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W open on the eyes of LYRA, 12, full-frame, as she struggles
to stay awake.

I NT. LECTURE HALL - DAY

W are in the grand | ecture hall of JORDAN COLLEGE, arranged
like a rotunda, with terraced seating. The seats are

| eat her, their backs painted wood. Tall |ead-paned w ndows
I ine one side, |ooking out upon the G eat Quadrangle of the
col I ege; busts of fanous Jordan nen and their daenons stand
in between the windows. Shafts of |ight shoot through the
gloom illum nating chunky di agonal shafts of dust in the
air.

Lyra sits incongruously anongst a throng of schol ars, al
mal e and in acadenm ¢ gowns, they and their daenons focused
upon a lecturer, the TUTOR OF METAPHYSICS - -

TUTOR OF METAPHYSI CS
Obedi ence.

We cut back to the eyes of the scholars, all attention except
for Lyra.

TUTOR OF METAPHYSI CS (cont’ d)
Unquesti oni ng obedi ence is the
first rule of human behavior as it
is of science. Al things obey
| aws -- experinental netaphysics
proves as nmuch. An apple falling
froma tree may not “choose” to

fall upwards. It nust obey the | aw
of gravitation. A lion cannot |ive
upon roots and grass. It wll die

if it does not obey its nature.

And simlarly, we must obey.

Daenon must obey human, servant
nmust obey master, child nust obey
parent, wife nmust obey husband --

al t hough sonme woul d say the data on
that has yet to be experinentally
proven!

The schol ars sense that the Tutor is making a joke, and
| augh.

LYRA
Smelly old ninny. 1 feel sorry for
his wfe.

Suddenly, Pantal ai non, Lyra’s daenon, who is perched on
Lyra’ s shoul der, speaks!



PANTALAI MON
Quiet! Youll get us in trouble
agai n!

FELLOW

Lyra, are your comments reserved
for your daenon --

LYRA
Pant al ai non. Sir.

FELLOW
-- for Pantal ai non, or are the rest
of us fit to hear then?

Pant al ai nron shifts into a nmouse formand crawl s around t he
back of Lyra’s neck.

PANTALAI MON
Now you’ ve done it.

W see that all of the scholars as well as the Fellow are

| ooking at her. And it may be now that we notice that each
and every one of them has a daenon, each a different sort of
ani mal, perched on their shoulder or curled on their lap or
hoveri ng nearby. The fellow s daenon happens to be a
particularly musty-looking owm, which is training its glassy
eyes on Pantal ainon at this very nonent.

LYRA
(snoot hl y)
| was saying this was your best
| ecture, ever, Dr. Maule. Mich
better than the one Dr. Marenbon
gave this norning.

Dr. Maul e seens unconvinced, but Lyra's face is infused with
i nnocent candor. His vanity defeats his skepticism

FELLOW
VWell, we nustn’t be too hard on Dr.
Mar enbon. Not a Jordan man, after

all.

We hear nore ACCOMODATI NG LAUGHTER from t he schol ars, and see
relief on Lyra’ s face.

FELLOW (cont’ d)
Now -- to the specific obligation
at hand -- the bond between human
and daenon.



The fellow refers to a chart suspended behind him a hand-
tinted line-drawing of a generic man, with certain areas of

t he body marked out (we nay or may not recognize these as
corresponding to vedic “chakras”, and a formlike a col ored
bal | oon extending fromhis heart, containing a |ine-draw ng

of a bird. The style is that of Vesalius or Gay’s Anatony --
a precise technical rendering done by hand for purposes of
study. It is a scientific drawing of a man and hi s daenon.

FELLOW (cont’ d)
Experi nmental netaphysics has proven
that this link is indivisible.
Much as the particle is the finest
conponent of matter and cannot be
cut into smaller pieces, so the
human and his daenon is the
indivisible unit of mankind s
conscious existence. Logically, it
is as inappropriate to speak of a
iving person without a daenon as
it is to speak of a living person
wi t hout a head.

This apt comment is greeted with CHUCKLES. UNDER the ABOVE,
we see the follow ng:

Lyra responds to a TAPPI NG on one of the w ndows | ooking out
upon Great Quad. W see that the person tapping on the

wi ndow fromoutside is actually UPSIDE DOMN -- hanging from
t he unseen eaves.

Lyra is not surprised by this at all. This is her best
friend ROGER. He gestures for her to sone over to the w ndow
-- and the gesture is reinforced by Roger’s daenon, who is in
the formof bat, al so hangi ng upsi de-down and gesturing to
her with one cl aw.

Lyra waits for her chance, and when the Fellow s back is
turned, scanpers over the scholars’ feet towards the w ndow.
The scholars turn to see Lyra's place still filled, and turn
away again, before realizing that it is infact Pan in the
shape of an orangutan. The fellow turns accusingly.

FELLOW (cont’ d)
Lyra Bel acqua!

-- But Lyra is already up and over the wi ndow pane, craw ing
out into what appears to be open air. The fellowturns his
wrat h upon Pant al ai non, and his ow -daenon flies fromhis
shoul der towards where Pan sits smling -- but quick as a
bl i nk Pan runs al ong the desktops and JUWPS QUT OF THE
WNDOW turning into a parrot in md-air.



EXT. JORDAN COLLEGE - DAY

We follow Lyra out of the wi ndow, and our perspective opens
to conprehend a TREMENDOUS VI STA -- G eat Quad, Jordarn, the
bi ggest quadrangl e of the biggest college in Oxford. The

pi eceneal work of ten centuries, the inpression is at once of
grandeur, disorder, permanence, and decay, stretched over
three courts and acres of stone. Lyra and their daenons are
perched on the eaves above the | ecture room | ooking out on
Great Quad. They can al so | ook out upon the network of
COLLEGE ROOFS, forbidden and unsafe but as famliar to them
as the streets bel ow

ROGER
‘Lo Lyra.

LYRA
‘Lo Roger.

ROGER

Was was that ol d geezer goin’ on
about then?

Lyra starts off across the rooftops, and Roger foll ows.

LYRA
He was | ecturing.

ROGER
Lecturing? Wat, was he nad at
t hem schol ars?

LYRA
Nah. They want to listen to him
They wite it all down, see, and at
the end of the year the praelectors
take all their notebooks away and
ask ‘“emwhat the fellows said, and
they have to renenber it all

Roger screws his face up in distaste.

ROGER
So why do you have to go? 1Is it
because you’' re gonna be a | ady?

LYRA
(annoyed)
Who told you that?



ROGER
Cook. She told ne your Uncle
asriel left you here so you could
becone a | ady.

LYRA
(angrily)
Nobody can nmake nme a | ady, not even
ny Uncle Asriel and the Master and
all the Fell ows conbined, right?
(then, breezily)
So what did | mss?

ROGER
The Gyptians are comn to town for
the horse fair.

LYRA
Everybody knows that. Happens each
M chael nmas.

ROGER
The col |l ege won the cricket.
LYRA
Yeah.
ROGER
How coul d you know that? It just
happened.
LYRA

I knew they was the best, so |
assuned they won. Assuming right’s
the same as knowing, en't it?

ROGER
(conf used)
Maybe. .
(beat)
Well -- 1 bet you don’t know about
t he Gobblers.
Lyra doesn’t. She’s fazed, but hides it.
LYRA

‘Course | do.

ROGER
Yeah, what do they do then?



LYRA
They gobbl e people, don’t they.
Don’t be stupid.

ROGER
(di sappoi nt ed)
Ch. Well | heard there was ten

children mssing in London, and the
Gobbl ers are coming to Oxford to
steal nore kids.

LYRA
I’d like to see themcone to
Jordan! I'd like ti see themtry
to get past the Head Porter!

ROGER
The Gobblers en’t afraid of the
Head Porter, Lyra. They en’t
afrai d of anybody.

LYRA
Vll | en't afraid of the Gobblers.

Roger stops and | ooks at her, admringly.

ROGER
You en’t?
(of f her 1 o00k)
Then prom se ne you' Il cone and get
me back if the Gobblers snatch ne.
(beat)
And 1’1l prom se to cone get you

Lyra turns to him serious, honoring the idea of an oath.

LYRA
I won’t prom se. The Magisterium
says oaths en't ethical. But | wll
swear to the death.

ROGER
Ri ght then

Roger and Lyra each gravely lick their pal ns and shake hands,
as their daenons turn into dragonflies and buzz around each
other. Then, Pantal ai non, seem ngly distracted, sweeps past
Lyra and di ps below the |line of the roof and back.

PANTALAI MON
Li st en!
(of f Roger and Lyra’s
attention)



PANTALAI MON( cont ' d)
The Master and the Librarian are
tal ki ng about ice bears.

Bot h Roger and Lyra inmedi ately junps to the edge of the roof
and begin literally to eavesdrop -- listening in on the
conversation in the RETI RING ROOM bel ow.

I NT. RETI RING ROOM - DAY

A | uxurious room appointed in masculine academ c style. The
Master and the Librarian confer over coffee. W cut between
the roof and here through this scene.

MASTER
-- and she apparently negoti ated on
behal f of the Magisteriumw th the
king of the bears hinself.

ABOVE, Lyra’'s eyes w den

Ll BRARI AN
Ki ng Haakon? He hasn’'t admtted a
human to his court since --

MASTER
No, Terrington, there’ s a new Kking.
Ragnar Sturlusson. Crowned on
Qberamrergau day this year. Not
wi t hout sonme controversy -- they
say the old king may have been
encouraged to his final rest.

LI BRARI AN
Asriel will have a thing or two to
say about it. Wen does he arrive?

ABOVE, Lyra |ooks over to Roger

LYRA
Uncle --

MASTER
-- Arrived in tine for sherry.

LI BRARI AN
He’s already here...Master, are you
sure it’s entirely necessary
to...take such strict measures
agai nst Lord Asriel?



MASTER
|I"ve no choice in the matter. The
Magi sterium insists that he nust be
si | enced.
(beat)
We'd better fetch himfrom di nner
or we'll be m ssed.

The Master and Librarian turn to a row of hooks on the wall
t hat hol d numer ous acadeni ¢ gowns of varying degrees of age
and gaudi ness. They take their gowns and | eave.

LYRA
|"ve got to get in there!
PANTALAI MON
What ?
ROGER
What ?
LYRA

You heard them-- they're going to
do sonething to ny uncl el

ROGER
But -- you can’t go in! Only the
master and fellows! Anyway -- who
says they’ Il do sonething?

LYRA

“Strict nmeasures”!

PANTALAI MON
So they' Il give hima tal king to!
Who cares?

ROGER
| en’t goin’ in there.

LYRA
Pan, are they gone?

PANTALAI MON
Yes. Wait -- why?

Lyra is slipping in through the w ndow.



I NT. RETI RING ROOM - DAY

Lyra is in unfamliar, scary and exciting territory. She
| ooks for a place to hide. Wile she is still |ooking, the
DOOR OPENS.

PANTALAI MON
There. W' re as good as spanked.

The Master wal ks in, but because of the angle of the door,
doesn’t see her. Lyra FREEZES, as does Pan, who has taken on
the formof a chaneleon and is trying to blend in with the
background. All seens well until the Master’s daenon turns
to look themright in the eye -- Lyra and Pan hold their
breath --

-- But we see that the Master’s daenon is an aged nole, who
can’t make themout at all. Lyra and Pan EXHALE, and Lyra
scanpers for a tall arnpire as the Master turns to the w ndow
and wal ks to the table in the roonis center.

I NSI DE THE ARMO RE, Lyra peers through the cracks between the
doors.

PANTALAI MON (cont’ d)
Now we’ re stuck!

LYRA
Shut up, Pan!

She \watches as the Master places a decanter of wine on the
table -- innocent enough -- then sees himtake a white paper
packet from anongst the folds of his robe and pour a stream
of white powder into one of the glasses. He pours a glass of
wi ne over the powder, mxes it with a pencil, sets the glass
in front of the finest chair in the room and heads back to

t he door.

LYRA (cont’ d)
Pan! D d you see that? He s going
to poison Uncle Asriel!

PANTALAI MON
It’s probably bicarbonate of soda.
You’' re going to enbarrass yourself
and get us puni shed because the
Master has a stomach-ache. Now --

We hear noises and footsteps as nore people enter the room

LYRA
Too | ate now.
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PANTALAI MON
You' d better get confortable. You
know how much they tal k.

At this, Lyra sees LORD ASRIEL step in. Her expression at
once assumes a nore reverent aspect.

Asriel is dressed in well-cut travelling clothes and
acconpani ed by his snow | eopard daenon, Stelmaria. He
carries a formdable air that sets himapart fromthe
academ ci ans whose schol arly distinction he shares.

MASTER
I had the *99 Tokay decanted for
you, Lord Asriel. | renenber you

were partial to it.
The Master picks up the glass and hands it to Asriel.

LORD ASRI EL
You are very kind.

I NSI DE THE ARMO RE, Pan seens finally convinced -- he | ooks
at Lyra in alarm

LYRA
We have to tell uncle Asriel.
PANTALAI MON
They' || see you.
LYRA

They won’'t see you.
Asriel takes a seat far fromthe arnoire.

LYRA (cont’ d)
It’s far -- but you have to --

PANTALAI MON
-- This is the silliest thing in a
lifetinme of silly things you ve
done --

LYRA
Pan, you nust!

The STEWARD, flanked by his great Dane daenon, is pouring out
the rest of the Tokay into glasses for the Fellows. Pan
slips out of the arnoire, a centipede, then a snake, finally
a noth, making his way across the roomand flitting to
Stelmaria’ s ear. As Pan proceeds further fromher, Lyra's
face shows first anxiety and then pain...
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LYRA (cont’ d)
So far...so far...

The snow | eopard shows no reaction, but Asriel, who has
l[ifted the glass to admire the wine, manifests the slightest
show of concern. He lowers the glass, considering. The
Master is regarding himclosely.

MASTER
To the college --

ASRI EL
(i nterrupting)
I will get straight to the point,
gentlemen. |’ve travelled a | ong
way and |’ve a train waiting to
take me to Wiite Hall after |'ve
spoken to you.

Asriel puts down his glass wthout taking a sip.

ASRI EL (cont’ d)
Cawson!

THOROLD
Ri ght away, ny lord.

THORCLD, Asriel’s butler, backs in, carrying a | arge wooden
box with beautifully worked brass fittings, and a | ens at one
end.

Meanwhi l e, the Steward | eans ove to gather up the gl asses of
wine fromthe table, but Asriel gets there first.

ASRI EL
"1l do that, thank you, Hunt.

The Master tries to follow Asriel’s novenents as he rel ocat es
the gl asses of wine on a side table. He can't tell which is
which. He shares a worried |l ook with the Librarian.

Asriel slides open a hinged rawer in the wooden case that
Thorol d has placed on the table. The workings of the SPIRI T
PROJECTOR, a sort of slide projector, becone apparent. As
with nost of the technology in this world, it is hand-

machi ned and beautifully worked.

The Fellows settle into chairs, sone reachinhg for pipes or
poppy-burners as Asriel renoves a paper-thin amethyst
TRANSPARENCY from anongst the slots in the case and fits it
into the spirit projector.
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ASRI EL (cont’ d)
Hood -- the | anps.

The Steward turns down the ol d-fashioned naphtha | anps that

illum nate the room As Asriel punps a brass chanber in the
spirit projector, a bright white/yellow circle glows on the

opposite wal l.

ASRI EL (cont’ d)
As some of you know, | set off for
the North twelve nonths ago on a
di pl omatic m ssion to the king of
Lapl and.

As Asriel speaks, Pan is making his way back to the arnoire,
slipping past the fellows’ daenons in the formof a
scanperi ng gecko.

ASRI EL (cont’ d)
At least, that is what | pretended
to be doing. In fact, ny real aim
was to go further north still -- to
the Arctic pack-ice -- to
i nvestigate the phenonenon
identified by the college’s
particl e-scope as taking place over
true-north.

Pan finally slips back into the arnoire, where a frantic Lyra
HUGS hi m

LYRA

Oh Pan!  You went so far! It hurt!
PANTALAI MON

Me tool!
ASRI EL

The photograms | will show you
shoul d speak nore el oquently than
ever could about the..

phi | osophi cal val ue of the

expedi tion.

Asriel slips a TRANSPARENCY between the spirit projector’s

| anp and | ens, and the nmachine casts a picture onto the wall.
The picture is rendered in a deep, deep red, so deep as to be
al nost bl ack.

In the PHOTGRAM we SEE: N ght, under a full nmoon. A wooden
hut in the distancem secured to the pack-ice by netal cords.
Phi | osophical instrunents -- wires, aerials, porcelain
insulators -- are all gilded with frost.
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A man dressed in warmfurs stands with his armraised as if
in greeting. To his side stands a small figure, presumable a
child.

ASRI EL (cont’ d)
Thi s photogram was taken with a
standard enul sion. This one --

The sanme scene, only now the taller figure is BATHED in an
eerie light as glowing particles seemto be stream ng from
hi s upraised hand into the sky.

ASRI EL (cont’ d)
-- was taken with a specia
enmul sion prepared at the
Uni versities’ Dawkins | aboratory.

The CASSI NGTON SCHOLAR and a YOUNGER FELLOW pi pe up.

CASSI NGTON SCHOLAR
Were were the photograns taken?

ASRI EL
Nort her n Sval bar d.

CASSI NGTON SCHOLAR
How di d you earn the bear-king' s
perm ssion --

YOUNGER FELLOW
Gave hi m his own daenon.

Laught er.

YOUNGER FELLOW (cont’ d)
Wl |, the poor beast has been
casting about for a daenon of his
own. Placed an ad in the Tines.
Deeply enbarrassing. |Is that |ight
rising up fromthe nman’'s hand or
com ng down?

ASRI EL
It’s going dowmm. But it isn't
light. It’s Dust.

The word “Dust” is said, and taken, wi th particukar enphasis
and monment. The fellows are astonished.

MASTER
But how - -

LI BRARI AN
Surely --
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YOUNGER FELLOW
It can't --

The DEACON, an official of the Magisteriumattached to the
staff, butts in, seem ngly hel pfully.

DEACON
Mrabile dictu. Gentlenen, let us
allow Lord Asriel to explain.

IN THE ARMO RE, Lyra turns to Pan

LYRA
What are they tal king about, Pan?
What’'s “Dust”?

PANTALAI MON
| don’t know.

ASRI EL
It is Dust, gentlenen, as
hypot hesi zed by Russakov. The
particul ar emul sion of this
photogramis fornulated to register
it. As you can see, the figure of
the man is perfectly visible. The
figure to the right --

DEACON
-- Hi s daenpbn?

ASRI EL
No, it’s a child. Which is exactly
the point, isn't it? The child is
conpletely free of dust.

The Fell ows renai n astoni shed, digesting this.

MASTER
Lord Asriel -- not that | mean to
i mpute any bias to your research
but...why has no such picture ever
been taken before?

ASRI EL
Not at all, master. You bring ne
to ny next point. As you know, the
magneti sm of the North Pol e charges
certain particles, as for instance
in the case of the aurora borealis,
the famed “Northern Lights”. It is
this charge that renders Dust
visible in this photogram
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ASRI EL(cont' d)

And it al so shows sonething, to ny
m nd, even nore astoni shing --

Asriel slips another photograminto the spirit projector. W
see a picture of the Northern Lights --

ASRI EL (cont’ d)
Here you see the Northern Lights --
stornms of chrged particles of
intense strength -- invisible in
t hensel ves, but causing | um nous
radi ati on when they interact with
t he at nosphere. Now here --

Asriel points to an area in the photogram --

ASRI EL (cont’ d)
Is where | wish to direct your

attention

MASTER
VWhat is that?

LI BRARI AN
Is it --

ASRI EL
Acity.

We can indeed see, behind a cluster of tents and an untidy
heap of boxes, the unm stakable outline of a city. Towers,

domes, walls -- buildings and streets, suspended in the air!
LI BRARI AN
I don’t understand -- a city in the
ice?
ASRI EL

Not in the ice, Librarian. Acity
i n anot her worl d.

A further hush.

DEACON
That is not possible.

ASRI EL
(angrily)
It is not only possible, it is
fact. It is also proof.
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ASRI EL(cont' d)

Proof of the existence of alternate
worlds -- alternate universes --
coexisiting with, interpenetrating
our own, intangible, inaccessible --
until now.

As Asriel continues, the Deacon |eans his head to listen to
his tarantul a daenon, and wites a note on a rich piece of
card.

ASRI EL (cont’ d)

Gentlenen, | intend to travel to
that other world. Wth a
significant source of energy -- and

a significant source of funding --
I can effect a crossing.

MASTER
| see. The college is to be the
source of the funds...but what is
to be the source of enerqgy?

ASRI EL
(casual ly)
Sinple. | will break the

unbr eakabl e.

Asriel reaches out and takes a glass fromthe table. W are
not sure which one -- poisoned or not. He raises it in
t oast.

ASRI EL (cont’ d)
To ot her worl ds.

Asriel, with barely a nonment’s hesitation, puts the glass to
his lips and DOMNS it, as the Master | ooks on.

Wth a fierce vitality, Asriel smles and puts the gl ass
down. Still alive. Some of the fellows foll ow
enthusiastically in his toast and drink, others |less so. The
Master, pale, |ooks at his glass.

ASRI EL (cont’ d)
You’ re not drinking, Master? Are
you unent husi asti c about the
di scovery of other worlds -- or
about the ‘99 Tokay?

MASTER
| -- the -- you nust excuse me, but
I have further questions.
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MASTER( cont ' d)

Wth regard to the -- the political
ram fications -- the acadenic val ue
-- the financial considerations of
such an endeavor --

IN THE ARMO RE, Lyra's attention is flagging as the
conversation revives...

PANTALAI MON
Oh dear -- they' re off again.

FADE TO

I NT. ARMO RE - LATER

Lyra i s asl eep against a corner, snuggled under sone academic
robes, Pan curled around her neck like an erm ne. The doors
are FLUNG OPEN.

LYRA
(waki ng)

| never -- | en't -- | didn't --
ASRI EL

What were you doing in there?
LYRA

The Steward | ocked ne in here!

Honest !
ASRI EL

You' re |ying.
Asriel YANKS her out of the arnoire.

LYRA
OM You're hurting us!

EXT. MASTER S GARDEN - DAY

Asriel, still holding Lyra by the wist, pulls her out of the
door into the Master’s encl osed garden, and marches her
across the garden and through a passage in the corner.

Stel maria, nmeanwhile, carries Pantalainon in her nouth like a
kitten.

ASRI EL
You have no business in the
Retiring Room



18.

LYRA
You're not very grateful, are you?
| just saved your life!

ASRI EL
That' s true.

He lets go of his grip on Lyra. At the sane tine, Stelmaria
| ets go of Pan, who shakes hinself indignantly.

LYRA
Uncl e? Wy did the Master try to
kill you? And what are you going
to do with hinf

ASRI EL
Not hi ng.

LYRA
But he wanted to poison you

ASRI EL
Yes, but | see no reason to hold it
agai nst him

They vani sh through the arched passageway |eading to --

EXT. GREAT QUAD - DAY

Asriel and Lyra stride diagonally across the grass of G eat
Quad, Lyra trotting to keep up with her uncle.

LYRA
But --
ASRI EL
After all, he seens to have kept

you in one piece --
(1 ooks at her)
-- even if you have turned into a
filthy, duplicitous little savage.
What’ s the square root of ten?
(of f Lyra's | oo0k)
Hopel ess.

LYRA
Did you get the noney you needed?
Are you going North again?

ASRI EL
Yes. |'mleaving straightaway.
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LYRA
(st ops)
Can | cone?

Asriel stops and | ooks at her, as if anew

LYRA (cont’ d)
I want to see the Northern Lights
and i ce bears and gl aciers and
everyt hi ng.

Both Asriel and Stelmaria are regarding her intently.
Finally --

ASRI EL
Your place is here.

Asriel keeps wal king. Lyra foll ows.

LYRA
But why? Wiy is ny place here?
And what’s Dust?

ASRI EL
Nothing to do with you. Now you're
not comng. Put it out of your
head; it’s too dangerous. Do what
you're told and be a good girl.

LYRA
But you don’t do what you're told,
do you? You don’t let anybody tell
you what to do.

ASRI EL
That’s right. And | may have
reason to regret it. Now don’t
argue any nore or | shall be angry.

LYRA
But uncle --

Stelmaria grow s nenacingly. Lyra frowns hard at Asriel, but
he takes no noti ce.

ASRI EL
VWll. You...are taller.
Your . .daenon still changes forns,
does he? Hasn't settled into one

formyet?

Lyra catches a bit of Asriel’s disconfort with this question.
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LYRA
... Yeah. ..

ASRI EL
Wll. As | said. Behave yourself.
And. ..

Asriel |eave sthe thought unfinished, turns and | eaves. Lyra
wat ches his retreating formfor a while, then turns angrily
and storns up the stairs towards her room

EXT. JERI CHO MEADOWS - DAY

Here, in the nmeadows by the river Isis, the coll eges of
Oxford forma | ow skyline in the distance.

A nunber of brightly col ored NARROAS BOATS are in various
stages of nooring on the bank. Sone are stacked several

deep, gangways |laid between them Interspersed with them are
flat HAULI NG BARGES, from which horses are bei ng unl oaded.
Clustered by the bank are a nunber of tents and palisades --
a tenmporary village erected for the Gyptian HORSE FAIR.  The
gyoptians are a nonmadi c waterfol k whose hone villages are in
the fens of East Anglia but whose bloodlines extend to
Ireland, The Isle of Man, the Low Countries, Nornandy,

Fl anders, and as far as the Indies.

On the edge of one of the encanpnents, a child, BILLY COSTA,
is “helping” to put up a tent. As his older brother, TONY
COSTA, positions a stake to be hammered in, Billy picks up a
mallet to hand to him Tony | ooks for the mallet where he
left it but can’t find it, and he has to let go of the stake,
whi ch sl ackens a rope, and sets in notion a chain of

i nconveni ences.

Bl LLY COSTA
Tony, | got your nmallet here.
TONY COSTA
(annoyed)
Leave it, will you? Gve it to ne

and get on with yer, Billy. Go on

O fended, Billy wanders away, poking around the edges of
canp, |ooking for sonething interesting to do. Hi s daenon,
in the shape of a sparrow, follows him

He hears a curious PIPING and SQUEAKI NG i n the di stance.
Curious, he FOLLOAS the sound to the edge of a stand of
trees...where he sees, half-obscured, a beuatifully-furred
GOLDEN MONKEY.
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Bl LLY COSTA
Hel | o.

The nonkey stands on its hind | egs and waves. Billy |aughs.
The nonkey retreats into the woods, |ooking back at him

BI LLY COSTA (cont’d)
Were you goin then?

Billy foll ows the nonkey, who keeps just ahead of him
scanpering and turning corners until they’ re out of sight and
earshot of the Gyptian canp. Finally, the nonkey w nds round
the trunk of a big oak and a CLEARING i s reveal ed --

EXT. CLEARI NG - DAY

Standi ng there, |ooking ghostly and beautiful in her
gorgeous, ladylike clothes anong the trees, is a lovely
woman. This is MRS. COULTER. Though poi sed, she seens
surprised and delighted to see Billy.

VRS. COULTER
Oh -- hell o!

Billy doesn’t respond. Hi s daenon flies to his shoul der,
t akes nmouse form and craw s into his neckerchief.

MRS. COULTER (cont’d)
| see you fond ny daenon. How ki nd
of you! | was wondering where he
had got to.

Billy s daenon pokes her head out of his neckerchief.

MRS. COULTER (cont’ d)
What’ s your daenon’s nane?
(confidentially)
You can tell ne.

Bl LLY COSTA
(cautiously)
Ratter.

MRS. COULTER
Ratter. And can Ratter change
forms?

Bl LLY COSTA
Yeah.

To denonstrate, Ratter clinbs out onto Billy s outstretched
hand, and turns into a BUTTERFLY.
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MRS. COULTER
How | ovely. Tell me one mre
thing. Does Ratter |ike chocolatl?

Ms. Coulter’s daenon is tentatively wal king towards Billy
and his daenon. He holds up his clawed hand, and Ratter
flutters down to rest on it.

Bl LLY COSTA
No. But | do.
MRS. COULTER
(pl eased)
Wel|l as it happens, | have nore

chocol atl than | can drink nyself.
WIl you help ne drink it?

Ms. Coulter smles, a wwnning, warmng smle. Billy smles
back. Ms. Coulter turns and wal ks out of the trees, her
daenmon follow ng, still holding Ratter. Billy foll ows.

EXT. EDGE OF THE GYPTI AN CAMP - DAY
Lyra and Roger lay on the ground, hidden from sight of the

Gyptians by a ridge. Stretching behind themis a Iine of
seven or eight OXFORD CHI LDREN

LYRA
It’s Gobblers, Roger! W’re just
in time!

ROGER
| thought we was the Gobblers this
tinme.

LYRA

No, we were the Gobblers |ast tine.
Now we're the kids.

ROGER
But the Gyptian kids don’t know
they' re s’ posed to be the
Goi bbl ers.

Beyond the ridge, we see a cluster of Gyptian kids currying a
pony.

LYRA
It’s just |ike cowboys and
skrael i ngs, or redcoats and rebels.
W fight. They' Il get the idea.
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LYRA(cont ' d)

(to the other Kkids)
You ready?

They are. Sone of themhold up sliny nudballs they’ ve oacked
fromthe river bank.

LYRA (cont’ d)
(to her troop)
Come on then!

Lyra | aunches herself over the top of the ridge, and with a
yell CHARGES the Gyptian kids. The other Oxford kids follow
in her wake, |aunching nmudballs at the Gyptian ki ds.

They’ ve achi eved conplete surprise, and the Gyptians are
pelted with nmud -- but then they recover, and a nel ee ensues.
There are tree-branch swordfights, daenons dogfighting --
Lyra makes for a big Gyptian kid and attacks, butting himin
t he stomach. The kid goes down, and Lyra holds a
branch/sword to his neck.

LYRA (cont’ d)
You' re under arrest!

GYPTI AN KI D
No I en't!

But Lyra's attention is taken by sonething el se.

LYRA
(runs off)
Remain here for further
i nstructions!

GYPTI AN KI D
No | won't, Lyral

NEARBY, the Gyptian’s pony is standing placidly. Lyra gets
into the saddl e, and Roger foll ows.

ROGER

Are we stealin’ a horse?
LYRA

No, we’'re requisitioning it.

(beat)
Just for a bit.

As Lyra spurs the pony, the kids -- Oxford and Gyptian -- see
what’ s going on, and RACE caterwauling after her. But now
the adults thensel ves have taken notice, and they wave and
holl er at Lyra, who has to change course...unfortunately the
pony takes themright into the heart of the Gyptian canp --
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Through all the goings on of the nmounting of the horse fair.
The Gyptians shout at her in alarm sone trying to grab the
bridl e and some junping out of the way --

Until Lyra finds herself surrounded. Nobody seens to think
this was a very good j oke.

