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The Last Ember The Blood in the Mountain of Light

A saga of betrayal and lost legacy this is the tragic journey of Maharaja Daleep Singh and the stolen KohiNoor From the bloodsoaked courts of Lahore to a lonely exile in Paris it explores a King's struggle to reclaim his faith The diamond remains caged the Khalsa spirit remains undefeated


SCENE 1
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​INT SHEESH MAHAL LAHORE FORT DAY 1839

​The air is thick with the scent of sandalwood expensive musk and the metallic tang of unsheathed steel Sunlight pierces through the high intricate latticework hitting thousands of tiny mirrors embedded in the ceiling The reflection creates a shimmering celestial halo over the center of the room

​This is the heart of the Sikh Empire

​On the Golden Throne sits MAHARAJA RANJIT SINGH 59 He looks like an old lion weathered by a hundred battles His left eye is clouded by smallpox but his right eye—it burns with a terrifying piercing intelligence He is frail leaning slightly to one side paralyzed on his left yet his presence dwarfs every healthy general in the room

​Around him stand the DOGRA BROTHERS Gulab and Dhian Singh looking like vultures in silk robes and the FAKIR BROTHERS the loyal diplomats

​At the edge of the frame a British Political Agent SIR WILLIAM MACNAGHTEN watches with a predatory stillness

​ACTION

Ranjit Singh raises a trembling hand The room falls into a silence so heavy you can hear the flickering of the oil lamps

​RANJIT SINGH

Voice a low gravelly rasp

The English physician tells me I should rest He says the Empire is a heavy weight for a man who cannot walk

​He looks directly at Macnaghten A slow mocking smile tugs at the corner of his mouth

​RANJIT SINGH

Tell your Queen Macnaghten a lion may limp but he still owns the forest My legs may fail me but my sword hand remembers the way to a traitor's throat

​DHIAN SINGH

Stepping forward bowing low

Sarkar your health is our only prayer The treasury is full the Khalsa is ready You have nothing left to prove to the world

​RANJIT SINGH

His gaze turns sharp

The world I don't care for the worlds applause Dhian I care for what remains when I am gone The land I stitched together with blood is starting to fray at the seams I smell it The scent of salt water and greed

​ACTION

He gestures to a small heavily guarded casket placed on a velvet pedestal near the throne Two Nihang warriors eyes like flint step aside

​Ranjit Singh leans forward With his functioning hand he slowly opens the lid

​THE KOHINOOR

​The screen is momentarily blinded by a fracture of pure crystalline light It isn't just a diamond its a captured star It sits on an armband pulsing with an inner fire that seems to demand worship

​The reflection of the diamond dances in Ranjit Singh's good eye

​RANJIT SINGH

A whisper filled with a strange sorrow

Behold The Mountain of Light It has seen the rise of Mughals and the fall of Persians It has traveled through rivers of blood to reach my arm

​He looks at his generals his voice turning cold and prophetic

​RANJIT SINGH

This stone is not a prize It is a mirror It shows a man exactly who he is To the brave it is a blessing To the greedy it is a shroud

​He coughs a harsh hacking sound that shakes his entire frame He brushes away a drop of blood from his lip his eyes never leaving the diamond

​RANJIT SINGH

Macnaghten looks at it and sees a price tag I look at it and see the soul of Punjab And I will be damned before I let the soul of my people be locked in a London museum

​ACTION

He closes the casket with a heavy THUD The light vanishes The room feels suddenly cold

​RANJIT SINGH

Prepare the horses Tomorrow we ride to the frontier If Death wants me it will have to catch me in the saddle not on a bed of silk
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​INT MAHARAJAS PRIVATE QUARTERS LAHORE FORTNIGHT

​The chamber is claustrophobic lit only by a few flickering torches The air smells of bitter herbs and failing life MAHARAJA RANJIT SINGH lies on a simple cot—not the golden throne His breathing is labored a rhythmic scratching sound in the silence

