGHT.

HERALD
Sir knight. It is your privilege to choose amongst the fair ladies gathered here who shall be the queen of love and beauty.

ANGLE ON THE BLACK KNIGHT
THE BLACK KNIGHT waits patiently on his horse. If we look closely behind his helmet we would probably see that he is smiling. But we can’t be sure. His face is veiled behind this mask.
TWO-SHOT – HERALD and BLACK KNIGHT
The HERALD places a gold laurel crown on the tip of the BLACK KNIGHT’S lance. THE BLACK KNIGHT wheels around, and we pan with him as he trots past a sea of faces. Some of them gaze at him with anticipation. Others want nothing to do with him. He comes to a stop at the centre box, and points the tip of his lance, not at the Queen, but at Eleanor – the blackamoor attendant.
ANGLE ON ELEANOR
She is seized on the spot, juxtaposed between confusion and fear. She then courageously places the crown on her head, and her eyes crinkle in a slight smile.
ANGLE ON THE BLACK KNIGHT
The BLACK KNIGHT salutes her with his lance held high, wheels round and makes his way to his end of the lists.

ANGLE ON THE HERALD
HERALD
The final joust will be between the Portuguese knight, Alfonso, and the knight with no name.
ANGLE ON ALFONSO
Alfonso stands with his arms outstretched as his squires strap his armour onto him. He watches the black knight with keen interest, trying to take in the full measure of the man.

ANGLE ON THE BLACK KNIGHT
THE BLACK KNIGHT returns his scrutiny with equal interest.

ANGLE ON ALFONSO
ALFONSO mounts his red tailed horse and is handed a fresh lance by his squire. The two knights are now ready.
ANGLE ON TRUMPETERS
The blast of a horn ushers in a blanket of silence.
ANGLE ON HERALD
The HERALD looks between the two knights, and then lowers his flag.

WIDE ANGLE

The two knights gallop towards each other, eating up the ground beneath them. Their weapons connect as they collide violently in the centre. The BLACK KNIGHT rolls to the side of his horse, but then rights himself without stopping his forward momentum.

ANGLE ON HERALD

HERALD

Sir knights. I urge you to choose between axe or mace.

ALFONSO swiftly collects the mace, and the BLACK KNIGHT takes the axe. They then trade blows in the language of steel against steel. ALFONSO gains the advantage and knocks the BLACK KNIGHT off his horse.
ANGLE ON CROWD

A yell of fear comes from the crowd.

WIDE SHOT

THE BLACK KNIGHT leaps to his feet and braces himself for ALFONSO’S approach.

ANGLE ON ALFONSO

ALFONSO sits in his saddle for a while, staring at his prey behind his visor. He is enjoying the moment, and wants to tease out the BLACK KNIGHT’S vulnerability. He spurs his horse into a trot, accelerates to a canter, and progresses to a gallop, swinging his mace in a circle.

ANGLE ON THE BLACK KNIGHT

The BLACK KNIGHT scrutinizes the revolutions of the mace, calculating in his mind when it will be low enough to trap it under his axe. 
ANGLE ON ALFONSO

We DOLLY with ALFONSO as he gathers momentum, increasing in speed with the swell of his tenacity of purpose. A moment later, he swings his mace. 
TWO SHOT – BLACK KNIGHT and ALFONSO

THE BLACK KNIGHT intercepts it, yanking ALFONSO right out of his saddle and pulling him off his horse. The two knights are now equal.
ALFONSO swiftly rises to his feet and swings at his opponent. The BLACK KNIGHT ducks, knocks ALFONSO off his feet with the butt of his axe, and raises it in the air for the final onslaught.

ANGLE ON HERALD

HERALD

Sir knight. We proclaim you champion of this tournament.

CLOSE SHOT – THE BLACK KNIGHT

Holding his axe in mid-air, the BLACK KNIGHT is suspended in time and space. He remembers the rules of the tournament – strike, but do not thrust. Even behind the barrier of his black mask we can sense the inner battle going on in his mind. He lowers his arms, and drops the axe on the floor.

LONG SHOT

The sound of trumpets blasts triumphantly.

CLOSE SHOT – THE BLACK KNIGHT

THE BLACK KNIGHT pulls off his helmet, revealing himself as King James the fourth of Scotland.
LONG SHOT

ELEANOR walks up to him and he envelopes her in his arms.

TWO SHOT – KING JAMES and ELEANOR

He turns to face the grandstand.

KING JAMES

Let it be known throughout all of Scotland that I, King James of Scots, do believe in the equality of all people. And that beauty can be found in any race...and any colour. (He turns to face ELEANOR). Let the people of Scotland know, that my personal attendant, Eleanor, is the queen of love...and beauty.

He looks at her as the rise of the drumbeats peaks. He places his mouth upon her soft lips, lingering in a long, tender kiss. We hear the common people cheer, and both master and slave look into the crowd with happy smiles on their faces. As the drums reach a crescendo we bring this chapter in history to a close through a slow:
FADE OUT.