LYRA (cont’ d)
D snount .

The crowd surges towards her as they get off, and she bolts
for one of the narrows boats, junping fromthe bank and onto
t he boat, running onto tyhe next boat al ong as she is chased.
But she is finally brought to a stop by an authoritative
FEMALE VO CE.

MA COSTA
STOP!  STOP I T NOW

And Lyra and Roger, newy energed onto the bank again, do
stop. Standing in front of the is MA COSTA, a stout,
form dabl e Gyptian matron and the head of her famly.

MA COSTA (cont’ d)
Where is he?

The rest of the kids have cone to a stop too, a rogues’
gal l ery of bruises, scrapes, torn clothes, and nud.

LYRA]
W was -- we was just playing,
honest. | was going to give the
pony back --
MA COSTA
(upset)

Billy. Have you seen Billy Costa?
We can see Tony energe from behind her, al so | ooking anxi ous.

TONY COSTA
Billy! BILLY! QU T PLAYIN !

But there’s no response. A sens of ALARMis spreading
t hrough the Gyptian canp.

ROGER
(to Lyra, whsipers)
Gobbl ers. ..

Lyra takes in the rising panic of the Gyptians.
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LYRA
Let’s find him right? W'Ill make
search parties. You take sone kids
and check west of the Isis and
we' Il check the coll eges.
(to Ma Costa
W'l find him

Lyra, Roger and the other Oxford kids set off, some of their
daenons turning into hunting dogs, sone into sharp-eyed
hawks.

EXT. RI VERBANK NEAR THE CITY - DAY

Roger and Lyra share a | ook as they split up and Roger conbs
t he banks, Lyra heading back into the city...

EXT. STREET QUTSI DE JORDAN - TW LI GHT”

Lyra and Pan are scanpering along the street outside of
Jordan, |ooking for Billy.

LYRA
Billyl Billy Costa!l

The HEAD PORTER, who is closing the big GATES of the coll ege,
spies Lyra and calls to her.

HEAD PORTER
Lyra! Over here!

LYRA
Wat? Did you see hinfP

HEAD PCRTER
Who? Enough of your ganes now.
The Master wants you at dinner.
And present abl e.

LYRA
Tell him I’ m busy.

HEAD PORTER
Tell himyourself.

The Head Porter grabs Lyra by the scruff of her neck and
drags her into college.
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EXT. PORTER S LODGE - DAY

He calls to MRS. LONSDALE, the college housekeeper, who is
| eani ng against a desk in the Porter’s Lodge, gossiping with
one of the porters. She takes one |ook at Lyra and frowns.

MRS. LONSDALE

(grabbi ng Lyra)
The nunber of tinmes you ve been
told about keeping clean. Look at
you! Just | ook at your skirt!
It’s filthy! “Lord Asriel *as
entrusted us wi’is only niece,”
says the Master, “a beautiful babby
girl, won't be no trouble --"

Then we HEAR, over shots of Lyra being HERDED UP THE STAIRS - -
BO LI NG WATER BEI NG POURED I N A BATH -- LYRA'S HAI R BEI NG
SCRUBBED METI CULOUSLY -- A PUFFY DRESS BEI NG FASTENED ON AN
UNW LLI NG LYRA -- HER HAI R BEI NG PAI NFULLY BRUSHED - -

IMRS. LONSDALE (cont’d)
Now you’'re goin’ to dine with the
Master and his guests, and | hope
to God you behave. Speak when
you’' re spoken to, be quiet and
polite, and don’t say “I dunno”
when you’' re asked a question.

And --

I NT. MASTER S LODGE - EVEN NG

Lyra sits, in a pink dress and patent | eather shoes, | ooking
bal efully at the MASTER

MASTER
WIIl you have a cake, child?

LYRA
You first.

The Master seens confused, but |eaves it at that.

MASTER
You' re growi ng up quickly, Lyra.
Al nost a young wonman. It’s been

ten years...

(shakes off the nostal gi a)
Have you given any thought to your
future, Lyra?
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LYRA
VWhat future?

MASTER
| nean, your education...to prepare
you for one of the |adies’
col | eges, parhaps --

LYRA
Not Jordan? No -- why would | ever

MASTER
Al'l good things nmust pass, Lyra.
And so it is with chil dhood.
Someti mes you nust do what others
t hi nk best for you.

MRS. COULTER
I"mafraid | nust disagree, Master.

Lyra sees Ms. Coulter, young, beuatiful and stately, who has
just entered the room

MRS. COULTER (cont’ d)
When | was a young wonman of Lyra’'s

age, | knew that no-one could
really truly understand ne --
except, of course, ny daenon -- and

that it would be best if |I were
free to do as | pleased.

Lyra is inpressed. Entranced, in fact. She has never seen
anyone quite like Ms. Coulter.

MASTER
Ms. Coulter, this is our Lyra.
Lyra, cone and say hello to Ms.
Coul ter.

Lyra gets up and curtsies.

MRS. COULTER
How do you do, Ms. Coulter

MRS. COULTER (cont’ d)
I hope you'll sit next to me at
dinner. I'mnot used to the
grandeur of High Table. You’l
have to show me which knife and
fork to use

Lyra smles, enbarrassed and pl eased.
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I NT. HALL - JORDAN COLLEGE - DAY

H GH TABLE, where the masters and fellows eat, is on a
slightly raised platformabove the |evel at which the
scholars eat. Here they dine on gold dishware, not silver.
Col | ege servants dart back and forth. Lyra is engrossed in
conversation with Ms. Coulter

LYRA
-- So nmy Uncle Asriel left me here,
‘cause ny parents had died and he
was doi ng so many dangerous things
in Africa and with the Xingu tribes
in the Amazones and such --

MRS. COULTER
I net Lord Asriel at the Royal
Arctic Institute. W conpared
reflections upon the political
structure of the Sval bard bears.

LYRA
(amazed)
You’' ve seen an ice-bear?
VRS. COULTER
(1 aughs)

Yes, and |'ve talked to them O
course in the North, they don't
call them*"ice bears”, they cal

t hem panserbjorne. As a matter of
fact |’ve had an audi ence with the
ki ng hinsel f, Ragnar Sturlusson.

LYRA
Then you' re an explorer too? Have
you ever stayed in an igloo?

MRS. COULTER
Stayed? |’ve built one, and cooked
seal-neat in it! Confidentially,
it beats this roast beef!

They LAUGH together. Sonething seens to occur to Ms.
Coul ter.

MRS. COULTER (cont’ d)
As it happens |’ m going back to the
North very soon
(t hi nks)
You shoul d cone al ong too.



LYRA
Me?!

Pantal ai mon, in ermne formfor politeness, turns downy
white.

MRS. COULTER
As ny confidential secretary.
There would be a lot of work to do -

LYRA
-- | can work!

MRS. COULTER
-- And you woul d have to learn
mat hemati cs, and navi gati on, and
cel estial geography --

LYRA
-- WII you teach ne? | already
know sone -- they force nme to -- |
nmean | like to study --

VRS. COULTER
It’s alot to learn...

LYRA
| don’t m nd! | want to learn it
all!

MRS. COULTER

Wll then. [1t’s decided.

(t hi nks)
But | had better get the Master’s
perm ssion. Master?

(he | ooks up)
I wonder if | mght borrow dear
Lyra for a while. To assist nme in
London and the North.

The Master does not seem surprised -- but he does seem
concerned. He and Ms. Coulter share an odd | ook.

MASTER
Lyra...do you wish to go?

Lyra i s sonmewhat taken aback by the Master’s asking her
opi ni on.

LYRA
Yes, please.

29.
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The Master, who seens suddenly weakened or exhausted, assents
with a nod. Lyra claps happily, and Pan changes into a
butterfly and circles above as Ms. Coulter’s gol den nonkey
wat ches him

INT. LYRA'S ROOM -- JORDAN - NI GHT

W see Lyra’s small travelling case open, a flurry of clothes
around it, as Lyra sleeps. It is the mddle of the night.

Lyra is SHAKEN AWAKE by Ms. Lonsdal e.

LYRA
VWhat -- what is it?

MRS. LONSDALE
Listen. The Master wants to see
you before you | eave with Ms.
Coulter. Get up quickly and run
across to the Lodging now Go into
the garden and tap at the French
wi ndow of the study. Do you
under st and?

Under this, we see Lyra running across the lawn by te
Master’ s Lodgi ng, then tappiung at the wi ndow. The hush at
this hour sets the majesty of Jordan and the University at a
new angl e.

I NT. MASTER S STUDY - NI GHT

The Master opens the French windows to admt Lyra, then
closes it and the curtains behind her.

MASTER
Good girl. Come quickly, we haven’'t
| ong.
LYRA
Aren’t | allowed to go?
MASTER
Yes; | can't prevent it. Lyra, I'm

going to give you sonething, and
you nmust promse to keep it
private. WIIl you swear to that?

LYRA
[owill.
(beat)
If you tell me one thing.
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The Master is unused to being offered conditions, but he
listens.

LYRA (cont’ d)
Wiy did you try to kill my Uncle
Asriel ?

The Mater | ooks astoni shed.
LYRA (cont’ d)

And don’t lie, or 1’1 know |
know al | about |ying.

MASTER
What an extraordinary child...Lyra,
you will not be able to understand

this yet...but | hoped to protect
you. You, and all of us. Now --

The Master takes a small package wapped in black velvet from
his desk. She sees a flash of gold machinery as he hands it
to her.

LYRA
VWat is it?
MASTER
It is an al ethionmeter. It is one

of only six that were ever nmade.
Your uncle gave it to the coll ege.

LYRA
But what does it do?

MASTER
It tells the truth. As far as how
toread it, you'll have to learn by

your sel f.

The Master puts his hands gently on either side of Lyra’s
head and hol ds her for a nonent.

MASTER (cont’ d)
The powers of this world are very
strong; nen and wonen are noved by
tides nmuch fiercer than you can
i magi ne, and they sweep ua all up
into the current. Go well, Lyra,;
bl ess you, child. Bless you. Keep
your own counsel .

We hear sounds in the corridor on the other side of the study
door .
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LYRA
Thank you, Master.

She turns to | eave.

MASTER
Lyra -- you nust never tell Ms.
Coul ter about the al ethioneter.
Keep it fromher. Now go, child.

EXT. COLEGE GATE - DAWN
Lyra, in a sensible coat for travelling, is being nmade nuch

of by the Porters, who are seeing her off. Lyra seens a
little bereft.

LYRA
Wiere’'s Roger? | thought he’ d cone
see nme off.

PORTER

Don’t know, Lyra.
Ms. Coulter appears from outside the gate.

MRS. COULTER
Lyra? Conme on, slowcoach.

LYRA
Vell tell him-- tell himhe better
keep his word. And he owes ne for
t hat toffee apple.

PORTER
Alright, Lyra, but I ain't seen him
si nce yesterday.
Lyra seens concerned, but Ms. Coulter is waiting.

MRS. COULTER
W' |l mss the airship, dear.

Lyra follows Ms. Coulter, casting al ook back at the coll ege.

EXT. AIRSH P MOORI NG - DAWN

Lyra, |ooking sonmewhat overwhel ned by events, follows Ms.
Coul ter into the hanging cabin of a bullet-shaped zeppelin
secured to a grand netal nooring-mast. Bags are handed to
uni f or med STEWARDS
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EXT. AIRSH P - W DE

The zeppelin lifts slowy fromthe ground, its nooring ropes
hel d by ground crews --

And its ENG NES grow to life as it clears the nast...

I NT. CABIN - DAY

Lyra and Ms. Coulter sit at a linen-clad table. Behind them
we can see a tidy, |uxuriously-appointed cabin...below the
city of Oxford, froma higher perspective than Lyra has ever
seen. Ms. Coulter is preoccupied with making notes in a
smal | book with a golden pencil. Lyra, and pan in the form
of a gecko glued to the wi ndow, seek out and find the shape
of Jordan coll ege...

ANGLE from QUTSIDE: Wth a nonent of recognition -- the only
hone she has known, seen entire and froma distance -- TEARS
begin to roll down Lyra's face. Pan turns and notices, and
becones a dog in Lyra's lap, sitting and licking her face.

The gol den nonkey watches. Ms. Coulter |ooks up, smles
gently at Lyra, and strokes her hair. Enbarrassed, Lyra
nmusters a smle.

EXT. LONDON FROM ABOVE

London in Lyra’s world and tinme. From above, we recognize a
nunber of famliar |andmarks -- the Thanes, of course, but no
Houses of Parlianment; Big Ben in fact presides over the
aerodrone to which the zeppelin is heading. Tower Bridge,
the Battersea Power Station, but also the great At omworks at
Ful ham and gl owering over it all, the Mgisterial Seat.

EXT. LONDON STREETS - DAY

Ms. Coulter and Lyra sit in a carriage that breezes al ong
Regent Street, a controlled exodus of people and their
daenons of f upon their different purposes. Due to a peculiar
mar ki ng on the carriage, denoting the favor of the

Magi sterium other carriages and horses nake way for them

Lyra’ s nood has bounced back, in fact she is excited and w de-
eyed.

LYRA
Al'l these poeple...
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MRS. COULTER
Did you think Oxford was all the
wor | d?

LYRA

Al that mattered.

LYRA (cont’ d)
Everybody’ s maki ng way for us!

MRS. COULTER
Yes, | know sone very kind people
at the Magi sterium They | oaned ne
this carri age.

LYRA
What is the Magisteriunf

MRS. COULTER
(1 aughs)
What is the Magisteriun? M, you
have been sheltered. You may as
wel | ask what is water. [It’s what
peopl e need. They keep things
wor king by telling people what to

do.
LYRA
But -- | thought you didn't |et
anybody tell you what to do.
MRS. COULTER
Well -- there are exceptions. And

t here are exceptional people.
Besi des, they don’t tell people
what to do in a nean, petty way.
They tell people what to do in a

kind way -- |ike parents tell
children what to do, or teachers
tell pupils.

Lyra doesn’t seem conpletely won over by the anal ogy, but she
smles in assent.

INT. MRS. COULTER S FLAT - FRONT STAI RS

Lyra wal ks into Ms. Coulter’s flat and takes it in wth a
GASP. It’s grand as any Jordan col |l ege room but beautiful
in away they are not -- pretty, femnine. Light flows in
fromthe south-facing windows. The walls are papered in
delicate gold and white stri pes;
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there are pictures in gilt franes, an antique | ooking-gl ass,
fanci ful sconces bearing anbaric lanps with frilled shades;
frills on the cushions, flowery val ances over the curtain
rail.

Lyra |l ooks at herself in the mrror and seens |ost and
amazed.

MRS. COULTER
This will be your room At |east,
if you like it.

And she opens the door into Lyra’s bedroom all white and
pi nk, soft and beautiful...at the other end is her own
bathroom A maid is filling up a tub with hot

wat er...through the steamwe --

FADE TO

I NT. LYRA'S BATHROOM - N GHT

Lyra i s brushing her hair in the mrror. She' s wearing a
pretty ankle-length dressing gown. Pantal ainon, sitting on
her shoul der in the shape of a nouse, snooths his whiskers.

I NT. LYRA’S BEDROOM

Lyra steps cautiously over the threshold of her new bedroom
Everything is pretty and soft, especialy the feather bed,
whi ch seens inpossibly plunp and inviting. Pan flits about
the room sniffing at things in the formof a cat.

Lyra smles, takes a breath -- and LAUNCHES hersel f dead
center into the enbrace of the bed. Pantalainon junps into
the air, a songbird, and then divebonbs her, taking a cat-
shape at the last nonent. The two of them play and giggle.
We hear a gentle knock on the door and Ms. Coulter appears
in the doorway.

LYRA
(quiltily)

I found the nightgown on the backi
of the door -- | hope you don;t
mnd --

MRS. COULTER
I had it ordered for you, dear
You' || need sonme new things, if

you're to help ne on business and
acconpany ne to the North.
Tonmorrow we nust go shopping. That
is, unless you packed arctic gear --
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LYRA
(seriously)
No. . .

Pan hel pfully changes into a snowshoe hare. Ms. Coulter and
t he gol den nonkey both smile and Ms. Coulter touches Lyra’'s
hai r.

MRS. COULTER
Now go to sleep. W' ve nuch to do.

Ms. Coulter heads to the door and puts out the Iight.
Monentarily, after she’'s left, Pan’'s eyes gleamin the
dar kness and Lyra turns her bedside |ight on.

PANTALAI MON
Wiy is she so nice to us?

LYRA
Because she’s ni ce.

PANTALAI MON
Then why did the Master tell us to
hi de the al et hi oneter?

LYRA
| don;t know, Pan. Where is it?

PANTALAI MON
Still in your coat.

LYRA
Go on, then

Pan scanpers to the closet in the shape of a raccoon and
fetches the bl ack velvet parcel out of Lyra s coat. He
brings it to Lyra and she unfolds it...

... To give us our first proper |ook at the ALETH OVETER

It’s a beautifully worked machine, the size of a |arge pocket-
watch. Thirty six SYMBOLS ring the face -- ant, hourgl ass,
skul |, dol phin, anchor, chanel eon, bull, beehive, etc. A
NEEDLE swi ngs ‘round the face of its own accord, and three
nore are controlled by dials on the side.

LYRA (cont’ d)
What do you think it does?

PANTALAI MON
The Master called it
“alethionmeter”. And “neter” is a

nmeasur e of sonet hi ng.
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LYRA
Yeah, but that’s the easy part.
PANTALAI MON
What do you think makes the needl e
nove?
LYRA

| don;t know, Pan. Maybe uncle
Asriel does. Maybe we’'re supposed
to take it to him

We hear a SOUND fromthe doorway -- and can nake out the
figure of the nonkey as it flashes away. Lyra has hidden the
al ethionmeter in the black vel vet.

MRS. COULTER
Lyra, dear? Isn't it tinme to
sl eep?

Lyra turns off the light...and tucks the al ethi onmeter under
her pillow

I NT. DRESS SHOP - DAY

In a fashi onabl e seanstresses shop, Ms. Coulter has Lyra
dressed up in front of a mrror

VRS. COULTER
Yes, this one, | think, dear. Wat
do you think?

LYRA
| suppose...

VRS. COULTER
Very | ady-1Iike.

LYRA
Ms. Coulter? These clothes
are...well, beautiful. And |I'm
ever so grateful. But -- |
wondered --

VRS. COULTER

What use are they if we are going
to the North?

LYRA
(relieved)
Yes.
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MRS. COULTER
Because before we go to the North,
we have to get peoples’ help. And
Londoners are no different fromthe
tribesmen in Nova Zenbla. They
have their costunes...

Ms. Coulter gestures towards the clothes in the shop..

I NT. MRS. COULTER S DRESSI NG ROOM - N GHT

MRS. COULTER
...And their warpaint...

Ms. Coulter applies nakeup as Lyra | ooks on curiously.

I NT. THEATER - N GHT

Ms. Coulter and Lyra sit in a fine box at the theater.

Bel ow, an opera is being sung, But Ms. Coulter appears |ost
in conversation with he circle of admrers and patrons around
her -- sonme of the good and great of the capital.

VRS. COULTER
-- And their rituals --

I NT. RESTAURANT - NI GHT

Ms. Coulter sits at a table with a party of el egant
Londoners, including a | avushly bearded EXPLORER and anot her
fine LADY.

MRS. COULTER
-- And their savage feasts with
t heir strange taboos...

An ELEGANT MAN instructs Lyra in TABLE MANNERS. Lyra follows
his lead, flattered by the attention. Nearby, Pantal ainon
| ooks on, bored, in the shape of a toad.

I NT. ROYAL ARCTI C SOCI ETY - DAY

The fanmous explorer points to a MAP projected upon the screen
of the lecture hall of the Arctic Society, narrating a
| ecture with grand gestures.

MRS. COULTER
...And their prom nent and powerful
chi efs and shamans.
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Ms. Coulter regards the lecture attentively, as Lyra takes
notes for her.

MRS. COULTER (cont’ d)
And one nust |earn how to use al
of these things to one’s
advant age. . .

INT. MRS. COULTER S FLAT - DRAW NG ROOM - NI GHT

The flat is cleared for action, a cocktail party about to
begin. Ms. Coulter ends her lecture...

MRS. COULTER
Whomto invite and whom not
to...you think we’ve made the right
choi ces, don’t you? Perhaps I
shoul dn’t have invited Doctor

Bol | obas -- he’s such a bore, but
one of the forenost experts on
particle metaphysics. |’ ve taught
you what a particle is, haven't 17?
It’s a --
LYRA

(pi qued)

Yes, |ike Dust, | know.

At the mention of Dust, Ms. Coulter freezes; the golen
nonkey snaps its head to attention.

MRS. COULTER

Dust ?

LYRA
Yeah, you know, from space, that
Dust, like in the North. You can

see it with a special canera, and
it lights people up -- except
chil dren.

MRS. COULTER
And where did you hear that?

The roomis charged with tension.

PANTALAI MON
Don’t tell her anything --
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LYRA
I dunno -- maybe | overheard it at
Jordan, fromon of the visiting
scholars... Wy, did | get it wong?

MRS. COULTER
Vll, | don’t know. |’msure you
know much nore than | do. Now dear
-- you nust put away that horrid
litle shoul der bag before the
guests arrive.

Lyra | ooks down at the little white | eather bag she carries
with her.

LYRA
Oh, please, Ms. Coulter. | do
love it --

VRS. COULTER
Not indoors. It | ooks absurd to be

carrying a shoul der bag in your own
honme. Now put it away at once and
help with these flowers --

The phrase “in your own hone” sets Lyra on edge. Pan turns
into a pol ecat, arches his back and hi sses.

LYRA
Oxford is nmy hone.
(beat)
It won’t be in the way, and it’s
the only thing I really Iike
wearing --

QUI CK AS A FLASH, the gol den nonkey has scanpered over to
Pant al ai ron and overpowered him-- One paw on Pan’s neck, and
the other pulling, slowy and deliberately, as if to pull of
one of his ears.

Lyra drops the bag with a netallic clunk. She’'s in pain and
fear.

LYRA (cont’ d)
Don’t! Please! Stopr hurting us!

MRS. COULTER
Do as | tell you, then

LYRA
| prom se!
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The gol den nonkey lets go of Pan, who imediately |leaps into
Lyra’s arns. She scoops himto her face to kiss and consol e.

I NT. LYRA'S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Lyra runs in and renoves the al ethioneter fromthe white bag.
She hides it under her pillow and THROAS the white bag
against the wall. W hear the sound of a bell pull

MRS. COULTER (O S
Lyra, dear?

Lyra spins ‘round, suspicious and alert. Ms. Coulter
appears at the door, smling.

MRS. COULTER (cont’ d)
Wul d you be an angel and wel cone
the first guests? |’ mat the nmercy
of these flowers.

INT. MRS. COULTER S FLAT - FRONT STAIRS - DAY

Lyra heads down the stairs, tense, self-contained and
guar ded.

PANTALAI MON
Are we runni ng away?

LYRA
‘Course we are. But we have to
wait ‘til there’ s enough people.
Then she won’t noti ce.

PANTALAI MON
He will.
(beat)
Never mind. 1’1l fight him ['1]
beat himthis tine. 1’1l change so
fast he' Il --
LYRA
Shh.

Lyra and Pan reach the foyer just as the BUTLER opens the
door to LORD BOREAL, a greying, patrician figure with a snake
deanon.

BUTLER
Lord Boreal .
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BOREAL
Ah. You nust be Ms. Coulter’s
pr ot egee. ..

LYRA

Lyra, sir. My | take your cape,
Lord Boreal ?

Boreal hands Lyra his cape; she in turn hands it to the
butler and | eads Boreal up the stairs.

LYRA (cont’ d)
Thi s way, please.

BOREAL
|’ ve been.
(beat)
How is nmy old friend the Master of
Jor dan?

LYRA
(intrigued)
Very well when | left him thank
you, sSir.

BOREAL
Ms. Coulter has taught you
manners, that’'s certain. Has she
t aught you everything she knows?

Lyra senses an opportunity to |learn sonething. She feigns
f ei gni ng i nnocent.

LYRA
...I"mnot sure | understand, ny
lord...

Boreal inspects her face. H s daenon’s tongue licks the air.

BOREAL
Oh? | see. Very good.

Ms. Coulter intercepts themat the top of the stairs.

MRS. COULTER
Alistair -- how kind of you to form
t he advance guard. W shall fetch
you sone chanpagne for your
troubles. Lyra?

Lyra nods and heads towards the kitchen. As she | ooks back,
she sees Boreal and Coul ter |ooking at her and murnuring
conspiratorially..
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She pushes through the swi nging door into the pantry --

INT. MRS. COULTER S FLAT - DRAW NG ROOM - LATER

And EMERCES later in tinme, with a silver tray of canapes.
She drifts up to a group md-conversation -- the particle
phi | osopher BOLLOBAS and a young coupl e.

BOLLOBAS
The extraordinary thing is -- these
particles seemto be attracted to
human bei ngs --

YOUNG WOVAN
Real | y?

BOLLOBAS
Yes -- and to sone nobre than

others. Adults attract it, but not
children. At least, not until
adol escence. In fact, that's the
very reason --

(leans in confidentially)
-- that the General bl ation Board
was set up. But our hostess could
tell you about that.

YOUNG WOVAN
Is Ms. Coulter involved with the
vl ati on Board?

BOLLOBAS
My dear, she is the bl ation Board.
It’s entirely her own project.

YOUNG MAN
| hear they're called “The
Gobbl ers”.

The young woman | aughs, and Bol | obas chuckl es know ngly.

BOLLOBAS
Just so. For General Oblation
Board. You see? Fromthe
initials.

Bol | obas turns to take a canape fromthe plate Lyra’'s
carrying. He doesn't realize the alert expression on Lyra’s
face, and Pan’s tense posture.
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BOLLOBAS (cont’ d)
But you're quite safe fromthe
Gobbl ers, aren’t you dear?

LYRA
-- Ch yes. WII you excuse ne?

Lyra withdraws to swal |l ow her thoughts, but hear her uncle’s
nane nenti oned before she has enough tinme to recover.

ELDERLY GENTLEMAN
Asriel? Locked up.

An ELDERLY GENTLEMAN is talking to a gorgeously unifornmed
CAVALRY COFFI CER

CAVALRY OFFI CER
No. Not Asriel ?

Lyra drifts over to them

ELDERLY GENTLEMAN
Certainly, ny boy. The Magisterium
requested that the King of the
Bears place himin custody in
Sval bard. And there he shall stay.

CAVALRY OFFI CER

How are the m ghty fallen
Wuldn't want to trifle with the
panserbjorne, | can tell you that
nmuch.

(taking a canape; to Lyra)
Thank you mi dear.

(to the elderly Gentl eman)
At any rate -- the newdrill manual
specifically dictates the length
for hussar’s tunics at --

Lyra has caught sight of Lord Boreal, who stands by an
ornanmental fireplace, jaded and | anguorous. She heads in his
direction, past clunps of politicians, artists, and tycoons.

LYRA
Canape, Lord Boreal ?

Lord Boreal |ooks benusedly at the enpty silver platter.

BOREAL
.. No, thank you. Well, Lyra, what
do you think of your first gr own- up
party?
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Lyra is annoyed at Boreal’s patronizing tone.

LYRA
It’s all right I suppose. The
guests can’t help it if they ve got
not hing to say for thensel ves.

BOREAL
(his interest piqued)
Ch?
LYRA
Yeah. ‘Course at Jordan you get

used to knowi ng nore than other
peopl e about things, |ike Dust and
t he bl ati on Board.

BOREAL
Really. And what do you know about
t he Obl ati on Board?

LYRA
(casual ly)
Just about everything. How Ms.
Coul ter organized it, and kids cal
t hem Gobbl ers, and they’ re taking
chil dren.

BOREAL
| don’t know if “taking” is quite
the word for it. The schene only
really works if the children are
willing, and that’s where Ms.
Coulter cones into it. \Wat child
could resist her? And if she’s
going to use you as well to bring
the brats in, so nmuch the better

Lyra bl anches. She sees Ms. Coulter, across the room
smling and charming. Ms. Coulter |ooks up and sees her.

BOREAL (cont’ d)
Has she shown you the process yet?
(Lyra shakes her head)
It’s quite extraordinary. O
course, it's for their own good.

LYRA
..\What is, Lord Boreal ?

BOREAL
Severing, of course.
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Lyra tries to maintain her conposure, but the blood is
pounding in her head. Lord Boreal seens to be distorting in
her vi sion.

LYRA
Yes. Severing.

BOREAL
No need to be squeam sh, ny dear.
I’mtold it doesn’'t hurt a bit.

LYRA
Wul d you excuse ne?

Lyra nusters the best smle she can and wal ks away as Borea
smles to hinself, pleased at having overawed this precocious
chi I d.

As Lyra wal ks back to her room she overhears snippets of
conversation --

GUEST #1
-- |f we could isolate the dark
principle --

GUEST #2
-- Sval bard, you say?

GUEST #3
-- The ol ation Board --

GUEST #4
-- Heresy, isn't it? --

GUEST #5
-- street urchins. They won’t be
m ssed --

GUEST #6
-- Before their daenons have
settled --

Lyra makes it to the corridor and into her room She cl oses
t he door behind her, and runs to find the al ethioneter under
her pillow. She fetches her ratty old coat from anongst a
closetful of fine things, as Pan flutters about nervously, a
gol df i nch.

PANTALAI MON
It’s her, Lyral She’'s running the
Gobbl er s!
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LYRA
| know, Pan --
PANTALAI MON
What are we going to do?
LYRA
Run. And find Uncle Asriel. He'l
fix it. He'll make them w sh
t hey’ d never --
PANTALAI MON
But he’s | ocked up!
LYRA
Then we’ Il save him
PANTALAI MON
Save hin? First we’'ve got to save

our sel ves.

Lyra tucks the alethioneter in her coat.
LYRA

That’ s what we’re doing.
INT. MRS. COULTER S FLAT - CORRIDOR - N GAT
Lyra opens the hall door, and sees that the way out the front
is littered with guests. Servants are bustling around the
back stairs...and Ms. Coulter is slowy making her way in
Lyra’s direction. She hasn’t seen Lyra yet...

PANTALAI MON
No good...no good. ..

LYRA
Come on.
I NT. LYRA'S BEDROOM - SAME
Lyra runs to the wi ndow and opens it. She steps onto the
sill, closes the curtains behind her..
EXT. MRS. COULTER S FLAT - ROOF - N GHT
and scurries up the drainpipe...

She SLIPS -- alnost falls, but Pan is there to hel p her,
hanging froma rain gutter in the shape of an orangutan --
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And they’ re up, over the dornered wi ndow, and onto the slate
roof...they scanper along, carefully negotiating the

unfam liar terrain...Pantalainon turns into a sparrow and
practically EXPLODES into the air with joy as Lyra tastes the
air, in her elenent again...

