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BLANK SCREEN.

SFX – The sound of a man and a woman arguing. The click of a door handle and the arguing becomes louder then a door slams muffling the sound again.

INT. WOODEN STAIRWELL – NIGHT.

A young girl's bare feet run up a dirty wooden stairway. She reaches the top and opens a door.

EXT. ROOFTOP/LONDON DOCKLANDS – NIGHT.

She closes the door behind her and leans against it. Eyes shut she takes a deep breath. The girl is EVA CRAPTREE; she is eight years old with short black hair and brown sad eyes. She is dressed shabbily and her hands are grubby. She walks out onto the damp rooftop and over to the edge of the three storey building. The RIVER THAMES stretches out below, twisting away through the sprawling city that is VICTORIAN LONDON. The screen then reads;

TITLE CARD: LONDON – 1880.
EVA sits on the roof ledge and precariously dangles her legs over the edge. She peers down to a window below. Figures move in front of the candle light and the voices of the man and woman continue to argue. She sighs, reaches into her petty coat pocket, pulls out a small piece of parchment and unrolls it. The paper is old and torn. It is decorated with a picture of a reptile’s tail wrapped around ornate calligraphy. EVA sings the words like a nursery rhyme.
EVA.

Water from on up high, Water falls from dark sky. Sea rise up to meet me, carry me and flow free.

There is a low rumble of thunder from the maroon sky. The noise of the argument below carries on so she repeats the verse louder to drown it out.

EVA.

Water from on up high, Water falls from dark sky. Sea rise up to meet me, carry me and flow free.

She looks longingly at the twinkling lights along the docks up the Thames.   

EVA.

Carry me and flow free.
TITLES BEGIN.

Flying over THE THAMES, a seagull travels out and into the English Channel.
EXT. SOUTH CHINA SEA - DAY 

Flying over an expanse of ocean beneath a blue cloudless sky, a heron swoops down low then rides the warm air current back up. He dives again but is suddenly put off course as the bow of a ship cuts across its path. The boat is a huge warring CHINESES JUNK with a dragon as its figure head.

TITLES END.
TITLE CARD: SOUTH CHINA SEA – 1880
EXT. SOUTH CHINA SEA/DECK OF THE JUNK – DAY.

The deck is a hive of activity and the crew are a motley bunch of PIRATES. At the stern is a huge sumo sized crewman, pulling hard on the tiller. Next to him, standing an imperious seven feet is a DRAGON SOCEROR. He is dressed in a flowing, jade green, kimono, his hair is pulled into a braided ponytail and his snarling mouth is framed by a wispy moustache. Across his face is a tattoo of a Dragon. His hands are clasped in front of a spectacular GOLDEN MEDALLION which hangs around his neck. He stands before a huge ceremonial golden gong splattered with the stains of dried blood. Standing to his side is the JUNK’S CAPTAIN who looks anxiously to his starboard side.
JUNK CAPTAIN.

(Subtitled)

They are gaining on us!

EXT. SOUTH CHINA SEAS\STARBOARD OF THE JUNK – DAY

Cutting through the waves like a rapier through silk is the bow of a BRITISH PADDLE STEAMER. Her white panelled hull rises and falls at every swell, whilst her heavily armoured portholes glint in the noon day sun. The vessel is propelled by two huge paddles that slap into the sea and its single funnel pumps billowing white smoke up into the clear sky. At its bow a figurehead of an angel and upon its flank the ships name, ‘THE TILBURY’.       
EXT. SOUTH CHINA SEA/DECK OF THE TILBURY – DAY

The planked deck is awash with weaponry. Cannon harpoons and depth charges run along its side whilst GATLING GUNS flank the raised WHEELHOUSE. Busy loading and prepping the cannon are two crew members. Dressed in bastardised British Navel uniform, MALLORY is tall, flame-haired and red-cheeked whilst JONES is stocky, dark and with a furrowed brow.
MALLORY.

Pull that gut in old man, you making us look bad.

JONES loads a shell into the cannon before looking down at his belly bulging out of his uniform. 
MALLORY.

Call yourself the QUEENS NAVY? You look more like a sack of slack on tipping day.

MALLORY laughs to himself as he throws another shell at JONES knocking him back.   

MALLORY.

Aha! Careful old man, we don’t want no accidents. I wouldn’t want to deprive them Chinee the chance of turning that warty hide of yours into one of them big old drums.

V.O PILLARD.

(Shouting) MR MALLORY.

The voice of petty officer Mr.PILLARD booms over the deck. MALLORY spins around. Standing in front of the WHEELHOUSE is MR PILLARD, a burly character with bushy beard and the look of a Cornish fisherman. He is amazingly calm under the pressure of approaching combat.
PILLARD.

Stop that chattering now; keep your mind on the job at hand if you please.

MALLORY.

Yes sir, MR PILLARD.

JONES smirks to himself; MALLORY notices his crew-mates reaction.

MALLORY.

Shut your hole.

PILLARD takes a telescope from his belt, and looks through it at the JUNK ahead.

TABER (V.O)
MR PILLARD, bearing on the JUNK?
PILLARD.

South-South West, a full league on the port side, and we’re gaining on her Captain.

He turns to the WHEELHOUSE door at which is standing the dashing figure of CAPTAIN TABER. TABER is dressed in the dark blue uniform of a British Naval Officer but with a short leather jacket and an American Union officer hat. He is clean shaven, square jawed and the epitome of stoic authority. 
TABER.

MR NEWSON South-South West, full speed.

INT. THE TILBURY/WHEELHOUSE – DAY

MR NEWSON, the first officer and youngest member of the crew, is at the wheel. He is picture of fresh faced eagerness.

MR NEWSON.

Aye-aye sir.

MR NEWSON turns the wheel hard to the left then pushes the throttle lever. The paddle doubles its speed and THE TILBURY bears down upon the JUNK. 
EXT. THE TILBURY/DECK – DAY.

PILLARD is still gazing through the telescope.

PILLARD.

Incoming!
Taber looks out and sees a comet like FIREBALL, shot from the JUNK, flying towards him.

TABER.

Evasive action! Hard to port!

INT. THE TILBURY/WHEELHOUSE DAY.

NEWSON turns hard on the wheel and the TILBURY judders to the left. 
EXT. THE TILBURY/DECK – DAY.

The crew duck for cover whilst TABER stands defiant. The FIREBALL streaks low over the deck smashing into the starboard side blistering through the hand rail and setting the side of a lifeboat on fire before ditching into the sea in an explosion of steam. TABER is incensed.
TABER.

MR PILLARD, get the PROFESSOR up here now! MR NEWSON attack speed. Eat their wake!
INT. BELOW DECKS/THE TILBURY – DAY.

PILLARD runs along the narrow corridor as the ship heaves to and fro till he reaches a wooden door mid-ship and barges in.

INT. PROFESSOR TOI’S CABIN/THE TILBURY – DAY

PILLARD falls into the room and is stopped by a panicked shout.
TOI.

Careful, do not move.

The cabin is small and filled to bursting with science equipment, test tubes, plant specimens and bottled powders. PROFESSOR TOI is a willowy figure of mixed Polynesian persuasion with thick black hair. He peers over a pair of small square glasses perched on his nose at a bubbling beaker. He nervously holds a pipette of green liquid above it.

PILLARD.

PROFESSOR the CAPTAIN….

TOI.

Shht…shut…shhhhhh.

PILLARD.

But…

TOI.

Wait!

PILLARD sighs. PROFESSOR TOI then drops the smallest of drops into the beaker. There is a beat then a puff of green smoke.

PILLARD.

PROFESSOR!
Just then another huge FIREBALL flies past outside the cabins open porthole and sets fire to the curtains.
PILLARD.

We need you on deck PROFESSOR. Now!

TOI.

Of course.

EXT. CHINESE JUNK/DECK – DAY

There is panic in the ranks of the PIRATES as THE TILBURY closes in. Amongst them, hidden in the shadows, a figure squats. He is dressed like the others but he is no PIRATE. He is CHIEF OFFICER PETER GRIMES. He pulls down the scarf that covers his face and smiles sadistically at the panic of those around him.
EXT. THE TILBURY/BRIDGE – DAY.

PILLARD and PROFESSOR TOI rush up onto the deck. TOI is carrying the bubbling beaker. They join TABER on the bridge as another fireball streaks by.
TABER.

That is enough! MR MALLORY, give them something to think about. 
PILLARD.

What about MISTER GRIMES?
TABER.

He’ll have to keep his head down. Fire!
MALLORY aims, pulls the trigger lever and the rapid firing cannon lets loose four consecutive shells from the breach loading cartridge. The shots zip through the air.

EXT. CHINESE JUNK/SOUTH CHINA SEA – DAY.

Two of the shots fly over the deck of the junk. One shell hits and four PIRATES are somersaulted out to sea and the last shot explodes into the central mast. Debris falls on the deck and one large piece nearly hits GRIMES. 
EXT. THE TILBURY/BRIDGE – DAY.

TABER hands the telescope to PROFESSOR TOI. 

P.O.V TELESCOPE/VIEW OF THE JUNKS DECK – DAY.

THE PIRATES run around in confusion. Then TOI sees the DRAGON SORCEROR. 

EXT. THE TILBURY/BRIDGE – DAY.

TOI.

You were right CAPTAIN; it is a DRAGON SOCEROR and an angry one at that.
EXT. CHINESE JUNK/DECK – DAY.

The DRAGON SOCEROR claps his hands together, chanting he pulls them apart and a red flame magically ignites between his palms. He pulls his hands further apart and the ball of flame grows larger and more intense. He flings his arms forward and the FIREBALL flies towards THE TILBURY.

EXT. SOUTH CHINA SEA – DAY

The FIREBALL whizzes over and smashes into THE TILBURY’S flank rocking her viciously to one side.

EXT. THE TILBURY/BRIDGE –DAY.
The crew steady themselves.

TABER.

PROFESSOR I need that SORCEROR immobilised. We are being blown out of the water here.
TOI runs off to join MALLORY and JONES. TABER continues to look through the telescope.

TABER.

(To himself)
Come on GRIMES.

EXT. CHINESE JUNK/DECK – DAY

GRIMES pulls a small mirror from his pocket, catches the sun and reflects a flashing signal to THE TILBURY.

EXT. THE TILBURY/BRIDGE – DAY. 
Through the telescope TABER sees the signal.

TABER

That’s it. MR NEWSON, full speed ahead. PROFESSOR?
EXT. THE TILBURY/DECK - DAY

MALLORY unscrews the tip of a gun shell and TOI pours in the bright green liquid MALLORY looks at him quizzically.

TOI.

‘Cordyline Fruiticosa’.

MALLORY looks even more puzzled. The PROFESSOR taps the last drops in. MALLORY quickly screws the shell cap on. He throws it to JONES who skilfully catches it, rams it into the cannon, slams the barrel shut and takes aim.
TABER. 

Fire!

The cannon fires and the shell zips between the warring ships.

EXT. THE CHINESE JUNK/DECK - DAY 

The DRAGON SOCEROR is about to let loose another FIREBALL when the shell hits a few feet in front of him. There is a small explosion but instead of fire and debris the shell releases a cloud of green smoke that covers the DECK and envelopes the DRAGON SORCEROR. The FIREBALL he was about to shoot dissipates as the smoke magically encircles and then disables him.

EXT. THE TILBURY/BRIDGE – DAY.

TABER.

Good shot! MR NEWSON, get us alongside.

EXT. SOUTH CHINA SEA –DAY.

THE TILBURY cuts a collision course towards the JUNK.

EXT. THE CHINESE JUNK/DECK – DAY

With the SORCEROR out of action and the PIRATES panicked GRIMES runs into the green smoke and up to the DRAGON SOCEROR. Standing toe to toe GRIMES looks up into his fiery red eyes. He reaches up to the GOLDEN MEDALLION that hangs around the SORCERORS neck grabs and wrenches it away. He holds it up admiringly then smiles. Paralysed by the smoke and unable to respond The DRAGON SOCEROR roars in anger whilst GRIMES cheekily winks at him and runs off. 
EXT. SOUTH CHINA SEA – DAY.

THE TILBURY is now bearing down on the JUNK. The CHINESE PIRATES start to bombard the approaching vessel with gunfire, sticks of dynamite and even arrows. 
EXT. THE TILBURY/DECK – DAY.

PROFESSOR TOI dives for cover, PILLARD pulls out his revolver and returns fire. JONES goes up to THE WHEELHOUSE to man a GATLIN GUNS and MALLORY joins him.
MALLORY.

Careful old man, don’t hit the Englishman.

JONES ignores him, wrenches back the safety catch and opens fire. The scene is a spectacular one as THE TILBURY powers in to run along side the JUNK, THE GATLIN GUN rattles and screams as it strafes the JUNKS starboard side, which in turn begins to disintegrate in a shower of sparks and splinters.

EXT. CHINESE JUNK/SOUTH CHINA SEA – DAY.

THE PIRATES dive for cover. Through the mayhem GRIMES runs and dodges bullets and explosions; he makes his way to the starboard side and jumps up on the rail that runs around the deck. The TILBURY veers in and bangs into the side of the JUNK and GRIMES is nearly knocked overboard by the collision. He steadies himself then leaps over and onto the deck of THE TILBURY.  

EXT: THE TILBURY/DECK – DAY.

GRIMES rolls into a pile of ropes and safety.

TABER.

That’s it. Let’s away MR NEWSON.

THE TILBURY begins to veer away from the JUNK.

EXT: THE JUNK/DECK – DAY.

The DRAGON SOCERORS eyes glow red with rage. He surveys the mayhem aboard his stricken ship as she begins to list in the water. He roars again and flings out his arms breaking the smoke that binds him. He draws in a great breath, raises his hands, outstretches his fingers and unleashes small fireball shots, machine gun like, from his fingertips. The hundreds of FIRE BULLETS reign across to the departing TILBURY peppering her stern.
EXT. SOUTH CHINA SEA – DAY

THE TILBURY pulls away as the stricken JUNK begins to sink until she is finally out of range of the SORCERORS fire.

EXT. THE TILBURY/SOUTH CHINA SEA – DAY

JONES and MALLORY watch from the stern as the JUNK disappears beneath the bubbling sea with THE DRAGON SORCEROR standing tall as he sinks below the waves.

MALLORY.

Sayonara.

TABER goes over and helps GRIMES get to his feet.

TABER.

You took your time.

GRIMES.

I was just beginning to enjoy myself.

TABER.

You have something for me?

GRIMES hesitates for a moment, then reaches into his jacket and pulls out the MEDALLION he goes to give it over but seems reluctant to let it go.

GRIMES.

It seems a waste not to keep it… and use it.

TABER.

That’s not our job and you know it.

GRIMES.

Maybe it should be.

There is an awkward moment when GRIMES seems serious, but then he smiles and lets it go. 

EXT. SOUTH CHINA SEA – DAY.

THE TILBURY chugs away into the sunset. 
EXT. NAVAL HEADQUATERS/JAKARTA – NIGHT.

Two Naval guards stand to attention outside the colonial splendour that is the BRITISH NAVEL HEADQUARTERS. The spotless, well tended lawns are at odds with the encroaching jungle that surrounds it. 

INT. ADMIRAL TYTH’S OFFICE/NAVAL HQ – NIGHT.
The mahogany panelled room is full of cigar smoke. A round window overlooks the grounds. On the far wall is a map of the world and sitting in a studded leather arm chair is LORD DELCANNON, an imposing figure chomping on a cigar. Behind a desk sits ADMIRAL TYTH he is an officer of impeccable breeding and immaculate presentation in full NAVEL UNIFORM. 
SFX – KNOCK AT DOOR.
ADMIRAL TYTH.

Come.

TABER and GRIMES march into the centre of the room, and stand to attention banked by four NAVEL POLICEMEN.

ADMIRAL TYTH.

At ease. 
GRIMES looks at the escort with suspicion.

ADMIRAL TYTH.

Well, we are all very proud of the SOUTH SEA PRIVATEERS sterling endeavours, both you and your crew have served queen and country far beyond the call of duty.

GRIMES throws TABER a withering look. ADMIRAL TYTH opens a file on his desk.
ADMIRAL TYTH.

Instigated the overthrow of the SAMBALI regime of 74’, helped quash the TAMGIN LIONS revolt, hunted down THE GHOST WORSHIPPERS OF CANCUN, the list goes on.   
GRIMES.

Excuse me, but this is beginning to sound like an obituary.

