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                 GOLDEN PALACE, WAY OF RULER                                                             

                    EPISODE 1. "FOREWORD" 

     PROLOGUE

FADE IN:

EXT. MOUNTAIN - SUNSET

A country of the East. The top of the Mountain sparkles with 
golden colors in the rays of the setting sun. Ahead of the 
Mountain is a silhouette of a little boy around ten years 
old. He is staring at the Mountain's top. A melody sounds. On 
the screen appears the words - "GOLDEN PALACE, WAY OF RULER"

TRANSITION TO: EXT. SEA. BEACH - AFTERNOON

AUTHOR sits under an umbrella on the beach. 

/Author is a European woman around fifty years of age./

AUTHOR (O.S.)
Several years ago I was visiting 
one of the countries of the East as 
a tourist. I hadn't planned any 
trips to tourist attractions. It 
seemed to me too hectic as I had 
only one week to rest. 
  I just wanted to enjoy the sea, 
the sun and relax from the all my 
hard work, the city, the gray skies 
and the cold winter days.
  But one evening, returning to my 
hotel room from a magnificent day 
at the beach, I entered the hotel 
lobby and saw a clutch of people.  
  Moving closer, I heard an offer, 
from the tourism manager, about a 
trip to one of the famous places. I 
listened to him and smiled.

INT. HOTEL LOBBY. TOURIST COMPANY RECEPTION - EVENING

Author listens to the MANAGER of Tourist Company. He talks to 
her and shows her a brochure. 

/Manager is a man of around thirty years./
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2.

AUTHOR (O.S.)
Yes, of course, I really appreciate 
the achievements of world culture, 
but, excuse me . . . 
  I was thinking, "Do I really want 
to drive more than a few hours one 
way, see the world famous place, 
and then travel the same number of 
hours back? Thanks you, but . . ." 
And suddenly, as if hearing someone 
else, I answered, "Okay!"
  The manager hastily explained the 
details to me but I did not hear 
him. I heard my heart . . .
  I asked the time of departure and 
the manager answered, "We leave at 
4 am," and added, "We only have one 
last place on the bus! It's special 
for you!" I smiled politely, 
thinking "Standard marketing move!" 
thanked him and took some 
advertising brochures about the 
trip, a ticket and left.

INT. BUS - BEFORE SUNRISE

Tourists climb into the bus.

AUTHOR (O.S.)
My seat on the bus was really the 
last one. I settled on the last 
seat, folded my legs under me and 
looked out with sleepy eyes through 
the window at a sky that was 
beginning to brighten . . .

EXT. DESERT - CONTINUOUS

Road. Mountains are visible in the distance.

AUTHOR (O.S.)
The road was really difficult. Even 
though the quality of the bus was 
very good, it couldn’t keep up with 
the growing heat.

(MORE)
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3.

AUTHOR (O.S.) (CONT’D)
I heard English, German, and 
Italian being spoken around and I 
asked myself, "What am I doing 
here?" All that I saw with my group 
left wonderful impressions which of 
course overcame the hardship of all 
the heat and the long drive.
  I, and my fellow tourists, 
admired the immense beauty that was 
created by people.
  "What a contrast we people can to 
create," I thought. "What is in the 
hearts of those who create the best 
in contrast to those who destroy?"
  I'm not a historian and I'm not a 
psychologist. I just live on our 
Earth and I always wanted to 
understand it . . . Looking around, 
I, again and again, searched for 
the answer to this question--

INT. BUS - EARLY EVENING

Tourists sit in the bus.

AUTHOR (O.S.)
The day of attractions seeing was 
coming to an end. We got on the bus 
and I fell asleep immediately, 
tired by the heat and all the 
impressions.   

EXT. GAS STATION - EVENING

Bus stops. 

AUTHOR (O.S.)
I woke up because the bus stopped 
and the tourist manager announced 
that we had a fifteen minute before 
going on again.

Tourists get off the bus.

AUTHOR (CONT’D)
It was a small gas station with an 
old cafe attached to it.  Around it 
was sand and a few stunted trees.   
In the distance I could see several 
small houses and a big Mountain. 

(MORE)
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AUTHOR (CONT’D)
  The sun was setting quickly over 
the horizon and already its disc 
was touching the peaks of the 
Mountain. I left the bus to stretch 
my tired legs and began to grumble 
to myself, "Well . . ."