EXT. LONDON STREETS - NI GHT

...But down on the pavenent it’s a different matter. Lyra
could navigate Oxford by snell, but she’s lost in
London. .. ONE STREET fades into ANOTHER as Lyra and Pan
wanders the shadows, fromthe bright and noisy center, whence
t he Chthonic Railway radiates, to the uniformrow houses of

t he suburbs, to the darkened masses of the \Warfl ands.

PANTALAI MON
Were are we goi ng?

LYRA
Away. We can figure out what to do
|ater. For now need to find a
pl ace to sl eep
(1 ooks around)
Everything s so exposed here. |
wi sh we were in Oxford.

PANTALAI MON
There’s a canal down that way.

Lyra | ooks down sonme cobbl ed steps, which do in fact lead to
a canal with barges at the edge.

They head cautiously down the steps...

EXT. WHARFSI DE - NI GHT
Lyra and Pan creep along the side of a building, then peep in
I NT. WHARFSI DE BUI LDI NG - NI GHT

Inside, an old nman reads an illustrated journal as his
spani el daenon curls asleep at his feet.

EXT. WHARFSI DE - N GHT

Lyra | ook down to the danp edge of the canal, then into the
bui | di ng agai n.
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LYRA
Should we ask himto let us in,
Pan?

-- But Pan is distracted, rapidly changing into a bat, an
ow, a wildcat again -- Lyra follows his gaze to see THREE
FI GURES running at her, trying to cut off her escape. One of
them carries a THRON NG NET.

Pan utter a savage GROAL and throws hinself, a |eopard, at

t he fox daenon of the nearest man, and Lyra darts past him
heading for the wharf. Pan, leaping into the air and taking
the formof an eagle, shouts to Lyra --

PANTALAI MON
Left! Left!

Before Lyra can spring clear, she is CAUGHT in the greasy
tangl es and knots of the throwing net. She tunbles to the
ground as Pan cones to her aid, only to be | eapt upon by the
nearest man’s fox daenon, who clanps his jaws on his w | dcat
formand claws away at his back. In the net, Lyra feels his
pain in her own flesh.

One of the nmen grabs Lyra and begins to |l ash the cord of the
t hrowi ng net around her, bundling her up Iike a spider does a

fly.

LYRA
Pan!

Through the net, Lyra can see Pan collapse to the ground,
exhausted, as the fox keeps hold. ..

...and then she sees on of the nen JERK BACKWARDS, an arrow
in his neck. The nman falls down, with his jackal daenon
withing at his side. Meanwhile, the second man i s engaged
by a dark man with a knife, their daenons |ashing out at each
ot her; the dark man with the knife gets past the sw nging
cudgel of the slaver and he sinks the knife deep in the man's
chest.

The third slaver, who has Lyra in his net, |ooks up to see
the wi el der of the bow glaring at him He holds a dagger to
Lyra’s body, threatening in an unknown tongue to kill her

unl ess he’s allowed to escape.

The man with the bow nods, as if in acceptance of the bargain
-- and then launches an arrow t hrough the man’s eye, a risky,
al nost i npossible shot. The man’s head snaps back, and he
falls to the ground. Lyra watches, fascinated, as the fox
daenon FADES and DRI FTS AVAY | i ke snoke.
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Meanwhi | e the archer has shoul dered his weapon and run over
to Lyra. He begins to slit the cords of the net with his
knife, and his face cones into the |light --

It’s TONY COSTA, the Gyptian, brother of the abducted Billy
Costa and son of Ma Cost a.

TONY COSTA
That en't Lyra?

Lyra | ooks up to see Tony's face --

LYRA
(recogni zi ng him
Pan! Pan, we’'re safe!

And Tony continues to cut as Lyra is overwhel med by relief
and Pan’ s exhausti on.

FADE TGO

I NT. GYPTI AN BARCE - DAY

Lyra awakens in the TOP BUNK of the sleeping-cabin of the
Costa’'s boat. W hear the conforting RUMBLE of the engine.
She blinks, raises her head and KNOCKS it on the ceiling.

LYRA
Bugger!

PANTALAI MON
Oow

Pan has been knocked awake. He has been sl eeping curled
around Lyra’'s feet in the shape of a cat.

Lyra has laid her head back, and is now | ooking at the
cof fered ceiling above her bunk, which has been painted with
bright nystical inmagery.

PANTALAI MON (cont’ d)
VWhere are we?

Lyra | ooks out of the porthole to her right, and sees a green
ri verbank passing by.

She eases out of the bunk, carefully this tinme, and | owers
herself to the floor. She goes through the door at the end
of the cabin to find herself in a cabin with a stove. Bacon
sizzles in a skillet, and a pot of coffee warns. Lyra’'s
stomach rem nds her how long it has gone w thout; she stares
at the food.
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From above, Tony Costa lowers hinself into the little cabin.
He smles at her shyly.

TONY COSTA
(calling up to the deck)
Ma!  She’s up!

Next comes the sizeable, solid figure of MA COSTA, who we saw
before at the Gyptian encanpnent in Oxford. She appraises
Lyra, who | ooks back at her nervously.

MA COSTA
So we finally caught the horse
t hief?

Ma Costa approaches Lyra, her hands outstretched. Lyra
doesn’t know how to interpret the gesture -- Pan arches his
back and HI SSES.

But Ma Costa takes Lyra's head in her hands gently, and her
daenon, a hawk, steps over to Pan and licks his head. M
folds Lyra in her arns and hol ds her cl ose.

MA COSTA (cont’ d)
W t hought you was taken by the
Gobbl ers too.
(beat)
Sit you down, now, and we’'ll| get
sone breakfast in you

Lyra sits, and Ma Costa fixes her a plate of bacon with a
flaky biscuit and sone gravy. Lyra sets to it like a
st evedor e.

TONY COSTA
Them three we -- those as we took
you from we thought they was
CGobbl ers at first, but they wasn't.
Turk traders, nost |ikely.

LYRA
You got himright in the eyel WII
you teach nme to shoot like that?

Tony | ooks enbarrassed, ashaned even. Lyra changes the
subj ect.

LYRA (cont’ d)
... \VWat were you doing in London,
Ma Costa?
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MA COSTA
Taking on stores. There's to be a
neeting of all the Gyptians -- a
roping, we call it -- at the great

zaal in the fens. See, the Gyptian
peopl e, we been hurt worse than
nost by these Gobblers, and we're a
com ng together to decide what to
do about it.

TONY COSTA
W found out they' re taking the
kids far up north, fromone of the
Gobbl ers that we caught. They do
experiments on ‘em

LYRA
WIl we go rescue the kids?

Tony and Ma Costa | ook at each other, benused.

Lyra has,

MA COSTA
“W"? Well, “we” shall see about
that. Done already?

in fact, polished off her plate.

LYRA
Yes, thank you. | think I"Il go up
now.

MA COSTA

No, Lyra, you nmustn’t.

(of f her 1 o00k)
We’ve word the police are | ookin
for a girl child, turning houses
and barges upside down all up the
river and ‘round London. You're to
stay below until we’ve deci ded what
to do.

Lyra | ooks di sappoi nt ed.

MA COSTA (cont’ d)
It seens you matter in the schene
of things, enough for the police to
troubl e over you when they don’t
troubl e over so many ot her children
di sappearing. So why don’t you
tell us how you canme to be in
London, and what you was doi ng
there, every bit that you can
remenber .
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Lyra sits back down.

LYRA
May | have sone coffee, please?

Lyra takes a breath and | aunches into her story in a grand
manner .

LYRA (cont’ d)
Vell, it all started when | was up
on the roofs one day, and | heard
that ny Uncle Asriel was --

EXT. THE FENS, EAST ANGLI A - DAY

Tony confers with KERIM anot her of the Gyptians who saved
Lyra, at the wheel of the narrows-boat as it slips along a
channel in the Fens, the country of bogs and fens that the
Gyptians call hone. By the prow, another Gyptian, JAXER
eyes the way.

Lyra pokes her head up from bel ow.

TONY COSTA
That’s right, you can cone up now.

Lyra and Pan step up onto the deck, Pan turning into a
seagul | .

TONY COSTA (cont’d)
This is the Fens, it’s our |and,
t he government don’t dare follow us
in.

Lyra | ooks across the w | derness and the huge sky. At the
hori zon the waterways and puddl es seemto nelt into the
ocean.

LYRA
It’s beautiful.

Tony and Keri m | augh.

TONY COSTA
I en’t never heard anybody say that
about the Fens. But thankee, Lyra,
we're partial toit, and it treats
us well .

LYRA
What’'s that, Tony?
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Lyra points to a conspicuously vertical snudge on the
nort hern hori zon.

TONY COSTA
That is the byanplats, the only
| and above sea level for mles
around here. And there is the
zaal. Still some ways off yet.
Al'l the Gyptian tribes will be
nmustering there for the roping this
evening. But first we’ve to take
you to see John Faa.

LYRA
Who' s he?

TONY COSTA
The king of the Gyptians.

EXT. BYANPLATS - DAY

This is the island that stands above the fens, upon which the
Gyptians have built the zaal, their great round wooden
nmustering-place. Custered at its feet is a dock-city, with
noori ngs, sone permanent dwellings, bars, snugglers’

war ehouses, and an eel - market.

Lyra and Pan are thrilled by the place, the sounds and snells
and the gaudily-arrayed people, who issue from hundreds of
narrows boats and ot her vessels and congregate by the zaal
and the other buil dings.

Lyra, now dressed in Gyptian gear, stands at the bow, itching
to explore, as the Costa's barge pulls in to its noorings.
She | ooks pleadingly at Ma Cost a.

MA COSTA
Al'l right. But come back by dusk.
(to Tony)
And you too.

TONY COSTA
1”1l be here.

MA COSTA
Sober.

Tony nods. He, Kerimand Jaxer junp to the dock, and try to
hel p Lyra off, though she insists on doing it herself.
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EXT. BYANPLATS - EEL MARKET - DAY

Lyra wal ks through the eel market, under the walls of the
zaal , where eels are sold live fromout of big wooden
barrels, dried and hanging fromstalls, and cooked at little
stands where Gyptians crowd ‘round and drink beer and

genni ver. As she passes, the Gyptians | ook up and regard her
curiously -- Gyptian clothes or not she stands out here.

She | ooks into a slithering barrel of eels, Pan curiously
poki ng his cat-nose over the edge. The eels swmin the
liquid mass nmade of each other, and it is difficult to tel
wher e one begi ns and anot her ends...

KERI M
Lyra!

Lyra | ooks up from her reverie.

KERI M (cont’ d)
You' re to cone now. Cut al ong.
(beat)
John Faa.

I NT. ZAAL - CORRI DCOR - DAY

Lyra is being wal ked al ong a curved corridor that describes
the outer shell of the zaal. Kerim Jaxer and Tony are at
her side.

JAXER
You call him Lord Faa.

TONY COSTA
-- And | don’t know what you'll be
asked, but mind you tell the truth.

LYRA
(of f ended)
| en’t never lied, Tony. You ask
anybody.

Tony smles, and opens a door --

I NT. ZAAL - PARLEY ROOM - DAY

-- into a roomcurved at one and and smaller at the opposite,
like a wedge. A long, plain oak table sits in the center.
And at it sit JOHN FAA, grey but strong and nassive;
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FARDER CORAM a w zened old man, with a beautiful autum-

col ored cat daenon; MA COSTA; and the chiefs of the six
Gyptian tribes, all nen of real gravity and authority and, in
the right circunstances, considerable nenace.

Lyra is struck shy by the attention of all those at the
table. Tony gives her a nudge forward.

John Faa gets up, his full height and mass conmandi ng, and
wal ks over to Lyra, who inprovises a curtsey.

LYRA
How do you do, Lord Faa?
JOHN FAA
(smling)

Wl conme, Lyra.

John Faa offers Lyra his hand to shake. She reaches out and
finds her hand engulfed in his.

JOHN FAA (cont’ d)
Come sit by ny side. You know Ma
Costa. This is Farder Coram
You’ re our guest here, and under
our protection, and you’ ve not hing
to fear fromany of us. M Costa
has told us your tale, all the way
up until you run away and the
Costas found you. Now -- is there
anyt hi ng you may have forgot, that
you can tell us now?

Lyra hesitates, and shares a | ook with Pan.

LYRA
Vell...l suppose it’s all right to
tell you...

She fishes the al ethioneter out of her jacket and places it
on the table. John Faa’ s massive slow curiosity and Farder
Corami s quicksilver mnd are trained on it instantly.

FARDER CORAM
I never thought |1’'d ever set eyes
on one of themagain. That's a
synbol reader. Who gave you this?

LYRA
The Master of Jordan. He said |'d
have to learn how to read it
nyself. And that it was called an
al et hi oneter.
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John Faa | ooks to Farder Coram for explanation.

FARDER CORAM
That’s a G eek word. | reckon it’s
from al et heia, which neans truth.
It’s a truth neasure. Have you
| earned how to use it, Lyra?

LYRA
No. | can nake the three short
hands point to different pictures,
but I can’t do anything with the
long one, it goes all over. Except
sonmetimes, right, sonetines when
" mconcentrating, | can nmake the
| ong needle go this way or that
just by thinking of it.

JOHN FAA
Do you know how to use it, Farder
Cor anf

FARDER CORAM
I know how it works, but not how to
read it full and proper. My I
hold it, Lyra?

Lyra seens surprised even to be asked, but nods. Farder
Coramtakes it up carefully, and we | ook at the al ethioneter
with him

FARDER CORAM (cont’ d)
Al'l these pictures round the rim
t hey’ re synbol s, and each one
stands for a whole series of
things. Take the anchor, there.
The first neaning of that is hope,
because hope hol ds you fast |ike an
anchor so you don't give way. The
second neani ng i s steadfastness.
The third meaning is snag, or
prevention. The fourth nmeaning is
the sea. And so on, down to ten,
twel ve, maybe a never-endi ng series
of meani ngs.

JOHN FAA
And do you know themall ?

FARDER CORAM
I know sone, but to fully read it
I’d need the synbol - book.
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FARDER CORAM cont' d)

I saw one, in Uppsala, where | seen
it read once by a wise nan. You
got three hands you can control..
(he denonstrates)
And you use it to ask a question.
By pointing at three synbols you
can ask any sort of question you
can i magi ne, because you’ ve got so
many | evels of each one. Once
you’ ve got you question franed, the
ot her needl e swi ngs round and
points to nore synbols that give
you the answer.

JOHN FAA
Could you use it to find out about
Benj am n de Ruyter, and the rest of
our spies?

FARDER CORAM
I mght. But it was given to Lyra,
and | reckon it was given with a
pur pose. Go ahead, child. Try it.

Farder Coram hands it back to Lyra, who is shy caught in the
attention of all of these adults. She |ooks at the
al et hi oneter, not know ng quite what to do.

FARDER CORAM (cont’ d)
Lyra, ask it what’'s becone of the
spies we sent out under Benjam n de

Ruyt er .
Lyra thinks a nonment, then positions the three hands -- one
on the serpent --
LYRA
Well, a serpent is cunning, like a

spy ought to be...and the crucible
coul d mean know edge, which you
sort of distill...and the bee,

whi ch is always wor ki ng hard; out
of the hard work and the cunning
comes know edge, and that’s the
spy’s job --

Lyra stares hard at the device, but the needl e doesn't seem
to be doi ng anyt hi ng.

LYRA (cont’ d)
It isn t working.
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FARDER CORAM
Don't try too hard, Lyra. Hold the
question in your mnd, but lightly,
like it was sonething alive. Don't
fret nor push for an answer.

Lyra thinks, takes a breath, allows her mnd to drift...and
t he NEEDLE STARTS TO MOVE. It spins about, dances for a

nonent on the synbols of the hourglass, noves on, and stops
at the hourglass for longer...then it repeats the sequence.

LYRA
The hourgl ass...what’ s that nean,
Farder Coranf It keeps com ng back
to that.

FARDER CORAM
There's often a clue if you | ook
nore close...d you see that little
old thing on top of it?

Lyra peers at the synbol .

LYRA
...1t’s a skull.
(beat)
But it cane round to it on the
second tine...the first tine it
only stopped there a nonent.

FARDER CORAM
In the hourglass range of neanings
you get Tine...and the second
one. .. Deat h.

Lyra | ooks up, her interest now overthrown by concern.

JOHN FAA
Vell...l hope you read it wong, at
least this tinme, child. But one
way or another, it seenms this was
entrusted to you, for sone purpose.

LYRA
But why did the master give it to
me? And why did he try to kill ny
uncl e?

John Faa | ooks at Ma Costa, and sonethi ng passes between
t hem



JOHN FAA
My guess is the Master had no
choice but to try to kill Lord
Asriel. And no choice but to give
you up to that woman. Powerful as
he is, there are great forces at
work, as will brook no dissension.
But he wanted to give you sonething
to hel p you on your road.

LYRA
But maybe |’ m supposed to take it
to ny uncle...

MA COSTA
He en’t your uncle, child.
(of f Lyra)

He’ s your father.

LYRA
My parents died in an airship
accident. He told ne.

MA COSTA
No, Lyra. That’'s not the truth.
The truth is...

JOHN FAA
... There is a word, Lyra, that the
| andl opers use for a kind of child
who is born out of the bounds of
marriage...the word canme about
because of noney, and | and, and who
shoul d have what...illegitimte.
Now this word don’t nean not hi ng
past wills and stacks of coins and
paper, but people have forgot that
and taken it as a sort of shane.
So parents were invented for you.

LYRA
...1f Lord Asriel is ny father,
t hen who is ny nother?
(beat)
Not her. Not Ms. Coulter.

MA COSTA
Yes, Lyra. But she never saw you
after you was born, as you was put
by your father in the keeping of a
Gypti an woman, and after that, the
Mast er of Jordan hinself, him and
t he schol ars.
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MA COSTA(cont' d)
And he kept you from harm as | ong
as he could, and all the time the
Gypti ans was keepi ng an eye on you,
and word canme back to Farder Coram
and me. Bet you didn’t know that,

did you?
LYRA
(amazed)
. No. .
JOHN FAA

And so it was until there cane al
this anxiety about Dust. And all
over the country, all over the
worl d, wise nen and wonen too began
a worrying about it. It weren't of
any account to us Gyptians, until
they started taking our kids. And
then we got interested. And that
Gypti an woman who nursed you, she
never stopped bei ng anxi ous on your
behal f.

LYRA
Wio was the Gyptian woman who
nursed me?

JOHN FAA
Wiy, it was Billy Costa s nother,
of course. She didn't tell you
because |I didn’t let her, but now
it’s all out in the open

Lyra | ooks at Ma Costa, who beans back at her.

to digest this i mense neal of information.

LYRA
I have one nore question, since you
know so nuch...Wat has becone of
Roger Parslow, the Jordan Col |l ege
boy? He's ny friend.
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She is trying

Farder Coram | ooks at Ma Costa, who | ooks back sadly at Lyra.

MA COSTA
Taken, Lyra. Like nmy Billy, and so
many ot hers. Taken north.

Lyra nods, trying to take this with equanimty...then tears
start rolling down her cheeks. She tries to hold back her

tears in front of all these stern nen.
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JOHN FAA
Don’t be ashanmed. There' s nothing
wong with tears, Lyra, for the
hurt is real and deep. Go to bed
now. There'll be nmuch to do
t onor r ow.

Ma Costa gathers up Lyra in her great arns and ki sses her,
and hel ps her off to bed.

EXT. ZAAL - MORNI NG

The next day, Gyptians are streaming into the Zaal for the
Ropi ng, the gathering of the tribes. Lyra, feeling

conspi cuous as the Gyptian famlies around all regard her
with curiosity, enters with Kerimand Tony wal ki ng proudly on
ei ther side.

I NT. ZAAL - MORNI NG

I nsi de, naphtha lanps illum nate the faces of the Gyptians.
The far reaches of the zaal sink into darkness. Lyra and the
Costas take their place in the benches, which are already
crowded. Daenons crouch under the benches, sit on shoul ders,
or perch out of the way on the rough wooden wall s.

On one edge of the zaal, a | ow wooden pl atform hol ds ei ght
chairs. The crowd begins to fall silent as eight nen -- John
Faa, Farder Coram and the six chiefs of the Gyptian tribes --
appear fromthe shadows in the back of the platformand stand
in front of the chairs.

When the crowd has becone silent, Farder Coram and the six
chiefs sit down. John Faa steps to the front of the
pl at f orm

JOHN FAA
Gyptians! Welcone to the Roping.
W’ ve cone to listen and cone to
decide. You all know why. Now,
there’s been talk of a child and a
reward. Here's the truth to stop
all gossip. The child s nane is
Lyra Bel acqua, and she’s being
sought by the | andl oper police.
There is a reward of one thousand
sovereigns for giving her up to
them She’s in our care, and there
she’s going to stay.
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JOHN FAA(cont' d)

Anyone tenpted by the thousand
soverei gns had better find a place
neither on |and nor on water. W
en’t giving her up.

Al'l around her, people turn to | ook at Lyra. She bl ushes,
and Pan turns into a noth to conceal hinself.

In the back of the audience, a Gyptian raises his hand.

JOHN FAA (cont’ d)
Yes, Raynond van Cerrit?

RAYMOND VAN GERRI T
Lord Faa, | heard as all the folk
living around the edge of the fens
i s having their houses turned
upsi de down on this child's
account. | heard there’s a nove in
Parlianment this very day to rescind
our ancient privileges of novenent
in and out of the fens on account
of this child. She en’t a Gyptian
child, not as | heard. How cones
it than a | andl oper child can put

us all in danger?
JOHN FAA
Now spell it out, Raynond van

Gerrit, don't be shy. You want us
to give this child up to themshe’'s
a fleeing from is that right?

(the man still stands

obsti natel y)
Wl |, perhaps you woul d and perhaps
you wouldn’t. But if any man or
woman needs a reason for doing
good, ponder on this. That little
girl is the daughter of Lord
Asriel, no less. For them as
forgotten, it was Lord Asriel who
def eated the Watercourse Bill in
parlianent, to our great and
| asting benefit. And it were Lord
Asriel who fought day and night in
the floods of ‘53, and plunged
headl ong in the water tw ce to pul
out young Ruud and Nellie Koopman.
You forgotten that? Shane on you,
shame.

Raymond van Cerrit sinks to his seat. A |ow hiss of
di sapproval sounds through the great hall.



JOHN FAA (cont’ d)
Now, the governnment and the
Magi sterium and the police, them as
seeks the child, are in | eague with
t hem as have been taking our Kids.
So talk as we may, we won’'t change
owm. We nust act if we want to
change things. Here' s another fact
for you: the Gobblers, these child
t hi eves, are a taking their
prisoners to a town in the far
North, way up in the |land of cold
and dark.

(beat)
What |’ m proposing en’t easy. And
I need your agreenent. |'m

proposi ng that we send a band of
fighters up north and rescue them
kids and bring ‘emback alive. 1'm
proposing that we put our gold into
this, and all the craft and courage
we can nuster. Yes, Emma Braks?

EMVA BRAKS
Lord Faa, there’s |andloper kids as
wel | as Gyptians been taken
captive. Are you saying we should
rescue themas well?

JOHN FAA
Emma, are you saying we shoul d
fight our way through every kind of
danger to a little group of
frightened children, and then say
to sone of themthat they can cone
honme, and to the rest of themthat
they have to stay? No, you're a
better woman than that.

Adri aan Braks, a nman nearby, stands.

ADRI AAN BRAKS
Lord Faa, we don’t know what them
ol bbl ers m ght’ ve done to our
children. W all heard runors and
stories of fearful things. W hear
about children with no heads, or
about children cut in half and sewn
t oget her, or about things too aw ul
to nention.
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ADRI AAN BRAKS( cont ' d)
I"msorry to distress anyone, but
in case you find anything of that

awful kind, Lord Faa, | hope you're

going to take powerful revenge.
Lord Faa chooses his words carefully.

JOHN FAA

Not hing will hold nmy hand, Adriaan,

save judgenent. Qur work is first
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rescue, then punishment. It en't
gratification for upset feelings.
But be assured -- when the tine
comes to punish, we shall strike
such a blow as’|I| nake their hearts
faint and fearful. W shall strike

the strength out of “em W shal

| eave them rui ned and wast ed,
broken and shattered, torn in a

t housand pi eces and scattered to
the four winds. Well -- do |I have
your approval, ny friends?

A full-throated roar fills the hall, hands are clapped in the

air, fists shaken, voices raised in excited clanor. The

rafters of the zaal shake, and a score of sleeping birds wake

fromthe perches and flap their wings, and little showers of

dust drift down.

Lyra | ooks about her, stands, and raises her

hand to catch

Lord Faa’s attention. He can’'t recognize her am dst the

shouting. She starts to call out --

LYRA
Lord Faa! Lord Faa!

John Faa notices Lyra in the crowd, and gradually Lyra's

shouts rise above the sinmmrering and quieting

LYRA (cont’ d)
Lord Faa! May | speak?

JOHN FAA
(intrigued)
It will be the first tine that a

| andl oper has spoken in our zaal...

since your father. Go on, then
child.

LYRA
I’mLyra. |I’mthe one you’ ve been
tal king about. And | have a
friend, Roger

cl anor.
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LYRA(cont ' d)
And | swore an oath to himthat if
he was taken by the Gobblers, |
woul d go and rescue him | want to
keep that oath. And I don’'t want
to stay here and be protected and

wait to see what happens. | want
to go north with you, and rescue
t he ki ds.

Some are benused by Lyra’ s demand, but nobst are inpressed as
well. John Faa smles, his hard countenance softening. He
| ooks to Farder Coram They have been through this.

JOHN FAA
Lyra, there en’t no question of
t aki ng you into danger, so don’t
del ude yourself, child. | know
your heart was set on going north,
but it’s nmy belief not even Ms.
Coulter was going to take you. Now
we nust nuster our forces and our
supplies, and quick --

There a commotion at one of the great doors, as soneone
pushes his way into the center of the Zaal.

YOUNG GYPTI AN
Lord Faa! Lord Faa! There's Jacob
Hui smans just cone back, and he’s
sore wounded!

Fader Coram and the chiefs get up and, with Lord Faa, descend
fromthe platformand towards the great doors.

EXT. ZAAL - DAY

Farder Coram John Faa and the chiefs cone outside, followed
closely by Ma Costa and her famly, Lyra, and finally other
Gyptians pushing out fromthe Zaal, but keeping a respectful
di stance from --

JACOB HU SMANS, who | ays on the ground, his head being
cradl ed by a young Gyptian woman. His face is white with
sweat, his eyes gl azed.

YOUNG GYPTI AN WOVAN
He made it this far before | found
him Farder Coram W' ve sent for
a physician. Please don't agitate
him He’s in an agony of pain. He
cone in off Peter Hawker’'s boat.
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FARDER CORAM
Jacob -- can you hear ne?

JACOB HUI SMANS
Hel | o, Farder Coram

FARDER CORAM
What happened?

JACOB HUI SVANS
Benjamn’s dead. He's dead, and
Gerard’ s captured.

Farder Coram | ooks at Lyra. The alethionmeter was right, and
her reading of it.

JACOB HUI SMANS (cont’ d)
W broke into the Magisterium by a
way one of the captured Gobblers
told us. That’s where all the
orders are comng from But..

Jacob stops tal king out of pain. He |ooks at his daenon.
H s daenon, a ferret, takes up the story. This is very rare,
and makes the direness of the situation even nore apparent.

FERRET DAEMON
It were like everything we did,
t hey knew before we did it...it
were a trap. They caught Gerard,
and the rest may be dead...they're
comng to the Fens, Farder Coram

A wave of astoni shment and anger passes through the
onl ookers.

FERRET DAEMON (cont’ d)
A detachnment of police, and a
bri gade of the Magisteria
guards. . .

The word is passing back through the crowd.

FARDER CORAM
We'll let you be, now, Jacob
Here’'s the Physician. W’ Il have a
| onger tal k when you' re feeling
better.
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JOHN FAA
W’'ve no tinme to waste, then. Adam
Stefanski, | want you to organize

the fighting party, a group from
each famly. Sinon Hartnmann, you
will be treasurer, and account to
us all for a proper apportionnent
of our gold. Nicholas Rokeby, go
on to Col by now, find us a vessel.

Roger van Poppel, | ook to the food
and t he col d-weat her cl ot hi ng.

(to Lyra)
Lyra, matters have changed. You' ve
got your wish -- seens it’s just as
dangerous to keep you here. 1’'m

putting you under Farder Coranis
wing. Don't you be a trouble or a
hazard to him or you |l be feeling
the force of ny wath.

(to the heads of the

fam lies)
W neet in Col by on Sunday. Go
quick and go quiet. Now we’'ve to
organi ze how the rest shall handl e
t hese trespassers.

John Faa heads back to the zaal, followed by the heads of the
famlies. The crowd dissolves into comotion, while Pan and
Lyra | ook at each other and regard Jacob Hui smans, who slowy
breathes his last, in the presence of a physician and his
woman. The ferret daenon cuddles close to himin the |ast
nonents, | ooking away only once to | ock eyes with Lyra before
she di ssolves into vapor.

EXT. FENS - N GHT

In the Iight of a full noon, barges are |eaving the byanplats
in every direction, w nding through the waterways of the fens
by feel and lantern-Iight.

At the head of one of the Iines of boats is the Costa’s
barge, with Lyra at the bow. As the barge slips past us, she
is called down bel ow decks.

EXT. COSTA' S BARGE - SAME

Pan and Lyra |l ook at into the night. She has the
al ethioneter in her hands.

PANTALAI MON
Vell, you read it, all right.
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LYRA
I"’msorry | did.

PANTALAI MON
What do you think makes the needl e
nove? It wasn't a spirit. |
woul d’ ve seen it.

LYRA
VWhat if it’s particles, like we
seen in the pictures Uncle...ny
father showed in the Retiring Roonf
What if Dust noves the needl e?

PANTALAI MON
But all those people are afraid of
Dust. Wsat if Dust is bad?
(beat)
If you threw that thing away, right
now, do you think we could just go
back to Jordan?

Lyra | ooks down at the nud and water flow ng past the barge.
The al ethioneter is in her hands, over the water.

LYRA
No, Pan. | don't.

MA COSTA (O S.)
Lyra? Cone down.

Lyra wal ks back and down bel ow t he deck. W --

FADE TGO

EXT. WATERWAY - DAY

The barge slips along the water, past a little town whose
i nhabi tants gaze out at it curiously.

I NT. COSTA' S BARCE - DAY

Bel ow, Lyra positions the needles of the alethionmeter, Pan
peering over her shoulder. The needle starts to swing round
and dance |ike a bee anobngst the meanings...

We wat ch Lyra over the course of several days as she |earns
to read the alethionmeter. W see her learn to slip into the
calm neditative state in which it begins to clarify
itself...



...at length she | ooks up to see Farder Coranmis gentle
curiosity focused on her.

FARDER CORAM
Wat’s it feel like, Lyra? To
...think with the al ethioneter?