ADMIRAL TYTH looks at GRIMES in disgust. TABER leans over and whispers to his shipment.

GRIMES.

(Grudgingly)
Sir!
ADMIRAL TYTH.

…And of course your latest escapade. As we speak the MEDALLION OF QUI-PAN is back in the hands of the CHINESE EMPEROR and safe from the pirates.
CATAIN TABER.

Thank you sir. THE TILBURY did sustain some damage, but given another 48 hours we will be back in action.

ADMIRAL TYTH looks over to LORD DELCANNON who takes another puff on his cigar before stubbing it out in the ashtray on the arm of his chair.
LORD DELCANNON.

Do you believe in God CAPTAIN?

TABER.

I cannot say that I am a religious man, no sir.

LORD DELCANNON.

But you believe in Ghosts, Monsters, Demons?

TABER.

I believe what I see sir, and I have seen some amazing sights.

LORD DELCANNON.

For thousands of years man has been afraid of what he ‘cannot’ see. Superstitions and ancient beliefs are what have kept the uncivilised in their homelands, kept them scared to venture outside their borders. But the world is no longer such a small place. The British Empire straddles three quarters of the earth; we have traversed the highest planes and conquered the un-chartered regions. They all march to the beat of a British drum.

He stands and walks over to the map on the wall.

LORD DELCANNON

And what keeps those from rising up to take back what was once theirs? Fear! Not of the unknown but fear of us, fear of the lion’s roar. The world is a safer place thanks to you but we are at the dawn of a new age, an age of technological wonders. We can no longer risk being an empire perceived as superstitious. We have to rise above such primitive beliefs. In short gentleman we no longer can acknowledge these things even exist. We are no longer going to chase ghosts.
ADMIRAL TYTH.

We at the ministry feel it is time to halt the activities of the PARANORMAL REGIMENTS. The SOUTH SEA PIVATEERS are to be disbanded.

GRIMES.

What?

TABER.

Excuse me sir, saying these phenomena do not exist is foolhardy; there are forces out there that will always be a threat...
ADMIRAL TYTH.

You will be honourably discharged and you and your families compensated.
GRIMES.

I told you Captain...this is outrageous....fools!
                       ADMIRAL TYTH.

(Shouting over GRIMES) You will belay that Petty Officer. 

TABER.

(To GRIMES) That’s enough. ADMIRAL TYTH please… 
GRIMES.

You are putting lives in danger.

ADMIRAL TYTH.

You will hold your tongue MISTER or you will face a court-marshal.
GRIMES advances menacingly but is restrained by the GUARDS.

ADMIRAL TYTH.

Put this insolent man under house arrest.

TABER.

Sir please can we at least discuss this.
ADMIRAL TYTH.

There is nothing to discuss. THE TILBURY will be decommissioned and the crew de-mobbed. You are not to mention the Regiment ever existed or that any of what you have witnessed ever took place. You will not breach Government security.

TABER is motionless as GRIMES struggles to break free.

TABER.
Sir you cannot do this.

ADMIRAL TYTH.

Take OFFICER GRIMES away. CAPTAIN I will require you to leave your revolver here and inform your men of the de-commission.

GRIMES is man handled out of the room.

GRIMES.

CAPTAIN… CAPTAIN, don’t let them do this, CAPTAIN do something.

TABER reaches for his pistol but stops short of drawing it. LORD DELCANNON walks over to TABER and whispers in his ear.

DELCANNON.

Think of your family CAPTAIN, what would happen to them if you were court marshalled, thrown in the Brig. Shamed and forgotten.

TABER takes his pistol from his holster, ADMIRAL TYTH reaches out his hand to take it, but TABER stops. There is a moment’s tension as TABER seems undecided what to do. He looks at the struggling GRIMES. He looks at the ADMIRAL and then down at the revolver. 
                        GRIMES.

(Still struggling) Do not do it CAPTAIN.

TABER relents and relinquishes his revolver.
GRIMES.

This is not over CAPTAIN, this is not the end.
GRIMES is dragged from the office.

DELCANNON.

You did the right thing CAPTAIN.

TABER stands, a forlorn figure.
BLANK SCREEN.

TITLE CARD : FOURTEEN YEARS LATER - LONDON 1894.

EXT. LONDON DOCKLANDS – DUSK.

The river is beer brown, churned by the hulls of a thousand ships, tugs, schooners and frigates. The air is heavy with the smoke from funnels chugging to and fro, and the billowing chimneys of the warehouses that line the quayside. 
EXT. THE THAMES/EAST LONDON – DUSK.

The black shadowy shape of a four mast frigate slinks up river. It is THE MALVADO, its figure head is a snarling jackal. The rest of the frigate is carved from black wood, spiked rails and balustrades swirl and intercut with mythical creature sculptures. The sails are blood red and emblazoned with a Russian bear. THE CREW wear dark uniforms with no insignia but are of Eastern European appearance and each has a black peak capped hat. It is an ominous, eerie sight as THE MALVADO navigates silently past the busy docks.
EXT. EAST INDIA DOCKS/LONDON – DAY.

The loading bay of the East Indian Company is bustling with activity. A docked cargo ship is being unloaded. Two cranes work in unison to scoop out the bound bales of goods. Stepping up onto the platform of a flatbed carriage is the foreman, ARTHUR TABER, former CAPTAIN of THE TILBURY. 
TABER.

(Shouting at the Dockers)

Tie this one off lads and we’ll have bales two and three in the north loading bay.
Unnoticed by TABER the MALVADO passes by, moves up stream and slows then docks. 
EXT. LONDON DOCKLANDS – DUSK. 
THE MALVADO pulls tight against the quayside. There is a thunderous clanking as the anchor is let loose. 
EXT. DECK OF THE MALVADO – DUSK.

The cargo doors open and a crane lift’s the first of three gothically diabolical BLACK CARRIAGES up, over and onto the quayside. A set of jet black stallions are led down a gang plank as a door leading below deck swings open. The entire CREW stop and stand to attention. From the doorway steps a cloaked figure. His black boots are tipped with silver spikes and his black cloak is embossed with a Gothic silver and white threaded pattern and his hood hides his face. The CAPTAIN of the MALVADO approaches and bows, CAPTAIN RAKKE is a feline-like character with pure white hair and white beard that begins just under his eyes. He speaks with a thick RUSSIAN accent, as he addresses the cloaked figure.

CAPTAIN RAKKE.

My lord BARASKA, shall I prepare a landing party?

BARASKA responds with a low thunderous voice.

BARASKA.

No I shall go alone. Tell LAZUL to prepare the ceremony
CAPTAIN RAKKE bows as his master sweeps his cloak away from his legs and sets off at pace across the boarding plank and down onto the Quay. 
EXT. EAST END STREET/LONDON – NIGHT.

Lines of smoke stained terraced houses meander away from the banks of the THAMES. Gaslight flickers in the hundreds of windows, the streets are empty and the night sky is clear. ARTHUR TABER makes his way along the cobbled street until he reaches the gate of number 52.
INT. TABERS HOUSE/HALLWAY – NIGHT.

TABER enters, hangs his hat up and sighs. He walks into the front room. 

INT. TABERS HOUSE/FRONT ROOM – NIGHT.

The room is small. The table is laid and a full plate of food sits un-eaten upon it. By the fire sits a woman asleep in a rocking chair. She is CATHERINE TABER his wife. She is in her mid-forties with greying hair. TABER smiles before turning quietly away as CATHERINE stirs.
CATHERINE.

Oh ARTHUR I didn’t hear you come in.

TABER.

It’s alright love, go back to sleep.

CATHERINE.

(Rubbing the sleep from her eyes) 
What time is it?

TABER.

Late.

CATHERINE.

Let me warm your dinner up for you.

TABER.

No, it’s alright love, I’m too tired. I’ll just go up.

CATHERINE.

(Walking over to him she puts a hand up to his face). 
Did you have to stay so late again, that’s been four times this week. They work you too hard.

TABER.

LILY asleep?

CATHERINE.

(Moving to clear the table) 
She got a new book from school today she was going to show you. You have not seen her for days…

TABER.

I know, I know, but what can I do?

CATHERINE piles the plates and cutlery from the table, pauses then without turning takes a deep breath.

CATHERINE.

Have you thought anymore about ALBERT’S offer? It might do you good to go back and work for the MERCHANT NAVY, get back to the sea?
TABER.

CATHERINE, please, not again. 
CATHERINE.

ARTHUR, you can not go on like this, working yourself into the ground, too tired to talk, what happened to you? Sometimes I feel like you regret being here with me and LILLY.

TABER.

(Moving to her and holding her arms) 
No. No. You and LILLY are the best things that have ever happened to me. I am tired, I am going up. 
TABER kisses her gently on the forehead and walks out and up the stairs. CATHERINE sighs.
EXT. HAYMARKET THEATRE/EAST END LONDON – NIGHT.

HAYMARKET is awash with humanity. Public houses reverberate to the raucous sounds of song and laughter. Swells of people overspill into the gas lit street. Outside THE HAYMARKET THEATRE the billboard announces ‘THE HAYMARKET PLAYERS PRESENT A MIDSUMMERS NIGHTS DREAM’
INT. HAYMARKET THEATRE/AUDITORIUM –NIGHT.

The auditorium is a carved rococo wonderland of cherubs and mermaids, at its centre hangs a sparkling chandelier. The audience take their seats as the lights dim. 
The curtain rises on a forest scene and several woodland nymphs dance across the stage. The lights shimmer and mist drifts onto the stage. 
INT. RAFTERS/SHOREDITCH THEATRE – NIGHT

Working overhead, above the scenery, through the myriad of ropes and pulleys up into the rafters is the Chief Rigger BERNARD PALLSTY. He leans on the bar of the scaffold, his ample belly bursting through his grease stained overalls. He peers over at the show below and barks orders at his acrobatic assistant, Flyman CHARLIE PUGIN. CHARLIE is in his early twenties, agile, strong dishevelled and quite handsome.

BERNARD PALLSTY.

Drop the gauze… Number four backing… More Smoke…

CHARLIE swings around the ropes with consummate ease.
EXT. KENSINGTON/WEST LONDON – NIGHT.

HANLEY SQUARE sits in the centre of well to do West London. The Georgian terrace houses encircle a silver birch laden park. Into this peaceful setting clatters one of BARASKA’S BLACK CARRIAGES, the horse’s hooves echoing as it pulls up beside NUMBER 212b.

INT. DINING ROOM/212B HANLEY SQUARE – NIGHT.

The dining room is the scene of a lavish dinner party. The guests sit around the huge mahogany dining table. Servants glide in and out clearing away the empty plates and silverware. The candle light flickers through the cut-glass decanters, reflecting the deep ruby red wine onto the faces of the immaculately dressed diners. Sitting at the head of the table is LADY BERTRUM, a willowy figure of a woman who holds her head arrogantly high and is talking to her tiara wearing neighbour.
LADY BERTRUM.

My husband could answer that better than I; it was he who introduced the idea to me only recently. TRISTRAM, TRISTRAM!
Sitting to her side is LORD TRISTRAM BERTRUM, a portly fellow with huge bushy sideburns framing his reddened cheeks. 

TRISTRAM BERTRUM.

Yes my love.

LADY BERTRUM.

LADY SEYMORE was just enquiring as to our entertainment this evening. Oh what was his name, B…B...BA …? The medium fellow.
LORD BERTRUM.

BARASKA.
EXT. HANLEY SQUARE/KENSIGNGTON – NIGHT. 
The door of the BLACK CARRIAGE opens and the silver toed boot of BARASKA clangs as it hits the footplate.
INT. 212B HANLEY SQUARE/DINING ROOM – NIGHT.
The guest lean in as LORD BERTRUM tells his story.
TRISTRUM BERTRUM.

I first heard of him from my dear friend the ARCH DUKE OF LISBON. Apparently this BARASKA chap was proving an absolute wizz performing at the Spanish court.

EXT. HANLEY SQUARE/KENSIGNTON – NIGHT.

BARASKA sweeps his cloak away from his legs and slowly begins to climb the steps to the front door. His boots jangling like spurs.

INT. 212b HANLEY SQUARE/DINING ROOM – NIGHT.

TRISTRUM BERTRUM.

To my astonishment this fellow had asked after us by name, God only knows why but there you are. THE ARCH DUKE said it was quite un-canny. They say he can actually make the faces of the dead appear. 
The diners fall silent.
SFX – THUNDEROUSLY LOUD KNOCK AT THE DOOR.

As one the whole dinning room jumps at the crashing sound. 

INT. 212b HANLEY SQUARE/HALLWAY – NIGHT.

The front door opens and BARASKA stands imposingly before the BERTRUMS servant. 
BARASKA.
I am BARASKA and I have arrived.

INT. HAYMARKET THEATRE/RAFTERS – NIGHT.

Up above the stage BERNARD PALSTAY has not moved from his position but is still giving orders to CHARLIE.

BERNARD PALSTY.

Get ready with the snow.

CHARLIE.

Is she on yet?

CHARLIE leans over the edge like an eager school boy.

BERNARD PALSTY.

Do we have to go through this every night?
CHARLIE.

(Peering back stage) 
I can’t see her, where is she.

BERNARD PALSTY.

CHARLIE… The snow.

CHARLIE runs across a narrow plank, jumps onto a platform by a large cylindrical tumbler. He gets into position and looks down to the wings.

INT. HAYMARKET THEATRE/WINGS – NIGHT.

Several of the actors gather stage left ready to make their entrance. At the centre of them is a vision in white. Dressed as the fairy Queen TITANIA is the young star EVA LOCKWELL. She is stunningly beautiful with peach soft complexion, rose tinted cheeks and strawberry lips. Her golden hair sparkles with fairy glitter and her Queen’s gossamer costume flutters in the breeze. She twists part of her dress around her hands as she nervously awaits her cue. 

INT. HAYMARKET THEATRE/RAFTERS – NIGHT

CHARLIE is transfixed. BERNARD PALSTY notices his apprentice’s reaction and tuts.

INT.HAYMARKET THEATRE/STAGE – NIGHT.

The actors walk on stage and EVA takes her position at the centre spotlight to a ripple of applause

EVA.

Be kind and courteous to this gentleman;

Hop in his walks and gambol in his eyes;

Feed him with apricocks and dewberries;

With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries,

The honey-bags steal from the humble-bees.
As she performs a light flurry of fake snow begins to fall from above filling the stage air, catching the flickering illumination of the footlights. 
INT. HAYMARKET THEATRE/RAFTERS – NIGHT.

Above CHARLIE slowly rocks the tumbler to and fro, releasing the snow.
EVA.

And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs

And light them at the fiery glow-worm’s eyes,

To have my love to bed and to arise;

And pluck the wings from painted butterflies

To fan the moonbeams from his sleeping eyes;

Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies.
Her performance is captivating.

INT. HAYMARKET THEATRE/RAFTERS – NIGHT.

CHARLIE’S eyes are filled with longing. Suddenly BERNARD PALSTY is standing beside him; he leans over and whispers in his ear.

BERNARD PALSTY.

Give it up son. Stars like that never go for the likes of us, believe me I talk from experience. Face it this is as close as your ever going to get to her.
CHARLIE looks at him indignantly, but as he moves away his face drops in recognition of the truth. He peers over and watches as EVA takes a bow and runs off stage.
INT.212b HANLEY SQUARE/STUDY – NIGHT.

Inside the BERTRUMS study the curtains are drawn and the dinner guests sit around the table lit by a single candle. Shadows dance across the bookshelves as the guests hold hands and the séance begins. BARASKA still has his hood in place and some of the ladies try and see the mysterious guests face. He sits up straight and raises his head taking a deep breath. 
BARASKA.

Ladies and Gentlemen do not close your eyes, even for a moment for I am about to reveal to you… the dead. For many years I wandered the URAL MOUNTAINS and it was here that I learned the secrets of the BROTHERS OF THE BLACK KNIGHTS the keepers of the secrets of the dead. It is their belief that we walk three paths, that of life, of death and the road that travels between the two. It is here that we may contact those who are not yet at peace. Please remain silent as I reach out to the other world.
BARASKA tilts his head back. One woman giggles and is shushed by her husband. LADY BERTRUM raises a quizzical eyebrow whilst LORD BERTRUM smiles like an excited school boy. A breeze rustles the curtains and the candle flickers, suddenly BARASKA jolts upright and takes a sharp intake of breath, the whole table jumps with him. BARASKA begins to chant and the atmosphere becomes more menacing. He sways from side to side then the table jolts inexplicably up and slams back down, some of the guests scream and jump up.