EXT. GAS STATION. PLAYGROUND FOR PASSENGER - CONTINUOUS

Author stands apart from the tourist group. Tourists talk to 
each other. The Manager goes to Author.

MANAGER
Madam! Are you Okay?

Author nods with a smile.

AUTHOR (O.S.)
All day. Beautiful, interesting of 
course, but I would have preferred 
the beach and . . .  Why do I want 
to find an answer to my foolish 
question? Our World always has 
something that we cannot change.
  Unexpectedly I heard a child's 
infectious laughter . . .

Author sees three children, ages three to seven far away 
behind the gas station. They are playing with sand.

AUTHOR (CONT’D)
I turned around and saw three 
children, far from the bus, ages 
ranging from three to seven years.     
  They were sitting on the ground 
and playing. I looked at them and 
something began to happen in my 
heart. The children were just 
playing . . .
  The two younger boys took 
handfuls of sand and poured the 
sand on the ground, laughing and 
exulting at the appearance of 
smooth little sand-hills that 
appeared on the ground. 
  The eldest boy built towers from 
small stones, trying each time to 
build a bigger and bigger tower 
before the stones fell.

(MORE)
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AUTHOR (CONT’D)
  As frames of a film, my memory 
began to show pictures of my 
childhood and the childhood of my 
kids . . . This is a boy, older, so 
serious! When my oldest son was 
small, he was the same!
  I was remembering how my sons and 
daughter played and their voices 
and loud laughter seemed to unite 
with the voices that I was now 
hearing.
  
"Oh! It is amazing!" I heard behind 
me and looked back. I wasn’t the 
only one looking at the children.

EXT. GAS STATION - SUNSET

Some tourists approach where Author is standing. Someone 
takes photos while another observes. 

MAN-TOURIST and WOMAN-TOURIST go to Author. 

/Man-Tourist and Woman-Tourist are around seventy years./

WOMAN-TOURIST
Oh! My grand-kids also play just 
like them!

Man-Tourist lifting the camera from his shoulder.

MAN-TOURIST
(thoughtfully)

All children like to play with sand 
and build towers.

MANAGER
Sorry, but it's time for everyone 
to get back to the bus!

AUTHOR (O.S.)
Everyone followed the request and 
filed back into the bus returning 
to their seats. 
  As I started to go to the bus, I 
stopped before the door and looked 
back. I froze in surprise--
  The sun was sinking behind the 
Mountain and abruptly the  Mountain 
peak flashed from the last rays of 
dazzling gold colors. 
  It was incredible!

(MORE)
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AUTHOR (O.S.) (CONT’D)
I saw silhouetted against the 
darkening sky the magnificent 
contours of a mysterious Golden 
Palace--

MANAGER
Madam! I'm sorry. We need to go!

AUTHOR
Sorry . . .

Author approaches the door of the bus, takes the first step 
up into the doorway and again looks back.

EXT. FAR FROM BEHIND GAS STATION - CONTINUOUS

The boys finish playing with the sand.

AUTHOR (O.S.)
The younger boys have finished 
playing and were running to the 
houses. Only the eldest boy 
remained as he stood gazing at the 
top of the Mountain.

MANAGER
Madam! Please . . .

Author nods.

INT. BUS - NIGHT

AUTHOR (O.S.)
We returned to our seats and the 
bus began to move. The outline of 
mountains quickly disappeared in 
the advancing night.
  I looked at my reflection on the 
dark glass and understood something 
had happened. This stop will not be 
just another memory. What I have 
just seen is the beginning of the 
next stage of my life-- 

INT. HOTEL. AUTHOR'S ROOM - EARLY MORNING

Author works on a laptop. HOTEL STAFF knocks on the door. 
Author opens the door. 

/Hotel Staff is a man around forty years of age./ 
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HOTEL STAFF
Good morning, madam! This is your 
breakfast!

Author nods with a smile, takes the breakfast and gives him a 
tip. She continues to work.

AUTHOR (O.S.)
The next day, waking up early in 
the morning, I opened my little 
laptop and began write. I didn't 
know then the plot details. I just 
started writing what my heart 
wanted to say--

CLOSE ON: Author scrolls back to the first page of her 
manuscript  and writes the title on top "GOLDEN PALACE, WAY 
OF RULER"                                                                                                         

                                                   FADE OUT.                                                                                                                                      
         END OF PROLOGUE
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