LYRA
It’s...it’s alnost like talking to
someone, only you can’t hear them
and you feel kind of stupid because
they' re cleverer than you, only
they don’'t get cross or
anything....And It’s alnost as if
t he knew everything! Ms. Coulter
was cl ever, she knew ever such a
lot, but this is a different kind
of know ng. ..

FARDER CORAM
Can you show ne?

LYRA
Vll...l was asking it what Ms.
Coul ter’s doing...

She shows Farder Coramthe al ethioneter and where she’'s
positioned the needl es.

LYRA (cont’ d)
The Madonna is Ms. Coulter, and |
t hi nk nmy nother when | put the hand
there; and the ant is busy --
that’s easy, that’s the top
nmeani ng; and the hourgl ass has got
time in its meanings, and partway
down the | adder there’s now, and |
just fix my mind on it.

FARDER CORAM
And how do you know t hese neani ngs?

LYRA
It’s like feeling your way down a
| adder at night. You put your foot
down and there’s another rung.
well, I put ny mnd down and
t here’ s anot her nmeaning, and | kind
of feel what it is. Then | put ‘em
all together. There’'s a trick in
it like focusing your eyes.
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FARDER CORAM
Do that then, and see what it says.

Lyra does, and the needl e begins to turn imredi ately, stops,
noves on again, in a precise series of sweeps and pauses.
Farder Coram watches it and watches Lyra watching it.

Thunderbol t, infant, serpent, elephant, chaneleon...

FARDER CORAM (cont’ d)
VWhat’s that |izard nean?

LYRA
It don’t make sense...l can see
what it says, but | nust be reading
it wong. | think the thunderbolt
is anger, and the child...l think
it'’s nme...and | was getting a
nmeani ng for that lizard thing,
Farder Coram but you interrupted
nme.

FARDER CORAM
|'"msorry, Lyra.

LYRA
"1l go back --

Farder Coram sees that Lyra is strained and fretful.

FARDER CORAM
Never you mnd, Lyra.
(beat)
Perhaps it’s safe for you to take a
bit of air up top

LYRA
| can?

FARDER CORAM
Yes, child. Don't stay too |ong,
mnd, and if there' s people on the
banks cone back down.

LYRA
Thank you!

Lyra drops the al ethioneter on the bed, suddenly a child
agai n, dropping a toy absently, and cl onps upstairs.
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EXT. COSTA' S BARGE - SAME

Lyra comes up on deck, breathes in the air, speeds past Tony
at the wheel, Ma Costa peeling potatoes, Kerimsnoking a

pi pe. She runs to her favorite spot at the bow, Pan turning
into a gull and floating above her.

Clouds hang in the sky, the air is grey, the banks are brown,
there’s little sound but the bow splashing through the waves
and, away sonewhere, an insect BUZZI NG

Then, as Pantal ai nron soars up out of a dive with his w ngs
whit e agai nst the gray, something black hurtles at himand
strikes.

Pan falls sideways in a flutter of shock and pain, and Lyra
CRIES QUT, feeling it sharply. Another black thing, flying
heavily and directly like a beetle, joins the first, driving
into Pan. Pan falls, trying to nmake it into Lyra s waiting
arns...he’'s failing...

But then Ma Costa’'s daenon arrives, shaking its beak in a
qui ck nmovenent and striking one of the things out of the air
and onto the deck. Pan lands in Lyra's hands, but before she
can confort himhe turns into a wildcat and springs onto the
creature, holding it down with needle-filled paws, as the
other one flees, growing smaller and snmaller in the distance.

Kerimthrows the dregs fromthe nmug he's been drinking from
and throws it to Lyra. She captures it...

And we CUT TO

I NT. COSTA' S BARCGE - DECKHOUSE - DAY

Farder Coramis surprisingly deft hands as he RELEASES the
thing only to capture it quickly again in a beer glass, |ike
a huckster’s trick.

W see it clearly now, as long as a thunb, fat and slick,
dark green, its wing cases erect like a |ladybird about to
fly, its six clawed | egs scrabbling the snooth gl ass.

LYRA
VWat is it?

FARDER CORAM
If you was to crack it open, you'd
find no living thing in there. No
ani mal nor insect, at any rate.
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FARDER CORAM cont' d)

I seen one of these things before,
in Mbrocco. Afric things. There's
a clockwork running in there, and
pinned to the spring of it, there's
a bad spirit with a spell through

its heart. It won't never stop;
and when you let the spirit free,
it’s so nonstrous angry it' Il Kkill

the first thing it gets at.

LYRA
But what was it after?

FARDER CORAM
Spying. | was a cursed fool for
letting you above. And | should
have | et you think your way through
t hose synbols w thout interrupting.

LYRA
| see it now It nmeans air, that
lizard thing! | couldn’'t see why --

FARDER CORAM
Ah. | see it too. That en't a
lizard, it’s a chaneleon -- and it
stands for air because they don’t
eat nor drink, they just live on
air.

LYRA
But if the alethionmeter told ne,
then it was sent by --

FARDER CORAM
Ms. Coulter. Don't need the
al et hi oneter to know t hat.

Lyra | ooks out of the porthole, into the grey sky.

LYRA
And one of ‘em got away. ..

CUT TGO

EXT. PORT OF COLBY - DAY

The barge has arrived at Col by, the port where the Gyptian
expedition is to take ship. W see the Costa’s tying up at
t he docks, which extend al ong shore for what seens |ike
mles, and an old Gyptian tillerman take over from Ma Cost a.
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MA COSTA
Keep her safe. W’re a com ng
back, you know.

Tl LLERVAN
Don’t doubt it, Ma Costa. Anybody
as’ d stand agai nst you won’'t be
st andi ng | ong.

Ma, Lyra, Tony, Kerim Jaxer and Farder Coram di senbark, as
unobtrusively as possible, and -- with barely a | ook at the
thriving portside --

EXT. FURTHER DOWN THE DOCK - DAY

-- Enbark onto the Noorderlicht, the big ship that will take
the Gyptians to the edge of Lapland, north across the sea.

Lyra takes in the mass and girth of the ship with excitenent.
The vessel seens i mense conpared to the barge -- a

wheel house and a funnel am dships, a high fo'c’sle and a
stout derrick over a canvas-covered hatch; yellow |ight
agleamin the portholes and the bridge, and white |ight at

t he mast head; and three or four nen on deck, working urgently
at things she can't see.

Further down, Gyptains are using the derrick to |oad supplies
fromthe dock

John Faa energes fromthe wheel house, wi th N chol as Rokeby
and the CAPTAIN of the ship at his side.

JOHN FAA
Evening, friends. I'mrelieved to
see you. Poor Jack Verhoeven’s
been shot, and his boys captured.
We're to weigh anchor as soon as we
can. This is Captain Macaul ay,
Master of the Noorderlicht.

FARDER CORAM
Noorderlicht. That’s a good onen.

LYRA
VWat’'s it nean?

FARDER CORAM
That’s Dutch. “Northern Lights”

LYRA
Li ke the Roarer? That ny Uncle was
showi ng the pictures of ?
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FARDER CORAM
The Aurora. Yes. The Aurora
Borealis, the northern |ights.

At this, a STRANGER steps up onto deck fromthe main cabin.
He’s dressed in a | ong DUSTER and a wi de-brimred hat. His
daenon is a long, skinny, threadbare hare. This is the Texan
LEE SCORESBY. The Gyptians are surprised to see him

As he yawns, the duster pulls back to reveal two Colt
revolvers in holsters on his belt.

TONY COSTA
Behind me, Lyra --

JAXER
-- Didn't see him--

KERI M
-- Keep them hands up!

Keri m and Jaxer have drawn knives. Scoresby hol ds his hands
up and open.

JOHN FAA
Who m ght you be, sir?
(to the Captain)
And why didn't you tell me there
was ot hers on board?

CAPTAI N
| don’t see as how |I’mnot all owed
to sell passage on ny own ship.

NI CHOLAS ROKEBY
That wasn’t our agreenent.

TONY COSTA
What if he’'s a spy, Lord Faa?

LEE SCORESBY
Fella, you can call ne what nane

you like, | been called ‘emall,
but ain’t nobody ever called ne a
spy.

TONY COSTA

Assassin, then. \What you doin’
with thempistols, if you re so
i nnocent, |ike?
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LEE SCORESBY
These? Gentlenmen, | see you’ ve
never visited the fair country of
Texas. Manners in those parts
aren’t so...refined as anobngst your
peopl e.

He stares pointedly at Jaxer’s and Tony's knives. They don’t
| ower them

LEE SCORESBY (cont’ d)
I"d as soon go out of doors w thout
these two as without ny boots.
They're | oud fell ows and somewhat
hostil e of aspect, but very
reassuri ng compani ons on the road.
Now, if you don’t mnd, before we
enbarked on this delightful tete a

tete, | was intending to snoke a
cher oot .

(raising his hat to Lyra)
M ss.

Lee strolls past them nonchal ant.

CAPTAI N
| can’t jettison a paying customner.
You wanted ny ship on short noti ce.

He’ s an aeronaut -- may even be of
use to you, whatever you’ ve got in
m nd.
JOHN FAA
(t hi nks)
Never mind him W’ Il have to

abide his conpany. |If he's a spy,
he’s better close to us than on

| and and reporting to the

Magi sterium M nd you watch him
t hough, Tony.

Tony nods. Lyra follows this exotic stranger with her eyes
as he strolls along the rail.
INT. CABIN - N GHT

We now hear the deep rattling THRUM of the engines. Lyra is
putting her things away.

PANTALAI MON
Wiy do you keep taking our things
out and putting them away?
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LYRA
Stowi ng them That’'s what you cal
it, on ship. And | want to do it
in the nost seamanli ke way.

She carefully wedges the SPY-FLY, which has been corked into
t he beer glass, with the cork facing down and tightly
strapped against the hull. Inside, the spy-fly BUZZES
angrily.

The ship is |leaving port, cruising along the wharf district.
Lyra hears a COWOTI ON on shore, sees the flash of torches,
| ooks out the porthol e.

LYRA (cont’ d)
Let’ s see what’ s happeni ng.

PANTALAI MON
We' re not supposed to go up. Not
whil e there’s peopl e about.

LYRA
It’s nighttinme, Pan.

EXT. DECK - DAY

Lyra energes onto the deck furtively, but no-one is telling
her to keep bel ow. Anybody on deck is either working or

| ooking off the rail to see the shore, where a crowd is
gathered in an open place, around a tall pile of wood, on top
of which stands a YOUNG WOMAN, tied to a post.

Lyra goes to the rail, fascinated. She finds herself
standi ng next to Lee Scoresby, who | ooks at the spectacle as
wel | .

LEE SCORESBY
(distastefully)
Burnin’ a wtch.

LYRA
Wy? What did she do?

LEE SCORESBY
She flew. And we can’t fly.
(beat)
She’s free like we ain't. Plus,
it’s Sunday.

LYRA
VWhere’s her daenon?
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LEE SCORESBY
Up there. Flyin around to beat
t he band.

Lyra’s amazed to see the duck daenon of the witch so far from
her. The duck flaps about, honking madly in distress.

LYRA
But how can they separate so far?

LEE SCORESBY
A wi tches daenon can go as far as
she wants it to. Frightening,
aint it?

On shore, the pyre has been set light to. W can hear the
witch begin to wail. She |ooks at the duck, which is
twisting around in the air in pain.

Next to her, we hear a sharp CRACK. The duck falls fromthe
sky, dissolving before it even reaches the water.

She turns to Scoresby, who is settling into the rail. No
sign of a gun in his hands...but an air of deep sadness.

On shore, the witch goes unconscious...but the crowd doesn’t
seemto notice, caught up in the excitenent of the flanes.

LYRA
What ' s your name?

LEE SCORESBY
Lee Scoreshy.

LYRA
Lyra Bel acqua.

Lee holds out his hand and they shake.
LEE SCORESBY
M ghty pl eased to nmake your
acquai ntance, Mss Lyra. Now, if
you' || excuse nme...l'’mnot feelin
wel | .

Lee heads bel ow decks.

EXT. ESTUARY - DAWN

The ship energes into the estuary of the Col by as dawn
br eaks. ..
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EXT. GERVAN SEA - DAY

The ship exits the English Channel and joins the nore open
waters of the German Sea, putting on sail as the w nd kicks
up. We see Lyra by the rail, |ooking somewhat ill as sailors
and Gyptians free lines fromthe belaying pins and start to
hoi st the sails...Tony Costa | ooks at her benusedly --

INT. SHIP - N GHT

Lyra is reading the alethioneter by the |ight of
Pantal aimon’s firefly formas the ship heels and falls
wildly...

EXT. GERVAN SEA - COAST OF NORVWAY - DAY

Now Tony hinself is |ooking green, the relatively mld seas
of the English coast having given way to the chop of col der
wat ers. ..

Meanwhil e, Lyra is laying FACE DOMN i n the BOASPRI T NETTI NG
at the very apogee of the swell, rocking up and down as water
sprays up at her, joyous --

EXT. GERVAN SEA - COAST OF NORVWAY - NI GHT

The sea calner, the jibs are going up. Lyra and Pan, in
nonkey form haul away at the lines with the sailors, who
seens used to her presence --

EXT. NORWEGQ AN SEA - OFF TROLLESUND - DAY

A grizzled SAILOR, his al batross daenon soaring beside him
perches on the mast-head. Over the edge of the little
platform he sees sone smaller fingers creeping. He |ooks
over to see --

LYRA, holding on to the rope | adder for dear life, having
scanpered up this far. Pan is a nouse, clutching her
cl ot hes. ..

The Sailor hel ps her up, and the two of them| ook towards the
rocky coast, lined with fjord-nouths, and see TROLLESUND at
t he nouth of one of them..

CUT TGO
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EXT. TROLLESUND - DAY

Lyra and Farder Coram wal k through the streets of Trollesund,
the tidy northern town that is the northernnost port on their

journey. In the background, we can see activity by the ship.
LYRA
Is it true there en’t any nale
wi t ches?

FARDER CORAM
It is, Lyra. Wen they choose to
have children, they find a mate
anongst the humans. |If the baby is
agirl-child, then they take it
with themto their lands in the
nort h.

LYRA
What if the witch wants to stay
wi th her husband?

FARDER CORAM
They won’t hardly ever marry, Lyra,
as they’'re so long-lived. The
whole life of a man is but a season
to them And all our hates and
| oves are nothing but shifting
noods.

Farder Coramfalls silent, and Lyra observes himcuriously.
They cone to a green-painted house, and rings the bell. A
mal e servant opens the door

FARDER CORAM (cont’ d)
Is the Consul in, please?

SERVANT
Yes. WIIl you wait for himinside?

I NT. WTCH CONSULATE - DAY

Lyra and Farder Coramsit in a well-appointed office, Lyra
feeling out of place after so nany days at sea.

LYRA
(whi spers)
The servant said “hinf. | thought
they was all | adies.
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FARDER CORAM
Wtches don't live in towns, Lyra.
They don’t concern thenselves with
our troubles. But they have a
human representative here in
Trol | esund.

Just then, a door opens, and DOCTOR LANSELI US cones in, a
pl unp, well-grooned man, with a snake daenon w apped about
his neck. Lyra gets up, and Farder Coram | abors to pul

hi nsel f up on his stick --

DOCTOR LANSELI US
Pl ease, Farder Coram stay seat ed.
M ss Bel acqua.

Lyra sits, surprised.

FARDER CORAM
You were expecting us?

DOCTOR LANSELI US
Wrd fromthe seals in the harbor
A side benefit frommy patronesses
cordial relations with the |oca
fauna. Sone tea?

The servant brings in a tray and sets it down between them

FARDER CORAM
Thank you, Doctor.

DOCTOR LANSELI US
My great pleasure. Now -- how
m ght | be of use to Farder Coram
of the Gyptians?

FARDER CORAM
In two ways, Dr. Lanselius. First,
" manxious to get in touch with a
witch lady | net sone years ago, in
the fen country of Eastern Anglia.

Her nane is Serafina Pekkala. It
was forty years ago, but | believe
she will renenber.

DOCTOR LANSELI US
Serafina Pekkala is queen of a
witch clan in the region of Lake
Enar a.



FARDER CORAM
Then the former queen has gone to
neet Yanbe Akka, the nother of the
dar k?

DOCTOR LANSELI US
You are a schol ar, Farder Coram

FARDER CORAM
Only an admirer, Dr. Lanseli us.

DOCTOR LANSELI US
And the second request?

FARDER CORAM
I’ mrepresenting a nunber of
Gyptian famlies who' ve | ost
children. W' ve got reason to
bel i eve there’s an organi zation
capturing these children, ours and
ot hers, and bringing theminto the
North for some unknown purpose.
I"d like to know whet her you or
your people have heard of anything
like this a going on.

Lansel ius thinks, sips his tea.

DOCTOR LANSELI US
It’s not inpossible that notice of
some such activity m ght have cone
our way. You realize, the
rel ati ons between ny people and the
Nort hl anders have been on a solid
footing for sonme tinme now?

FARDER CORAM
| do, and that it would be
difficult to justify disturbing
t hem

DOCTOR LANSELI US
Then you will understand that any
informati on you may receive i s not
comng to you through ne.

FARDER CORAM
Quite so.

82.
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DOCTOR LANSELI US
Wll...in this very town there is a
branch of an organization called
t he Northern Progress Conpany,
whi ch pretends to be searching for
m nerals, but which is really
control |l ed by sonething called the
General Obl ation Board of London.
Thi s organi zation, | happen to
know, inports children. This is
not generally known in the town;
t he Norroway government i s not
officially aware of it. The
children don’t remain here |ong;
they are taken further north.

FARDER CORAM
Do you know where, Dr. Lanselius?

DOCTOR LANSELI US
No. | would tell you if I did.

FARDER CORAM
And do you know what happens to
t hem t here?

Doctor Lanselius glances at Lyra, who | ooks stolidly back.
Doctor Lanselius’ s serpent daenon whispers into his ear.

DOCTOR LANSELI US
| have heard the phrase Mayst adt
Process in connection w th that

matter. | think they use that in
order to avoid calling what they do
by its proper nane. | have also

heard the words intercision, and
severing...but what they refer to |
coul d not say.

FARDER CORAM
Thank you. Now, you’ve answered ny
guestions very fairly, sir, and
here’s one nore. |If you were ne,
what question would you ask the
Consul of the Wtches?

Doct or Lanselius sniles.

DOCTOR LANSELI US
Were | on...what | conjecture to be
your...errand, | would ask where
coul d obtain the services of an
ar nor ed bear.
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Lyra sits up, intrigued, as does Pan.

FARDER CORAM
(surprised)
| understood the arnored bears to
be in the pay of the Oblation
Boar d.

DOCTOR LANSELI US
There is at | east one who is not.
You will find himat the sl edge
depot at the end of Langl okur
Street. He earns a living there at
t he noment, but such is his tenper
and the fear he engenders in the
dogs, his enploynent m ght not | ast
for |ong.

FARDER CORAM
Is he a renegade, then?

DOCTOR LANSELI US
It seens so. His nanme is lorek
Byrnison. And | would seize the
chance to enploy him even if it
were quite renote.

Lyra can hardly sit still. She tugs at Farder Coram s
sl eeve.

DOCTOR LANSELI US (cont’ d)
| understand, M ss Bel acqua, that
you are in the possession of an
al et hi oneter?

LYRA
| am
(t hi nks)
Wul d you like to look at it?

DOCTOR LANSELI US
I would |ike that very nuch.

Lyra fishes about in her bag, and hands hi mthe al ethioneter.
He | ooks at it with great care.

DOCTOR LANSELI US (cont’ d)
How exquisite. | have seen one
before, but it was not so fine as
this. And do you have the book of
readi ngs?
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LYRA
Know, but | don’t need it.
(he is intrigued)
| can read it on ny own, sort of
i ke |istening.

DOCTOR LANSELI US
(evenly)
| see.

LYRA
Sir, how does it work?

DOCTOR LANSELI US
That, | cannot tell you. But | can
tell you that it was invented
accidental ly, by a netaphysician
wi shing to read the influence of
certain planets -- the needl e was
nmeant to point to Venus, or Mars,
as a conpass points to Truenorth.
But sonet hing el se noved the
needl e. Perhaps, soneday, you
shal | di scover what, and tell ne.

Doctor Lanselius smles a smle that ends the neeting. Lyra
and Farder Coram get up.

FARDER CORAM
Thank you, Doctor Lanseli us.

DOCTOR LANSELI US
I shall contact Serafina Pekkal a,
Farder Cor am

LYRA
Thank you, Doctor! Let’s find the
bear, Farder Coram

Lyra darts out of the room Before Farder Coram can | eave,
Doctor Lanselius gently takes his arm

DOCTOR LANSELI US
Do you know who that child is?

FARDER CORAM
The daughter of Lord Asriel, and
Ms. Coulter, of the Oblation
Boar d.
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DOCTOR LANSELI US
| believe she is nore than that, if
it is true about her reading the
al ethioneter. The w tches have
tal ked of such a child for
centuries past. Because they live
so close to a place where the vei
between the worlds is thin, they
hear imortal whisperings fromtine
to time, in the voices of those
bei ngs who pass between the worl ds.
And they have spoken of such a
child as this, who has a great
destiny that can only be fulfilled
el sewhere -- not in this world, but
far beyond. Wthout this child, we
shall all die. So the w tches say.
But she nust fulfill this destiny
in ignorance of what she is doing,
because only in her ignorance can
we be saved. Do you understand
t hat, Farder Coranf

But Lyra reappears at the other side of the door frane, and
tugs on Farder Coram

LYRA
Farder Coram -- the bear --

DOCTOR LANSELI US
Goodbye, Farder Coram  Goodbye,
child. 1 amglad to have net you
| shall renenber this day, Lyra.

Lyra |l ooks at himcuriously, and then she and Farder Coram
depart.

EXT. TROLLESUND - LANGLOKUR STREET - DUSK

Lyra and Farder Coramwal k fromthe consul ate downhill, Lyra
ski pping ahead in inpatience. N ght is falling.
LYRA
What was he tal king about, Farder

Cor ant?

FARDER CORAM
(honestly)
| have no idea.
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LYRA
Shall we go hire the bear? MW
fat her knows about the bears.
They' re mercenaries, which neans
they fight for whoever pays them

FARDER CORAM

So they do,

Lyra. And deadly

fighters they are, too.

LYRA
Have you fought a bear?

FARDER CORAM
| have, not al one, thank God.

LYRA

Did you kill

hin? | heard they're

practically inpossible to defeat!

|’ ve never seen a bear, but |’'ve
seen pictures -- and ny -- Ms.

Coul ter said she had even spoken to
t he king of the bears, his nane was
Ragnar sonething --

But Farder Coram has stopped dead; it is difficult to tel
whet her in respect or fear.

They have conme to the waste pl ot behind Ei narsson’s bar and
the sl edge depot. In the |engthening shadows by the back

door of the bar, a vast
at a haunch of neat it

Farder Coram and Lyra are standing by a sheet netal

pal e form crouches upright and gnaws

hol ds in both hands.

separates them from whatever this is.

FARDER CORAM
| orek Byrnison

The bear stops eating,

but that is all.

FARDER CORAM (cont’ d)
I orek Byrnison, ny name is Farder
Coram of the western Gypti ans.
May | speak to you?

The bear drops the reindeer leg and rears to its full height
- ten feet or nore, and speaks fromthat height, his voice
deep and jagged and wi thout human intonation. Farder Coram
hol ds his ground, but Lyra unconsciously takes a step back.
The bear’s nuzzle is red with bl ood.

gat e t hat
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| OREK BYRNI SON
el | ?

FARDER CORAM
W want to offer you enpl oynent,
| orek Byrnison

| OREK BYRNI SON
| am enpl oyed.

lorek Byrnison drops to all fours. The earth seens to
rattle.

FARDER CORAM
What do you do at the sl edge depot?

| OREK BYRNI SON
I mend broken machi nery and
articles of iron. 1 lift heavy
obj ect s.

FARDER CORAM
VWhat kind of work is that for a
panser bj orn?

Lyra | ooks at Farder Coram surprised at his provocative
guesti on.

| OREK BYRNI SON

Pai d wor k.
Behi nd 1 orek, the back door of the bar opens and a man
qui ckly sets down a crock of liquid. lorek turns that way,
and the man swiftly withdraws. lorek turns his back fully on

Farder Coram and Lyra, strides to the crock, picks it up and
downs a gush of brown spirits.

Farder Coram | ooks at Lyra, seemingly at a |loss for words.

LYRA
Is that what they pay you?
Wi skey?

The bear stops drinking. Turns his head. Lyra holds her
ground.

| OREK BYRNI SON
They pay ne spirits and neat. \What
woul d you give ne?
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FARDER CORAM
I don’t know what to offer you,
lorek Byrnison. |If goldis
desirable to you, we have gold.

| OREK BYRNI SON
No good.

The bear takes another |ong drink.

The bear
with cold.

Far der

LYRA
Fighting. There' Il probably be
fighting. W’re going north to
where they’ ve taken sonme Kkids
captive. They took ny friend, and
| swore to himl’d go rescue him

stops, fastens his eyes upon Lyra. She shivers a if

Then, as suddenly, he turns back to his drink.

FARDER CORAM

(1 eavi ng)
Cone, child. W ve done what we
coul d.
LYRA
lorek Byrnison! | read that bears

live to hunt seals and to wage war
Why are you here, drinking spirits
and letting the northlanders tel
you what to do?

Coramis horrified, and tries to drag Lyra back as

lorek drops the crock with a crash and steps forward, at once
ponderous but swift as lightning. Pan crawl s inside her

coat,

Lyra doesn’t flinch.

| OREK BYRNI SON
I know t he people you are seeking,

the child cutters. | don't like
them so | shall answer your
guestion politely. | stay here and

drink spirits because the nmen here
took ny arnmor away, and w t hout
that, I can hunt seals but | can’t
go to war; and I am an arnored
bear; war is the sea | swimin and
the air | breathe. The nen of this
town gave nme spirits and let ne
drink til 1 was asleep, and then

t hey took my arnor away from ne.
They say | nust work for seven
years to get it back
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| OREK BYRNI SON( cont ' d)

If you want ny service, the price
is nmy arnor. Do that, and | shal
serve you in your canpaign, either
until I amdead or until you have a
victory. The price is ny arnor. |
want it back, and then | shal

never need spirits again.

The bear turns and wal ks away.

CUT TGO

EXT. TROLLESUND - DOCKS - DAY

Farder Coram and Lyra arrive back at the dock where the ship
is nmoored. Lyra has been consulting the al ethionmeter as they
wal K.

LYRA
I know where his arnor is, Farder
Coram And it says nore about him -

But Farder Coranis attention is taken by sonme sort of
commot i on on deck.

There, Gyptians and sailors are backing away froma gigantic
SNOW GOOSE, grey with a streak of white on its head. One
sailor clutches a belaying pin, Tony has an arrow knocked to
his bow, others have their knives out. As the goose turns
unconcernedly, the Gyptians and sailors shuffle about in a
radi us of fear around him

TONY COSTA
Stay back, therel

SAI LOR
Wat is it? It spoke --

GYPTI AN
There ain’t no hunan about --

The daenon, whose nane is KAI SA, speaks.

KAI SA
VWhere is Farder Coranf

JOHN FAA
Put your weapons down!

The Gyptians and sailors do so, reluctantly. Farder Coram
arrives at the scene.



A pack of cards appears in his hands,
shuffles themadroitly while fishing a cheroot out fromhis
jacket with the other.

FARDER CORAM
Don't be fearful. This is a
wi t ches daenon, and he can travel
as far fromher as he pleases.

(to Kaisa)
Kai sa, | and happy and proud to see
you again. | apologize for this
wel cone.
KAI SA

No matter. Serafina Pekkal a sends
greetings, Farder Coram

FARDER CORAM
How i s Ser afi na Pekkal a?

KAI SA
She is well and strong.

LEE SCORESBY
Gentl emen? Any of you in the nood
for a game of hazard?

TONY COSTA
Pochspi el ?

LEE SCORESBY
Pochspiel ? Ch, you nmean poker.
(i nnocuousl y)
|”ve heard of it.

The Gyptians smle and follow himto the sal oon,
Farder Coram and Lyra to talk w th Kaisa.

KAI SA
Who are these people, Farder Coranf

FARDER CORAM
These are John Faa, Lord of the
western Gyptians, and Lyra
Bel acqua, the daughter of Lord
Asri el .

KAI SA
(to Lyra)
The wi tches speak of you.

91.

Lee Scoresby strolls up to Tony and the other Gyptians.

and he cuts and

| eavi ng John
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LYRA
... They do?

KAI SA
Yes. Your father seeks to open a
bridge to other worlds.

John Faa and Farder Coram are intrigued.

FARDER CORAM
The witch consul ate spoke of other
worlds as well, Kaisa. Do you nean
the stars?

KAI SA
No. Even the furthest stars bel ong
to our universe. | refer to the

worl ds that exist, not further

away, but interpenetrating this
one. Here, on this deck, there are
ten mllion worlds, sone alike
ours, sone utterly strange. There
are worl ds where daenons have no
humans, and worl ds where humans
have no daenons.

This is an unsettling, even fantastical idea to the three
humans and their daenons.

LYRA
And the city in the sky? The one
that ny father photogrammed in the
aurora?

KAl SA
-- Yes. Charged particles in the
aurora borealis render the veil
bet ween worlds thin. The wtches
have known this for many centuries.
Lord Asriel seeks to build a bridge
between the worlds in the far
north, and the Magi steriumthinks
hi m mad, for they do not believe
that there are other worlds.

JOHN FAA
Is this sonmething to do with Dust?
Wiy do the Gobblers take the
children north?

KAI SA
They seek Dust, and they fear and
hate it.
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KAI SA(cont ' d)

They go north to be near to the
aurora where Dust enters the

uni verse...they seek through their
experiments to destroy it. And
they go north to hide their
shameful work from human eyes.
They have built a conplex, with
steel buildings and concrete
passages. A reginment of Tartars
with wol f daenobns guards it.

John Faa and Farder Coram share a | ook

KAI SA (cont’ d)
We don’t know what they do, but
there is an air of hatred and fear
over the place and for mles
around. Wtches can see these
t hi ngs where other humans can’t.
Ani mal s keep away too. No birds
fly there; |lenmm ngs and foxes have
fled. So we call the place
Bol vangar, the fields of evil.
They don't call it that. They cal
it “The Station”. But to everyone
else it is Bol vangar.

JOHN FAA
A reginment of Tartars...
LYRA
W need the bear, John Faa!
JOHN FAA
No, Lyra. He is not free to go as
you thought. | have spoken with

t he townspeople. He ganbled and
drank and killed two nmen, and now
he must work off the debt of bl ood.

LYRA
But they ' re lying! They tricked
him | know it --

JOHN FAA

It may be as you say, Lyra, but we
cannot risk angering the
nort hl anders. W’ ve enem es enough
as it is.