BARASKA.

Remain seated, do not break the circle.

The group calm down and BARASKA continues chanting. Suddenly he speaks with a woman’s voice.

BARASKA.

BERTI?

From inside of BARASKA’S hood there is a puff of smoke. It floats into the middle of the table and forms the features of an old woman. The guest’s mummer in wonder as TRISTRUM BERTRUM recognises the floating face

TRISTRUM BERTRUM.
Mummy?

Tears well in his eyes as the smoke face smiles.

TRISTRUM BERTRUM.

Is it? Can it be true?

BARASKAS voice returns to normal but it is now a reasurring low, hypnotic bass.

BARASKA.

She has arrived; she has come to make her peace.
The smoke face starts to swirl, spin and lift to the ceiling. BARASKA begins to chant and everyone, including the servants, falls into a hypnotic trance. A few moments later they are all completely under the mediums spell. BARASKA stands and walks over to TRISTRUM BERTRUM. Nobody in the room reacts as they all are transfixed by the swirling smoke as it circles the chandelier. BARASKA whispers into TRISTRUM BERTRUMS ear. He immediately stands and walks zombie like out of the room with BARASKA following. The medium turns back before leaving to make sure that all are still under his spell.

INT. LIBARY/212B HANLEY SQUARE – NIGHT.

BARASKA and TRISTRUM BERTRUM walk into the library. As if under instruction TRISTRUM BERTRUM goes to a picture on the wall, he takes it off revealing a wall safe. 
He turns the combination and opens it. He pulls out a small velvet bag and hands it to BARASKA, who puts it in his pocket.

BARASKA.

Excellent work my Lord.
INT.DINING ROOM/212B HANLEY SQUARE – NIGHT.

The candle on the table blows out and the swirling smoke implodes and disappears in a bright flash of light. There is a rumpus as the room is thrown into darkness before the butler enters with a lamp. The guests realise that BARASKA has vanished and TRISTRUM BERTRUM is back sitting at the table.

LADY BERTRUM.

TRISTRUM, what happened? Where has he gone?

TRISTRUM BERTRUM.

(Bemused) 
Who?

INT. BARASKAS BLACK CARRIAGE – NIGHT.

BARASKA sits next to his right hand man LAZUL an athletic, fierce ASIAN WARRIOR. BARASKA opens the velvet bag he has stolen and takes from it a link of a GOLDEN BELT, a square panel ornately carved with curled ivory teeth as clasps. He holds it up in front of his hooded face. He turns it over and on the flat side opens a hidden compartment. His long fingernails reach in and pull out a small piece of parchment. He unfolds it to reveal writing and drawings similar to the one that belonged to the little girl EVA CRAPTREE.  

BARASKA
Just one more piece and the BELT will be complete. Take two BROTHERS and go to the museum tonight. 
LAZUL

Yes my Lord.

EXT. BRITISH MUSUEM/LONDON – NIGHT.

The rain is falling on the silent streets of London. The British Museum is wrapped in darkness, its doors closed and lights doused. In front of the locked, gated entrance walks a SECURITY GUARD. High above him, on the roof three dark figures scurry off unnoticed.
INT. ROOM OF ANTIQUITIES/BRITISH MUSUEM – NIGHT.

The hall is deserted until a SECURITY GUARD enters. THE light from his lamp illuminates one cabinet which has been smashed and an empty space in the middle of the ANTIQUITIES display. He blows his whistle which echoes around the building.
INT.SHOREDITCH THEATRE/STAIRWAY – DAY.
A woman’s bare feet run up the wooden stairs.

EXT.SHOREDITCH THEATRE/ROOFTOP – DAY.

The door of the Theatre roof opens and out walks the barefooted EVA LOCKWELL. She peers out through the rafters and supports of the huge HAYMARKET THEATRE sign. Below her sprawls LONDON. A pigeon zooms past her head and startled she shouts and jumps backwards. 

CHARLIE (v.o)

Who is there?

EVA.

Hello.

CHARLIE emerges from behind a water tank carrying a pigeon. He is momentarily star struck. EVA walks over to him.
CHARLIE.

MISS LOCKWELL? 

EVA.

That’s a fine fellow.
CHARLIE.

I…I…pardon me.

EVA

The Pigeon.
CHARLIE.

Pigeon? Oh! …yes the pigeon. Of course I mean yes.

EVA smiles at the lad’s shyness.

CHARLIE.

There’s more. Would you like to see?
CHARLIE flashes a charming smile.

EVA.

Why not?
EXT. HAYMARKET THEATRE/PIGEON LOFT – AFTERNOON

EVA walks a few paces behind CHARLIE who leads her to an immaculately kept PIGEON LOFT with several well feed and healthy looking birds cooing and preening themselves. EVA is pleasantly surprised. 
CHARLIE.

I have been looking after them for a couple of years now, it started when Henry arrived.

EVA.

Henry?
CHARLIE holds out the bird in his hands.
CHARLIE.

Henry. He crashed into the sign, broke his wing. I fixed it, fed him, looked after him. I sort of felt responsible seeing as it was our sign he flew into. If we were not here he could have flown on to Timbuktu but seeing as we put up these tall buildings everywhere, well we’re just putting obstacles in their way. Life’s hard enough already. I am sure all they want to do is fly in a straight line, well I now I would...

CHARLIE catches sight of a puzzled EVA.
EVA.

You work backstage?
EVA notices a cabin to the side of the loft. The door is ajar and she sees a hammock. CHARLIE carefully puts Henry the pigeon back on his perch.

CHARLIE.

I’m the FLYMAN.

EVA.

Do you live up here?

CHARLIE.

Me, no, no I...
He turns and sees EVA has now moved over and is investigating his cabin. He runs over and embarrassed pushes the door closed.
CHARLIE.

I might sleep over if we have a busy...I have... (He sighs) Please don’t tell THE MANAGER. I have been here for two years now, I don’t have any way else to go.

EVA.

What about your family?

CHARLIE.

I’m an orphan. I left the workhouse and MR PALSTY took me in. Henry and I arrived the same day.

EVA.

Were you flying in a straight line as well?
CHARLIE. 
(Relaxes)

Who knows where I might have ended up if this had not been in my way? What brings you up here?
EVA.
I just needed some air.

EVA walks off to the edge of the roof and CHARLIE follows. She sits on the ledge her feet dangling over the side. CHARLIE sits quietly beside her. They look at each other and smile. 
CHARLIE.

When I let them fly I stand on the very edge here and if I watch them and nothing else, just watch them against the sky it’s like I am up there with them. And sometimes when they go for miles and miles until they are no more than ink spots in the distance I wonder if they will just keep going, till they are out of sight. But they always turn and come back, they always come home.
EVA.

I could not leave my home fast enough when I was younger. I would run up onto the roof, look out over the city, up the river, dream where it would take me. Dream of far off lands where I could be a princess or an adventurer. Somewhere I did not have to deal with the real world. Is that wrong, to want to escape?

CHARLIE.

Everyone wants to escape, that’s why they come to the theatre.

EVA looks at CHARLIE and smiles.
EVA.

You have kind eyes.

CHARLIE.

CHARLIE...CHARLIE PUGIN.

EVA.

You have kind eyes CHARLIE PUGIN.

CHARLIE

You are very beautiful MISS LOCKWELL.
EVA.

EVA!
CHARLIE.

You are very beautiful EVA.

EVA blushes and CHARLIE realises what he said.

CHARLIE.

Oh, I...

EVA
I best get ready for the matinee.
She stands and goes back to the door. CHARLIE stands as well.

CHARLIE.

Yes of course, I am sorry if I... (Thumping his head and speaking to himself) Idiot, you idiot CHARLIE PUGIN.

Suddenly EVA is back at his shoulder he turns to her and she kisses him on the cheek and runs off. CHARLIE stands dumbstruck staring after her; she opens the door, smiles at him sheepishly and disappears. CHARLIE smiles the broadest smile. From the sky a returning pigeon lands on his shoulder. CHARLIE does not even notices.

EXT. ESSEX COAST/ARUNDEL LIGHTHOUSE – DAY.

Perched on a rugged coastline atop a sheer cliff is the blue and white pillar of the ARUNDEL LIGHTHOUSE. At its base is a pretty garden, greenhouse and a winding path down to a long wooden jetty. From the doorway of the LIGHTHOUSE steps ROSEMARY PILLARD carrying a basketful of washing. She looks down to a small yacht tethered to the jetty and her three young children JIMMY, PIP and BETTY who are playing in it. She then looks out to sea. 
About half a mile out is a small dingy tied against a LIGHTSHIP, a wooden boat anchored off shore which carries a huge domed LANTERN. Working on this is FIRST OFFICER PILLARD. She waves to him and he waves back. 
INT. THE MALVADO/BARASKA’S CABIN – DUSK.

BARASKA’ CABIN is a hellish sight. The wood panelled walls are stained a satanic red. Narlewall whale tusks hang around a demonic shark skull whilst from the ceiling hang bones, jaws and teeth of a myriad sea monsters. The room is lit by a single flame emitting from a gothic hanging lantern. On a dressing table are strewn news paper clippings and articles from around the world with the headlines:
“MYSTERIOUS DISSAPERANCE OF FAMED ARCHEOLOGIST”

“TREASURES STOLEN FROM PRIVATE COLLECTION”

“PRICELESS ANTIQUITIES ON SHOW AT MUSUEM”
BARASKA is in full ceremonial robes. On a table in the centre of the room is an animal skin covered chest which he opens. Inside is an ornate Gold belt. It is made up of six golden panels like the one from THE BERTRUMS. He carefully lifts the belt out and places it on the table. LAZUL stands beside him and hands him his piece taken from the museum. There is a low rumble of thunder. BARASKA attaches the gold link to the rest of the belt. From his pocket he takes a piece of parchment paper and unfurls it on the table. The Paper is made up of several torn pieces which have been stitched together. One of them is the piece BARASKA had taken from the BERTRUMS. One bottom piece however is still missing. He begins reading it.

BARASKA.

From the land beneath the sea, to the sky above the clouds, let the gods of fire and water, Give me power over mortals. From the depths of hell and damnation, crack the rocks and twist the wind till I have strength of water and ocean....
An unearthly wind whips around him as his robes billow. It extinguishes the flame and an eerie blue glow emits from the belt. 

EXT. THAMES/LONDON – VARIOUS – DUSK.

The waters OF THE THAMES churn and froth, the clouds darken and engulf the last rays of the setting sun.

INT. THE MALVADO/BARASKA’S CABIN – DUSK
BARASKA.

...I call upon the monsters of the deep, I call upon the power that never sleeps, from the ghosts of the past and the souls of the dead, lost and tortured in the bosom of the waves...
EXT. THAMES/VARIOUS – DUSK.

The river is whipped into a vicious storm. Boats heave to and fro as waves slam against the dockside, the wind starts to howl and the rain begins to lash down.

INT. BARASKAS CABIN – DUSK.

As he reaches the bottom of the page BARASKA picks up the belt turns it over and goes to open the hidden compartment on the last clasp.
BARASKA.

I invoke your power, I invoke your will as my will, I have ultimate control, I am the water, I am the sea, I am the oceans.
He flips open the compartment on the back on the belt and  his serene expression falls away as he peers inside.

BARASKA. 

Where is it?

LAZUL. 

My lord?

BARASKA. 

The parchment, where is the last piece of the chant?

LAZUL. 

I...

BARASKA lunges, grabs LAZUL and lifts him into the air. 

BARASKA. 
(Subtitled).

Where is the last piece of parchment?

LAZUL chokes as he struggles in the deadly grip. In a rage BARASKA throws him across the room and he smashes into the dressing table scattering the paper clippings across the floor. BARASKA strides over to him.

BARASKA.

Each clasp of the belt contains a piece of a parchment and on that is written a verse of a chant and without the chant the power of the belt is useless. I need that parchment.

The glow from the belt disappears.
LAZUL. 

I swear to you my Lord no one has touched the piece. I bought it here myself no one has opened it.
BARASKA is about hit LAZUL when he notices the paper cuttings on the floor behind him. He stoops to pick one up; LAZUL squints as if preparing to be hit. BARASKA stands and reads the article; ‘RARE GOLDEN BELT CLASP RETURNED TO BRITISH MUSUEM AFTER THEFT. Man arrested and sentenced for stealing of antiquity....’
BARASKA. 

Perhaps someone did open it before me.

EXT. ARUNDEL LIGHTHOUSE – NIGHT.

The storm breaks on the coast. Waves begin to lash the rocks and rain whips across the shoreline. Off shore the LIGHTSHIP rises and falls on the heaving swell, pulling hard against its tethers. Atop the cliff the LIGHTHOUSE stands in darkness.

INT. ARUNDEL LIGHTHOUSE/LANTERN HOUSE – NIGHT.

The wind shakes the huge glass windows of the LIGHTHOUSE. The door of the lantern housing is open and PILLARD works at lighting the giant wick. Suddenly the door behind him flies open. Silhouetted in the door way is the figure of a man, his sawester and long hair flapping in the gale. 

PILLARD.

Who’s there?
The door shuts behind the figure and PILLARD takes a lantern that hangs nearby, raises it and illuminates the strangers face. PILLARD’S eyes widen in disbelief.

PILLARD.

MALLORY?
Scarred and weathered his red hair is long and wild.

MALLORY.

We don’t have much time. This storm is not a natural one, and there is worst to come. My friend, this is the end of the world.

INT. ARUNDEL LIGHTHOUSE/KITCHEN – NIGHT.

Outside the storm is at gale force, inside PILLARD and MALLORY sit at the kitchen table drinking whiskey. MALLORY shakes as he drinks his down.
PILLARD.

You are making no sense.
MALLORY.

Remember six years ago, in Shanghi, we ran shotgun for the Municipal Commissions cargo ships?
We ran into a FRIGATE, great black warship, with a JACKEL as a figurehead. Crewed by the fanatics of that religious order? I was in Phuket a year ago when I first heard that someone had hired this ship and her crew, A SORCEROR who wanted to unlock the secrets of storm breaking.
MALLORY places an old diary on the table.
MALLORY.

Then I came across this. It’s written by A BROTHER OF THE BLACK KNIGHTS who was thrown out of the order; I can’t translate it all but it seems to chronicle his travels with this SORCEROR.
He opens the diary and shows PILLARD.

MALLORY.

Look, here, here and here. The same name keeps appearing, BARASKA. And look at this.

MALLORY points to an illustration of a DRAGON.

PILLARD.

A DRAGON SOCEROR! But what is he looking for?
MALLORY.

I don’t know, but my trail is leading me to LONDON I think he is there already.

PILLARD.

How did you get hold of this diary?

He pauses and takes a swig of his Whiskey.

MALLORY.

I took it from the man who killed JONES.

PILLARD.

JONES is dead?

MALLORY stands and takes his drink to the window. He stares into the driving rain as he talks.
MALLORY.

After we got the news we were to be disbanded the old boy and I set up stall in the Asian Straits. Running guns, keeping the fights fair, smuggling grog...like the old days. Lord and my mother know we both liked a drink but one night in a bar in Shanghai… Well he was four sheets to the wind and I just didn’t know when to shut up. Seems I didn’t see this PIRATE fella till he was about to stick me with a dagger. JONES got there first and put himself between me and the blade. (Pause) Funny he didn’t even have any last words, but then he never did say much. I shot that PIRATE dead where he stood, relieved him of his valuables and that’s when I found the diary.
PILLARD.
Even if what’s written here is true, what can we do?
MALLORY.
‘What can we do’? We have to stop him; you know that no one should be allowed to wield such power, let alone a DRAGON SOCEROR. No good ever comes of this only death and destruction. It’s our job to find him and stop him.
PILLARD.

It ‘was’ our job. 
MALLORY.

We must find the CAPTAIN, he’ll know what to do, you have to help me shipmate.
Suddenly the door of the lighthouse smashes open, both turn to see a frantic and windswept ROSEMARY PILLARD standing against the storm.

ROSEMARY PILLARD.

Quickly, it’s the children.