​Standing by his side are his most powerful ministers DHIAN SINGH DOGRA FAKIR AZIZUDDIN and the High Priest BHAI GURMUKH SINGH They stand like shadows their faces half hidden

​Ranjit Singh's eyes snap open They are bloodshot but retain a terrifying clarity He struggles to speak His voice is a ghost of the thunder it once was

​RANJIT SINGH

To Fakir Azizuddin

Fakir bring the box No guards Just you

​Azizuddin brings the small velvet lined casket He places it on the Maharajas chest The weight seems to settle the old King He doesn't open it this time he simply rests his hand on it

​RANJIT SINGH

My generals are counting my horses My sons are counting my swords But the English they are counting the minutes until my heart stops

​DHIAN SINGH

Softly smoothly

Sarkar do not speak of the end The Khalsa lives through you

​RANJIT SINGH

A sudden flash of anger

Don't lie to a dying man Dhian I see the greed in your heartbeat I see the maps the British are drawing in their sleep They think they can inherit what I built with my own hands

​He grabs the High Priests hand with surprising strength

​RANJIT SINGH

Listen to me This diamond the KohiNoor It has been a curse to every King who wore it to satisfy his ego I am the only one who held it without losing my mind because I knew I was only its keeper not its master

​A heavy silence falls The ministers lean in

​RANJIT SINGH

I will not let it be stolen by the white shadows from the East And I will not let it be a bone of contention for my sons to kill each other over

​BHAI GURMUKH SINGH

Then what is your command Maharaja

​RANJIT SINGH

Firmly with a strange peace

When the fire takes my body the KohiNoor must leave Lahore It is to be sent to the Temple of Jagannath at Puri It belongs to the Lord of the Universe now No man no King no Farangi shall touch it

​Dhian Singhs eyes flicker with a cold calculated shock He opens his mouth to protest but the Maharajas gaze cuts him down

​RANJIT SINGH

If it stays in a palace it will bring blood If it stays in a temple it will bring blessings This is my final Will My last breath is pledged to this command

​He looks at each man his eye boring into their souls

​RANJIT SINGH

If you betray this wasiyat will you don't just betray me you betray the very soil of Punjab You will be remembered not as ministers but as grave robbers

​He coughs violently a dark stain of blood appearing on the white linen He pushes the casket toward the High Priest

​RANJIT SINGH

Take it to the Jagannath Puri Let it be the dust at the feet of the Divine Let the English find an empty box when they come to scavenge

​ACTION

The ministers bow but the camera lingers on DHIAN SINGH DOGRA His face remains a mask of devotion but his fingers twitch at his side—the twitch of a man who has already begun to rewrite history in his head

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

SCENE 3

[image: ]


​INT ANTECHAMBER LAHORE FORTNIGHT

​The Maharaja has been moved to his resting quarters but here in the shadows of the marble pillars the air is thick with a different kind of fever Ambition The room is split On one side stand the BRAHMINS and PRIESTS led by BHAI GURMUKH SINGH holding the weight of the Maharajas spiritual command On the other side the COURTIERS and WAZIRS led by the sharp eyed DHIAN SINGH DOGRA representing the cold machinery of the State

​DHIAN SINGH

His voice like silk over a blade

Jagannath Puri A temple a thousand miles away You speak as if the Maharaja has already passed To send the KohiNoor out of Lahore now is to tell the world that the Sun of Punjab has set

​BHAI GURMUKH SINGH

Clutching his prayer beads

The Sun is setting Wazir The Maharajas words were not a suggestion they were a sacred oath He seeks to cleanse the blood from this diamond by offering it to the Divine Who are we to block the path of a dying soul

​MISR BELI RAM

The Royal Treasurer stepping forward

I hold the keys to the Toshakhana Treasury That diamond is the collateral of our Empire If the British see the KohiNoor leaving the gates they won't wait for a funeral They will cross the Sutlej before the sun rises

​ACTION

A young hotblooded Sikh General GULAB SINGH slams his fist against a marble pillar The echo rings like a gunshot

​GENERAL GULAB SINGH

Is
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