(to Kaisa)
Kai sa, can you tell us the way to
Bol vangar ?
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KAI SA
| can, if you show nme your charts.
JOHN FAA
(pl eased)
Good. Very good! N cholas! Fetch
the charts! W wll |eave on the

next high tide.

Farder Coram John Faa, and Ni chol as Rokeby confer wth
Kai sa, while Lyra stands apart, frustrated.

HESTER
Lyra. Lyra.
(she turns and noti ces)
| can’t speak long. Go and find
the bear. Tell himwhere his arnor
is, while you have a chance.

Lyra | ooks at the adults, who have for the nonent forgotten
her, nods and slips away.

EXT. TROLLESUND - LANGLOKUR STREET - NI GHT

Lyra trudges along the street, with Pan fluttering about her
nervously.

PANTALAI MON
We shoul dn’t be doing this.

LYRA
Yes we shoul d.

PANTALAI MON
John Faa said not to.

LYRA
John Faa can be wong, Pan. You
didn’t read the al ethioneter
lorek Byrnison is telling the
truth.

PANTALAI MON
So? He's a bear. And they're
vicious killers. Farder Coram said
SO.

LYRA
I wouldn’t m nd having a vicious
killer on ny side, would you?
(beat)
You' re a coward, Pan.
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PANTALAI MON
Certainly I am \Wat are you
intending to do? Let himmassacre
t he townspeopl e?

LYRA
| don’t think he’s like that, Pan.
He seens so sad. |magine how it

woul d be, all alone |ike that,
wi t hout a daenon.

PANTALAI MON
Wt hout anybody to tell himwhen
he’ s sui ci dal

They find thenselves at the fence and waste-pl ot where |orek
lives. He can be seen toying with the thick, dented netal
shel |l of a gas-engined tractor that has crashed and is in
need of repair. He lifts the netal casually, ]Jturns it back
and forth, and bends the whol e heavy sheet back into shape,

t he dents springing out and the original shape returning.
Then he deftly flips the nassive tractor on its side,

exam ning the runner. He notices Lyra and Pan and turns to
t hem expressionless.

Lyra takes a step towards the fence.

PANTALAI MON (cont’ d)
Don"t. | won't.

Pan settles on the ground, a cat. Lyra |ooks at him.. and
steps away fromhim around the fence and towards |orek
Byr ni son.

PANTALAI MON (cont’ d)
Lyra!

Lyra keeps wal king, as Pan digs his claws into the ground.

PANTALAI MON (cont’ d)
Stop! It hurts!

Lyra herself is in pain, tears squeezing out of her eyes, but
she keeps noving towards the bear, who has not shifted an
i nch.

Pantal ai mon is withing in anguish, braced agai nst the pul

of Lyra as if against a rope dragging himaway. Lyra casts a
| ook back, then towards the bear. She tortuously nakes her
way to him and stops practically eye to eye. Wth Pan as
far away as he is, she can barely hold herself there.
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PANTALAI MON (cont’ d)
Lyra!

Wth a sob, Pan rockets towards her, unable to maintain the
di stance between them any nore. Lyra welcones himinto her
arnms, clinging to himunhappily, both of them shaken.

LYRA
Oh Pan! | couldn’t believe how
much it hurt --

PANTALAI MON
-- | thought you m ght go for good -

LYRA
Never! Never! W' |l always be
t oget her!

She and Pan gat her thensel ves as the bear watches.

LYRA (cont’ d)
| orek Byrnison

| OREK BYRNI SON
el | ?

LYRA
| know where your arnor is.

| OREK BYRNI SON
How do you know t hat?

LYRA
| got a synbol reader. They
tricked you out of it. They
shoul dn’t have done that, lorek
Byrnison. If I tell you where it
is, wll you come with us and help
rescue the kids from Bol vangar ?

| OREK BYRNI SON
Yes.

LYRA
Li sten, you got to prom se not to
t ake vengeance. They done wr ong
taking it, but you just got to put
up with that.

| OREK BYRNI SON
Al'l right. No vengeance
afterwards.
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| OREK BYRNI SON( cont ' d)

But no hol ding back as I take it,
either. If they fight, they die.

LYRA
It’s in the district office of the
Magi sterium They think it’s got
an evil spirit init, and they want
to exorcise it.

| OREK BYRNI SON
What is your nane, child?

LYRA
Lyra Bel acqua.

| OREK BYRNI SON
Then I owe you a debt, Lyra
Bel acqua.

And he charges off w thout further word. Lyra and Pan run
after him barely keepi ng pace.

They foll ow himas he | opes down Langl okur street, then turns
into the main street of the towmn. Sone townspeople scream
and run inside, others come outside to watch the commoti on.

EXT. TROLLESUND - MAG STERI AL RESI DENCE - DAY

He charges straight past the sentries at the gate of the
Magi steri al Residence, and THROUGH t he stout oak doors,
shattering theminto splinters.

One sentry, nonplussed, |ooks about and fires a shot in the
air. Noticing the crowd gathering, however, they realize
that they have to and, and so, nodding to each other to
enbol den t hensel ves, they enter the house.

There are shouts and SHOTS. A SERVANT, her chicken denon
fluttering and clucking, runs out scream ng. Next out is the
MAG STERI AL COM SSAR, hi s robes and chain of office
fluttering about himas he crashes through the w ndow.

The crowd backs up, as a squad of POLICE filter through and
take up positions outside the residence.

There is silence inside, then a mghty ROAR, at which the two
sentries, dusty, bruised and frightened, enmerge. One runs
for it, while the braver one stands in front of the door, his
rifle trained upon it..

But 1orek Byrnison energes through the wall, the bricks
droppi ng about him In his arnmor, he is terrifying.
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It is rust red, crudely riveted together: great sheets and
pl ates of dented, discolored netal that scrape and screech as
they ride over one anot her.

The sentry fires several shots, and the police raise their
weapons, but lorek shrugs off the bullets like flies, and,
lunging forward swiftly, BATS the sentry to the ground. 1In a
nonent he has the sentry’s head in his nouth.

PANTALAI MON
Ch no --

LYRA
| or ek!

Lyra runs to lorek and reaches into one of the few gaps in

his arnor, where the helnmet neets the shoul der. She grabs

his hair and puls with all her mght. lorek is still, the

sentry’s head still in his nouth...the police riflenen hold
their fire.

LYRA (cont’ d)
lorek! Listen! You owe ne a debt,
right? Well, now you can repay it.
Don’t fight these nmen. Just turn
around and wal k away with nme. |If
you fight these nmen, you' Il kil
them and there’ Il be nore
fighting, and nore delay, and we’ll
never get away from here, and we
won’t be able to rescue those kids.
So do as | say, please!

I orek Byrnison thinks, opens his nmouth, and lets the linp
sentry fall fromit. Wthout a |look at the townspeople, he
turns and wal ks towards the docks, with Lyra and Pan at his
si de.

EXT. HARBOR - DAY

Farder Coram and Lyra, arguing with sone police at the dock,
turn to see Lyra comng with the bear

JOHN FAA
Good Cod.

The bear, once he reaches the water, takes his helnet off and
drops i on the ground with a clang. Behind them com ng down
the street, a nob is gathering, angry, frightened people
pushi ng the police onwards.
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The police who have been arguing with Farder Coram and John
Faa turn their attentions to the bear, who is slipping off
the carapace of his arnor. Wth the arnor renoved, the bear
suddenly slips into the water.

LYRA
| orek Byrnison
(to the others)
They' Il just take his arnor back --

And that indeed seens to be the intention of the PCOLICE
CH EF, who is ordering his men to drag the arnor back up the

hill and prepare to fire on the bear when he energes.
POLI CE CHI EF
You four get that creature’s arnor
back --
-- But a CLICK cuts his sentence short. [It’s LEE SCORESBY,

who has one of his colt revolvers trained point blank on the
Chi ef of Police s head.

LEE SCORESBY
Let’s not be too hasty. Way | see
it, it’s of no use to you. Wich
is maybe why you folks ain’t taken
such good care of it. Wy, |ook at
the rust! Now, don’'t anybody nove
“til the bear cones back. O, |
guess you could go honme and read
the paper. ‘Sup to you.

No- one noves, and lorek energes fromthe harbor, dragging a
bl ack object. It’'s a dead seal. Wth a paw, lorek RIPS the
seal open and starts using the blubber to lubricate the

ar nor .

LEE SCORESBY (cont’ d)
lorek. Howdy. | was down south,
heard you ran into a little | oca
trouble. Thought 1'd cone and try
to figger a way to spring you.
Fortunately little girls cone rea
resourceful down in those parts.

The bear GRUNTS, still working on the arnmor. Wth the
Gyptians starting to cluster around Scoresby, backing himup,
t he odds seened to have changed for the police.

LEE SCORESBY (cont’ d)
Lookee here, reinforcenents. Wat
do you say you fellas just call it
a day?
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Lee Scoresby lowers his pistol and the Chief of Police,
exhausted by the possibilities for carnage, tries to gather
up what is left of his dignity and retreats. Sone of the

t owmnspeopl e stay behind, still angry, but when lorek slips on
the arnmor again, trying it for noise, and wal ks up to Lee
Scoresby, they back off and make their way honmeward.

LEE SCORESBY (cont’ d)
I’ve just been hired on by these
gentl emen of the Gyptian
persuasion. You figure you d |ike
to join this turkey shoot?

| OREK BYRNI SON
Yes. | have a contract with the
chil d.

The Gyptians |look at Lyra with wonder.

EXT. SH P - DAY

The Noorderlicht plows along the coast, towards hilly land in
t he distance. The sailors and Gyptians go about their

busi ness, but avoid the area where lorek Byrnison sits, going
over his arnmor with his great hands and expert eye. A sailor
t hi nks about undoing a line near where lorek sits, but
changes his m nd.

By the wheel, Lyra, John Faa and Farder Coram stand.

JOHN FAA
Vell, I'’mglad he’s on our side.
LYRA
Lord Faa...l'’msorry | didn’t do
what you said. I'msorry | got us
in trouble.
JOHN FAA

Never you mnd, Lyra. The harbor
pol i ce was about to search the
ship. Soneone told them we were
smuggl i ng snokel eaf to Nova Zenbl a.
And all the while there’s kids
going in and out, being taken up
north by child-stealers. If it
weren’'t for your bear, we’d ve been
stuck in port and naybe worse. No,
I"’msorry | tried to keep you from
doi ng what you felt in your gut was
right.



LYRA
Wio told ‘emwe was snuggl ers?

John Faa shakes hi s head.

FARDER CORAM
The Northern Progress Conpany,
maybe, doing the Magisteriuns
dirty work. They bring plenty of
noney to Trollesund. They could
put a nuzzle on the truth, and
replace it with untruth about us.

JOHN FAA
Ei ther way, sonebody wanted to stop
us. | was worried we hadn’'t seen

the hand of Ms. Coulter anypl ace.
Now I’ mworried we have.

Lyra seens unconfortable at the mention of her nother.
| eaves the conversation and approaches |orek Byrnison.

does not so nmuch as | ook up to acknow edge her.

LYRA
(brightly)
...Do you like sailing, lorek
Byr ni son?

lorek | ooks up at her, his expression utterly bl ank.

LYRA (cont’ d)
| like sailing. At first I was
seasi ck. Do you get seasick?

No response from | orek.

LYRA (cont’ d)
| s’ pose not.
(searching for another
subj ect)
How i s your arnor com ng al ong?

| OREK
It will serve.

LYRA
Way didn’t you just make arnor from
all the netal that was |ying around
t he sl edge depot ?

101.

She
| or ek

lorek’s look is hard to interpret, but there is perhaps a
note of offended pride. He |looks at the netal hull of the

ship. Flourishes a claw, and RIPS through it casually.
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| OREK BYRNI SON
Wrthless. M arnor is nmade for
me, of sky iron, fromthe falling
stars that land in Sval bard. A
bear’s arnor is his soul, as your

daenon is your soul. You may as
wel | take himaway and replace him
with a doll. That is the
di fference.

LYRA
Then...is your soul all rusty and
dented, |ike your arnor?

The bear seens to regard Lyra for the first tinme.

| OREK BYRNI SON
You are a fool hardy and inpertinent
chi I d.

LYRA
Thank you.

| OREK BYRNI SON
The rust is only what appears on
the surface. The dents are
menories of war.
(beat)
The boy who you swore the oath to --
is he your mate?

LYRA
Mate? No. ‘Course not. He's ny
friend.

lorek grunts in acknow edgenent.

LYRA (cont’ d)
You can understand that, can’t you?
Lee Scoresby is your friend.

| OREK BYRNI SON
We have canpai gned toget her.

There's a lull in the conversation

LYRA
lorek? Is it hard not having a
daenmon? Don’t you get |onely?

| OREK BYRNI SON
Lonely? | don’t know. They tel
me this is cold.
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| OREK BYRNI SON( cont ' d)

I don’t know what cold is, because
| don't freeze. So I don’t know
what |onely neans either. Bears
are neant to be solitary.

LYRA
Beg pardon, lorek. | hope | en't
of fended you. It’s just that I'm
curious, see, |I'mextra curious
because of everything | heard about
bears. And | heard that the king
of Sval bard, Ragnar, wants a
daenon.

lorek grunts.

| OREK BYRNI SON
| do not know. | am not a Sval bard
bear .

LYRA
I thought you was. ..

| OREK BYRNI SON
No. | was a Sval bard bear, but |
am not now. The king sent ne away
as a puni shnent because | killed
anot her bear.

LYRA
Wiy did you kill the other bear?

| OREK BYRNI SON
Anger. W fought. There are ways
anong bears of turning our anger
away from each other, but | was out
of ny own control. So I killed him
and | was justly punished.

LYRA
And. ..why were you fighting the
ot her bear?

| OREK BYRNI SON

H s mate want ed ne. | wanted his
mate. There was a cub. The cub
was m ne.

Lyra | ooks at | orek.

LYRA
[llegitimte. ..
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| OREK BYRNI SON
(evenly)
The one | fought killed his mate
and the cub, as was his right.

Lyra is noved by this; her eyes tear. |lorek, on the other
hand, seens unenoti onal .

LYRA
Oh lorek. ..

She reaches for one of his great paws.

| OREK BYRNI SON

(factually)
Be careful. You will cut your
hands.

Lyra does not nove her hands away.

EXT. FJORD - DAY

The Noorderlicht has anchored as close as possible to a

gl acier that marked the interior end of a deep fjord lined by
rocky cliffs where puffins and kittiwakes nest. Their
scream ng can be heard, |ike the commotion of a city at m d-
day.

The ship’'s boats have been | owered and are ferrying the
Gyptians’ supplies onshore. Lee Scoresby is supervising the
| oadi ng of sone crates onto a sl edge.

LEE SCORESBY
Careful now, fellas. The
machi nery’s kind of finicky. |
want to die in a rocking chair, not
a hydrogen fire.

Near by, Ma Costa opens a crate of rifles, packed in wood
shavi ngs. She hands one to Jaxer and inspects the bolt of
anot her herself.

JAXER

You know how to work one of these?
MA COSTA

Wonen have trigger fingers too,

son.

Lyra, neanwhile, sits on a crate, comuning with the
al ethioneter. \What she reads seens confusing to her.
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| orek watches the Gyptians struggle with a pallet of stores.
He observes themas they try to figure out how to haul it
fromthe ship’s boat. Then he strides up and deftly lifts it
over the gunwal es hinself.

GYPTI AN
... Thankee. ..

Anot her boat ferries sled-dogs to the shore. As they see
lorek they strain at their | eashes and BARK wildly.

-- And the sound of the dogs BARKING covers a CUT TO

EXT. GLACI ER - DAY

The Gyptian party, a hundred strong, hauls itself up the
sl ope of the glacier, making for the pass between the two
sides of the fjord. Men urge on the dogs, their boots
sinking in the snow as they try to keep the sleds on their
rails and novi ng.

Lee Scoresby, his daenon Hester and lorek plod upwards wth
an easy famliarity. Behind them Lyra gasps as she clinbs,
now clad in jury-rigged snow gear cut down to size, burning
up fromexertion inside the warmreindeer hide..

They reach the top of the pass, and she EXHALES in relief...

Until she sees the long, |ong snowy plain below nore
nmountain in the distance...

Lee Scoresby | ooks to lorek and nods towards Lyra. The bear
turns around to see her, now hiding her exhaustion.

CUT TGO

EXT. GLACI ER - DAY

| orek, now shorn of his arnmor, stands on all fours patiently
while Lyra awkwardly and | aboriously pulls herself up onto
hi s back.

EXT. TUNDRA - DAY

lorek | opes along by the train of dog sleds, showing little
or no response as Lyra chats away.
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LYRA
-- and she was ever so clever, Ms.
Coul ter was, but she was al ways
telling me what to do -- | don’t
like it when people tell ne what to
do --

We CROSS- FADE to later in the day, Lyra still talking to him -

LYRA (cont’ d)
-- And when you said that | thought
of my father, right, because he's
sort of like an exile too, and
solitary and rough, and --

And CROSS-FADE to night falling, Lyra nodding off on lorek’s
back as he pl ods on undeterred.

LYRA (cont’ d)
-- | don’t see why anybody’ s daenon

shoul d ever have to settle. | want
Pan to be able to be whatever he
i kes, but everyone says I'Il be

gl ad when he can't...

Lyra’'s eyes close, and her hands relax their grasp on lorek’s
fur.

EXT. AROUND CAMPFI RE - N GHT

Lee Scoresby sits playing a nmournful tune on a HARMONI CA,

| eani ng back against his pack, the flap of his tent open
behind him He | ooks up and nonentarily stops as |orek wal ks
by on his hind I egs, Lyra slung like a doll under one nassive
arm

EXT. MA COSTA'S TENT - N GHT

Ma Costa | ooks up fromthe pot she’'s stirring over the fire
as lorek approaches. She stands, not knowi ng quite how to
address the bear.

lorek wal ks up to her and hands her Lyra like a bundle, then
turns and wal ks away. Lyrais alittle too big to be carried
around by Ma Costa, but she lowers her gently towards the
tent and Lyra crawl s inside..
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I NT. MA COSTA'S TENT - N GHT

Lyra wakes in Ma Costa's tent, and hears Ma Costa sl eeping
away under her blanket a little ways off. She crawls to the
tent flap and peeks out. She exits the tent --

EXT. MA COSTA'S TENT - N GHT

-- And stands up to look at the Arctic night, full of stars,
and, to the north, a shimrering curtain of |ight that dances
al ong the horizon, shifting between green and crinson and
anber .

PANTALAI MON
The aurora borealis.

Lyra looks at it, entranced.
LYRA

Do you think it’s | ooking at us the
way we’'re | ooking at it, Pan?

PANTALAI MON
It cant look. [It’s just an it.
LYRA
But what if “it’s” are alive too,
just like us? | nean, if

everything’ s alive, and everything
t hi nks and sees and feels, just in
its own way?

PANTALAI MON
You nust still be asleep.

LYRA
I think |I'm awake.

She | ooks at the aurora.
LYRA (cont’ d)
(to the sky)
Tell Roger we’re com ng!

I NT. TUNDRA - THE NEXT DAY

The sled train ventures northwards. John Faa, Farder Coram
Ma Costa and Lee Scoresby confer as they wal k.
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JOHN FAA
M. Scoresby, weather permtting
"1l have you take your airship up
tonorrow and reconnoitre
nor t hwar ds.

LEE SCORESBY
I’d be happy to, Lord Faa. 1’11
just need to fill the balloon a
pi ece.

LYRA
Lord Faa?

Lyra approaches, carried on lorek’ s back.

JOHN FAA
Yes, child.

LYRA
The al et hi oneter keeps telling ne
sonething. In the next valley

there’s a village by a | ake where
the folk are troubled by a ghost.

JOHN FAA
| don’t see how that can matter
now, Lyra, not enough for us to
di vert from our path.

LYRA
But what if I was to go, Lord Faa?
Wth lorek to protect nme, | nean.

The al et hi oneter has never told ne
anything that wasn’t inportant.
There’s something to do with the
Gobbl ers, and Bol vangar.

FARDER CORAM
Way shoul dn’t we send some nen,
t hen?

LYRA
They’ d have to wal k, because you
can’'t get a sled over that ridge.
But lorek could take ne on his back
ever so quickly. Couldn’t you,
| orek?

| OREK BYRNI SON
| could be there and back three
ti mes before next noonri se.
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JOHN FA
Are you sure you need to do this?
That synbol reader of yours en't
pl aying the fool with you?

LYRA
It never does, Lord Faa, and |
don’t think it coul d.

Lee Scoresby leans in to John Faa confidentially.

LEE SCORESBY
Lord Faa, if lorek Byrnison takes
the little girl, she’ll be as safe

as if she was here with us. All
bears are true, but I’ve known
lorek for years, and nothing under
the sky will nmake him break his
wor d.

JOHN FAA
lorek, are you willing to do what
the child bids?

| OREK BYRNI SON
She owns ny contract, Lord Faa.

JOHN FAA
You shall have to catch us up,
t hen.

| OREK BYRNI SON
I will.

Ma Costa cones over and grasps Lyra' s head in her hands.

MA COSTA

You come back as soon as you’ ve
found out what you need to know.
And don’t be silly, and don’t be
brave neither.

(to Iorek)
Take care of her, bear. |If you
don’t, you'll answer to ne.

| orek says nothing but turns and starts to run towards the
ridge.
EXT. RIDGE - DAY

lorek bursts over the top of the ridge, Lyra laughing with
joy at the exhilaration of riding a galloping polar bear.
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We follow lorek and Lyra as they make their way across the
snowy pl ateau, around the spine of a nountain, into a valley
with a | ake running along the center.

EXT. VALLEY - DAY

At the edge of the |ake, the water has frozen into quartz-
crystal -li ke shards of ice, and as the wind bl ows them
agai nst one another they tinkle |ike chines.

Then she notices that lorek is |ooking up at the sky.

Bl ack fornms can be seen in the upper air, noving northwards
in a long stream

LYRA
Are those birds?

| OREK BYRNI SON
Wtches. Many. Mre than | have
ever seen before.

LYRA
Wtches! Wat are they doing?

| OREK BYRNI SON
Flying to war, nmaybe. This is a
sight to frighten Lord Faa. |If
they are flying to the aid of your
enem es, you should all be afraid.

LYRA
Do you know any witches, |orek?

| OREK BYRNI SON
I have served sonme. And fought
sone.

LYRA
And...are you afraid?

| OREK BYRNI SON
Not yet. Wien | am | wll master
ny fear.

lorek slows to a wal k as he spots the village they' re
seeking, in the distance.

| OREK BYRNI SON (cont’ d)
W are near.
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Lyra slides off of lorek’s back, |anding unsteadily on her
feet. She shakes her |egs around to warm and wake them up.
The cold is bitter in the valley.

| OREK BYRNI SON (cont’ d)
What do you want to do?

LYRA

(after a nmoment’s

hesi tati on)
There’s a child or a ghost or
sonething down in that village. O
maybe near it, | don’t know for
certain. Maybe the alethioneter
was telling ne sonething | can't
under st and.

| OREK BYRNI SON
If he is outside, he had better
have shel ter

LYRA
I don’t think he's dead...|I
dunno...the al et hi oneter
sai d. ..sonet hing unnatural.

Lyra struggles to hide her fear, places her hand on lorek as
if to gather courage as they walk into the vill age.

EXT. VILLACE - DUSK

The weat her beat en houses of the village are clustered around
the frozen | ake and a jetty sticking into it. Boats are
covered with snow A fewthin trails of snoke dribble
upwards fromthe houses, sone of which have been | ashed to
the hard ground with cables of tw sted steel.

No one is abroad. But we can hear the barking and whini ng of
dogs as lorek’s presence stirs themto panic.

As Lyra and |orek approach the frozen dock, a man slips from
one of the houses, a rifle in his hands and his wol verine
daenon hi ssing and snapping at his side.

lorek Byrnison deftly steps between Lyra and the man with the
rifle. Lyra pops frombehind him unwilling to be protected.
The VI LLAGER says sonething in a | anguage Lyra doesn’t know
(Lapp). | OREK speaks back in the sane | anguage, and the man
noans in fear.
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| OREK BYRNI SON
(to Lyra)
The man thinks we are devils. Wat
shall | say?

LYRA
Tell him..tell himwe re not
devils, but we have friends who
are. And we're looking for...a
strange child. Tell himthat.

The VI LLAGER responds rapidly.

| OREK BYRNI SON
He asks if we have cone to take the
child away. He says they have
tried to drive it off, but it keeps
com ng back

Lyra can see fearful faces at every w ndow.
LYRA
Tell him..we will take it away
with us, but they were very bad to
treat it like that. Wuere is it?
He VI LLACGER poi nts and expl ai ns.

| OREK BYRNI SON
In the snoke house. There.

lorek turns and wal ks towards the snoke house, which is a
dark, ugly, evil-looking shed by the jetty. She is
frightened, not the | east because the villager, having said
his piece, is quick to |l ock hinself back in his house.

Lyra strokes Pan and takes a deep breath.

EXT. SMOKE HOUSE - DUSK

Lyra catches up with lorek, who has stopped before the snoke
house. Nothing can be nade out fromi nside.

LYRA
| had better go in.
(beat)
You m ght frighten whatever’s
i nsi de.

lorek | ooks at Lyra, who seens pretty frightened herself. He
rai ses hinmself to his full height...and unhooks the |antern
hangi ng on a post nearby. He hands the lantern to Lyra.
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LYRA (cont’ d)
Thanks.

Pant al ai nron is running back and forth in front of Lyra,
trying to convince her not to go in. He utters strange
l[ittle frightened sounds.

PANTALAI MON
No! Don’t go in! Bad! Sonething
bad! Don't go in!

LYRA
Pan, for God s sake! Help. Be a
bat. Go and | ook for ne.

But Pan is no help.

Lyra approaches the door of the shed, which is blackened with
snoke. She rel eases the reindeer-skin |atch.

LYRA (cont’ d)
Cone out. Conme out!

No response. Pantal ainon junps into her arns, pushing and
pushing at her in his cat form

PANTALAI MON
Go away! Don't stay here! Oh,
Lyra, go now  Turn back!

I NT. SMOKE HOUSE - DUSK

We see Lyra silhouetted against the |ight fromoutside as she
takes her first tentative step inside, holding Pan still
agai nst her.

LYRA
Hell o...hello...

W can make out vague shapes in the lantern-light -- hanging
t hi nks, snoki ng things, nothing welcom ng or human.

LYRA (cont’ d)
Don't be...afraid...

We hear a SNUFFLI NG and sonething |ike CRYING m serable,
pai nful ...

LYRA (cont’ d)
Who. . . who. ..
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Lyra steps further in, and the lantern |ight suddenly reveals
what the villagers have been afraid of, and what the Cblation
Board is doing..

It’s alittle boy, alone, cold and filthy, huddl ed agai nst
the wall. He frantically clutches at one thing and anot her,
bringing it close and then throwing it away, as he tries to
find his...

PANTALAI MON
Where is its daenon...it doesn’t
have a daenon...they took it

away. . .
Lyra takes a step back, horrified and revolted.

LYRA
... Severing. ..

The child, nmeanwhile, who we may recogni ze as BILLY COSTA,
seens to barely register Lyra. But he does on sone |evel
realize that there is another being in the shed.

Bl LLY COSTA
Where...where’'s ny ratter? Have
you seen her?

Billy puts down the piece of fish he’s been holding, picks up
anot her, keeps whining and fidgeting.

PANTALAI MON
Let’s go...let’s | eave, now.
LYRA
.No...Billy?

Billy doesn’t recognize his own nane.

LYRA (cont’ d)
know you. You're Billy Costa.
t’s ne, Lyra, from Oxford.
(still nothing)
Let ne take you back to your Mum

A nmonentary confusion on Billy's face.

Bl LLY COSTA
| need Ratter.
LYRA
Billy, come on with ne...we’' |l take

you sonepl ace safe.
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The boy seens reluctant to nove. Lyra puts out her hand.

EXT. SMOKE HOUSE - DUSK

Lyra conmes out, holding the hand of the half boy Billy Costa.
The child is so lost that the sight of lorek doesn't seemto
faze himat all

| OREK BYRNI SON
Lyra Bel acqua...where is the rest
of this child?

LYRA
Gone, | orek.

| OREK BYRNI SON

Gone?. .. Gone. .

(beat)
I have seen war. | have seen nen
in parts. Men on fire. Mn with
t heir stomachs open, but still they
live...

(beat)

This is the nost wi cked thing I
have ever seen

LYRA
Get up on lorek, Billy, and hold on
to his fur.

lorek bends low so that Billy can get on, which he does
clunsily. His grip on lorek’s fur is weak.

| OREK BYRNI SON
The child will fall if I run.

Lyra looks at Billy, and overcones her fear and revul sion.
She clinbs on behind himand holds him grasping lorek’s fur
and keepi ng hi mon.

Bl LLY COSTA
Ratter...is she gonna know where |
anf
LYRA
Yeah...she' ||l know...she'll find
you and we’ Il find her..
Lyra has tears running down her face. lorek gets up and

trots off with the children on his back.
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EXT. GYPTI AN ENCAVPMVENT - NI GHT

As lorek arrives at the tents and fires of the Gyptian
encanpnment, the Gyptians conme out to neet them John Faa and
Farder Coram at their head. But they stop short and fal
silent as they see the nmutilated thing that Lyra has brought
with her. Only John Faa has the courage to step forward and
hel p Lyra down.

FARDER CORAM
G aci ous God, what is this? Lyra,
child, what have you found?

LYRA
It’s Billy Costa. And they cut his
daenon away. That’'s what the
Gobbl ers do.

A wave of anger and di smay passes through the Gyptians, but
still no one will nove forward to hel p.

| OREK BYRNI SON
Shane.

The Gyptians | ook at lorek, surprise.

| OREK BYRNI SON (cont’ d)
Shane on you! Think what this
child has done! You m ght not have
nore courage, but you should be
ashamed to show | ess

JOHN FAA
You' re right, lorek Byrnison.
(to the Gyptians)
Build that fire up and heat sone
soup for the child. For both
children. He can eat and get warm
even if...

Bef ore John Faa can finish his thought, a figure bursts
t hrough the group of Gyptians. It is MA COSTA

MA COSTA
Billy?

Billy stands there, still lost, mserable, unable to
recogni ze his nother

Ma Costa runs to himand swallows himin her arnms, crying in
bitter SOBS. Behind her cone Tony, Jaxer, Kerim
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Lyra | ooks on, ready to drop with exhaustion. She feels John
Faa’ s massive hand on her shoul der.

JOHN FAA
Cone, Lyra. Brave girl. You ve
earned sonme warnth and a night’s

sl eep.

He directs her towards the Costa'a tent.

I NT. MA COSTA'S TENT - N GHT

Lyra wakes up as Ma Costa enters the tent. It is sonme hours
| ater.
LYRA
Ma Costa...where's Billy?
MA COSTA
Gone, child.
(beat)

Once he was warm..and we was
holding him..the life just left
hi m

(beat)
Wen he was gone, he | ooked Iike
anybody el se dead, his daenon
vani shed.