EXT. ARUNDEL BAY/PILLARDS LIGHTHOUSE – NIGHT. 
As the rain beats down ROSEMARY PILLARD, MALLORY and PILLARD run down the twisting stone steps to the WOODEN JETTY and then run its length as the waves begin to crash higher over the wooden planks.  Tethered about ten feet down is PILLARD’S sailing boat. Lurching with the swell it rises and falls banging violently against the huge wooden struts of the jetty. Clinging to the boats wheel, huddled, drenched and terrified are PILLARDS children JIMMY, PIP and their five year old sister BETTY. ROSEMARY grabs PILLARDS arm.

ROSEMARY PILLARD.

My God, I cannot reach them...do something....do something.

PILLARD looks at the ladder which had led down to the boat but has been torn half away.
PILLARD 
(To MALLROY).

Grab that rope.
MALLORY does so as PILLARD leans over the JETTY.
PILLARD.

JIMMY, JIMMY, look at me, JIMMY up here.

EXT.YATCH/ARUNDEL BAY - DAY

The elder boy, shivering and scared, looks up.
JIMMY.

Daddy.

The other children look up and all start screaming.

CHILDREN.

Daddy...daddy...help....help.

PILLARD.

Hang on...just hang on.

A huge swell pushes the boat up and it cracks into the jetty, splinters fly and the side of the boat splits. BETTY loses her grip and slides to the bow. Miraculously her pinafore dress snags on a splintered deck plank and she jolts to a stop. JIMMY and PIP tighten their hold on the wheel, their little white knuckles clinging on for dear life. The boat falls back down on the swell and is doused by a huge wave.  MALLORY ties one end of the rope around a Jetty strut and begins to tie the other around his waist. 

PILLARD.

What are you doing? 

MALLORY.
You are stronger, you can pull us up.

PILLARD takes up the slack as MALLORY positions himself on the edge of the jetty. He launches himself over and begins to assail down the strut. The boat continues to heave up and down on the swell, hitting the jetty every time as the sea becomes tumultuous.  About half way down another swell forces the boat up to meet MALLORY who smashes into it. He slides across the sodden deck and hits the side. The boat drops away and hits the JETTY with another crack. He regains his footing and makes his way along the disintegrating vessel. He reaches the boys and begins to undo the rope from around his waist.

MALLORY.

Tie this around you.

MALLORY ties PIP to his brother and in a heroic moment picks them both up and carries them across the boat. The wind is a tornado and the boat is being tossed like a stick in a whirlpool but MALLORY manages to get back to the other side.
MALLORY.

Pull em up.

PILLARD and ROSEMARY heave on the rope and the boys are pulled free of MALLORY’S arms and up. 
EXT. ARUNDEL BAY/JETTY – NIGHT.

PILLARD and ROSEMARY scream with effort as they pull the boys up and onto the safety of the jetty. They scoop them up and smother them in kisses.

EXT. ARUNDEL BAY/LIGHTSHIP – NIGHT.

Out in the Channel the storm is just as fierce and the lightship is pulling hard on its anchor ropes. Another ferocious wave and one of the ropes snap, leaving just one holding the lightship in place.

EXT. ARUNDEL BAY/JETTY – NIGHT.

ROSEMARY huddles the boys close then looks up at her husband.

ROSEMARY PILLARD.

BETTY?
PILLARD rushes over to the edge and looks down on the desperate scene. The boat is now half underwater and collapsing about the hapless child who is still caught on the splintered plank. PILLARD re-coils the rope and goes to toss it down. At that second a surging wave shunts the boat sideways into the Strut which collapses, tearing away part of the Jetty. PILLARD just manages to jump out of the way.
EXT. ARUNDEL BAY/PILLARDS BOAT.

Debris falls onto the deck of the boat as MALLORY shields BETTY from harm.

EXT. ARUNDEL BAY/LIGHTSHIP – NIGHT.

There is a loud snap and the second anchor rope whips away, the LIGHTSHIP is free and begins its inexorable journey into shore on a collision course with the Jetty.

EXT. ARUNDAL BAY\JETTY – NIGHT.

PILLARD looks up and sees the LIGHTSHIP bearing down on them.
PILLARD.

(To ROSEMARY)

It’s heading straight for us. Get the boys off the jetty now...
ROSEMARY PILLARD.

I won’t leave BETTY.

PILLARD.

I’ll get her...now go ...run.

She bundles up the boys and runs off towards shore. 

PILLARD 
(To MALLORY).

Hurry!
EXT. ARUNDEL BAY/PILLARDS BOAT – NIGHT.

MALLORY steadies himself and surveys the situation. The boat is half sunk, the jetty is collapsing and the rope is nowhere to be seen. Suddenly PILLARDS voice bellows over the waves.

PILLARD.

(Off screen)

MALLORY...you are out of time.

He looks around and sees the LIGHTSHIP, now a mere hundred yards away rocketing towards the stricken Boat. He positions himself under where PILLARD stands. He holds BETTY tight and times the swell. The boat drops down and then begins to rise again. He whispers into BETTY’S ear.

MALLORY.

Remember me.

The boat rises steeply on the swell and at maximum height GRIMES throws BETTY in the air towards PILLARD who catches her, turns and bolts up the Jetty. GRIMES smiles. The LIGHTSHIP smashes into the Boat with such force as to obliterate it and himself completely.
EXT. ARUNEL BAY/JETTY – NIGHT.

PILLARD runs on as, behind him, the huge iron clad LIGHTSHIP explodes into the jetty and, pushed by the force of the storm, tears through the wooden pier. 
Running just yards ahead from the eruption of wood, metal and glass, debris billows behind him as he leaps to safety just as the LIGHTSHIP smashes into the rocky shore line and grinds to a halt.  
EXT. ARUNDLE BAY/SHORE - NIGHT

PILLARD and his family huddle together on the shore. The wind begins to drop and the rain lightens. ROSEMARY covers BETTY in reassuring kisses. Slowly PILLARD stands and walks over to the wreckage strewn shore. He looks out at the thousand splintered planks of the jetty as rain trails down his face. 
EXT: LONDON/HAMMERSMITH PRISON – DAY.

A NEWSPAPER BOY stands on a street corner calling out the day’s headlines.

NEWSBOY.

Read all about it, Storms hit the east coast, read all about it, houses destroyed and ships founder in worst storm this century.

One of the BLACK CARRIAGES pulls up outside the gates of HAMMERSMITH PRISON and the hooded figure of BARASKA gets out and walks over to the great iron door.

INT: HAMMERSITH PRISON/PETER CRAPTREES CELL – DAY

Sitting alone on one of the two single metal framed beds is PETER CRAPTREE. The fifty year old convict reads a tatty copy of a lurid penny dreadful paper. 
There is the sudden clank of the key. CRAPTREE hides the paper, shoving it under his pillow.  He looks nonchalant as the cell door swings open and A PRISON WARDER enters.

PRISON WARDER.
Alright CRAPTREE, stand by your bed. You have a visitor.

CRAPTREE.

Me?
The WARDER steps to one side and in walks BARASKA, who, as he passes, slips some money into the WARDERS hand. The WARDER glances at the generous offer.

PRISON WARDER.

You have five minutes.

The PRISON WARDER shuts and locks the door on his way out. BARASKA sits on the other bed, CRAPTREE looks on suspiciously.
CRAPTREE.

You gonna show your face? Do I know you?

BARASKA.

Let us just say that we have common interests.

CRAPTREE.

Oh yeah, well it ain’t a taste in clothes.

BARASKA.

You once had something in your possession that I know own. This object is missing a piece. If you were to help me retrieve this I would pay handsomely.
CRAPTREE.

Alright you got my attention squire.

BARASKA.

You stole it from the ROTHSBANK collection, a gold link, a plate panel of an ornate belt.
CRAPTREE.

Keep talking.
BARASKA.

Inside was a folded piece of parchment, with an inscription upon it.
CRAPTREE.

So?

BARASKA.

I would very much like to regain this small, insignificant....

CRAPTREE.

What makes you think I’ve got it?
BARASKA.

You stole this piece yes?
CRAPTREE.

That’s no secret, that’s why I’m banged up in here.

BARASKA.

Well, the museum does not have it and you are the only other person to have handled it.

CRAPTREE.

I could lie to you and say I have it, but what good would it do me to promise something that I ain’t got. Sorry fella, I would love to take money off a mark, especially a curly gent like yourself, but I...
BARASKA.

Maybe someone else then?
CRAPTREE.

Eh?

BARASKA stares into CRAPTREE’S eyes with a hypnotic gaze, CRAPTREE blinks awkwardly.

BARASKA .

Maybe someone else had access to the piece?
CRAPTREE shakes his head trying to turn away from BARASKAS keen eyes. He goes to stand.

CRAPTREE.

You got the wrong...

BARASKA 
(shouting).

Sit down.

BARASKAS voice booms out and rattles the cell, CRAPTREE meekly falls back onto the bed. His eyes suddenly catch BARASKA’S gaze.

BARASKA.

You will tell me what I want to know. I can see it; someone else has been in contact with this piece...

Someone close to you...

CRAPTREE 
(Fighting BARAKAS hypnotism).

I won’t tell you a thing; you’ll get what I told the peelers nothing.

BARASKA.

You are protecting someone…
BARASKA’S eyes are now a burning flame like-glow; he stands and walks over to tower over CRAPTREE who is powerless to avert his eyes.
BARASKA.

Tell me who?

CRAPTREE.

Over my dead body.

BARASKA.

Yes, your body will die...but not before I have had your mind.

He looms over the hapless convict and muffles his scream.

INT: HAMMERSITH PRISON/OUTSIDE CRAPTREES CELL – DAY.
From under the doorway shafts of multi-coloured lights go unnoticed by those who walk by, one of whom is the returning WARDER. He reaches the door just as there is a scuffling sound from inside. He fumbles for the keys, unlocks and opens the door. BARASKA pushes past him, down the corridor and away. The PRISON WARDER peers into the cell. Sitting facing the single barred window, with his back to the WARDER is CRAPTREE.

PRISON WARDER.

CRAPTREE, CRAPTREE?

The convict just sits bolt upright apparently looking out the window. The WARDER approaches.

PRISON WARDER.

Answer me lad, I said...

The WARDER enters and walks around to face CRAPTREE, whose calm body position hides the fact that he has been murdered, his face contorted into a horrible silent scream and blood running like tears from his terrified eyes. 

EXT: HAMMERSMITH PRISON/GATES – DAY.

A shrill alarm bell echoes around the prison. The guards rush away from their posts. BARASKA sweeps unnoticed to the awaiting BLACK CARRIAGE outside. He climbs in
BARASKA (to the Driver)

To HAYMARKET.

The HOODED DRIVER whips the horse on its way.
EXT. EAST END/LONDON – DAY.

Children play in the street, a lady pushes a pram, a man washes his windows and a coal man delivers a sackfull to number 43. PILLARD walks down the street, clutching a piece of paper with an address written on it and looking along the line of houses. He stops outside TABERS HOUSE and pushes open the gate just as LILY TABER runs past him with her friend.

INT. TABER’S HOUSE/HALLWAY – DAY.

SFX. KNOCK AT THE DOOR.

TABER walks along the hallway to answer it.

TABER.

What have you forgotten now LILY?
He opens the door and freezes as he sees PILLARD. 
                        PILLARD.

Hello CAPTAIN.

TABER.

PILLARD! 

PILLARD.

May I come in, sir?
TABER.

What are you doing here?

PILLARD.

MALLORY is dead.

TABER looks at him in shock.

INT. TABERS HOUSE/FRONT ROOM – DAY

PILLARD stands by the window looking out at LILY and the children playing in the street. TABER walks over to him and hands him a glass of Whiskey.

PILLARD.

You’ve got a little girl as well now? How’s the boy?

TABER.

Doing well how’s your two?
PILLARD.
Three! My girls about the same age as yours. If it wasn’t for MALLORY I might have lost them all.

TABER.

What happened?
PILLARD.

He came back to warn us, a storm is coming, a storm as bad as anything we have fought before and we...
TABER

We? We do not exist anymore my friend; I work the docks and support my family that’s that.

PILLARD.

Is it true what they said, that you stood by and let them disband us without a word, after all those years, you just let them cast us aside.
TABER.

You of all people should have understood. I had to think of my family.

PILLARD.

We all have families CAPTAIN, we all had to choose how to serve them best. You weren’t the only one who had to leave them behind; we serve to keep them safe. That’s what ‘we’ do. 
TABER.

You don’t think I know that. Every day I wonder did I do the right thing. Did I have a choice? What would I do given the chance again? But every day I get to see my little girl and wake up next to my wife and it makes the burden easier to carry.  
PILLARD.

We risked our lives for the good of all the families of Britain, not just our own. MALLORY died saving my children and I owe him this. And I owe it to myself. I never gave up hope that one day I’d make a difference again.
TABER walks over to the fire place and takes a drink. He kicks at the ashes from last night’s fire.

TABER.

Even if I wanted to, what could I do, I’m not the man I was fourteen years ago. 
PILLARD.

MALLORY gave me this diary. It could help but we need to get it translated.

TABER.

My family need me, they needed me then and they need me now. 

PILLARD.

They need you to protect them and their country.
I know the man you were and I know the man you are. CAPTAIN we were all set adrift and I have no love loss for those that did that to us, but this is my home, this is your home and I’ll cut down any enemy that steps foot on our soil. We fought for it like our fathers and those before them did and I’ll stand by their tradition.

TABER puts down his drink and thinks for a moment.

TABER. 
And I’ll stand by you...my friend. But it will need more than just us two and good intention. We are going to need the PROFESSOR.
EXT. THE BACKSTREETS OF CAMDEN/LONDON – NIGHT.
Turkish Kasbahs sit next to Jewish Haberdashers. On the corner of GANNETT STRETT is a Georgian shop front with a curved bay window. The window is full of antiques and mysterious objects. The hand painted sign that hangs above the door reads TOI’S IMPORIUM AND CURIO SHOP.
INT.CURIO SHOP/CAMDEN – NIGHT.

The shop is cluttered, stuffed animals adorned the walls, ornate swords and weapons hang from the ceiling, fantastical skeletons scatter the floor whilst a myriad of jars, potion bottles and coloured glass stand in display cases. There is a knock at the door. PROFESSOR TOI appears resplendent in his nightshirt and cap holding a candle. He walks over, opens it and is confronted by PILLARD and TABER.

TOI.

Bless my soul. CAPTAIN! PILLARD my old friend, how the devil are you?

He grabs PILLARDS hand and shakes it vigorously and then pulls him inside.
TOI.

Come in, come in my friends. This calls for a drink.
INT. CURIO SHOP/BACK ROOM – NIGHT.

TOI, TABER and PILLARD sit around a table surrounded by crates and boxes of curiosities. The PROFESSOR finishes looking through THE DIARY and closes it.
TOI.

Dead, you say? MALLORY was a good man.
TABER.

He was that. So can you read it?
TOI. 

Most, not all it’s in an old SLOVAKIAN dialect.
Interesting, this conjured storm is something very different. I have heard of Magicians who can move clouds, Alchemists who have the ability to make it rain, even Sorcerer’s who can throw lightning bolts. It’s well documented that the DRAGON SORCERORS have long sought to control the power of the ELEMENTS.
TABER.

But can it be done?

TOI.

The SORCEROR would need a conduit, an object to concentrate the energy.

PILLARD.

Conduit?

TOI.

Wizards have wands, Merlin had his staff, Neptune had his Trident. All through history and mythology men have been searching for these mystical objects that channel forces from a different realm. Here (he opens the diary) it speaks of searching for clasps...’golden clasps’ that when whole make a ‘belt’ this could be what he seeks in LONDON, this could be his conduit.
TOI suddenly jumps up and goes over to a stack of newspapers, scoops them up in his arms and dumps them on the table in front of the two other men and begins to rummage through them.
TOI.

That’s it, look...stories from all over Europe. I knew it was something; it was like a drip, drip, drip but I could not find the tap. Look; Random burglaries, museums, private collections, following a trail from Russia to France, and now to England. I was too blind to see the connection, the pieces were not of any value, most were not even on the collections manifests, Antiquities yes but pieces...pieces. Pieces of a larger piece, and when complete forming a more important whole.
TABER.

Which is?

TOI.

A belt, a GOLDEN BELT that when worn can summon great power. And see here…
He places a recent copy of The Times on the table with an article about the break in at The British Museum.

TOI.

I would say Mr MALLORY was right.

TABER

If he is here then we must find him.
PILLARD.

A needle in a haystack!
TABER.

PROFESSOR?

TOI.