Lyra is sitting up now.

LYRA
Ma Costa -- I'"msorry -- I'msorry -

MA COSTA
Wat ever for, Lyra?

LYRA
For finding himtoo late...for what
you had to see --

MA COSTA

Lyra, you brought me back my child.
You let me hold himin ny arns once
nore...and you |l et nme say goodbye
to him Thank you. Now don’t you
go losing heart. You nustn’t.
There’s other children to save.

(beat)
And there is revenge to be taken.
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We hear a WHI STLI NG sound. ..then SHOUTS, and the CRACK of
rifles.

Lyra rushes to the tent-flap to find out what’'s happeni ng.

MA COSTA (cont’ d)
Life -- wait --

QUTSI DE, she sees that the Gyptian canp is UNDER ATTACK
Arrows are raining down, and the Gyptians are nustering a
defense, firing into the haze; but the light fromthe fires
and the surrounding dark puts them at a di sadvant age.

John Faa fires his pistol at a formnoving at the edge of
canp, and it drops to the ground. A nonent later, he is HT
by an arrow and falls.

Lyra is SHOCKED, and doesn’t notice until alnost too |ate
t hat a SAMOYED HUNTER, dagger drawn, is rushing towards her --

MA COSTA yanks her back --

I NSI DE THE TENT -- a nonent before the Sanoyed hunter bursts
t hrough the flap, and is SHOT point blank by Ma Costa, who is
shoul dering her rifle.

Lyra has fallen to the floor at her feet, and is | ooking up
in anmazenent at Ma Costa, who turns to see if she is al
right.

LYRA
Ma!

Lyra wat ches in horror as another Sanobyed crashes through the
tent flaps and, grabbing Ma Costa from behi nd, STABS HER

Ma’ s daenon vanishes in a puff of air. M Costa, |ooking at
Lyra, sinks to the ground.

The Sanpoyed, his wolf daenon snarling at his side, closes on
Lyra, who casts around for sonething to fight with as Pan
turns into a wolverine, facing the Sanoyed s daenon.

Then, there is a RIPPING NO SE as lorek tears though the
tent, opening it to the starry sky above --

-- And the Sanoyed barely has tinme to shout bfore |orek
SHATTERS his body with a single blow of his paw. The wolf
daenon actually BURSTS in the air.

| OREK BYRNI SON
Come with ne, child.
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lorek lunges for Lyra and grabs the hood of her reindeer-skin
coat in his nmouth, lIike a nother noving her cubs. He hauls
her out of the tent and onto her feet, Pantal ai non scurrying
behi nd.

OQUTSI DE, some hand-to-hand fighting is taking place where the
Sanoyeds have nounted forays to steal the sledges. The dogs
have been | oosed and they run about how ing, adding to the
chaos. W can see several Gyptians on the ground, sone
still, some pulling at arrows.

An ARROW SPEEDS TOWARDS LYRA, but lorek sinply knocks it out
of the air with a deft novenment. The archer and three other
Sanmoyeds close on him One carries a spear and the others
carry long hunting knives, scalloped on one end.

LYRA
| or ek!

They back up lorek -- so it seens -- keeping himat bay with
the |l ong spear, as one of the Sanobyeds ready a bolo-1ike
weapon, his eyes on Lyra.

Then i OREK MOVES W TH | MPCSSI BLE GRACE -- not so nuch speed
as foresight. He knows the nonent the archer knocks an arrow
what the target is, and plucks it out of the air |like a ball
He feints at the Sanpbyed wi el ding the spear , who plants the
butt in the ground, ready to inpale the bear.

But | orek STOPS SHORT, reaches out and BENDS THE STEEL SHAFT
as if it were wire.

Wth the dawning realization that |orek has been shanm ng,

t he Sanoyeds back up -- but it is nuch, nmuch too late. lorek
sinply KNOCKS the head of f one, RAKES anot her across the
chest, and closes his jaws on the neck of a third as the
fourth turns and runs.

One leap by the great bear and it is over, the fleeing
Sanoyed’ s skull crush into the ground.

Lyra is al nost FRI GHTENED by the spectacle as lorek turns his
bl oody nuzzle top her.

| OREK BYRNI SON
(calmy)
Are you harned?

LYRA
No -- no, I'"'mfine -- But John Faa
was hit. You nust go help the
ot hers, 1orek!
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I orek nods and charges into the nmelee. Soon we hear ROARS
SCREAMS and CRASHES.

LYRA (cont’ d)
(to Pan)
| shoul d have asked the
alethioneter if there was danger --
I shoul d ve warned Lord Faa --

-- But Pan is |ooking over her shoulder, SNARLI NG SQOret hi ng
-- anot her daenon -- knocks himdown, and Lyra feels the bl ow
hersel f, pushing the air out of her lungs --

-- And then Hands are HAULI NG at her, LIFTING her, STIFLING
her cries. She is tossed into the air intop soneone’s arms,
her own arnms are haul ed behind her painfully and tied. A
HOOD i s crammed over her head --

LYRA (cont’ d)
lorek! lorek Byrnison! Help ne!

She can’t tell if lorek hears as she is bundled onto a sl edge
whi ch is soon HI SSI NG across the snow. . .

In the dark, we can hear the crack of a whip, the how ing of
dogs.

LYRA (cont’ d)
Pan...Pan, | can’t breathe --

CUT TGO

EXT. SNOWY TUNDRA - DAY

Lyra awakes from her stupor as the hood is taken off her
head. Her hands are tied behind her back and she is propped
agai nst the side of a Tartar sled.

A weat her beaten, harsh face is peering at her. The TARTAR
seens pleased with his catch, nore so when he sees Pan, who
has been laying inside Lyra’s hood in the shape of a | em ng,
turn into an ermne and H SSES at him

TARTAR
Ha! Ha! Daenobn change. Very
good.

The Tartar turns to the man driving the sledge and speaks to
himin a | anguage Lyra doesn’t understand. The SLEDGE RI VER
seens pl eased.
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TARTAR (cont’ d)
What you nane?

PANTALAI MON
He doesn’t know who we are --
LYRA
Lizzie. Lizzie Brooks. Wo are
you?
TARTAR

Sanmoyed peoples. Hunters. Lissie
Broogs. Good. W take you to nice
pl ace. Nice peoples. You have
panser bj or ne?

LYRA
My friend.

TARTAR
Bear no good, ha ha! W get you
anyway!

LYRA
(angry)
When lorek finds you, you won't be
| aughing. He's going to smash you
to bits. Were you taking nme?

TARTAR
Station. N ce place. N ce
peopl es.

PANTALAI MON

Lyra...the station...

LYRA
I know.

And we see what Lyra can’t...over her shoul der, the
approaching fornms of the station at BOLVANGAR

EXT. BOLVANGAR - DAY

The sl edge drives through a row of poles carrying anbaric
lights, which cast a sickly gl ow

They pass through an open netal gate at the end of the avenue
of lanps and into a wi de open space, |ike an enpty

mar ket pl ace or an arena for sone gane or sport. It is
perfectly flat and smooth and white, a hundred yards across.
Around the edge runs a high netal fence.
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The sl edge halts at the far end, in font of a huddle of |ow
white buil di ngs, connected by tunnels hunped under the snow.
At one end of the buildings is a stout nmetal mast that
projects twenty netres into the sky.

The Tartar cuts Lyra | oose of her bonds and hauls her to her
feet as a powerful anbaric lanp is shined at themfromthe
door of the building. Behind that light, a figure in a coal -
silk anorak is silhouetted.

The Tartar and the sil houette exchange words in Tartar. Then
the man steps forward, and Lyra is surprised to see, instead
of another Tartar, an Englishman, a BOLVANGAR OFFI Cl AL.

BOLVANGAR OFFI Cl AL
Do you speak English?

LYRA
Yes.

BOLVANGAR OFFI Cl AL
And does your daenon al ways take
t hat forn®

Lyra seens confused, but Pan has an answer, which is to turn
into a HAWK and |lunge at the nman’s marnot daenon, claws
bar ed.

The Tartar SLAPS Lyra, sending her to the ground, and Pan
reacts, flapping back to her side. The Bol vangar official
shouts at the Tartar

BOLVANGAR OFFI CI AL (cont’ d)
Don’t hit her, you bl oody savage!
(to Lyra)
There there, you' Il be all right
NOW.

The official reaches into a coin purse and hands several
heavy coins to the Tartar, who turns and | eaves.

BOLVANGAR OFFI Cl AL (cont’d)
You' d better cone in. It's warm
and confortable inside. Wat's
your nane?

The man steps inside, and notions Lyra in with a strangely
polite gesture.

PANTALAI MON
(whi spering to Lyra)
Act stupid. Act like you |l do
what they say!
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I NT. BOLVANGAR - STATI ON ENTRANCE HALL

Lyra steps into a small, square room white and steel,
shining and clean. At the end of the roomis a reception
desk.

LYRA
Li zzi e. Li zzi e Brooks.

BOLVANGAR OFFI CI AL
(absently)
That’s a | ovely nane.

Two npre adults have entered the room-- a DOCTOR and a
nurse, S| STER CLARA.

BOLVANGAR OFFI CI AL (cont’ d)
(to the doctor)
English. Traders, apparently.

BOLVANGAR DOCTOR
Usual hunters? Usual story?

BOLVANGAR OFFI Cl AL
Sane tribe, as far as | could tell.
Sister Clara, could you take
little, ummm and see to her?

Lyra i s |l ooking around, |istening and watching, but seem ng
as inert and banal as possible.

SI STER CLARA
Certainly, doctor. Cone with ne,
dear.

I NT. BOLVANGAR - CORRI DOR - DAY

Lyra follows Sister Clara down a corridor every bit as
antiseptic as the roomthey've left. The nurse is
acconpani ed by a skipping little terrier daenon.

She can see flashes of activity through wi ndows in doors they
pass, and through one door, what sounds |ike the chatter of
children’s voi ces overl appi ng one anot her, but she can't stay
to investigate the sound without alerting Sister C ara.

LYRA
What is this place?
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S| STER CLARA
It’s called the Experinmenta
Station. You'll like it.

I NT. BOLVANGAR - EXAM NATI ON ROOM - DAY

Sister Clara |eads Lyra into a roomw th an exam ning table
and a wall lined with counters and shel ves of nedi cal
equi pnent, scales, and the Ilike.

S| STER CLARA
Now then -- off with these nucky
t hi ngs --

Wt hout asking, Sister Clara gets a hold of Lyra s jacket and
starts pulling it off. Lyra and Pan share a | ook and deci de
to play it obedient.

But the Sister Clara reaches for Lyra' s shoul der-bag,
containing the alethionmeter and the tin with the spy-fly
seal ed i nsi de.

Lyra pulls back instinctively, and Sister Clara fixes her
with an efficient smle.

SI STER CLARA (cont’d)
Now, dear, no-one’s going to steal
anything fromyou. W just want to
make sure everything is clean and
safe, don't we?

Lyra allows Sister Clara to |ift the bag over her head,
t hough she tenses when the nurse reaches in and takes out the
al et hi oneter.

SI STER CLARA (cont’d)
What’ s this?

LYRA
Just sort of a toy. It’s mne.

S| STER CLARA

It’s pretty, isn't it? Sort of
i ke a conpass. Although little
girls should play with dolls, not
conpasses, shouldn’t they?

(beat)
Vell, off with the rest, and we’ll
pop you in the shower.

Pantal ai non, in cat form raises his hair in protest. Lyra
| ooks at Sister Cara, blushing.
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SI STER CLARA (cont’d)

Now don’t be silly. [If you don't
do as you're told, | shall have to
tell your parents you ve been
naughty, and they won’t |ike that,
will they?

(beat)
If you want your toy back, |
suggest you get out of those
t hi ngs.

Red with anger, Lyra swallows her pride and begins to

undr ess.

I NT. BOLVANGAR - ANBARI C LAB - LATER

Lyra is led into another room this one a |aboratory of sone
and gl owi ng and humm ng here and there from conpl ex

kind, dim
machi nery.

There, the doctor we saw earlier is waiting

behind a desk. He seens |ess slapdash than the official we
net at the gate, and nore acutely intelligent than the

strangel y

absent nurse.

BOLVANGAR DOCTOR
Ah, good. Lizzie, isn't it? Do
you |l i ke your new cl ot hes?

Lyra is, in fact, wearing sone sort of characterless skirt
and pullover. But she does still have her bag with her.

Lyra does
mar k down

LYRA
They en’t m ne.

BOLVANGAR DOCTOR
No -- they’'re a present. Now what
do good little girls say when they
get a present?

LYRA
Thank you.

BOLVANGAR DOCTOR
You' re wel come. Wy don’t you
stand on this scale right here?

as she’s told, and the doctor efficiently begins to

sone results while asking her questions.

BOLVANGAR OFFI CI AL
How ol d are you, Lizzie?
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LYRA
El even.

BOLVANGAR OFFI Cl AL
Good. And what were you doing so
far north? That nust be a
fascinating story.

LYRA
My Dad and uncles, they took ne
north. W was trading snokel eaf to
t he Norroway trappers.

BOLVANGAR OFFI Cl AL
| see. You can get off now. Step
out of your shoes, and stand on
this metal plate, will you? Hold
your daenon and |l ook into this
green light.

Lyra | ooks at the netal plate and the light. Could this be a
machi ne that severs children fromtheir daenons?

BOLVANGAR OFFI ClI AL (cont’d)
wn't hurt a bit.

Lyra seens to renenber that phrase from sonewhere. Takes a
breath and steps on the plate. Looks into the green |ight
that flashes into her eyes, terrified --

-- But nothing happens, it’s just a neasure of anbaric
current.

BOLVANGAR OFFI ClI AL (cont’d)
VWl l, you' re very lucky that those
Sanoyeds found you when you got
| ost.

Lyra can see that the doctor is watching her reaction
careful ly.

LYRA
But...l wasn’t lost. There was
fighting...

The doctor takes her wist in his hand professionally,
nmeasuring her pulse, while he tries to speak casually.

BOLVANGAR DOCTOR
Oh, | don’'t think so. | think you
nmust have wandered away from your
father’s party and got |ost.
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BOLVANGAR DOCTCOR( cont ' d)

Those huntsnmen found you on your
own and brought you straight here.
That’ s what happened, Lizzie.

The doctor is watching Lyra keenly.

LYRA
| saw a fight...there was arrows
and. ..l want ny daddy. ..

BOLVANGAR DOCTOR
Vll, you re quite safe here unti
he cones. This often happens in
the intense cold, Lizzie. You fal
asl eep and have bad dreans and you
can’'t renmenber what's true and what
isnt. Your father is safe and
sound and won’t he be happy when he
finds out that you' re safe and
sound t oo!

The doctor has been continuing his exam nation of Lyra al

the while, and is now feeling the glands in her neck --

t hough in a way it |ooks as if he in fact has her hand around
her throat.

LYRA
...ls daddy com ng?

BOLVANGAR DOCTCR
O course he is.

The doctor | ooks her in the eye and smles. Lyra nods
obedi ently.

LYRA
What do you do here?

The doctor pauses. Then, pleasantly --

BOLVANGAR DOCTOR
W help children grow up the right
way, Lizzie.

At this, a BELL starts ringing away sonmewhere, echoing
t hr oughout the buil di ng.

BOLVANGAR DOCTCR (cont’ d)
(to hinself)
Al ready?

The doctor checks his watch. He is annoyed.
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BOLVANGAR DOCTCR (cont’ d)
Vell, I"'mafraid we’ll have to
finish our chat later. 1’ve got to
wel cone a special guest. Youd
better run along to dinner. The
canteen is down at the end of the
hall. Hurry al ong, now.

Lyra heads out, but turns before |leaving --

LYRA
Who' s arriving?
(beat)
Do you think it could be ny Dad?

BOLVANGAR DOCTOR
Not yet, dear. Soneone el se.
You' || neet her soon enough.

Lyra takes in this nugget of information, turns and wal ks
down the corridor.

EXT. BOLVANGAR - DUSK

Ni ght is beginning to fall as a silvery zeppelin, bearing the
mark of the Magisterium floats gracefully towards the
nooring mast of the station.

I NT. ZEPPELIN - SAME

I nside, MRS. COULTER stands by the aeronaut at the zeppelin's
helm Dressed in beautifully cut foul weather gear, she
takes in the prospect with an air of cal mand purpose.

CUT TGO

I NT. BOLVANGAR - CANTEEN - DUSK

The canteen is a big roomwith shrill “happy” colors on three
wal I's and a | ong bl omn up photogram of a tropical island
al ong the fourth.

Dinner is already in full swing. There are sixty or so
children here, all about Lyra' s age or younger, boys and
girls, all eating and chattering at once.

As she wal ks in, sone of the children at the nearest table --
all girls, cliques having been formed here |ike anywhere el se
-- stop talking and | ook up at her curiously. But the rest
of the roomdoesn’'t take any notice of the new arrival.
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We can see that nurses are scattered here and there to keep
an eye on things but they seem absorbed in their neals for
t he noment .

Lyra tries to remain i nconspi cuous, but all the while she is
| ooki ng, | ooking...

...and then she sees him Roger. The reason she has cone
all this way. He sits at a table on the other end of the
room a little aloof. But he feels soneone’s eyes on him--
| ooks up -- and sees her.

I Mmedi ately a huge GRIN bursts over his face. He stands up
and pushes his chair back, ready to shout and rush over to
her --

-- But Lyra shakes her head as discreetly as she can, and
Roger gets the nessage. Sits back down again, barely able to
suppress hi s happi ness.

Lyra, herself overjoyed, hides her feelings and nmakes her way
towards himlike a shy girl |ooking for an open spot to sit.
Whenever one of the nurses catches her eye and seens to be
about to engage her attention, she |owers her head in a way
that makes it seemnore effort than it’'s worth.

She sits down at the table with Lyra.

ROGER
I knew. | knew you’d cone.

LYRA
| prom sed, didn't I?

Roger and Lyra grip each other’s hands tightly.
ROGER

How d you get here? Did the
Gobbl ers catch you?

LYRA
No. | conme to rescue everybody.
(beat)
Roger, | saw what they done to
Billy Costa.
ROGER

They said he went back horme.

Lyra | ooks at himand shakes her head sadly.
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ROGER (cont’ d)
.1 didn"t think so. They said
t hey was gonna help us, do this
operation, right? And then they' d
send us hone, and we woul dn’t have
to worry about Dust.

LYRA
Did they say what Dust was?

ROGER
No, only it was bad, |ike a disease
or sonething -- and they was giving

us an operation to keep it away.

But | never believed “em This boy
Si mon, he reckons they kill us, and
Ms. Coul ter watches.

Pan hi sses with surprise.

LYRA
Ms. Coulter --

ROGER
This lady fromthe Magisterium
right? Wenever she shows up, you
know there’s going to be kids
di sappeari ng.

Lyra masters her fear.

LYRA
Is she here now, Roger?
ROGER
No. But they say she’s com ng.
(beat)
What is it, Lyra?
LYRA
Roger, | need you to do sonet hi ng,

right? You ve got to tell the rest
of the kids that the Gyptians are
com ng to rescue us.

ROCGER
How -- how could they ever --
LYRA
(fiercely insistent)
They’'re comi ng, Roger. | know they

are.
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ROGER
When?

LYRA
| don’t know.
(to Pan)
W' ve got to get the alethioneter
back, Pan.

ROGER
The what ?

LYRA
|’ve got to get to that white room
that the nurse took nme to. Could
you make a diversion, Roger?

ROGER

W could set off the fire
alarm..they test it sonetinmes, and
there’ s al ways peopl e running
around. .. but you m ght not need to
do that.

(beat)
See the ceiling there, by the
phot ogr an?

Lyra | ooks where Roger is | ooking and sees a drop ceiling.

ROGER (cont’ d)
I noticed one of themtiles was out
of place, right? And | pushed it
in, and there was |like a space up

there. | thought it would be a
good hiding place. But the space
keeps on going. | would ve

expl ored, only...

LYRA
(under st andi ng)
You were scared?

ROGER
This en’t like Oxford, Lyra.
LYRA
That’s all right. 1’mscared too.

But I’ m gonna master it.

Roger and Lyra | ook around, and notice that the children have
started filing out, the opening to the kitchen that the food

is served out of having been closed. There' s a brief w ndow

of time in which they won’t be noti ced.
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Lyra pulls a chair over to the photogram junps and pushes
out the ceiling tile, looks up into the darkness, and JUWPS
to catch hold of the edge of the grid that supports the tile.

Roger is watching uneasily. Lyra is hanging until
Pant al ai non takes an ape-form and helps to pull her up. She
| ooks down at Roger

LYRA (cont’ d)
Tell the kids to have their warmest
cl ot hes ready.

Roger is about to say sonmething, but the tile slides back.
He turns to the sound of footsteps, junps down fromthe
chair, and runs towards the door, where a stern NURSE
appears, rounding up stragglers.

ROGER
Sorry, mss!

I NT. CEILING GAP - DAY

Lyra is in conplete darkness. Then Pan takes the formof a
firefly and provides a little orange/yellow gl ow

The gap between the top of the building and the room ceilings
extends as far as she can see. At certain points what seem
to be ventilation grills cast a dimlight upwards.

This pocket of air is colder than the rest of the buil ding,
and Lyra can see her breath as she contenpl ates her nove.

Slowmy at first, she begins to crawm along the netal grid

t hat supports the ceiling, Pan |lighting her way forward.
Through a grill she sees that she has travelled the | ength of
t he canteen..

...then she can see DOM into the KITCHEN, where sone
orderlies are noisily clanging pots into |arge industri al
si nks and hosing them down wi th steam ng-hot water.

Next she passes over a smaller, nore formal dining room this
one for the chief staff, that a SERVANT is setting with
silverware. Lyra passes by that, noving quickly now al ong
one of the main beans of the ceiling grid, and at |ast spots
t he EXAM NATI ON ROOM fr om above.

LYRA
(whi speri ng)
That’'s it, Pan!
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I NT. BOLVANGAR - EXAM NATI ON ROOM - DAY

We see the grille in the ceiling through which Lyra has been
| ooking shift to the side, and then Lyra lowers a loris-form
Pan upsi de-down by his tail, his orb-like eyes peering about.

PANTALAI MON
It’'s safe.

Lyra swi ngs Pan over to the exami ning table. The she drops
down herself, as quietly as possible but still naking a noise
t hat causes her to freeze and listen for any answering sound.
There is none.

Pan and Lyra | ook at one another and then spring into action,
openi ng and shutting little cupboard doors | ooking for her
bag with the alethioneter init.

PANTALAI MON (cont’ d)
Found it!

Pan holds up the bag and throws it to Lyra. She checks that
everything’s inside -- all there.

Wth a CLICK the door of the exam nation room opens. Pan
turns into a cat and JUWPS into Lyra's arns. They don’t have
time to do nore than hide behind the door a it sw ngs open.

They can see Sister Clara through the gap between the wall
and the door. She goes to one of the cabinets and renoves a
pai r of caoutchouc (rubber) gloves, |eans over a sink and
starts scrubbi ng her hands.

Meanwhi l e, Lyra and Pan can her the clicking of her little
terrier daenon’s claws as it prances about.

And suddenly, horrifically, the terrier daenon’s face pops
into the gap between the wall and the door. He is LOOKI NG
RI GHT AT LYRA AND PAN. ..

-- but, amazingly, the terrier daenon only |ooks at them his
t ongue waggi ng happily.

Pan obligingly turns into a terrier hinself, and the two rub
noses.

SI STER CLARA (O S.)
Cone on, Bobby.

And just like that, the terrier withdraws, and they hear the
sound of the terrier skipping away after Sister d ara.
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The door swi ngs closed, revealing Lyra and Pan, back in the
shape of a cat.

Suddenl y,
f oot st eps,

LYRA
Wiy didn’t he turn us in?

PANTALAI MON
Sonet hing was wong with him-- he
didn't speak. Maybe he doesn’'t
speak to her either. And she
didn't notice the ceiling -- it’s
i ke she’s hal f asl eep!

LYRA
Let’s not stick around to find out
why.

Lyra freezes. Passing by the door, she hears
and a famliar voice --

BOLVANGAR DOCTCR (O S.)

Your flight was snmooth, | hope?
MRS. COULTER

Oh, yes. Snoot her than usual. The

G and Magister’s zeppelin is luxury

itself.

BOLVANGAR DOCTOR (O S.)
The Grand Magister’s own airship --
my dear. | nust have a look at it.

MRS. COULTER (O S.)
First things first, wouldn't you
agree?

Lyra is thrilled with loathing and curiosity.

LYRA
W' ve got to find out what they' re
doi ng, Pan.

PANTALAI MON
Oh, no. No nore eavesdropping. |If

you hadn’t been so nosy, we would
be back in Oxford, and confortabl e.

LYRA
Just a little eavesdropping..

CUT TGO
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I NT. CEILING GAP - DAY

Lyra and Pan are positioned at the grill that |ooks down into
the smaller formal dining room W can see MRS. COULTER, the
BOLVANGAR OFFI Cl AL, the HEAD NURSE, and several of the
BOLVANGAR DOCTORS.

BOLVANGAR OFFI Cl AL
Vll, we've tried our best to keep
the claret at the proper
t enperature, but as you can see,
t he hardshi ps of the North are many

MRS. COULTER
(i nterrupting)
I"’mvery interested in discovering
just how several children wandered
free fromthe station

Her tone is not harsh, in fact it is gentle, but it brooks no
opposition and no small talk.

BOLVANGAR OFFI Cl AL
Vll...l shouldn’t wish to narrow
the focus on any particul ar nenber
of the staff. The station’s
anbaric current is very difficult
to maintain at tinmes, and as a
result the fence has experienced
out ages.

MRS. COULTER
But who is in charge of the fence?

BOLVANGAR COFFI Cl AL
Technically the Tartar garrison is
in charge of security.

BOLVANGAR DOCTOR

Ms. Coulter, | hope you understand
that the question is noot. Any
child -- severed or conplete -- who

escaped fromthe facility woul d not
| ast very long in the cold.

BOLVANGAR OFFI CI AL
That’ s a...sonewhat bl oodl ess way
of putting it, but factually
correct. W have already recovered
two of the three m ssing children.
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MRS. COULTER

Alive?

(no response)
That is unfortunate. W m ght have
| earned fromthem And the third?

(agai n no response)
Pl ease understand, Dr. Cooper, | am
not criticizing out of malice. W
nmust be extraordinarily careful.
W cannot expect everyone to
understand the dirty job that we
have to do.

(beat)
Vell, there we are. A great pity.
But enough of that for now Tel
me about the new separator.

Up in the ceiling gap, Lyra and Pan shiver.

BOLVANGAR OFFI CI AL
Ah. There's a real advance. Wth
the first nodel we could never
entirely overcone the risk of the
patient dying of shock, but we' ve
i nproved that no end. Sinply
tearing was the only option for
sone tinme, however distressing that
was for the adult operators. |If
you renmenber, we had to di scharge
quite a nunber for reasons of
stress-related anxiety. But the
first big breakthrough was the use
of anaest hesia conbined with the
Mayst adt anbaric scal pel. W were
able to reduce death from operative
shock to bel ow five percent.

VRS. COULTER
And the new i nstrunent?

In the ceiling gap, Lyra is squeezing one of the supporting
wires in fear and anger.

PANTALAI MON
Hush, Lyra -- they won't do it, we
won't let them --

BOLVANGAR OFFI Cl AL
Vel |, ironically enough, it
utilizes a discovery nade by none
ot her that Lord Asriel.

Lyra’s eyes open w de.
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BOLVANGAR OFFI CI AL (cont’ d)
He di scovered that an alloy of
manganese and titanium has the
property of insulating daenon from
human. Do we still face opposition
fromLord Asriel, by the way?

MRS. COULTER
No, we needn’t be concerned with
hi m any | onger. The Magi sterium
arranged for his detention by the
king of the bears. He was to
di sconti nue his research, but he
somehow managed to obtai n books and
materials, and he’s pushed his
i nvestigations to the point of
heresy. He is under sentence of
death in Sval bard.

Lyra and Pan share a | ook of horror.

LYRA
(quietly; to herself)
Fat her!

BOLVANGAR OFFI Cl AL

Well -- cause for celebration, I
woul d say. | expect your
di pl omatic m ssion to the bears
pl ayed no small part?

(off Ms. Coulter’s

nonconmm tal | ook)
Yes -- let’s leave it at that. But
et me say that all of your efforts
on our behalf are greatly
appreci ated. Now, the Mayst adt

process -- we’ve devel oped a kind
of -- guillotine, |I suppose you
could call it. A

manganese/titanium all oy bl ade is
br ought down between child and
daenon, severing the link at once.
They are separate entities --

per manent|y.

MRS. COULTER
| should like to see it, as soon as
possible. But I'mtired now |
think 1’1l go to bed.
(beat)
I shall want to see all the
children tonorrow.
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BOLVANGAR COFFI CI AL
O course, Ms. Coulter. The
orderlies will show you to your
chanbers.

Ms. Coulter rises, and the others rise with her
deferentially. She |eaves the room \Wen she does, the
at nosphere rel axes sonmewhat .

BOLVANGAR DOCTOR
That wonman frightens nme, | don’t
m nd saying it.

BOLVANGAR OFFI CI AL

Yes, well, w thout that wonman our
finds would dry up.

(beat)
CGood lord. Asriel under sentence
of deat h.

BOLVANGAR DOCTOR
Wul dn’t want to be on the wong
side of her, | can say that nuch.
She’ s positively ghoulish. Do you
remenber the first experinents,
when she was so keen to see them
pul | ed apart --

In the CEILING GAP, Lyra involuntarily shudders, making a
SCRAPI NG NO SE - -

-- That is NOTICED by the doctors, who | ook up and SEE HER

BOLVANGAR OFFI Cl AL
VWhat was that?

HEAD NURSE
In the ceiling --

BOLVANGAR DOCTOR
Qui ck!

Lyra recoils as the doctors throw aside their chairs and junp
up onto the table.

I N THE CEI LI NG GAP

-- Lyra scranbles away as quickly as she can, as one doctor
thrusts up a ceiling tile and appears too far away to grab
her; but another doctor’s |izard daenon has appeared in front
of her, and HI SSES at Pan.
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Pan SCRATCHES the lizard with his claws, and down bel ow t he
Doctor wi nces; but in the nmeanwhile a strong ORDERLY has
smashed t hrough another of the ceiling tiles and got hold of
her wrist.

Lyra struggl es against the orderlies and the other doctors
who join in pulling her down fromthe ceiling -- biting,
scratchi ng, kicking, punching, spitting in fury. But then --
she hears a sorrowful CRY and twists as if electrified --

The chief official of Bolvangar is HOLDI NG PANTALAI MON.

Pant al ai nron i s shaking, crying, currents of anbaric alarm
com ng off his body.