It would not be easy. Our best chance would be to look where he would cast his spell. He would have to be near water...storms need cloud and clouds form from water, he would have to be near water and in a direct line to the sea.
PILLARD.

The Thames.

TOI.

And he would need to be high up, in order to make the connection between the water and the sky.
PILLARD.

This could be anywhere along twenty miles of river. 

TOI.

I could start with the police stations along the river. I need to look at the files on the break in, there might be some clues and something they missed.

TABER.

We are going to need all the help we can get.

PILLARD.

The authorities?
TABER.

I doubt anyone would believe us. No we’ll need THE TILBURY.

PILLARD.

And I know just where to find her.

TABER.

Good. PROFESSOR, do what you can and we’ll rendezvous at WOOLWHICH ARSNEL tonight.

EXT. HAYMARKET THEATRE/STAGE DOOR – NIGHT.

CHARLIE stands in the drizzle outside THE STAGE DOOR with a rapidly wilting bunch of flowers. Every time the door opens CHARLIE straightens in anticipation only for another STAGEHAND or ACTOR to walk out. 

EXT. TOP OF THE ALLEY/HAYMARKET THEARTRE – NIGHT.

Just up the road from the STAGEDOOR a BLACK CARRIAGE pulls up and the jet black horse stamps to a halt. 
EXT. SHOREDITCH THEATRE/STAGEDOOR – NIGHT.

The gas light above the STAGEDOOR goes out and the alley is plunged into blackness. CHARLIE looks disappointed. Just then the door opens again and silhouetted against the light is EVA. She puts up an umbrella and steps out. Two chorus girls giggle as they run past.
CHORUS GIRLS.

(In unison)

Good night Miss LOCKWELL.

EVA.

Goodnight girls.

EVA sees CHARLIE drenched and slightly pathetic grasping the wilted flowers.

EVA.

Are those for me?

CHARLIE.

They are...were. Would you do me the honour...?
JIMMY the stage door hand suddenly appears behind EVAS shoulder.

JIMMY.

My, my, would you look at this weather, would you like me to call you a cab MISS LOCKWELL.

EVA.

No thank you JIMMY, I’ll be fine.

CHARLIE.

(Clearing his throat) 
MISS LOCKWELL, would you do me the honour...

JIMMY.

What in god’s name are you doing boy, you’re soaked.

CHARLIE.

Yes thank you JIMMY...I’m fine, I’m fine. (Pausing) MISS LOCKWELL…
CHARLIE notices that JIMMY is still standing behind EVA. 

CHARLIE.

Goodnight JIMMY!
The old retainer raises an eyebrow.

EVA.

It’s alright JIMMY, I’ll see you tomorrow.

JIMMY looks at CHARLIE suspiciously and closes the door very slowly. CHARLIE takes one more deep breath.

CHARLIE.

Would you like to...
Before he can finish THE BLACK CARRIAGE pulls up beside them both. The door swings open and out steps LAZUL. He ignores CHARLIE and walks straight over to EVA. 
LAZUL.

MISS LOCKWELL? It is an honour to meet you.
CHARLIE walks over and stands protectively beside EVA.

LAZUL.

I am here on behalf of my master LORD BARASKA. He is eminently impressed by your stagecraft and beauty and has sent me to extend an invitation for you to dine with him.

EVA.

Well I am very honoured.

LAZUL.

He awaits your company this evening at the SAVOY, if you would like to come with me...

CHARLIE is indignant. LAZUL extends his hand and invites EVA to step in the carriage.

EVA.

Now?

LAZUL.

My master is very busy, he does not extend this invitation lightly, he has a proposition that could change the course of your career...forever.

EVA.

Again, I am honoured, but any issues regarding my career should be discussed with my manager. I am sorry but I am unavailable tonight. I have a prior engagement.

She takes CHARLIE by the arm. He smiles and as they walk off he cheekily raises his eyebrows at LAZUL who snarls angrily. They take a few steps but stop as two more BLACK CARRIAGES pull up in front of them. CHARLIE AND EVA turn and are faced with LAZUL who pulls a huge knife from his belt.

LAZUL.

This is no longer an invitation, it is an order.
EVA.

 What do you think you are doing?
LAZUL lunges at EVA. In an instant she swings down her umbrella and it smashes into LAZUL. He clatters sideways and at that moment the HOODED DRIVER leaps from his seat and lands on CHARLIE and they tumble to the pavement. LAZUL regains his balance and, knife held high, stalks EVA who backs away using her umbrella as a guard. 
CHARLIE and the DRIVER struggle and exchange blows.

LAZUL launches at EVA slashing wildly at her umbrella cutting it to ribbons.
EVA.

CHARLIE!

CHARLIE looks around as EVA is forced against the wall. He ducks a punch from the DRIVER before landing a fierce body blow and then another on the DRIVER sending him flying backwards. LAZUL slashes away the last bits of the umbrella before ripping it from EVA’S hands. Suddenly CHARLIE taps LAZUL on the shoulder and he turns.
CHARLIE.

Get your own girl.

With that he swings a wild punch at LAZUL sending him flying.

EVA 
(Impressed)

CHARLIE?

CHARLIE shakes his sore fist.

CHARLIE.

I know.
They turn and see the BLACK CARRIAGES clattering down towards them. CHARLIE grabs EVA’s hand.

                        CHARLIE.

Come on, get in.

He pushes EVA into the 1st BLACK CARRIAGE and athletically leaps into the driver’s seat.

EVA.

What are you doing?
CHARLIE.

Getting away...HAA!
He whips the reigns, the horse neighs and pulls away at top speed and EVA falls back in her seat. CHARLIE struggles to control the horse as the 1st BLACK CARRIAGE shoots off down and away through the narrow streets. The two other BLACK CARRIAGES reach LAZUL who jumps up onto the driver’s platform OF THE 3nd BLACK CARRIAGE as it passes and they set off in pursuit. 

EXT. 1st BLACK CARRIAGE/STREETS – NIGHT.

CHARLIE whips the reigns and the metal rimmed wheels whirr as they skim across the slippery streets. Lampposts swish by. EVA leans out of the passenger window and looks back at their pursuers.

EVA.

They’re getting closer.

The 1st BLACK CARRIAGE reaches a tight bend and CHARLIE pulls hard on the reigns causing it to tilt as it goes into the corner.

CHARLIE.

Look out.

EVA ducks back inside at the very second the CARRIAGE clips a lamppost taking a big chunk off the driver’s platform before slamming back onto the road. The 2nd BLACK CARRIAGE pulls alongside CHARLIE, and a HENCHMAN leaps between the two. He lands on CHARLIE who drops the reigns as they go flying back onto the roof of the 1ST CARRIAGE. The 1st and 2nd BLACK CARRIAGES are neck and neck hurtling along the street. THE HENCHMAN gets CHARLIE in a vice like grip around the neck and slowly begins to push him over the edge. 
INT: 1st BLACK CARRIAGE – NIGHT.

EVA bumps around inside as CHARLIE’S strangled face appears upside down at the window.
CHARLIE.

Get...the...reigns...

EVA.

What? Who’s driving?
                         CHARLIE.

The...the reigns...get... the reigns.

EVA hangs her head out of the other window and looks at the reigns which are flailing wildly down by the horses pounding hooves.

EVA 

But... 
CHARLIE.

Do it or.....we crash.
EXT: 1st BLACK CARRIAGE/ROOF – NIGHT.

Both CHARLIE and THE HENCHMAN continue to struggle. EVA looks ahead to see the road they are on is heading for a dead end. She opens the carriage door and with the world hurtling by pulls herself out by grabbing the top rail and putting her feet on the runner. With the rain lashing her face and the wind taking her breath she inches along. There is a crack of a whip and something cuts across her hand. She pulls it away in pain and then sees that the DRIVER of the 2nd BLACK CARRIAGE, which is running parallel, is flailing his horse whip across. Slash! Another blow lands on EVA’s shoulder and she recoils in pain. 
CHARLIE manages to lift and throw THE HENCHMAN over the side and under the 2nd BLACK CARRIAGE. The wheels crush over him and violently bumps the CARRIAGE up, throwing the WHIP DRIVER sideways. The 2nd BLACK CARRIAGE clatters back down and CHARLIE leaps over onto it. Meanwhile, EVA steadies and pulls herself up onto the driver’s platform. 

EVA.

CHARLIE? CHARLIE?

She looks over and sees CHARLIE aboard the roof of the 2nd BLACK CARRIAGE. She looks ahead to the dead end approaching and then down at the reigns which are dangling just below the driver’s platform. She lowers herself down to reach for them.
EXT 2ND BLACK CARRIAGE/STREETS – NIGHT.

On the 2nd BLACK CARRIAGE CHARLIE is about to leap at the WHIP DRIVER when a gunshot rings out. A piece of the roof explodes just behind him. He turns to see LAZUL on the driver’s platform of the 3rd BLACK CARRIAGE brandishing a CHINESE FLINTLOCK BLUNDERBUSS. He fires again and this rips into the BLACK CARRIAGES side. The WHIP DRIVER turns and begins to lash CHARLIE.
EXT. 1st BLACK CARRIAGE/STREETS – NIGHT.

Up ahead EVA and THE 1st BLACK CARRIAGE are hurtling towards the huge display windows of a DEPARTMENT STORE which lay in their path. She stretches for the reigns, her fingers inches from the blurring whirr of the horse’s legs. Spray and mud splash her face whilst her other hand clings onto the platform her knuckles whitened by the strain. The BLACK CARRIAGE rushes to its doom. 

EXT. 2nd BLACK CARRIAGE/STREETS - NIGHT

The WHIP DRIVER lashes out and CHARLIE takes the full blow on his arm allowing the lash to wrap around it. In the same movement he jerks it back, wrenching it out of the DRIVERS hand. He throws the WHIP over the side. 
EXT. 3rd BLACK CARRIAGE/STREETS – NIGHT.

LAZUL takes aim and pulls the trigger.

EXT. 2nd BLACK CARRIAGE/STREETS – NIGHT.

CHARLIE ducks, the bullet misses and hits the WHIP DRIVER squarely in the back sending him flying off the driver’s platform. 

EXT. 3rd BLACK CARRIAGE/ STREETS – NIGHT.

LAZUL shouts in anger, goes to shoot again but the empty click means he must reload.

EXT. 2nd BLACK CARRIAGE/STREETS – NIGHT.

CHARLIE clambers onto the driver’s platform, grabs the reigns, whips the horse and sets off after THE 1st BLACK CARRIAGE.
EXT. 1st BLACK CARRIAGE/STREETS – NIGHT.

EVA reaches the reigns and triumphantly pulls them up.

EVA.

Yes.

Her moment of joy instantly drops as she sees the Glass fronted store seconds away.
There is no time to react, she is frozen in fear.

CHARLIE.

EVA!
EVA turns; CHARLIE is right beside her on the 2nd BLACK CARRIAGE.

CHARLIE.

JUMP!
EVA launches herself from the 1st BLACK CARRIAGE and onto the 2nd. CHARLIE is already steering his horse sharply to the left as EVA lands on the roof and clings on as 2nd BLACK CARRIAGE veers violently away from the window. 
In that split second the horse from 1st BLACK CARRIAGE turns sharply to the right. The force is too great for the harness which snaps. The horse skids away but the horseless CARRIAGE is sent hurtling sideways into the DEPARTMENT STORE window which explodes in a shower of glass and wood which scatters all across the road blocking the way. Unable to pass the 3rd BLACK CARRIAGE pulls up sharply and LAZUL screams in anger as CHARLIE and EVA get away.
EXT 2nd BLACK CARRIAGE/STREETS – NIGHT.

EVA steadies herself clambers over next to CHARLIE who throws a consoling arm around her.

CHARLIE.

Are you alright?

EVA looks back at the debris of glass, wood and dust behind and hugs CHARLIE tightly.
INT. CHARING CROSS POLICE STATION/BOOKING DESK – NIGHT.

Inside, at the high imposing wooden BOOKING DESK, sits an overworked and stressed DESK SERGANT attempting to take down particulars in his leather bound ledger. ‘Ladies of the night’, drunkards, scamps and thieves are pushed and shoved around the cathedral like lobby. Through a side door enters the harassed INSPECTOR GRANGE followed by PROFESSOR TOI. GRANGE pushes through the throng and makes his way to the BOOKING DESK. 

TOI.

I just need to ask a few questions about the Museum break in. A minuet of you time that’s all.

GRANGE.

Professor please, we are a little bit busy if you hadn’t noticed.

TOI.

Then let me at least look at the files.
GRANGE.

Come come Professor you know that’s not allowed. Now please.
TOI.

I just need to see an inventory of what was taken...

INSPECTOR GRANGE stops by the side of the BOOKING DESK and angrily turns to TOI.

GRANGE.

Another time Professor.

TOI.

You are in my debt GEORGE, remember?

The INSPECTOR turns back to face TOI with a withering look. TOI looks down over his glasses at him.

TOI.

Remember the case of the Siamese-twin burglars, or the time you solved the mystery of the Beast of Battersea, (sarcastically) all on your own?

The INSPECTOR ushers TOI away from prying ears.

GRANGE.

Keep your voice down man. (Pause) Alright, alright, so you helped me on a few cases. (Looking around) Wait here.

INSPECTOR GRANGE delivers his handful of files to the Booking desk. TOI smiles and steps away. As he does so he reveals EVA LOCKWELL and CHARLIE who have made their way to the DESK SERGANT who in turn is straining to listen to the POLICEMAN who has accompanied them.
POLICEMAN.

Book these two in SARGE; they say they were chased.

DESK SERGANT.

Say again?

POLICEMAN. 
(Shouting over the melee)

They say they were chased by someone who tried to kidnap the girl.

EVA.

And tried to kill us, CHARLIE tell them.

CHARLIE.

It’s true, they wore black robes…
TOI leans in to listen.

CHARLIE.

…and one had a gun with...like a CHINESE FLINTLOCK.

EVA becomes frustrated with the noise and the DESK SERGANTS apparent lack of interest. TOI leans in over CHARLIES shoulder.

TOI.

CHINESE FLINTLOCK you say?
CHARLIE.

Pardon?

TOI.

Guns, quite specialist knowledge to have, what makes you say it was a CHINESE FLINTLOCK.

CHARLIE.

It looked liked one we used in the production of ‘Adventure of the SHANGHI empress”, MISS LOCKWELL was wonderful...she was the Empress.

The POLICEMAN hears this and is instantly star struck.

POLICEMAN.

MISS LOCKWELL? The actress?

EVA throws CHARLIE a withering look. The DESK SERAGANT suddenly becomes very interested, leaning right over his perch.

DESK SERGANT.

EVA LOCKWELL.

EVA.

Please, I really do not want a fuss, I’d much prefer it if you would use my real name, MISS CRAPTREE.

Charlie looks surprised EVA looks embarrassed. But she has now caught the attention of INSPECTOR GRANGE who has joined TOI by CHARLIE.

INSPECTOR GRANGE. 
(Reading from one of his files)

MISS EVA CRAPTREE? Daughter of PETER CRAPTREE?
EVA.

Yes, but please I would rather that kept quiet.
GRANGE.

Well that is a coincidence, I think we should go and talk, somewhere a bit quieter.

INT. CHARING CROSS POLICE STATION/INTERVIEW ROOM – DAY.
The clock on the wall strikes 5am. INSPECTOR GRANGE takes the timepiece from his waistcoat pocket and checks it. At his desk sits CHARLIE and a stunned looking EVA.
EVA.

Murdered?

CHARLIE reaches over and takes her hand in sympathy.

EVA.

No, no, it is not a surprise to me.  The life he led, mother always said he would end up in prison or dead in an alley, but still...

GRANGE.

I know this is a terrible shock to you Miss, and you say you had not seen him for...

EVA.

Years, ten, twelve years. He was arrested and tried to contact me. I had a career that wouldn’t take the scandal. He drove my mother to an early grave and I wasn’t going to let he ruin my life.
CHARLIE.

You say this happened in prison, was it another inmate?

GRANGE.

The report said it was someone visiting; we can only assume it was an enemy, an accomplice with a grudge, maybe just a vendetta being paid.

EVA.

Do you have a description of the man?
INSPECTOR GRANGE moves back to his desk sits and opens the file.

GRANGE.

Now there is the strange thing, you see no one seems to remember seeing him or can even give any kind of description.

TOI 
(Off screen)

An unseen shadow!
They all look around to see that PROFESSOR TOI has entered the room.

GRANGE.