LYRA
You can’t -- not allowed -- not
supposed to touch --

-- And then Lyra falls still.

BOLVANGAR OFFI Cl AL
Was she al one?

ORDERLY
Nobody el se there.

HEAD NURSE
Who i s she?

BOLVANGAR OFFI Cl AL
The new chil d.

BOLVANGAR DOCTCR
She canme fromthe same hunters as
t he other ones --

BOLVANGAR OFFI Cl AL
I"’mnot trying to apportion bl ane.
But sonet hi ng nust be done.

BOLVANGAR DOCTCR
She can't return to the other
children. And Ms. Coulter --

BOLVANGAR OFFI Cl AL
No. She nustn’t know. Certainly
not. There's only one thing we can
do, it seens to ne.

BOLVANGAR DOCTOR
Now?
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BOLVANGAR OFFI CI AL
Have to. Can't leave it till the
norni ng. She wants to watch.

HEAD NURSE
We could do it ourselves. No need
to invol ve anyone el se.

The Bol vangar O ficial thinks.

I NT. BOLVANGAR - CORRIDOR - N GHT

The orderly carries the slack Lyra down a corridor, past the
di stant murnmur of children and the wind outside the station,
to a large netal hatch secured with a wheel. Behind himis

t he Head Nurse, who clutches Pan, and the other doctors.

BOLVANGAR COFFI Cl AL
Qui ckl'y now.

A doctor rotates the wheel and the door H SSES OPEN, the
doctors clattering through in their haste.

I NT. BOLVANGAR - OPERATI NG THEATER - NI GHT

Lyra comes to, looking at a GOLDEN CAGE with a guillotine-
i ke anbaric device poised above it. She SCREAMS - -

I NT. BOLVANGAR - CORRI DOR - DAY

-- And the screans are cut off to dead silence as the
soundpr oof door is closed and fastened.

| NT. BOLVANGAR - OPERATI NG THEATER - DAY

The orderly clanps his hand over Lyra’ s nouth.

ORDERLY
Bl oody hell, what a racket.

Lyra reaches for Pan, who is reaching for her, as the orderly
and the Head Nurse carefully set themdown in the gold nesh
cage, on wither side of an even finer gold nesh.

HEAD NURSE
Don't fret, dear -- it’s only a
little cut.
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ORDERLY
You want to grow up, don’t you?
Well this is how you grow up. All
the adults get it.

Lyra’s hands are finally secured against the operating table -
- not by netal hoops, but cushioned nedical straps. The
orderly rel eases her, and she | ooks at Pan, who is trapped in
the other cage, CHANG NG rapdily fromwolf to bear to

pol ecat, snarling, slashing in vain --

LYRA
You' Il never keep us apart!
(to Pan, despairingly)
Never, never, never --

But the anbaric guillotine above them hunms with force as the
machi ne goes into action --

MRS. COULTER (O S.)
What is going on here?

The machi ne goes silent as the doctors and staff turn to see
Mes. Coulter standing by the open door.

MRS. COULTER (cont’ d)
And who is this ch --

She is about to say “child”, but as she notices it is Lyra,
the word dies in her nmouth. She is astonished to see her.
She RIPS at the door of the cage, finally opening it, as the
gol den nonkey does the same on the side hol di ng Pantal ai non.
Ms. Coulter pulls Lyra out, the golden nonkey pulls Pan out
of the cage.

MRS. COULTER (cont’ d)
Lyra. ..

LYRA
Never, never --

And Ms. Coulter half wal ks, half carries Lyra out of the
operating theater. Lyra clutches Pan, and Pan clutches Lyra,
i ke survivors of a shipweck, oblivious to all else around

t hem

CUT TGO
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I NT. BOLVANGAR - MRS. COULTER S CHAMBERS - NI GHT

Lyra is asleep, at peace for the nmonent. Then she SNAPS
awake with a gasp. Pan is there in cat form nestled against
her.

MRS. COULTER

There, there, you re safe, ny dear
LYRA

They was going to cut -- to cut --

MRS. COULTER
They won’t ever do it to you. No
one’s going to harmyou, Lyra,
darling. There’'s no need to go
back with the other children, not
now | ve got ny little assistant
back. M favorite! The best
assistant in the world. D you
know, we searched all over London
for you, darling? W had the
pol i ce searching every town in the
| and. Whatever happened to you,
Lyra?

LYRA
Wiy were they doing that? | never
doen anything wong! Al the kids
are afraid of what happens in
there, and no one knows. But it’s
horrible. 1t’s worse than
anyt hing. .. Wy?

MRS. COULTER
Ah, ny love --

LYRA
It'’s Dust, isn't it?

MRS. COULTER
Did they tell you that? D d the
doctors say that?

LYRA
It’s not right to keep it a secret!

MRS. COULTER
Lyra...Lyra, Lyra. Darling, these
are big difficult questions, Dust
and so on. It’s not sonething for
children to worry about.



143.
MRS. COULTER(cont' d)

But the doctors do it for the
children’s own good, ny |ove. Dust
i s sonet hing bad, sonething wong,
sonet hing evil and w cked.

G ownups and daenons are infected
with Dust so deeply it’s too late
for them They can't be

hel ped...But a quick operation
nmeans they' re safe fromit. Dust
just won’t stick to them ever

agai n.

LYRA
You don’t have to do that to us!
You could just |eave us! | bet

Lord Asriel wouldn’t |et anyone do
that if he knew what was gong on!
If he’s got Dust, and John Faa’s
got Dust, and Farder Coram s got
Dust, it nust be all right!

VRS. COULTER
Who is “John Faa”, dear?
LYRA
(covering)

--  Anyway, if it was good, why’'d
you stop themdoing it to me? |If

it was good, you should ve let them
do it. You shoul d’ve been gl ad.

MRS. COULTER
Darling, sone of what’'s good has to
hurt us a little, and naturally
it’s upsetting for others if you re
upset. Besides, the doctors are
still working on the process,
making it better. No one would
dream of doi ng an operation on
children unless they had tested it
first.

LYRA
-- But they’'re doing it to children
now - -



Ms. Coulter smles with the conplinent.

MRS. COULTER
Oh, | know, but...how can | explain
it...lost children, and orphans

fromdreadful bits of the capital
and Gyptian children...well,

t hey’ ve | ess imagi nation, you see,
and it will hurt themless...and
they shan’t be m ssed the way you
were. ..

into a vicious | ooking polecat.

A flash of

grows. Meanwhil e,

MRS. COULTER (cont’ d)
No one in a thousand years woul d
dream of taking a child s daenon
away altogether! Al that happens
isalittle cut, and then
everything' s peaceful. Forever!
You see, your daenon’s a wonderful
friend and conpani on when you're
little, but at the age we call
puberty, the age you re coming to
very soon, darling, daenons bring
all sorts of troublesone thoughts
and feelings, and that’s what lets
Dust in. A quick little operation
and you’re never troubled again.
And your daenon stays with you,
only...just not connected. Like
a...like a wonderful pet, if you
like. The best pet in the world!
Wuldn’t you like that? Wy, even
sone adults have had it done. The
nurses seem happy, don’
t they?

recogniti on passes between Lyra and Pan.
t he gol den nonkey has been scanperi ng

about, sniffing the air.

MRS. COULTER (cont’ d)
Now, you nust get a little rest.
Oh -- | alnost forgot -- | think
t he Master of Jordan gave you
sonmet hing, didn’'t he? He gave you
an alethioneter. The trouble is,
it wasn’t his to give.

Kyra clutches her bag to her chest.

144.

Pan i s changi ng

Pan
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MRS. COULTER (cont’d)
Ah. | see you have it. Well, |
know t he Master told you to take
care of it, and not to tell ne
about it, but you haven’'t, have
you? So you kept your prom se.
But it really ought to be properly
| ooked after.

Ms. Coulter reaches for he belt around Lyra’'s waist, and
despite Lyra shifting away, she begins to pull the bag away.
Meanwhi |l e, the gol den daenon is approaching the snarling Pan.

MRS. COULTER (cont’ d)
I can save you the trouble of
carrying it around, and really it
nmust have been such a puzzle,
wondering what a silly old thing
i ke that was any good for..

She has the bag undone. Reaches in and pulls out a tin.

MRS. COULTER (cont’ d)
What’'s this? What a funny old tin!
Did you put it here to keep it
safe, dear? All this npss...how
clever -- another tin inside the
first one, and sol dered shut!

Ms. Coulter becone inpatient and pulls a delicate little
knife fromher things. She pries at the tin, the gol den
nonkey now noving close and peering in -- and a BUZZI NG sound
fills the room

MRS. COULTER (cont’ d)
VWhat ever is that --

Ms. Coulter and the gol den daenon peer closer into the
tin..

And the SPY-FLY rockets out and CRASHES hard into the gol den
nonkey’s face. The nonkey SCREAMS and throws hinsel f
backwards - -

-- hurting MRS. COULTER in turn, who cries out in pain and
fright. The spy-fly in turn attacks her, claw ng at her
neck.

LYRA
Run, Pan!

Pan scanpers out the door, and Lyra after him
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I NT. BOLVANGAR - CORRIDOR - N GHT

Lyra finds herself running down an unfam liar corridor. At
the end is a door and, by it, a button for a FI RE ALARM kept
behi nd a box of gl ass.

PANTALAI MON
Fire alarm

Lyra stops and SMASHES the glass with her fist. A |oud ALARM
begins to wail.

She runs through the door --

I NT. BOLVANGAR - CORRIDOR - N GHT

-- Into another, nore famliar coridor. As she runs,
children energe into the corridor fromtheir dormtories.
Some have nightshirts on, but nost are putting on warm coats,
havi ng been warned by --

ROGER
Lyra! Is this it?
LYRA
It is!
ROGER

Are the Gyptians here?
But Lyra can’t bring herself to answer that question.

LYRA
Cone on!

She runs out to the other end of the corridor, followed by
Roger and a crowd of the other children.

I NT. ANBARI C LAB - N GHT

Lyra and the children run into the Anbaric |ab, now
unoccupi ed and quiet. In spite of their urgency, Lyra, Roger
and the children are brought to a halt by the sight of the
GUI LLOTI NE appar at us.

Lyra lifts a stenography machine froma desk, and HEAVES it
at a series of vacuumtubes that seemto power the apparatus.
Wth a hiss and a CRACK, they EXPLODE, scattering glass and
sendi ng out forks of anbaric power along the edges of the
machi ne and into the ozone-infused air.
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Lyra wat ches as the machine catches fire.

ROGER
Conme on, Lyra!

He drags her away and out a door in the opposite corner.

EXT. BOLVANGAR - N GHT

The children, |led by Roger and Lyra, energe into the black,
chill night, the snowillum nated by the sickly light of the
anbaric | anps and the crescent noon above.

Lyra runs, but the other children seem cowed by the night,
t he snow, and the hideous col d.

LYRA
Run!  Run, there’ s no goi ng back!

As if to punctuate this, the power el enents above the anbaric
| ab burst into FLAMES. SHOUTS can be heard as the doctors
i nsi de discover the damage.

The anger of the adults seens to be enough to set the
children in notion, and they begin to follow Lyra as she RUNS
away fromthe station, along the row of posts that marked the
way she canme in with the Sanpbyed hunters.

LYRA (cont’ d)
Keep novi ng! Keep noving! The
Gyptians are com ng!

But the children have stopped, |ooking at sonething over her
shoul der. She hears an unearthly HOA and turns to see --

Appearing, one after the other, a |line of TARTAR GUARDS, with
WOLF DAEMONS sl avering at their sides. Even the courageous
Lyra quails at the sight -- the Tartars, who are affixing
bayonets to their rifles, and the snarling wolves at their
sides, gradually encircling the children.

The children are packing into a terrified circle, their
daenons scanpering around madly in fear.

Lyra sees the panic in the children' s eyes, and steps towards
the Tartars. Wth the |ast of her courage, she spits at them
i n defiance.

LYRA (cont’ d)
Go on then! Go on
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As a faint VWH SPERI NG and CLANKI NG can be heard, one of the
wol f daenons springs at her --

-- Only to be BATTED QUT OF THE AIR, its stomach spew ng
anbaric fire as it dissol ves.

| OREK BYRNI SON HAS ARRI VED. He turns and GROALS at the
Tartars as one of them nunber topples forward, dead, his
daenon dissolved into the air.

LYRA (cont’ d)
| or ek! | or ek!

lorek casts her a brief | ook before charging into the
Tartars, scattering themlike ninepins.

BULLETS PI NG AND WHI NE around lorek as he tw sted and
sl ashes, killing Tartars right and | eft, snappi ng bayonets
and breaki ng bones.

The Tartars maintain discipline, the TARTAR OFFI CER yel |l ing
orders. Half of the detachnment tries to deal with |orek, as
the others rush round himtowards the chil dren.

The children recoil as the Tartars lower to firing position
and the Tartar officer raises his hand to signal the order to
fire --

-- But the sound never cones out of nmouth. An ARROW enbeds
itself in his neck, and he falls back, clutching it.

More arrows RAIN FROM THE SKY! Lyra | ooks up --

To see wonen swoopi ng and hovering, dressed in ragged bl ack,
pul i ng back bows with their bare arns, knocking and | oosing
arrows at the Tartars. As the Tartars fire back, they swoop
and flutter out of the way, up into the higher air --

LYRA (cont’ d)
The wi tches! The witches have
conel!

Sone of the children CHEER, others are sinply too astonished
to do anyt hi ng.

lorek cones to Lyra’s side.

| OREK BYRNI SON
Get on ny back and we shall go.

LYRA
No, lorek, dear, |’'ve got to get
the others safely to the Gypti ans.
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| orek nods.

| OREK BYRNI SON
You have | ost your furs.

It’s true -- Lyra hasn’t noticed until now that she fled
Bol vangar wi thout her reindeer-skin coat. Stopped now, she
is shivering. Roger starts to undo his coat.

ROGER
Take m ne.

LYRA
No. | en't cone this far for you
to freeze to death.

ROGER
But --

LYRA
We just nee to keep noving, that’s
all.

| orek sees another detachnent of Tartars heading their way
from Bol vangar .

| OREK BYRNI SON
Follow nmy tracks. They will take
you to the Gyptians.

Wt hout another word, he charges towards the Tartars, |eaping
past the anmazed chil dren.

LYRA
Come one! This way!

The children follow Lyra along the |ine of massive paw prints
in the snow. Lyra casts a | ook back at lorek, who fades into
the haze. W see the silhouette of his great form wheeling
and striking, and we hear SCREAMS, SHOTS and THUMPS can be
hear d.

LYRA (cont’ d)
I hope he’ll be all right...

Roger | ooks at her as if she’'s crazy. Ahead, we can hear the
BARKI NG OF DOGS and the HI'SS OF SLEDS across the snow. As
Lyra laughs with joy, the GYPTI ANS appear out of the snow.
Ahe runs ahead of the children to junp into the arns of JOHN
FAA.

JOHN FAA
Lyra, childl W was afeard --
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LYRA
| was afeard too --

There’s no need to finish the thoughts. The Gyptians are
rushing up to the children, sweeping themup in their arns,
Gyptian kids and | andl opers alike, and rushing themto sl eds.
John Faa puts Lyra down and | ooks at her approvingly.

FAR
Lyra.

Farder Coram hobbl es up, beam ng.

JOHN FAA
That’s it! Get themon the
sl edges, no tinme for celebrating!

John Faa heads off to supervise the Gyptians. W can hear a
mechani cal BUZZI NG away somewhere.

LYRA
Farder Coram -- ny father, they’ ve
got himin Sval bard, and they're
going to execute hin

Farder Coram doesn’t know how to put it --

FARDER CORAM
Lyra -- if the bears have got him --
(beat)
First things first, child, let’s
get you warm - -

But Farder Coramis knocked aside by a TARTAR on a MOTORI ZED
SLED that has sped after the children. Lyra feels herself
swept fromthe ground in the arns of a Tartar, and thrown to
the rear of the sled where MRS, COULTER sits.

LYRA
No!

She begins to struggle with Ms. Coulter, Pan westling and
sl ashing at the gol den nonkey.

The Gyptians see Lyra being carried away, and run after, but
their way is blocked by a squad of Tartars. The Gyptians and
Tartars fight --

And Lyra is losing to Ms. Coulter as the sled notors away --
but then a figure junps onto the back of the sled, tearing at
Ms. Coulter --
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-- It is Roger, who has run fromthe safety of the Gyptians
to help her. But Roger is DAZED blow froma Tartar’s rifle-
butt.

Ms. Coulter pins Lyra's arns to her side. Ahead of her,
t hough, we see the solid nmass of | OREK standing in the path
of the sled.

MRS. COULTER
Run hi m down.

LYRA
| or ek!

lorek sinply awaits the sled, and as it speeds towards him
SMASHES its nose to scrap, yanking it onto its side, spilling
all of them | oose onto the snow.

Dizzy, Ms. Coulter and the Tartars can do nothing as |orek
pi cks up Roger in his bl oodied maw and rai ses Lyra to her
feet.

She col | apses onto his back, watching as |orek HURLS Roger
into mdair, her eyes wi dening --

-- But Roger is caught by LEE SCORESBY, who has |owered to
the ground in his AIRSH P, a teardrop-shaped balloon with a
canvas and wooden hull hangi ng beneath, guided by an
intricate system of w ndsails.

LEE SCORESBY
Careful with the nmerchandi se, you
ol d brute!

| orek does not respond but steps over the edge of the

ai rshi p’s hangi ng wooden and brass hull. Lee Scoresby LAUGHS
and WHOOPS as the airship ascends above the icy plain. In

t he di stance, Bol vangar is AFLAME and SMKING He can al so
see where the Gyptians have finally routed the Tartars --

LEE SCORESBY (cont’d)
Seens to ne the Gyptians have got
matters in hand.
(he | ooks at 1orek)
Son, you are a godawful ness, and
that’s the truth,

lorek’s arnmor has new dents and scratches, and in one spot is
snoking, a bullet still lodged there. H's jaws and paws are
bl oodied. He lightly slip the arnor off.

Lyra hugs him SH VERI NG wi th the col d.
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LYRA
| knew you would cone...|l knew. ..

LEE SCORESBY
W better get you warm young | ady.

SERAFI NA PEKKALA
Her e.

A witch has |anded on the deck, unruffled by the cold in a
Wi spy, ragged dress of black. Scoresby is inpressed. He
tips his hat.

LEE SCORESBY
Ma' am

Serafina pulls a ribbon-1ike strand of black cloth from her
clothing, ties it about Lyra s waist, and whispers a spell as
she does so.

SERAFI NA PEKKALA
This will keep you warmuntil the
next noon.

LYRA
Ser af i na Pekkal a?

The witch smles in answer.

| OREK BYRNI SON
What do you require of nme now,
Lyra?

Lyra thinks.

LYRA
(matter of factly)
Wiy, we have to go to Sval bard, of
course, and rescue ny father, and
take himthe al ethioneter!

Wth that, she curls up against himand falls asleep.

CUT TGO

EXT. THE UPPER AIR - M DNI GHT

Lee Scoresby’s airship slips between the clouds as he sits at
the tiller, carefully nonitoring the sails and the winds. It
is extrenely cold, and Hester huddles in his coat as his
breath floats up and away.
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There is a small area “bel omdecks”, where we can make out the
formof lorek and the sleeping children. Lee and Hester’s
only conpany is the witch Serafina Pekkal a, who perches on
the edge of the hull, oblivious to the height.

LEE SCORESBY
Ma'am | know you can fly, but your
setting Iike that consterns ne
consi derabl y.

Ser afi na Pekkala smles. Lee smles back.

LEE SCORESBY (cont’ d)
That little girl’s pretty
i mportant, hunh?

SERAFI NA PEKKALA
More than she will know.

LEE SCORESBY
Does that nean there’ s gonna be
much by way of armed pursuit? You

understand, |’ m speaking as a
practical man with a living to
earn. | ain't trying to |ower the

tone of this expedition, believe
me, ma’am It’s just nmy contract
doesn’t include acts-of-war
insurance, and let me tell you,
once we | and | orek Byrnison on

Sval bard, that will count as an act
of war. He and the king don’t see
eye-to-eye.

SERAFI NA PEKKALA

M. Scoresby, all of us, humans,
wi tches, bears, are engaged in a
war al ready, though not all of us
know it. Wether you find danger
on Sval bard or whether you fly off
unharnmed, you are a recruit, under
arnms, a soldier.

LEE SCORESBY
Wl |, that seens kinda precipitate.
Seens to nme a man shoul d have a
choi ce whether to pick up arnms or
not .

SERAFI NA PEKKALA
Per haps you and | understand choi ce
differently.
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W witches live for many hundreds
of years, and know that every
opportunity will come again. And
we own not hing, so we have not hing
to acquire or protect. W have
different needs. W don’t feel
cold, so we have little need for
war m cl ot hes.

LEE SCORESBY
| can see that.

(beat)
I can see you ain’t saving up for a
piece o' land, like nyself, and you

may not understand the desire...but
surely you can see how | mght find
the notion of a war | ain’t been
tol d about kinda troubling.

SERAFI NA PEKKALA
lorek Byrnison’s exile is part of
it too. The child is destined to
play a part in that.

LEE SCORESBY
You speak of destiny like it was
fixed. Were' s your free will, if
you please? If | ever doubted
there was free will, that little
girl would convince ne. She seens
to ne to have nore free will than
anybody | ever net. She cane all
this way to save her playmate from
t hose fiends back there.

SERAFI NA PEKKALA

| know that. But he was drawn
north by destiny; and she was drawn
after him W are all subject to
the fates, but we nust act as if we
are not; or die of despair. It is
her fate to take something of great
value to Lord Asriel, that nuch |
know.

(beat; expl ains)
There is a curious prophecy about
that child: she is destined to
bring about the end of destiny.
But she nust do so wi thout know ng
what she is doing, as if it were
her choice to do it. |If she’'s told
what she nust do, it will all fail
death will sweep through all the
wor | ds;
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SERAFI NA PEKKALA( cont ' d)

it will be the triunph of despair,
forever. The universes will becone
not hi ng nore than interl ocking
machi nes, blind and enpty of

t hought, feeling, life...

Lee Scoresby spits a bit of his cheroot over the side.

LEE SCORESBY
You try telling that story in
Texas.
(beat)
Don’t suppose you’' ve ever been?

Ser af i na shakes her head.

LEE SCORESBY (cont’ d)
Don’t suppose you'd care to
acconpany ne?

SERAFI NA PEKKALA

(smles)
I was in |ove once, Mster
Scor esby.

LEE SCORESBY
Don’t nean you can’'t be again.

SERAFI NA PEKKALA
I"'mafraid it does.

LEE SCORESBY
Well that’'s a damm shane.
(beat)
Coul d you at least tell ne what
side |l'"'mon in this war?

SERAFI NA PEKKALA
We are both on Lyra’s side.

LEE SCORESBY
Oh, no doubt about that. And that
ol d bear, too. She hel ped hi mget
hi s arnor back, you see. W knows
what bears feel? But if a bear
ever |oved a human being, he |oves
her.
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I NT. BELOWDECKS

In the tiny cabin of the airship, Lyra and Roger sl eep under
furs as lorek, w de awake, watches them

CUT TGO

EXT. SVALBARD - | CE CLI FFS - DAY

As dawn breaks, the mghty | CE CLI FFS of Sval bard hove into
view, hundreds of feet high, streaked blue and black. The
ship is on course to skimabout twenty feet above the surface
of the ice plateau. Birds -- or sone sort of flying
creatures at |east -- can be seen and heard issuing from and
returning to the cracks and hollows in the ice and the rock
underneath it.

LEE SCORESBY
There she is. Sval bard.

Lee Scoresby, Roger, Lyra and lorek stand | ooking towards the
cliffs. Serafina Pekkala glides about the craft, weaving
about with Kaisa, who pulls away towards the | and.

SERAFI NA PEKKALA
Kaisa will scout a |anding place,
M. Scoreshy.

LEE SCORESBY
Much obl i ged.

LYRA
lorek...what will the bears do when
you arrive?

| OREK BYRNI SON
I aman exile. They will arrest ne
and put ne to death.
(of f her 1 o00k)
O they will try.

LEE SCORESBY
| don’t know if you’ ve thought this
t hrough, Lyra, but --

Bef ore Lee Scoresby can finish the thought, we hear a rending
SCREAM and a flying thing like a giant, |eathery BAT sweeps
in between the balloon and the deck, swiping its CLAWNS at

him  Scoresby ducks, knocking the tiller slightly and
jarring the shinp.
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LEE SCORESBY (cont’ d)
aiff ghast!

The cliff ghast disappears into the clouds -- then wheels and
returns, claws out and heading straight for the children.
Before it can reach them and before Serafina can raises her
bow, Scoresby SHOOTS IT DOMN with a revolver. The creature
screans and wheels and flops towards the sea bel ow

There is silence. Lee Scoresby turns to the others.

LEE SCORESBY (cont’ d)
Ugly varmnt. Everyone all right?

Suddenly, the sky seenms FULL of cliff ghasts, as the rest of
t he col ony burst up from bel ow the ship, SCREAM NG, CLAW NG,
attacki ng the balloon, the ship, the lines holding them

t oget her, and the passengers.

Scoresby holds the tiller and tries to keep the ship on
course as lorek SLAPS the cliff ghasts away fromthe

chil dren, and Serafine Pekkal a swoops and dives to evade them
and | aunches arrows at the cliff ghasts who are gnaw ng at
the lines and scratching at the ball oon.

Many ghasts are bei ng downed, but there are nmany nore.
Despite Scoresby’ s best efforts, the ship is GYRATI NG and
SHUDDERI NG, and heading directly for the tops of the CLIFFS.

LEE SCORESBY (cont’ d)
Cotta get themoff the |ines!

Lyra and Roger reach up to try to tear away the ghasts that
are tangling the lines, as Scoresby increases the flow of
hydrogen to the balloon, and the ship begins to rise --

LEE SCORESBY (cont’d)
We're gonna hit!

It is touch and go, but the ship SMACKS into the ice and JUST
CLEARS it, jarring the passengers to the deck, smashing in
some of the spars, and ripping sone of the |lines free.

They’' re alive, but now the balloon is careening wildly, and
t he ghasts are redoubling their attack. As the balloon rises
and twists, Lyra tries to pull a ghast off lorek’s back --

-- and in one sickening nonent finds that the ship is no
| onger under her -- she is over the side -- FALLING
SCREAM NG - -

LYRA
| or ek!
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| OREK BYRNI SON
(cal ling down)
Lyra!

And, with a CRUNCH of I CE and an EXPLOSI ON of snow, she hits
t he ground, as the balloon bears away put of control, hidden
by the swirling snow and mist, the SHOTS, SHOUTS and SCREANMS
of the ghasts growi ng fainter..

LYRA
| or ek! | or ek!

PANTALAI MON
Quiet...don’t call out...sonething
is out there..

Pan has assuned the formof an arctic fox and is sniffing the
ground. Then, he raises his head -- turns --

-- And Lyra sees it too. A shape slowy energes fromthe
whiteness, a famliar grunt is heard over the whistling of
the wind --

LYRA
lorek --

But it is not lorek. She realizes this as another shape
energes fromthe snow

They are SVALBARD BEARS, and no friends of lorek. Lyra and
Pan take a step back. The bear energes fromthe snow, and we
see that they are roughly lorek’s size, simlarly ferocious
of aspect -- but different in their trappings. Their arnor
is lacquered, polished, and decorated, made as nuch for
appearance as for utility. They carry long, cruelly tipped
spears in one hand...and in another, curiously, what appear
to be rag dolls of sone sort -- incongruously like children
carryi ng teddy-bears.

BEAR SCLDI ER
What are you?

Lyra i s confused.

LYRA
I"m Lyra.

BEAR SCLDI ER
Cone with us. You are a prisoner
Move now. Quickly.
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Lyra has no choice but to do as they say. Pan, neanwhil e,
has scranbl ed up her clothes in the formof a | emmng, and
huddl es by her neck for warnth.

The prisoner in hand, the bears seemlittle interested by
Lyra, leaving Pan and Lyra free to observe and whi sper.

PANTALAI MON
What are we going to do? W’'Ill end
up in jail with your father

LYRA
Pan, what do they have in their
hands?

PANTALAI MON

They | ook like...dolls! Wat would
a bear want with a doll? And why
are they all dressed up like that?
| orek Byrnison doesn’t need fancy
pl umes and shiny arnor.

LYRA
Pan -- do you renenber what they
said, in Oxford? That the king of
t he bears wanted a daenon?

PANTALAI MON
So?
LYRA
The dolls, Pan -- |ike poor Billy

clutching that bit of dried fish --
t hey do have a weak spot!

PANTALAI MON
I1"d |l ove to know what.

LYRA
|’ve got them Pan.

Pan | ooks at her skeptically.

LYRA (cont’ d)

Pan, 1'1l need you to hide in ny
sl eeve, nmake sure no-one sees you.
Al right?

PANTALAI MON

That’s just fine with ne.

As they talk, a VAST shape cones | oonmi ng out of the white-out
-- the brand-new PALACE OF KI NG RAGNAR
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EXT. RAGNAR S PALACE - DAY

It’s an ugly mx of the traditional ice-architecture of the
bears and pastiched stone pal aces fromthe world of humans.
Here and there, pieces |ook very perilously bal anced, as

t hough not designed for the wi nds of Sval bard and the
different qualities of ice and marble.

Lining the battlenents, Lyra and Pan can see many BEAR
SOLDI ERS, arned with massive arquebuses and standi ng by
gigantic vats of pitch at the ready to fuel FIRE-HURLERS.

PANTALAI MON
Lyra -- lorek won’t stand a
chance. .

LYRA
I know, Pan -- we’ve got to take a

risk, or they' Il kill him..

The BEAR SOLDI ERS escort Lyra through the massive nmain gates
and into a courtyard, all faced with ice, hung with
tapestries that are CHAFED AND ROTTING in the cold. The
tapestries depict the triunphant battles of the bears, as
they terrify and vanqui sh all foes..

And, as they stride into a vast ENTRANCE HALL, the precious
Muscovite carpets on the ground spattered with gull-

dr oppi ngs, parts of fish, blood and skel etons, Lyra sees a
portrait of KING RAGNAR. He is depicted in iconic style,

hol ding the globe in his right hand, his left holding up what
appears to be a tiny HUVAN...

Lyra takes a deep breath.

LYRA (cont’ d)
I nmust see the king.

The bear sinply | ooks blankly at her. Lyra pushes her ganbit
further.

LYRA (cont’ d)
It would be very rude if you did
not. You will be in trouble if you
don’ t.

BEAR SCLDI ER
You cannot see Ragnar Sturlusson
when you please. You are a
prisoner. You will have to wait
until he w shes to see you.
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LYRA
That was the way it used to be.
But it’s the new rule that he needs
to know things first, see? It’'s
new. Like the dolls you have to
carry.