How did you get in here?
TOI walks over to the desk to implore with EVA.

TOI.

I believe you father encountered a DRAGON SORCEROR.

GRANGE.

Professor would you please leave, this is a private conversation.

TOI

Someone who moves in darkness, unseen but deadly.

GRANGE.

Oh please.

TOI.

Someone who has learned how to control the mysteries of the supernatural.

GRANGE.

That’s it.

INSPECTOR GRANGE goes to the door, opens it and shouts down the corridor to two uniformed officers.

GRANGE.

O’REILLY, can you come in here?
TOI squats down beside EVA.

TOI.

MISS CRAPTREE, I believe the man who killed your father was looking for something...

GRANGE 
(To TOI)

Have you been listening?

TOI.

...and he thinks you have it.
EVA.

Me?
She looks at CHARLIE. O’REILLY and the other policemen enter the room
GRANGE.

Kindly remove the Professor from this room and the station.

The two officers come over and manhandle TOI away.

TOI.

MISS LOCKWELL, if I am right, it is not just you who will be in danger.

TOI is dragged out of the room.

TOI.

Let me help you!
EVA jumps to her feet.

EVA.

Wait. I want to hear more.

GRANGE.

Miss please; do not listen to this nonsense.

CHARLIE stands too.

CHARLIE.

She said she wants to hear the man out.

The two officers look to GRANGE for instruction, he reluctantly nods and they release TOI.

EVA.
What else do you know?

TOI.

Not much. But the break in, a man who walks in shadows that no one remembers, a Chinese Flintlock rifle it all fits. Do you remember a clasp, a piece of a golden belt something that your Father once possessed?
EVA.

No, I can’t say that I do.

TOI.

Apparently this man this…killer thinks that you do and he obviously will go to great lengths to find it… and you. I’m afraid you are not safe.
EVA.

INSPECTOR?

GRANGE 
(Begrudgingly).

I do not agree with some of the PROFESSORS...’theories’, but he is usually trustworthy.
CHARLIE 
If Miss LOCKWELL is in danger then you have to help protect her.
GRANGE.

(Pause)

I can spare you two men. They’ll escort you back wherever it is you feel safe and they can stay with you till we get to the bottom of this.

EVA.

Good enough.

TOI.

If I may, could I come along?
EVA.

Yes and tell us more on the way.

EXT. COURTYARD/CHARING CROSS POLCE STATION – MORNING.

PROFESSOR TOI, EVA and CHARLIE are led out the back entrance of the police station by OFFICER O’REILLY. Standing in the courtyard is a horse drawn police wagon. The driver sits perfectly still his breath fogging in the crisp air. Another OFFICER opens the door to the wagon and TOI, EVA and CHARLIE get in. The OFFICER shuts the door before O’REILLY can enter.

OFFICER.

It’s fine; we will take them from here.

O’REILLY seems a little surprised, but steps away. PROFESSOR TOI looks on as the OFFICER turns and locks the outer door; his expressionless face catches TOI’S attention. The OFFICER joins the DRIVER who whips the reigns and the wagon pulls away sharply. 
EXT. UPNEY CASTLE, QUAYSIDE/RIVER THAMES – MORNING.

TABER and PILLARD step off the gangplank of a THAMES CLIPPER and onto a jetty that leads up and away to UPNEY CASTLE in the distance. TABER waves in acknowledgement to the THAMES CLIPPER CAPTAIN as it leaves. Around them are a few scattered huts and small workshops. They walk along the jetty. Fishermen prepare their nets for the day whilst others prepare their boats for launch. They reach the furthest hut. Above its pristine roof flies a UNION JACK FLAG and from the wide open doors a crackly gramophone recording of Gilbert and Sullivan’s finale from their operetta ‘Utopia Incorporated’ wafts on the air.
TABER.

That’ll be him.

EXT. OUTSIDE NEWSONS HUT/UPNEY CASTLE – MORNING.

The two men walk around and stand in the doorway of the hut, sillohutted against the morning sun. Inside is stacked to the rafters with equipment, tools and machinery all in immaculate condition. Working over a lathe is FIRST OFFICER NEWSON. He is unaware of his old shipmates as the music finishes and he stops the lathe.

PILLARD.

Stand to MR NEWSON.
MR NEWSON turns to face them and squints into the sun.
NEWSON.

CAPTAIN?

TABER.

As you were sailor.
NEWSON.

MR PILLARD!
He grabs them one at a time and vigorously shakes their hands.
NEWSON.

CAPTAIN, it is you...I always knew you’d come back.

There is a real moment of warmth between them. 

TABER.

We do not have time for a proper reunion my friend; we need you and THE TILBURY. Is she ship shape?
NEWSON.

I think you should come see for yourself.

EXT. STREETS OF LONDON – MORNING.

The police wagon clatters along the street. 

INT. POLICE WAGON/STREETS OF LONDON – MORNING.

PROFESSOR TOI sits pensively on one side whilst CHARLIE and EVA sit together on the other. EVA looks out of the window and sees that they are running parallel to the RIVER THAMES. 
EVA.

Something is wrong.

CHARLIE.

What?

EVA.

I do not live any were near the river. We are going the wrong way.
CHARLIE bangs on the inside of the wagons roof.
CHARLIE.

Hey. Hey you there. I say stop.

EXT. THE POLCE WAGON/STREETS OF LONDON – MORNING

Atop the wagon the DRIVER and the other OFFICER stare ahead blankly.

INT. POLICE WAGON/STREETS OF LONDON – MORNING

CHARLIE grabs the door handle and tries it. It is locked. He tries to force it and bangs on the window but it is locked from the outside. 

CHARLIE.

(Smashing around the wagon). 
Stop this thing, let us out.

TOI.

(Calmly)

Save your breath son. I think we are going to meet your admirer after all MISS LOCKWELL.

EXT. UPNEY CASTLE DOCKS – MORNING.
A few seagulls sit atop a row of jetty poles, the planked runway of which leads up to a large DRY DOCK warehouse. The huge wooden doors are shut. A small tug boat chugs by as NEWSON, TABER and PILLARD walk up. NEWSON stops at the doors and turns to the others.

NEWSON.

Gentlemen, welcome home.

He throws up the bolt and slides open the doors. The morning sun exalts from behind a cloud and slowly fills the dry dock with light revealing the white bow of a ship, moving up to the figure head of an ANGEL and then over the name, ‘THE TILBURY.’ The three men stand in awe. The sun fully shines on the pristine, refurbished, armed and equipped vessel. A tear wells in PILLARDS eye.
PILLARD.

My, she looks in fine fettle.

NEWSON.

I’ve kept her good as new, plus a few improvements.

TABER.

Can she launch?
NEWSON.

Aye sir as soon as you can say heave too. But what are the orders?
TABER.

We’ll explain on the way but we have to move fast.
EXT. DOCKLANDS/LONDON – MORNING.

The POLICE WAGON has stopped outside a warehouse by the Thames. The DRIVER opens the WAGON door, points a gun at CHARLIE, EVA and PROFESSOR TOI and signals for them to follow him. 

INT. WAREHOUSE/DOCKLANDS – MORNING.

CHARLIE, EVA and PROFESSOR TOI are each held by one of BARASKAS HENCHMEN in the middle of the cavernous warehouse. Visible in the few pools of available light are mountains of sacked and boxed goods, freight and cargo. THE PROFESSOR studies the blank expression of the POLICE OFFICER who stares into space. They hear footsteps approaching from the shadows and watch as BARASKA walks from the shadows towards them. 

BARASKA 
The spoils of the Empire! Sugar from the Caribbean, Tea from India, Silk from China. Goods stacked as high as the mountains. Yet in the streets outside this very warehouse, people starve; live piled atop one another, scraping their blooded fingers in filth...scratching for a living.

He now stands in front of the three of them his face hidden by his hood.

BARASKA.

Would you not agree that this is an abomination...before God? That a child will die tonight for want of a square meal, yet in this warehouse we could feed for a hundred years like kings.

He pulls down his hood and finally reveals his face. It is GRIMES scarred and with a DRAGON TATTOO across his cheek.
TOI.

GRIMES?
BARASKA/GRIMES.

BARASKA, please PROFESSOR I would appreciate if you use the name of my birth.
TOI.

I don’t understand.

BARASKA/GRIMES.

That was always your problem PROFESSOR.
EVA.

What is going on here?

TOI.

I thought I knew. So you finally got your wish and became a DRAGON SOCEROR.

BARASKA/GRIMES
Six weeks I spent on that stinking JUNK, but the one shining light was I saw first-hand the power possessed by this ancient mighty race of SOCERORS. I knew I was destined to take up their mantle and continue their work.
TOI.

Hypnotism one of your party tricks now? I see your handy work with the POLICE GUARDS.
CHARLIE.

(To PROFESSOR TOI)

You knew and you didn’t try and stop them?
BARASKA/GRIMES.

Do not blame the poor foolish PROFFESSOR; he is as ignorant as the rest of you.

TOI.

Still… a cheap trick.
BARASKA.

Admittedly a little mind control can help, for a while...
As he speaks THE DRIVER suddenly jolts forward and falls. EVA screams as he slams to the floor with a knife buried in his back. There is the swish of another knife which thuds squarely into the forehead of THE POLICE OFFICER sending him flying back and down an open trapdoor. CHARLIE and EVA are panicked but PROFESSOR TOI stands his ground. From out of the shadows steps LAZUL he goes over to retrieve one of his knives. 
BARASKA.
...But I also like to rely on more old fashioned methods.

He begins to walk up and down in front of his captives.

BARASKA/GRIMES.

Some minds are easier to control than others.

(He looks at CHARLIE condescendingly)

...But I like a challenge...

(He stops in front of EVA)

...A strong mind, a closed, non-believers mind. Those give me the greatest pleasure to...

(Leans in to EVA)...Crack.

CHARLIE.

I demand you let MISS LOCKWELL go.

BARASKA/GRIMES.
Save your words, I am only interested in what MISS CRAPTREE has to say. I must admit I was disappointed by your father.

EVA.

My father?

BARASKA/GRIMES.

As far as I could see he was little more than a weak minded fool. He put up no resistance. I squeezed his mind like a sponge.

EVA is stunned and tears begin to well in her eyes.

BARASKA/GRIMES.

I thought he had what I wanted, but as I searched his mind all I kept seeing was you. You as a child and the piece of parchment he gave you, a piece of parchment with a poem upon it.
EVA.

You are insane.

BARASKA/GRIMES.

(Becoming sympathetic)

I know it is hard. You have spent your whole life stopping yourself from trusting anyone. Protecting yourself from more hurt. I saw how he treated you....

As he speaks he circles EVA.
BARASKA/GRIMES.

...The arguments, the beatings. I saw you run up those stairs every night, running to the roof to escape...

His words are becoming hypnotic and EVA begins to fall into a trance.

TOI.

Do not listen to him child, try not to listen.
BARASKA/GRIMES.

..Up onto the roof...how you wanted to be carried away...to escape...feelings of rejection...your failure...why does he not love me?

EVA.

No...

CHARLIE.

Don’t listen EVA...

BARASKA/GRIMES.

(Shouting)

Silence them!

LAZUL rushes over and gags CHARLIE. BARASKA carries on circling EVA.

BARASKA/GRIMES.
You are a lost soul my child.
EVA.

(Crying)

How can you know all this?
TOI.

Ignore him.

BARASKA/GRIMES.

The world will ignore me no more, my country, my regiment even my captain ignored me but all will now pay for their ignorance!

LAZUL is about to gag THE PROFESSOR.

TOI.

‘Your captain’ found you starving and destitute in a Marrakech slum, he took you under his wing and made 

 You his....

BARASKA/GRIMES.

His what? His servant? His slave? Slave to the empire that killed my countrymen? PROFESSOR so many times we fought against the SORCERORS, the MAGICIANS, the MYSTICS, but now I realise that they held the truths of the world. In their hands lays the power to rule.

TOI.

Yet you choose this power for evil?

BARASKA/GRIMES.

Do I?

He moves back over to the exhausted EVA.
BARASKA/GRIMES.
Only by understanding my pain can you become free of your own. Look into my mind and I will show you the world I came from. 
MONTAGE – SCENES FROM BARASKA/GRIMES CHILDHOOD.

As GRIMES words penetrate EVA’s mind she sees the story of his childhood in flashes and blurred images.

V.O BARASKA GRIMES.

I too was born in these streets, to an honest Father and caring Mother. But the lord in his wisdom saw fit to punish us, why? What crime had we committed? The streets ran with filth, death and pestilence, a civilised city? Was it because we were immigrants? My father worked just as hard as his neighbour, my mother shed the same tears as the workhouse girls. This city, this evil city that made a boy of five pick rotten fruit from the gutter to feed his dying mother. She died of dysentery, coughing and spluttering her last breath because the doctor was dining with the whores rather than curing the needy. My father, dragged into the hell of gin and gambling sold me into the hands of abusers, pirates and slavers. But it is not the people I blame, it is the city itself. This Sodom and Gomorrah, this city that needs to be wiped from the planet. But this time if God will not atone for the sin he has created then I will.
INT. WAREHOUSE/LONDON - DAY
GRIMES stands in front of EVA and cups her face between his hands.
BARASKA GRIMES.

And you; my dear child; you who can understand my plight. You who know what it is to live with the heartache a family ripped apart, you can help me.
EVA is unable to tear her gaze from his glaring eyes. CHARLIE struggles to get free, whilst PROFESSOR TOI manages to ease his hand into his coat pocket. Unseen by the HENCHMAN he pulls out a glass VIAL and with his thumb pops the tiny cork. Suddenly he flings his head backwards and hits his guard squarely in the nose who falls away in pain. PROFESSOR TOI launches himself forward and before anyone can re-act he throws the VIALS contents into BARASKA/GRIMES face. The purple powder fills his eyes; he roars in pain and spins away. EVA wakes from her spell and falls to the ground. CHARLIE struggles to join the revolt but cannot get free. LAZUL launches at PROFESSOR TOI, he grabs him and they fly off into a pile of stacked crates. EVA recovers and looks up to see the fight. THE PROFESSOR throws a punch and LAZUL flies off into a sack of flour that explodes filling the air with a white cloud. PROFESSOR TOI turns to EVA as she staggers to her feet.

TOI.

Run!
BARASKA/GRIMES writhes on the floor rubbing his eyes in agony. PROFESSOR TOI turns back but suddenly jolts upright. He slowly looks down and sees the curved blade of a scimitar protruding from his chest before it is pulled back through the wound and out. He falls to his knees. Behind the cloud of white powder swirls and dissipates. Standing, holding the blood stained scimitar is LAZUL; covered in flour like a demonic ghost. PROFESSOR TOI has a moment of stillness then collapses onto the white floor boards. EVA rushes over and kneels beside him. TOI looks up to her.
TOI.

Get to WOOLWHICH....DYSON YARD...tonight...The ship called THE TILBURY...tell the CAPTAIN....tell CAPTAIN TABER what is planned...tell him it’s GRIMES.

The PROFESSOR dies and EVA is pulled away by two HENCHMEN. BARASKA/GRIMES is helped to his feet still rubbing the purple powder from his eyes.

LAZUL.

My lord...
BARASKA/GRIMES.

FOOL! If you had searched them you would have seen that he had a vile of PARISSIUM POWDER.

LAZUL.

I...I...

BARASKA/GRIMES.

I will have to wait for my eyes to clear before I can see her thoughts again. Detain them here and send for the tugboat.

EXT. UPNEY DOCKS/WHEELHOUSE OF THE TILBURY – DAY.

TABER searches through some charts as PILLARD walks in.  
PILLARD.

She seems ready.

TABER.

Aye but we are still a man down.

NEWSON.

(Off screen)

Not any more CAPTAIN.

TABER and PILLARD look around to see NEWSON and a young man walk in; the eighteen year old removes his cap and stands to attention.
NEWSON.

This is GEORGE, GEORGE NEWSON, my son.

TABER and PILLARD look at each other.

TABER.

Well well, I never knew you had a boy. I never knew you were married.

NEWSON.

Well for my sins sir I was never much of a husband, never much of a father come to that.

GEORGE puts his hand on his father’s shoulder.

GEORGE.

But he’s making up for it now CAPTAIN.

NEWSON.

He knows his way around the ship sir and you’ll not find a better shot with a LEWIS GUN on the South Coast.

TABER.

I don’t know, this is a fearful mission we are about to sail into.
GEORGE.

I am not afraid sir.

TABER.

Are you not boy, well that’s a dangerous course set. Nothing gets the better of a man than the lack of fear.

TABER walks right up to the young man and becomes quite menacing.

TABER.

Fear gives us the drive. Fear; that twisted ball in the pit of your stomach; makes us careful, thoughtful, gives us pause before setting full steam ahead. Fear is the breath that stops us walking into the storm. Aye boy I’ll take a man who has the fear of God over the fool who laughs at the devil anytime.

TABER turns and winks at PILLARD as he walks away. GEORGE looks worried. NEWSON breaks the tension.

NEWSON.

Ahh don’t listen to him lad, CAPTAINS joshing you. CAPTAIN he’s a good boy, we need another hand and there is no one I trust more.

TABER is back at his charts and shouts over his shoulder.

NEWSON.

That is good enough for me MR NEWSON, consider yourself on board GEORGE.

NEWSON smiles and slaps the boy on the back, GEORGE in turn smiles broadly. In one swoop, TABER scoops the charts from the table and triumphantly announces.

TABER.

Let’s get underway.
INT. WAREHOUSE – LONDON DOCKS – DAY.

All is quiet in the warehouse. One of BARASKA’S guards stands to one side. Tied together, back to back on two chairs are CHALIE and EVA.

EVA.

I am so sorry.

CHARLIE.

Sorry?

EVA.

If it was not for me you wouldn’t be here.

CHARLIE.

You are right about that.
EVA.

I am not who you think I am. My life, the things I have done to survive...to get on. I am not proud of some of those, of my family, my father.

CHARLIE.

I know.

EVA.

What I am trying to say is that person; on stage; that character you look to...I cannot live up to that...I am not the perfect woman you think I am, I can never live up to that for you.

CHARLIE.

It’s true every night I watch you on stage and it’s...magical. I’m transported to a place where we are the only two people in the world. Your words float up and carry me away, I feel I could fall and you could catch me with those words. But every night I see you waiting in the wings to come on. I see the way you twirl your scarf around your hands when you’re nervous. The way you smile when the audience begin to take their seats, the way you shuffle your feet before you start to walk on. I fell in love with you before you even stepped on the stage. 
EVA closes her eyes and tilts her head back. In synchronicity CHARLIE does the same and their heads tenderly touch. 
EXT: UPNEY DOCKS/LAUNCHING RAMP – DAY.

Tethered by a huge chain THE TILBURY sits on a LAUNCHING RAMP; a track running down from the boathouse into the THAMES forty feet below. TABER walks into the WHEELHOUSE with NEWSON.

NEWSON.

CAPTAIN, I kept this for you sir; I think you should have it back.

NEWSON hands TABER his old CAPTAINS CAP. A bit battered and torn, but the gesture obviously moves him.

TABER.

Thank you.

TABER puts the cap on which still fits perfectly.
TABER.

Mr NEWSON, take the wheel if you please.

NEWSON.

Aye-aye sir.

EXT: THE TILBURY/VARIOUS PARTS OF THE SHIP – DAY

The crew ready for launch. PILLARD and GEORGE make their way along the STERN untying the mooring ropes, NEWSON checks the gauges and compass of THE WHEELHOUSE.
TABER.

Get them engines nice and hot MR NEWSON, I want full steam ahead when we hit the water.

NEWSON.

You’ll have it sir.

TABER.

MR.PILLARD Cut the mooring anchor, prepare to cast off.

PILLARD.

Aye aye.

In a final burst of activity around the ship, hatch bolts are locked, doors slammed, levers wrenched and steam blasts. The sun is full in the sky, the wind blows and THE TILBURY shudders in anticipation slowly the huge white wooden paddles begin to churn the air. Excitement fills the ship.

TABER.

CAST OFF!
At the stern PILLARD brings a huge long handled hammer smashing down on the bolt holding the chain, it instantly pops, there is a whirring and a clattering as the chain explodes away, THE TILBURY triumphantly roars down the runway, the crew brace for impact, in a moment of sheer exhilaration THE TILBURY impacts onto the THAMES. 
Like a mighty swan her bow momentarily dips under water before rising in triumph sending waves crashing along the dock, and as graceful and majestic as ever she turns with the tide as the huge paddles churn into the water and propel her downstream.
EXT: LONDON DOCKLAND/LIMEHOUSE QUAYSIDE – DAY.

CHARLE and EVA, their hands bound, are pushed and jostled along the quayside. BARASKA/GRIMES and LAZUL follow. They come to a waiting TUGBOAT which chugs black smoke into the cloudy sky. Standing at the dock side is CAPTAIN RAKKE.

BARASKA/GRIMES.

CAPTAIN, prepare THE MALVADO, position her below the bridge and blast anything that gets too close.

CAPTAIN RAKKE.

Yes my lord.

The two prisoners are led along the gang plank and aboard the vessel. EVA stops and defiantly pushes back against her guard who falls to the deck she turns to struggle more but is confronted by BARASKA/GRIMES who grabs her forcibly.
BARASKA/GRIMES.

The time for fighting is at an end my dear, spare yourself any more pain.

He grips her arm even tighter and she lets out a yelp.

CHARLIE.

Take your hands off her.
LAZUL smacks CHARLIE in the jaw with the butt of his pistol. CHARLIE falls like a stone.

BARASKA/GRIMES.

Cast off, we do not have much time. I will keep the girl with me.
LAZUL raises the dazed CHARLIE to his feet.

LAZUL.

What of the boy?

BARASKA/GRIMES.

He is of no use to me.

Without a moment’s hesitation LAZUL pushes CHARLIE overboard, and the hapless boy hits the water and sinks below the surface.

EVA.

NO!

EVA stops struggling as she stares in shock at the murky THAMES.
EVA.

(Quietly)

CHARLIE.

The mooring ropes are cast off and the grimy TUGBOAT judders up stream.

EXT: TUGBOAT/RIVER THAMES – DAY.

On board are BARASKA/GRIMES, LAZUL and half a dozen of his men one of whom holds EVA at the bow. She can hardly hold her head up straight as her tear filled eyes look down at the deck. BARASKA/GRIMES, his own eyes still bloodshot and sore, walks over and stands before her. He grabs her delicate chin and he forces her head up.
BARASKA/GRIMES.

Look young one, look at the sky, beautiful is it not. Look.

EVA glances up, as above the clouds begins to darken and the first spots of rain begin to fall.

BARASKA.

For ten long years I have prayed for this day. Mans endeavours on this planet are mere drops of rain compared to the flood of power and ferocity of the great seas. With this final piece I will be able to compete with Moses himself, and you my sweet will help me. Now let me look at you. Do not close your eyes even for an instant.
His grip tightens on her chin and he pulls her gaze around to his own. EVA is dazed, but still manages to spit in his face.  LAZUL jumps in front of her and slaps her.
BARASKA GRIMES.

Enough!
LAZUL seems disappointed he cannot continue the beating; instead he barks a command at the HENCHMAN who holds her in a vice like grip. LAZUL grabs her hair and pulls her head back. BARASKA/GRIMES looks down into her eyes. Unable to resist she begins to fall under his trance.

BARASKA/GRIMES.

Show me....show me.
His eyes begin to glow red as EVA falls deeper under his spell.

BARASKA/GRIMES.

Remember the words.....remember.

EVA begins to sway and breathe heavily.

BARASKA/GRIMES.

Good...good.
EXT: STERN OF THE TUGBOAT/RIVER THAMES – DAY.

All the crew watch as BARASKA/GRIMES bewitches EVA. Suddenly at the STERN a hand emerges from THE THAMES, reaches up and grabs a net that trails over the side. Then the other hand emerges and CHARLIE PUGIN drags himself out of the water and onto the deck. 

EXT: TUGBOAT/BOW – DAY.

Unaware of this BARASKA/GRIMES continues his hypnosis as EVA mouths the words as he speaks them.

BARASKA/GRIMES.
Water from on up high, Water falls from dark sky. Sea rise up to meet me, carry me and flow free. Good… good my dear.
As the words come out EVA loses strength and the colour drains from her cheeks. LAZUL releases the girl’s hair and she slumps but still BARASKA/GRIMES continues his hypnotic onslaught.

LAZUL.

We have what we want sir, let us throw her overboard.

BARASKA/GRIMES.

(In a dazed madness)

Let me finish her.

LAZUL raises an eyebrow; BRASKA/GRIMES is getting satisfaction from this. 
CHARLIE (O.S).
Let her go.

Everyone turns and looks up. Standing on the roof of the WHEELHOUSE sillohuted against the hazy sun and the billowing smoke of the TUGBOAT is CHARLIE, every inch the hero.

BARASKA/GRIMES.

You!

CHARLIE leaps down, catches hold of a block and tackle and acrobatically swings into the mêlée. His feet smash into LAZUL sending him flying. He lets go and lands beside EVA, pulls her guard off her, spins him around and punches him. EVA drops to the floor. Instantly BARASKA/ GRIMES lifts his hand and sends a magical energy serge flying at CHARLIE throwing him back. EVA stands in front of BARASKA/GRIMES and punches him squarely on his nose. All hell breaks out on deck. EVA runs over to CHARLIE and helps him up. The HENCHMEN converge onto them. CHARLIE picks up a barge pole whilst EVA grabs a small block and tackle and they begin to fight them off. BARASKA/GRIMES shakes his head as LAZUL runs over to help his master. 
BARASKA/GRIMES.

Kill them, kill them both.

LAZUL turns to face them with an evil smile and joins the assault.

EVA and CHARLIE look at each other.
EVA.

Time to go!
CHARLIE grabs her hand and they run to the ladder and climb up to the WHEELHOUSE. EVA reaches the upper deck but LAZUL grabs at CHARLIES leg and pulls him back. He falls and the two grapple. EVA picks up a small barrel which she manfully hoists above her head and prepares to throw.

EVA.

CHARLIE, look out.

CHARLIE looks up and ducks out of the way just as EVA heaves the barrel down smashing into LAZUL and the HENCHMEN below sending them tumbling back. The barrel bursts and splashes oil everywhere. 
From the bow of the boat BARASKA/GRIMES releases another energy bolt which hits EVA in the stomach sending her flying back and into the WHEELHOUSE. She crashes into the PILOT who falls and is knocked unconscious. BARASKA/ GRIMES fire’s another bolt which impacts on the ladder just above CHARLIES head. It shatters in a shower of debris which cascades onto a metal container, sparks and sets light to the oil which now covers the deck. Two of the HENCHMEN are instantly set on fire as the whole deck explodes into flames. BARASKA/GRIMES recoils from the heat and LAZUL jumps away. 

BARASKA 
(To LAZUL)

Launch the dingy.

The two run to the small craft which is attached to the starboard side to make their escape.

INT: THE TUGBOAT/WHEELHOUSE – DAY.

EVA lays oblivious to the fire which is beginning to encroach to the upper deck.

EXT: THE TUGBOAT/DECK – DAY

CHARLIE, dazed by the explosion picks himself up. Through the flames he can just make out BARASKA/GRIMES and LAZUL disappear from view.

EXT: THE TUGBOAT/OVERBOARD - DAY

As their DINGY hits the water LAZUL fires up the engine and it begins to pull away from the burning TUGBOAT.

EXT: THE TUGBOAT/DECK – DAY

CHARLIE looks around at the raging inferno and panics.

CHARLIE.

EVA! EVA!

EVA (O.S)

CHARLIE?
CHARLIE looks up in horror.  EVA is standing at the window of THE WHEELHOUSE which is now completely surrounded by flames, she is trapped inside.

CHARLIE.

Oh no.

He frantically looks for a clear way up to her by all routes are engulfed in flame.

INT/EXT: THE TUGBOAT/WHEELHOUSE – DAY.

Inside EVA spins around as flames lap at every window.
CHARLIE (O.S).
Can you get out?

EVA.

I can’t.

She valiantly tries to force her way through the door way but is pushed back by the heat.

EVA.

Arrgh! CHARLIE, I’m trapped. (Quietly to herself) Oh no I’m trapped.

CHARLIE climbs the rigging till he manages to reach up so he is level with EVA and can see her through the window.

CHARLIE.

I’ll get you out.

EVA looks though the flames, the intense heat starts to crack and then shatter the glass. Suddenly they look at each other and EVA’s fate seems sealed.
CHARLIE.

I’ll get you out.

EVA.

I don’t think you can.

CHARLIE.

I won’t leave you

EVA.

CHARLIE, go; get off while you still have time.

CHARLIE.

No...No.

CHARLIE is all out of ideas the boat is seconds away from total destruction, EVA begins to be overcome by the heat. There is a moment when all seems lost. Then CHARLIE looks ahead along the dock and sees they are approaching a line of TUGBOAT LOADING CRANES, all of which have their crane arms turned and hanging over the DOCK. He looks back at EVA.

CHARLIE.

 EVA can you reach the WHEEL?
EVA.

Yes I...I think so.

CHARLIE

Grab the wheel, steer her to the left.

EVA.
But I can’t see where I’m going

CHARLIE.

Just do it, steer her left till you hit the dock and then turn her straight. Do you understand? Turn her hard left then when it hits the dock turn her straight.

EVA.

I’ll try. What are you going to do?
CHARLIE.

I am coming to get you.

CHARLIE jumps from his perch and makes his way through the flames to the other side of the TUGBOAT.
INT: THE TUGBOAT/WHEELHOUSE – DAY

EVA grabs the wheel. She screams as the fire has heated it to near boiling point. She grits her teeth pulls her sleeves down over her hands, grabs the wheel again and pulls hard to the left.

EXT: THE TUGBOAT/DECK – DAY.

The boat veers towards the docks. CHARLIE positions himself on the rail and prepares to jump ship. The flaming vessel is inches away from the dock when CHARLIE leaps up and onto the dockside.

INT: THE TUGBOAT/WHEELHOUSE – DAY

EVA continues to pull down on the wheel.
EXT: DOCKSIDE/THE THAMES – DAY.

As CHARLIE rolls away onto the DOCKSIDE the TUGBOAT suddenly crashes into the brick wall sending flaming debris tumbling inches away from him.

INT: THE TUGBOAT/WHEELHOUSE.

The crash jolts THE TUGBOAT violently causing part of the ceiling to collapse behind EVA. She bravely corrects herself and turns the wheel back straight.

EXT: DOCKSIDE/THE THAMES – DAY.

On the DOCKSIDE CHARLIE stands and looks ahead to a crane that is about twenty feet away. He picks himself up and runs towards it. The scene is a frantic one. The TUGBOAT is no more than a floating furnace travelling at high speed with EVA struggling to hold its course parallel to the DOCK whilst CHARLIE runs alongside her. 
INT: THE TUGBOAT/WHEELHOUSE – DAY.

EVA loses control of the vessel and it smashes into the DOCKSIDE sending debris flying and causing the WHEELSHOUSE to collapse even more.
EXT: DOCKSIDE/THE THAMES – DAY.

Ten feet from the crane CHARLIE pulls a little way ahead.

The flames grow higher. The excitement is fever pitch as with only seconds to spare CHARLIE reaches the crane, he jumps up and in one movement miraculously grabs the hook that hangs from its arm and swings out over the THAMES. His timing is amazing; at that second the TUGBOAT reaches the optimum position. In a scene as heroic as it is astounding CHARLIE; his momentum carrying him around; swings 90 degrees and feet outstretched smashes into the wheelhouse, the front of which explodes.
INT: THE TUGBOAT/WHEELHOUSE – DAY.

Inside EVA does not have time to react as her hero flies towards her, grabs her and with the crane arm continuing they both fly through the flames smash through the back of the WHEELHOUSE and continue 360 degrees till they swing over and back onto the DOCKSIDE. CHARLIE lets go and the two fall to safety. The tugboat travels a foot more then explodes into a million pieces.

EXT: THE DIGNY/THE THAMES – DAY

LAZUL steers the small outboard motor as the DIGNY pulls up river, whilst BARASKA/GRIMES looks back at the exploding TUGBOAT and smiles. He folds his arms and as he does so his cloak opens to reveal the completed belt around his waist which pulsates with a golden glow.

EXT: DOCKSIDE/THE THAMES – DUSK.

EVA and CHARLIE gather themselves on the DOCKSIDE. EVA grabs CHARLIE and they embrace. Behind then the remnants of THE TUGBOAT steams and bubbles as it sinks away into THE THAMES.
EVA.

We need to stop him.

CHARLIE.