The bears | ook at each other. They are clearly unsure of
what to do.

LYRA (cont’ d)
It as about the King' s eneny, lorek
Byrnison. It is inportant that he
know. He will be ever so cross if
| don't tell himinmmediately.

BEAR SCLDI ER
(hesitates)
You will cone with nme now.

-- And the bears convey Lyra, with Pan hiding in her top,
t owards the THRONE ROOM of the king.

I NT. THRONE ROOM - DAY

The door opens frominside to reveal to Lyra a MASSI VE, |ong
room high and vaulted, big enough to contain a colony of
SKUAS, who fly anobngst the rafters and nake their hones in
the chandeliers. Braziers and torches illum nate the place
and seemto be nelting and warping the walls in places. Like
the halls outside, the throne roomis littered with guano,
bones, hal f-eaten things..

A dozen bears, ranged along the carpet, wthout arnor but
dressed with various signs of ranks, turn to | ook at her.
She wal ks towards them and they part...

To reveal a bear MJUCH LARGER than lorek. Powerful, bedecked
with jewels, his long claws gilded with gold, he regards Lyra
with a humanness, a cunning, that we have not seen in lorek’s
face.

As Lyra approaches, she hears a | ow GROAL cone out of
Ragnar’s throat. She stops, terrified.

RAGNAR STURLUSSON
What is this little thing?

BEAR SCLDI ER
We brought her to you first, great
king. She said --
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Lyra leaps in, her voice |loud fromfear, not confidence.

LYRA
Qur greetings to you, great Kking!
(beat)
O rather, ny greetings, not his.

RAGNAR STURLUSSON
Not whose?

Ragnar waves his hand in front of his nouth to chase away the
flies that buzz about it.

LYRA
lorek Byrnison's, Your nmjesty.

Qui ckly, Ragnar is off his throne, and has paced forward
towards Lyra on all fours, sniffing. She stands her ground.

RAGNAR STURLUSSON
What have you to do with lorek
Byr ni son?

The hatred is evident in King Ragnar’s voi ce.

LYRA
.1 amlorek Byrnison's daenon.

Ragnar rears back, ASTONISHED, with a GORW that sounds |ike
a SCREAM He raises his paw --

RAGNAR STURLUSSON

-- How -- how --
(beat)
How can you be so far from hin?
LYRA
I amlike a witches’ daenon, great

ki ng.

RAGNAR STURLUSSON
And how has the exile, the unworthy
| orek Byrnison obtained a daenon?

LYRA
Ms. Coulter gave it to him
(beat)
That is what she is doing at

Bol vangar .

RAGNAR STURLUSSON
That is not what she told ne.
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LYRA
She lied to you.

Ragnar ROARS agai n.

LYRA (cont’ d)
| orek Byrnison subjected hinself to
an experinment. To see if they
coul d make a daenon for him And
they did. They nmade ne. | can see
into lorek’s mind and know exactly
what he is doing --

RAGNAR STURLUSSON
VWhere i s he?

LYRA
He is on Sval bard, great king. And
on his way here.

RAGNAR STURLUSSON
Wiy? What does he want? He is
mad! W will Kkill him

LYRA
He is coming for ne. He wants ne
back.

RAGNAR STURLUSSON
Why shouldn’t | kill you right now,
and be rid of an eneny?

LYRA
Because | want to be your daenon,
Ragnar Sturl usson

This gives the king pause.

RAGNAR STURLUSSON
My daenon?

LYRA
If you defeat lorek Byrnison in
singl e conbat, King Ragnar, | wll
becone your daenon.
(beat)

But you nust defeat himin single
conbat. Have himkilled, and I
will evaporate into...into dust.

Ragnar is caught in her lies now...
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LYRA (cont’ d)
Defeat him and | will be your
daenon, and his strength will be
yours, and our thoughts will flow
together...you can send ne away to
spy for you, or keep nme here by
your side...we will be like a human

being. You and I, together, can do
anyt hi ng.
Ragnar is fiercely excited -- but he is al so suspicious.

RAGNAR STURLUSSON
Prove it. Prove to nme that you are
a daenon.

LYRA
(beat)
Ask me sonething only you know
Ask me anyt hi ng.

RAGNAR STURLUSSON
...\Who was the first bear | killed?

Wth shaking hands, Lyra w thdraws the al et hioneter from her
bag.

RAGNAR STURLUSSON (cont’d)
VWhat is that?

LYRA
It is a daenon mrror, great king.
We daenons use it to see the truth.
Did Ms. Coulter not tell you?

Ragnar is quiet.

RAGNAR STURLUSSON
Wio did | first kill?

Lyra | ooks into the alethioneter. Turns the dials.
Waits...breathes...and the needl e begins to turn. Lyra
breathes in sharply -- |ooks up..

LYRA
... Truly you are great and
power ful , Ragnar. .
(beat)
For you killed your own
father...and took his place..
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Ragnar grow s...Then does sonething strange, wong for a
bear...vile. He SM LES.

CUT TGO

EXT. RAGNAR S PALACE - DUSK

Qut si de Ragnar’s pal ace, a cerenoni al battl eground has been
erected...a relatively flat circle of snow and rocks, ringed
by high stone bl eachers, open on one end...bears are ranging
t hensel ves around the conbat ground...word of the duel has
been spread. Lyra | ooks away fromthe ground, towards the
ice plains...Pan sneaks out of her collar.

PANTALAI MON
VWhat if he doesn’t conme? Ask the
alethioneter if he is com ng.

LYRA

| don;t need to ask the
al ethioneter, Pan. He's comng. |
know he’ s com ng.

(beat)
Oh, Pan...Now I wi sh he
woul dn’t...what have | done?
Ragnar is too strong..

Ragnar is, in fact, looking invincible. H s soldiers are
strapping his arnor on -- sleek, beautifully nade, |acquered
and shined. ..

A tear rolls down her face as Ragnar scrapes the gilt off his
claws. Then he approaches Lyra. Lyra w pes her tears away,
and Pan scurries into her collar.

RAGNAR STURLUSSON
VWhere is he? Were is the coward?

Lyra says nothing. Then...out of the distance...cones |orek.
Runni ng, full bore.

The bears see him They turn.
LYRA

(to herself)
| orek...

Ragnar growl s appreciatively, rears to full height...
LYRA (cont’ d)

G eat king, let nme speak to him
If I do, he will not suspect.
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LYRA(cont ' d)

Go to your people...tell himit was
your idea to call lorek here, to
prove your m ght.

RAGNAR STURLUSSON
Yes...yes...l will. You go, go and

encourage him

Ragnar turns and wal ks towards the conbat ground. Lyra walks
to lorek, who slows to neet her.

| OREK BYRNI SON
Lyra.

Lyra enbraces him crying.

LYRA
Ch lorek, lorek dear...|l’ve done a
terrible thing...l’ve betrayed

you. .
| orek does not answer, only |ooks at her curiously.

| OREK BYRNI SON
What terrible thing?

LYRA
They captured ne...and | didn't
know what to do...l wanted to
survive, to rescue ny father..
(beat)

| told the king I was your daenon.
And that he nust fight you...if

not, lorek, they would never |et
you fight, they’ d burn you before
you got up close -- but you ve been
fighting, at Bol vangar, and the
cliif ghasts -- and running al

this way --

| OREK BYRNI SON
Lyra...Lyra Bel acqua.

(beat)
No. | shall call you Lyra
Silvertongue. To fight himis al
| want. Cone, little daenon.

lorek strides towards the conmbat ground, and Lyra wal ks by
his side, beam ng with pride.

The bears of Sval bard clear the way for themto the conbat
ground, and lorek and Lyra pass between two lines of them..
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EXT. COVBAT GROUND - DUSK

... To where Ragnar Sturlusson waits, taller and nore nassive
than lorek. Lyra touches lorek gently on the shoul der, bel ow
hi s arnor.

LYRA
Fight well, lorek ny dear. You're
the real king, and he en’t nothing.
Lyra backs away, and the ritual phase of the conbat begins.

RAGNAR STURLUSSON

Bears! | have called lorek
Byrni son here to prove ny strength
upon his flesh. If I kill lorek

Byrni son, his body shall be torn
apart and fed to cliff ghasts; his
head shall be displ ayed above ny
pal ace. H's nenory shall be
obliterated. It shall be a capita
crinme to speak his nane.

| OREK BYRNI SON
Bears! If | kill Ragnar
Sturlusson, | shall be your king.
And the first thing | will be to do
is to tear down that palace, and
bid you throw away those paltry
dolls, and becone bears again. The
only soul a bear needs is the one
he makes for hinself, of honest
net al .

Ragnar ROARS. ..

...And lorek ANSVERS H' S ROAR. And that quickly, the conbat
i's joined.

The two bears begin to prowl restlessly, edging forward,

swi ngi ng their heads.

Then, with a roar and a blur of snow, they hurl thensel ves at
each other, hitting with a trenendous CRASH, as the ground
itsel f shakes.

LYRA shudders, the inpact translating itself into fear for
lorek --

Who reaches up to rake Ragnar’s fur bel ow the hel met, which
has been dented by the inpact.
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RAGNAR shakes hinsel f | oose of lorek, who falls away,
di sl odged. The bear-king stands and we hear his netal
POPPI NG and STRAI GHTENING from the very force of the action.

lorek struggles to right hinself as Ragnar POUNCES upon him
fastening his teeth near lorek’s neck. BLOOD flies through
the air and stains the white ground.

Struggling, I1OREK uses a rear paw to RIP the chainmail from
Ragnar’ s stomach. W hear the SCREAM NG and SNAPPI NG of the
metal rings.

Both bears step back to regain their breath.

LYRA notices in horror that though Ragnar is now encunbered,
the chainmail still attached to his arnor but hangi ng | oose,
IOREK is worse off -- he is bleeding freely fromhis neck and
panting heavily.

LYRA
Ch, |orek!

| OREK SPRI NGS at Ragnar, knocki ng hi m backwards and sl ashi ng
at his neck bel ow the hel met, and RAGNAR snaps at lorek’s
stomach. A nonment |ater, both stand upright, |ike boxers,
and are trading blows that RI NG and CLANG of f their arnor.

Iron CLANGS on iron, teeth CRASH on teeth, breath ROARS and
feet pound on the bl ood-spattered ground. Ragnar’s arnor has
becone torn and distorted, the gold inlay torn out or smneared
wi th blood; his helnet is gone altogether.

But lorek is worse off, for all that his dented arnor has

wi t hstood the conbat better. Ragnar is bigger and stronger,
and lorek appears to be exhausted. He is LIMPING -- he
favors his left forepaw, which does not seemto be able to
bear his weight. He now can only nmount weak strikes wthg
his right paw

RAGNAR STURLUSSON
(taunting I orek)
Is that all? Broken-hand!
VWi npring cub! Is that all, Soon-
to-Di e?

| orek does not have the breath to respond; he can only coruch
under the buffets that Ragnar delivers.

LYRA is crying, broken-hearted.

PANTALAI MON
Don’t | ook, Lyra.
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LYRA
| have to...l won’t hide ny eyes
fromhim--

But it is a hideous sight, lorek being backed further and
further by Ragnar’s blows --

RAGNAR STURLUSSON
'S THAT ALL?!

-- UNTIL he finds the footing he has been feeling for -- a
rock spur in the ice -- and EXPLODES from his crouch and
SLASH NG with a ferocious |left hand at the exposed jaw of
Ragnar Sturl usson

is a horrible blow Ragnar’s lower jawis torn clean off,
ying through the air scattering blood. The bear’s tongue
[

I
f
loll's upon his chest.

t
I
0
| orek LUNGES and seizes Ragnar’s throat and TEARS, haking it
this way and that way, Ragnar’s body hanging linp like a

caught seal. Ilorek SLAMS Ragnar’s body down to the ground --
and it is done.

| OREK BYRNI SON
Yes. That is all.

There is a hush and then a sudden ACCLAIMfromthe bears -- a
rapt urous, savage cacophony of roars.

| OREK BYRNI SON (cont’ d)
Bears -- who is your king?!

THE BEARS
| orek Byrnison

They rush to him but he is not |ooking for them He |ooks
for Lyra -- who energes fromthe crowd --

-- and RUNS to lorek, enbracing him mndless of the bl ood.

LYRA
lorek! lorek! | thought | had
| ost youl!

| OREK BYRNI SON
Wiy?  You own ny contract yet.

CUT TGO
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I NT. RAGNAR S PALACE - PRI SONER S WARD - NI GHT

The guard-bear opens the rough netal door into --

I NT. ASRIEL’S QUARTERS - NI GHT
-- The surreal sight of Asriel’s prison quarters.

Far from being a cold, and barren, the quarters are warm and
| uxurious, wainscotted with wood hal fway up the ice walls,
hung wi th paintings, furnished with expensive chairs,

settees, desks, tasteful carpets, anbaric fixtures...a cozy
fire licks away in a corner. W are in a FOYER that has two
| arge wooden doors at the end. Asriel’s butler, THOROLD, who
has been idling on a chair reading an ol d paper, stands to
greet Lyra.

THOROLD
Vll if it isnt mss Lyra! Lord
Asriel will be pleased.

Lyra | ooks on, confused.

LYRA
Renf r ew?
RENFREW
(proudly)
The sane. | wouldn’'t desert the

master; no, not for |ove nor noney.
WIl you be wanting sone tea, m ss?

LYRA
...thank you..

Renfrew heads off by a side door, and Lyra wal ks in, amazed.

ROGER
This is a very nice prison

LYRA
| don’t understand...

Lyra wal ks to the doubl e doors, and pushes through.

I NT. ASRIEL’S | NNER CHAMBERS - NI GHT

We see a beautifully appointed sitting room w th w ndows of
sheet-ice that | ook out upon the arctic night and the glimrer
of the aurora.
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Ranged about are phil osophical instrunments of all Kkinds,

t ubes, bul bs, nmetal vacuumflasks...a great coil that
punctures the roof and tw sts towards the stars that can be
seen through the ceiling.

We see Lord Asriel, his back turned to us, as he nutters to
hi nsel f and pores over a chart that has been laid upon a | ong
t abl e, nmaking nmeasurenents with a conpass...

Lyra, dazed by the strangeness of it all, steps forward and
forgets her restraint...

LYRA
Daddy?

Asriel, who was lost in thought until this nmoment, turns...

... And RECO LS when he sees Lyra, his eyes widening in
terror.

LORD ASRI EL
No!  No!

Asri el staggers back and clutches the mantel pi ece.
LORD ASRI EL (cont’d)
Turn around! Turn around, get out,
go! 1 did not send for you!
Lyra i s astoni shed, speechless, until --

LYRA
No, no, | cane because --

Lyra steps into the room and Roger cone in behind her.

Asriel seens to recover -- conposes hinself -- and | ooks down
at them
LORD ASRI EL
Lyra...that is Lyra?
LYRA
Yes...yes, | cane to save you, and
to give you the alethioneter --
LORD ASRI EL
Yes -- yes, of course you did. Wo
is this?
LYRA

This is Roger, from Jordan Coll ege.
He works in the kitchens. |
rescued hi mtoo.



Thorold enters with a tray of tea and biscuits.

Roger follows Thorold to some other part of Asriel’s
Asriel turns and strides through a different

quarters.

LORD ASRI EL
Thorold, run a bath for these
children, and prepare them sone
food. Their clothes are
filthy...find them sonething to
wear .

THOROLD
Yes, ny lord.

LORD ASRI EL
-- And let the boy go to bed.
Lyra, sit with me awhile.

ROGER
Lyra...l’  m scared.

LYRA
It’s all right, Roger. W’re safe
NOW.

doorway, leaving Lyra to follow

I NT. LIBRARY - N GHAT
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Ariel takes a seat by a wi de wi ndow overlooking the frozen

sea bel ow

Lyra sits across fromhim
LYRA
| don’t understand...| thought you

were a prisoner. Under sentence of
deat h.

ASRI EL
| was. There are different sorts
of prisoner. Ragnar Sturlusson was
a reasonabl e creature. He |iked
gold. He also knew that power has
a way of changing hands. It was in
his interest to allow ne to send
for a few ..conforts, and to
continue ny research. | suppose if
t hi ngs had gone differently for
your nother, | mght have been
executed...you know Ms. Coulter is
your not her?
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Yes. And you're ny father.
ASRI EL

Yes. So?
LYRA

So? You shouldn’t hide things |ike
that frompeople! It en't right!

ASRI EL
| don;t think I want to be lectured
by an insolent child. Nowtell ny
why you’ ve cone here.

LYRA
| brought you the bl oody
alethioneter, didn’t I? Through
all that’s happened to nme and Pan,
i kept it safe, even fromthe
Gobbl ers and Ragnar Sturlusson, and
as soon as | heard you was in
trouble, | cane all this bl oody
way, didn't 1? And you en’t even
said so nuch as a thank you! Nor
showed any sign that you were gl ad
to see ne -- you like to fainted,
like I was some horrible thing you
never wanted to see again. You
en't human! You en't really ny
father. Fathers are supposed to
| ove their daughters, en't they?

You don’t love ne -- and | don’t
| ove you! | |ove Farder Coram and
I love John Faa and Lee Scoresby,
and | love lorek Byrnison -- | |ove

an arnored bear nore’n ny father.
And lorek Byrnison |love nme nore’'n
youl!

ASRI EL
I thought the bear was under
contract to you. |If you’ re going
to be sentinental, | shan't waste

time talking to you

LYRA
Take your bl oody conpass then!
[l go -- I'Il leave --

173.
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ASRI EL
| wouldn’t if |I were you. By now
Ms. Coulter is on her way, and
soldiers of the Maqgisteriumwth
her. You wouldn’t |ast very |ong
out there.

LYRA
What for? Wiy is everyone killing
each other, and people |lying, and
telling other people what to do?
(beat)
It’s for Dust, isn't it?

ASRI EL
Yes.

LYRA
Then tell me one thing. You owe ne
that nuch. Wat is it? Wat is

Dust ?
ASRI EL
Dust is what makes the al et hi oneter
wor K.
LYRA
I knewit!...But There's nore to it
ASRI EL

Much nore. Dust is an elenentary
particle. Like a neutron, or a
proton. W knew that before. But -
- it does not behave in the usua

way. It is not evenly distributed
in the cosnos.
(beat)

It tends to concentrate around
humans. But only after the onset
of puberty -- when your daenobn
settles intoits final form

LYRA
Wy ?

ASRI EL
Peopl e |i ke your nother -- who
believe that the world is an ugly
place -- full of evil and sorrow --

believe that Dust is the cause of
it. That Dust...is sin.
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LYRA
But -- if everybody has Dust on
‘“em..then everybody is bad?

ASRI EL
-- Unl ess they can be protected
fromDust, yes. Unless the
Dust | ess i nnocence of chil dhood can
be preserved.

LYRA
But how?

ASRI EL
Your nmother is a very clever wonan.
She put together two seem ngly
di sparate phenonena -- the
clustering of Dust and the settling
of daenons -- which happen at the
sane tine in a child s growmh into
adul thood. If the child m ght be
separated fromits daenon --

LYRA
-- Severed --

ASRI EL
| believe that is the term yes.
Then, Dust coul d be defeated, and
peopl e could return to innocence.
And obedi ence. A person separated

fromhis daenon...is a person
separated fromhis spirit. His
will.

LYRA
That’ s what the Gobbl ers wanted?

(beat)

But why woul d the Magi steriuml et
t hen?

ASRI EL

The Magi steriumwants control over
human beings. And Dust is what the
Magi sterium fears. Dust flowing in
greater and greater surges from --

LYRA
The Aurora Borealis?

ASRI EL
Yes, and the world beyond the
Aurora. The universes beyond.
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ASRI EL(cont' d)

You’ ve seen the city in the stars,
haven’t you? Qut there --
somewhere -- is the source of Dust.
And when | have enough power, |
will cross into those other worlds,
and | will destroy it. | wll
destroy Dust. And when |I do --
pain, sin, suffering -- death
itself will die.

LYRA
But -- | thought you were trying to
stop the Gobblers -- that’s why
Ms. Coulter wanted you executed --

ASRI EL

| hardly care what the Genera
ol ation Board is doing. They've
m ssed the point entirely.

(beat)
The energy that |inks body and
daenmon is i mensely powerful. Wen
the cut -- the severing of child
and daenon --is nmade, all that
energy dissipates in a fraction of
a second. They didn’t notice,
because they m stook it for shock,
or disgust, or noral outrage, and
they trained thenselves to fee
nunb to it.

(beat)
They’ ve ignored a source of
t remendous power .

LYRA
Power .

ASRI EL
That is what life is about, Lyra.
(beat)
Go to bed now Thorold will show
you where to sleep

He gets up and heads to the door.

LYRA
You' ve |l eft the al ethi oneter.
ASRI EL
| left it for you. 1t would be no

use to nme without the books anyway.
| don’t want it.
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Asriel leaves. Lyra sits there, |ooking at the alethioneter.
Picks it up and holds it to her breast. She seens exhaust ed.

| NT. BEDROOM - M D- NI GHT
Lyra is SHAKEN AWAKE by a di stressed Thorol d.

THOROLD
Mss Lyral! Mss Lyra, wake up!

Lyra | ooks over and sees an unmade bed besi de hers.

THORCLD (cont’ d)
Lord Asriel’s gone, mss! He
packed a |l ot of instruments in a
sl edge and he harnessed up the dogs
and left. But he took the boy,
m ss!

LYRA
Roger ?

THOROLD
The boy kept asking for you, m ss!
But Lord Asriel wanted him al one.
You know when you first cane to th
door, mss, and he saw you and
couldn;t believe his eyes and
want ed you gone?

LYRA
Yes? Yes?

THOROLD
He needed a child to finish his
experiment, mss! And he called
for one...

LYRA
...and | brought him..Roger..

She junps out of bed.
LYRA (cont’ d)
| OREK! | OREK BYRNI SON!
EXT. |1 CE PLATEAU - N GHT
It is PITCH BLACK as the ice thunders and cracks -- it is

Lyra, riding a fully arnored lorek Byrnison, with a squadron
of arnored bear soldiers galloping in a vanguard. .



178.

LYRA
Do you see them |orek?

| OREK BYRNI SON
Yes -- he drives the dogs hard,
towards the pole, and the boy is
with him--

LYRA
We got to stop him lorek

But she sense sonething in lorek’s body | anguage --

LYRA (cont’ d)
VWhat is it?

| OREK BYRNI SON
Wt ches.

LYRA
Are they ours?

-- And, as if in answer, a FLIGHT OF ARROAE falls towards
them lorek swiftly dodges to the side, avoiding them but
on of the bears behind himis STRUCK and tunbles forward with
a ROAR of pain.

Lyra |l oses hold of lorek, and skids along the ice, as lorek,
wi t hout turning, LEAPS into theair to grab a WTCH with his

cl aws, dragging her to the ground. He LANDS UPON HER with a
CRUNCH. The witch lies still beneath his front paws.

Further off, Lyra sists up to see a witch closing on her,
pul i ng back her bow -- but PAN bursts into the air, flying
towards the witch and RAKING her with his claws -- lorek is
at her side in a nmonent.

| OREK BYRNI SON

Let us go. M soldiers will handle
t hem
Lyra slings herself onto lorek’s back. 1lorek hands up an

ARQUEBUS, |ike a giant crossbow, that he has fetched from one
of his soldiers, to her.

| OREK BYRNI SON (cont’ d)
Hol d that, child.

And they are off again, towards the horizon and, visible now
in the distance -- the shimmering lights of the AUROCRA. Lyra
casts a | ook back at the bears and witches in conbat...

FADE TGO



179.

EXT. FURTHER NORTH - N GHT
lorek halts for a nonent, sniffing the air.

| OREK BYRNI SON
He has stopped. There --

We can see a formin the distance. And, fromthe south, we
hear the BASS RUMBLE of coal -spirit engines in the distance --
the glistening formof Ms. Coulter’s ZEPPELIN materiali zing.

LYRA
Qui ckly, lorek dear!

lorek starts of f again.

EXT. PACK I CE - N GHT

The ice has becone even nore choppy, great sheets and chunks
| eaning into one another, the footing treacherous.

lorek and Lyra cone up to the edge of a deep CREVASSE
separating themfrom Asri el

LYRA
They nmust have crossed sonmewhere --

| OREK BYRNI SON

There.
lorek strides over to where a thin bridge of ice spans the
crevasse. lorek steps onto it and hears a CRACK
LYRA
Stop, lorek

lorek withdraws, and Lyra slips from his back.

LYRA (cont’ d)
It won’t hold you
(sadly)
"1l have to go al one.

The DRONE of the zeppelin engines is growi ng |ouder.
| OREK BYRNI SON

Go, Lyra. The airship approaches.
I will stop them
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LYRA
No, lorek! She has soldiers with
her! They' Il kill you! You nust
go now -- run -- you’ve taken ne as
far as you can. Go hone now.

lorek only | ooks at her. Lyra bursts into tears.

LYRA (cont’ d)
(angrily)
I command you, lorek Byrnison! o
hone! The bears need you. ..
command you. .

| OREK BYRNI SON
No, Lyra Silvertongue. CQur
contract is finished. | will do as
I pl ease.

Lyra hugs lorek, tears stream ng down her face.

| OREK BYRNI SON (cont’ d)
Goodbye, Lyra.

After a nmonment, lorek turns and trots towards the approaching
zeppel in.

Lyra wi pes her eyes, turns, and starts across the bridge, Pan

a white al batross hovering by her, reay to catch her should
she fall...

...But the bridge holds.

EXT. PACK | CE - SAME

Wil e lorek Byrnison stands waiting for the zeppelin as it
swi ngs into range --

-- And the MACHI NE-GUN at the belly of the craft opens fire.

A LINE OF EXPLOSI ONS sweeps towards him He delicately
si desteps, shooting the gap between two expl osions -- raises
his ARQUEBUS -- waits --

And LOCSES the bolt, which whistles towards its target -- the
starboard engine of the zeppelin. It strikes home --

And the housing of the engi ne BURSTS, foll owed by a gout of
FIRE. The balloon veers to the right and noses towards the
ground - -
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lorek GROALS in appreciation, throws the arquebus to the
side, and starts off toward the ship --

EXT. POLE - N GHT

Lyra rushes and stunbles |long the ice, Pan hovering, keeping
Asriel in sight --

PANTALAI MON
They' re just past the ridge! Lord
Asriel’s got all his instrunments
out, and Roger can’t get away --
why won’t he run?!

ROGER (0. S.)
LYRA!  LYRA!

Lyra stunbles over a ridge and sees before her:

The BLACKNESS of the sky shot through with BILLI ONS OF STARS,
the Aurora shimering, and a vast CITY in the sky, clear
behind it --

ASRI EL, twi sting together wires that run to his upturned
sl edge, bristling with apparatus, already frosted with col d.
Stelmaria, his snow | eopard daenon, stands beside him --

Wth Roger’s daenon clutched in her nouth.

ROGER (cont’ d)
Let her go -- please -- you're
hurting us --
(to Lyra)
Lyra, make hi m stop

Pan swoops down and SNATCHES Roger’'s daenon from Stelmaria’s
nmout h.

LYRA
Roger! Run!

Roger struggles up and begins running towards her as she
scrabbl es down the ice towards him But then --

A snow ow daenon drops fromthe sky and SLASHES Pant al ai non;
Roger’ s daenon, too weak to change, falls to the ice.

W see that the snowow daenon belongs to a WTCH, who is
aloft, trailing the wire fromAsriel’s sledge, holding it to
t he sky --
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LYRA (cont’ d)
Pan!

She herself is brought to the ground by the pain, but she
struggles to get up..

Stel mari a has Roger’s daenon again, has dragged it back
towards the sl edge --

And Asriel notions for Roger to follow. He nust.

Lyra rushes towards him-- but Asriel has himnow -- and he
has himrigged to his apparatus. Before Lyar can reach them
he TRI PS OFF THE MACHI NERY - -

Roger’ s daenon expl odes in a BURST OF LIGHT, and A BOLT OF
ENERGY ARCS I TS WAY FROM ROGER TO THE AURORA

And the sky tears open

Beyond -- just there -- is the sunlight of another world. On
the edge of the rent, the ice is nelting.

Lyra has reached Roger.

LYRA (cont’ d)
Roger -- look --

But he does not respond. Hi's body is |inp.

LYRA (cont’ d)
Roger . .

She grabs himand holds himto herself, hgoping perhaps to
warm him But he is beyond touch.

MRS. COULTER (O S.)
You’' ve done it.

Lyra | ooks up and sees Ms. Coulter, just arrived, her
clothes torn and sneared, but still beautiful.

MRS. COULTER (cont’ d)

You'l | be dammed.
ASRI EL
There i s no damati on.
(beat)

Come with ne.

Stel maria paces to the gol den nonkey, which is erect with
anger and fear. She SEIZES it in her nouth. The nonkey does
not struggle, but seens instead to SWOON in her jaws.
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Asriel EMBRACES Ms. Coulter, who gives way in his arns.
They kiss --

ASRI EL (cont’ d)
Come with ne, now, to the other
world -- or go and work your
m schief in this one.

Ms. Coulter |ooks at him-- and the world beyond -- and we
sense an infinite sorrow between them

VRS. COULTER
No...no, | can't.

Asriel nods, turns --

ASRI EL
Then goodbye.

He strides through the gate to the other world -- and is
gone.

Ms. Coulter turns to Lyra.

MRS. COULTER
Lyra...cone.

Lyra shakes her head.

LYRA
Lord Asriel -- he’s going to find
t he source of Dust, isn’t he? And
destroy it?

MRS. COULTER
Yes.

LYRA
And you and the Magisterium-- you
want to destroy Dust too?

MRS. COULTER
It’s bad, child. 1It's evil.
Lyra thinks.
LYRA
| don’t believe you...|l don't

bel i eve you. What you done is
wong. And him Both of you.

MRS. COULTER
That’s not for you to say.
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LYRA
Yes it is. And | say if Dust is
what you' re afraid of...then maybe
Dust is good.

MRS. COULTER
You're comng with ne.

Lyra gets up.

LYRA
No |"m not.

MRS. COULTER
Do as | say, Lyra.

LYRA
Cone on, Pan.

Lyra hol ds out her hand, and Pan hops onto it, a sparrow.
They turn their backs upon Ms. Coulter.

MRS. COULTER
Do as | say!
(beat; frantic)
OBEY ME!

But Lyra and Pan wal k into the sky --

EXT. THE OTHER WORLD - DAY
-- And energe into the light of another world.

PANTALAI MON
Lyra...lorek Byrnison, and Farder
Coram and Serafina Pekkal a...none
of them know where we are...they
can’t hel p us.

LYRA
W' || help each other. And we' ve
got the alethionmeter. W'l search
for Dust, and when we’ ve found it
we' Il know what to do.

PANTALAI MON

And we'll do it...
As Lyra goes further, she | ooks about in wonder.

LYRA
Pan. ..



PANTALAI MON
Yes?

LYRA
It’s beautiful.

THE END
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