We need to go back to the police.

EVA.

I don’t think so, how can we trust them again. I’ve seen inside this monsters mind, terrible things CHARLIE. He has the power to destroy everything...you must believe.

me.!

CHARLIE.

But what can we do? Look at us, we can’t stop him alone. Who else is going to help us?

EVA.

The PROFESSORS told me of someone who could. Will you come?
CHARLIE.

Why not, it’s about time something exciting happened on our first night together.

EXT: OUTSIDE A TOBACCO SHOP/LONDON – DUSK.
An ORIENTAL WORKER exit’s the shop carrying a box of cigars. He goes to climb into the front of his peddle powered RICKSHAW which is parked outside but it suddenly pulls away without him. EVA’S head pops out the carriage of the RICKSHAW and looks back at him.

EVA.

Sorry sir...but this is an emergency!

The ORIENTAL WORKER is speechless as CHARLIE peddles away up the road.
EXT: TOWER BRIDGE/LONDON – DUSK.

A gusty wind cuts across the docks, only the hardiest of crews are sailing and many of the working docks are battening down the hatches. Straddling the THAMES is the newly built and impressive TOWER BRIDGE. Not yet open to the public its BRIDGE SPAN is up and the last few workers are walking away leaving a handful of BRIDGE MECHANICS. The cloaked figure of BARASKA/GRIMES sweeps along to the entrance with LAZUL slightly ahead. Two guards stand at a barrier. They step forward to challenge them, LAZUL does not miss a step he pulls his long bladed knife, swipes it across one guard’s neck, pirouettes and before the other can react slams it into his back. Both guards fall away and BARASKA/GRIMES strides on.

INT: TOWER BRIDGE ENGINE ROOM/LONDON – DAY.

The door to the ENGINE ROOM explodes, hit by an energy bolt from BARASKA/GRIMES. The BRIDGE PILOT jumps to his feet in shock and is hit in the forehead by a metal ninja star thrown by LAZUL. A MECAHNIC jumps up and tries to escape but is cut down by another star which slams into his back. LAZUL and BARASKA/GRIMES walk in. A gantry runs over to the control panel which operates the BRIDGE mechanism. Below the gantry is the huge engine with exposed wheels, cogs and a steam driven turbine. A green and copper miracle of Victorian machinery.  

BARASKA/GRIMES.

Wait here. I do not want to be disturbed.

LAZUL dutifully turns back to the shattered door as BARASKA/GRIMES wafts up a spiral staircase that leads to the TOWERS WALKWAY.

EXT: GREENWHICH DOCK/THE THAMES – DUSK.

THE TILBURY has docked on the NORTH SIDE of the river. TABER stands on the quayside looking over to the NAVEL HEADQUATERS that sprawl across the SOUTH BANK of the THAMES. PILLARD ties off a mooring rope and walks over.
PILLARD.

We may still need their help.

TABER.

Go cap in hand and be threatened with jail?  I’m not getting caught out by that again. We can’t save our country from a prison cell.
PILLARD.

That was a long time ago, I’m sure they have forgotten.

TABER.

I haven’t.

At that moment CHARLIE and EVA come riding out of an alley way. The RICKSHAW skids to a halt and EVA leaps out and runs towards THE TILBURY. She heads for the gangplank but PILLARD stops her.

PILLARD.

Can I help you Miss?

EVA.

I’m looking for the CAPTAIN.

TABER.

Who’s looking?

EVA.

I’m EVA LOCKWELL; I have a message from the PROFESSOR.

PILLARD.

Where is he?

EVA.

I’m sorry but (Pauses) his dead.

The crew gather round, shocked.

EVA.

He died saving us...you have to help; he said you would be here and that you were the only ones who could stop him.

TABER.

What was the message?
EVA.

He said to tell you it’s GRIMES.

There is a moment of silent disbelief.
TABER.

Get on board and tell us everything.
EXT: TOWER BRIDGE WALKWAY/LONDON – DAY.

A hatch opens between the two towers of the bridge and out climbs BARASKA GRIMES. He stands windblown, 200ft above the THAMES and looks down river to the sprawling city. His hair billows black against the grey sky, he undoes his cloak and in a flourish throws it over the side. He stands up straight and looks to the heavens, the GOLDEN BELT glows around his waist and he slowly raises his hands, closes his eyes and begins to chant.

BARASKA.

From the land beneath the sea to the sky above the clouds, let the gods of fire and water give me power over mortals. From the depths of hell and damnation, crack the rocks and twist the wind till I have strength of water and ocean....
Above him the clouds become even darker and they begin to swirl like a whirlpool of black oil. A strike of lightning pierces the dark.

BARASKA.
...I call upon the monsters of the deep, I call upon the power that never sleeps, from the ghosts of the past and the souls of the dead, lost and tortured in the bosom of the waves...
Below the waters of the THAMES begin to bubble as if being heated by some great furnace.

BARASKA.
I invoke your power, I invoke your will as my will, I have ultimate control, I am the water, I am the sea, I am the oceans...
Both sky and water churn like a demonic landscape and the lightning begins to impact around the SORCEROR. As he reaches the climax of his chant he opens his eyes which are now shining a piercing red. Thunder rumbles around and rain begins to fall. 
BARASKA.

Water from on up high, Water falls from dark sky.

Sea, rise up to meet me, carry me and flow free.
As he completes the chant two lightning bolts shoot from the darkness and impact on his hands, he jolts, juddering as the power surges through his body. Shards of electricity cascade off him falling like sparks onto the waters below. The waters of the river react as wave after wave impacts onto the quayside. 
EXT: THE TILBURY/THE THAMES/TOWER BRIDGE – DUSK.

THE TILBURY approaches. TABER looks ahead and sees the lightning striking the top of TOWER BRIDGE. Suddenly a great tidal surge shoots outwards from THE BRIDGE and slaps into THE TILBURY sending her high onto its crest before slamming her back down. All the crew look back as the tidal surge carries on up THE THAMES smashing into the docks and ricocheting boats, ships and tugs into each other.

TABER.

So it begins. Full steam ahead!
THE TILBURY responds but just as it reaches the bend in the river that leads straight onto the bridge, the dark hulking vessel that is THE MALVADO appears and cuts across her bow.

PILLARD.

Ship ahoy...BLACK FRIGATE sir, fully loaded and bearing down on us CAPTAIN.

TABER.

Hard to starboard

The tiller responds as NEWSON pulls hard to the left and THE TILBURY sways away. THE MALVADO releases a broadside. The cannon flash lights up the murky dusk and six shells zip across. Two are direct hits splintering THE TILBURY’S side and sending the crew diving for cover, whilst the others rip across and impact on the QUAYSIDE, smashing the WHARF to shreds and scattering the DOCKERS.

TABER.

Full reverse...take us to the DOCK.

EVA.
You can’t retreat.

TABER.

No, but I can’t fight that ship and the storm. 

THE MALVADO has to take it’s time to circle for another broadside so THE TILBURY takes its chance and pulls along the DOCKSIDE. TABER is strapping on his Cutlass and prepares to disembark, PILLARD is beside him.

TABER.

Engage that FRIGATE as long as you can, I’m going to get GRIMES.

CHARLIE.

I’m coming too.

TABER hands CHARLIE his Cutlass and then checks that his pistol is loaded.

EVA.

Me too.

CHARLIE/TABER.

No.

TABER.

Leave this to us.

EVA stares at both of them with a killer look.

TABER.

MR PILLARD, two to disembark.

Without stopping THE TILBURY sails so close to the QUAYSIDE that sparks fly as the metal rivets scrape along the jetty. 
EXT: THE QUAYSIDE/THE THAMES – DUSK

With a heroic leap TABER and CHARLIE jump from the vessel and onto the DOCK. At the last second EVA jumps as well and ends standing defiantly in front of them.

EVA.

Make that three to disembark.

TABER looks impressed and CHARLIE smiles ruefully before they all run off towards the bridge.
EXT: THE THAMES – DUSK

THE TILBURY turns back into the river and bears down on THE MALVADO.

EXT: THE MALVADO – DUSK.

CAPTAIN RAKKE yells at his motley crew in a strangled dialect and the ship fires off another broadside.

EXT: THE TILBURY – DUSK.

Some of the shots miss but one impact’s on THE TILBURYS telegraph mast splintering it into a million shards.

PILLARD.

GEORGE! Get us into this fight.

With that GEORGE NEWSON swings around one of the rail mounted LEWIS GUNS and returns fire with a juddering velocity that explodes along the side of THE MALVADO. PILLARD runs to the same side and pulls the firing pin on THE GATILN GUN and is soon pummelling the oncoming MALVADO. The THAMES is alight with fire and explosions as the two vessels spin around each other.
INT. TOWER BRIDGE ENGINE ROOM/LONDON – DAY.
TABER, CHARLIE and EVA run into the carnage of the wrecked ENGINE ROOM and skid to a halt. Outside of the window TABER can see sparks and lightning cascading from up above. They go to run up the staircase but are suddenly blocked by LAZUL, head bowed and hands behind his back.

LAZUL.

That is far enough.

TABER.

Do you think you can take him boy?
EVA.

We can manage this.

LAZUL pulls his arms back around and in each hand he holds a fierce curved dagger. CHARLIE pulls EVA back behind him to shield her and then draws his Cutlass. LAZUL smiles and then leaps into attack. 
TABER dives out of the way and runs around, then up the staircase. 
CHARLIE falls back and bumps into EVA who is knocked over the gantry. She somehow manages to snag onto one of the gantries struts and hangs on just feet above the machinery below. 
LAZUL makes another lunge and catches CHARLIE in the shoulder cutting through his jacket, drawing blood and sending The Cutlass over and into the machinery. LAZUL goes to swipe across CHARLIE’S face, who ducks and in desperation runs at LAZUL smashing into his stomach. The two fall back against the dials and switches of the control panel. One lever is forced back with the impact and sets off the bridge closing mechanism. 
Below EVA, the huge steam powered engine splutters to life and cogs and spiked wheels begin to whirr below her dangling legs.

EVA.

(Looking down)

Oh my God! CHARLIE!

CHARLIE struggles free and looks over to EVA; before he can react LAZUL is on him again. Another slash hits CHARLIE across the face and then LAZUL hits CHARLIE squarely on the nose with the butt of the other dagger and CHARLIE falls like a stone onto the gantry. LAZUL laughs. CHARLIE turns his battered head to one side and there hanging over the edge is EVA. Suddenly part of the gantry she is holding onto begins to give way and she jolts even closer towards her doom. LAZUL walks over to the stricken boy, stands over him and raises both daggers high above his head read for the killer blow.
LAZUL.

(To EVA)

Say goodbye to your little friend.

At the last moment CHARLIE manages to kick upwards and hits LAZUL with a direct hit right between his legs. With an instant, uncontrollable, reaction LAZUL brings both arms down to grab his crotch and judders to a halt. His eyes widen in excruitiating pain. CHARLIE backs away and looks up to see that LAZUL has fatally stabbed himself.

CHARLIE.

Say goodbye to your little friend!

LAZUL falls silently to his knees and then forward.

CHARLIE rushes over to EVA and pulls her up and away from danger.

EVA.

That thing could kill somebody.

CHARLIE looks into the churning machine just as the BRIDGE SPAN closes and the engine stops.
CHARLIE.

I have got an idea.

EXT: THE TILBURY – DUSK.

The battle rages on with both ships hammering away at each other.

PILLARD.

(Shouting behind to the WHEELHOUSE)

Take us nose to nose MR NEWSON, and keep us away from their sides.

NEWSON.

I’ll do my best sir.
EXT: THE THAMES – DUSK.
THE TILBURY turns as sharp as she can but this time THE MALVADO out manoeuvres her as CAPTAIN RAKKES voice booms across the THAMES.
CAPTAIN RAKKE.

FIRE!

THE MALVADO’S side lights up as all guns fire. Many of the shots whizz past destroying cranes and depots but another two hit THE TILBURY. Wood and metal explode into the air and the ship is forcibly wrenched sideways. All the crew are flung from their stations and one cannon shot rips through the back of the WHEELHOUSE blasting NEWSON from his post and into a window which shatters. THE TILBURY hits back down into the water and judders to a halt, her stern on fire and her deck engulfed in smoke.

EXT: THE MALVADO – DUSK.

Aboard THE MALVADO the crew cheer at their hit.

CAPTAIN RAKKE.

Bring her about! Finish them.

THE MALVADO lurches in a huge arc and begins to circle around for another broadside.
INT: TOWER BRIDGE WALKWAY – DUSK.
TABER reaches halfway inside the walkway that connects the two towers. He climbs up onto the hand rail and opens a hatch that leads outside.
EXT: TOWER BRIDGE WALKWAY – DUSK.

TABER climbs out into a torrential storm. BARASKA/GRIMES is surrounded in a shroud of swirling mist and electricity sparks.

TABER.

GRIMES!

BARASKA/GRIMES is lost in his power and does not notice TABER, who stands unsteadily and inches towards his old shipmate.

TABER.

GRIMES!

BARASKA/GRIMES is shaken out of his trance and turns. His eyes are jet black and the veins in his face bulge and pulsate, when he speaks it with an ominous boom.

BARAKA/GRIMES.

CAPTAIN TABER. I knew you would come. Where the PROFESSORS nose leads his lap dog will always follow. Welcome to judgement day.

TABER.

What happened to you GRIMES?

BARASKA/GRIMES.
That name died a long time ago, nothing of the past is important, today is the end of the old and tomorrow the dawn of righteous retribution.

TABER.

And what price this new beginning? The PROFESSOR? The lives of innocent people?

BARASKA/GRIMES.

The stain of humanity needs to be wiped clean from this city of SODOM.

TABER.

Whatever wrongs you feel have been done to you, this has to stop...now.

TABER draws his pistol and points it at GRIMES.

BARASKA/GRIMES.

You can no longer give me orders CAPTAIN. I have transcended this world and will bring fire and brimstone upon you and your kind. Prepare to be washed away.

With that BARASKA/GRIMES swings his arms around and a conjured ball of water encased in lightning explodes from his hands at TABER. It knocks his pistol from his hand, hits him in the chest and sends him tumbling across the WALKWAY ROOF. He clatters to the edge and somersaults over, just catching hold of the guttering he manages to hang on.

INT. TOWER BRIGDE\ENGINE ROOM – DAY.

Jumping and climbing about the giant cogs and wheels of the bridge lifting mechanism, CHARLIE looks like he is back amongst the rigging of the theatre as ties the end of a rope to a chain which in turn he feeds through the wheel which is connected to the piston driven engine.
EVA.

Are you sure this will work?

CHARLIE.

There is only one way to find out!
EXT. THE TILBURY/THE THAMES – DUSK.

PILLARD and GEORGE NEWSON are dousing a fire on the PORT side. PILLARD shouts up to NEWSON who appears at THE WHEELHOUSE DOOR.

PILLARD.
What we got left?

NEWSON.

Not much. Power to the paddle but rudder damage means we got speed but only in one direction.
GEORGE NEWSON.

Fires ripped a hole and were listing on the PORT side.

NEWSON.

She’s coming round for another Broadside.

PILLARD.

GEORGE! Lewis Guns to the bow. Mr NEWSON, Ramming speed, let’s cut her in half.
With heroic purpose PILLARD and GEORGE run to the LEWIS GUNS positioned on the rail tracks at each side of the ship. They grab them and simultaneously run the length of the ship till both GUNS slam into each other at the BOW and snap into place. The ship mates stand defiantly side by side.
INT: THE TILBURY/THE WHEELHOUSE – DUSK.

MR NEWSON slams the motor into FULL SPEED AHEAD and the TILBURY shunts forward.

MR NEWSON.

If you are going to go you might as well go with a bang.
EXT. THE TILBURY/THE THAMES – DUSK.

A billow of smoke shoots from the funnel, the paddle speeds up double time and in a surge of power THE TILBURY cuts through the waves like a rapier, on a collision course with THE MALVADO.
EXT. THE MALVADO/THE THAMES – DUSK.

CAPTAIN RAKKE and his crew look on in astonishment as THE TILBURY approaches.
EXT: TOWER BRIDGE WALKWAY – DUSK.

TABER finally pulls himself up and to safety a little way along from BARASKA/GRIMES who continues his SORCERY. TABER looks down at the destruction and then at THE TIBURY.
EXT. THE TILBURY/THE THAMES – DUSK.

PILLARD and GEORGE NEWSON stand at the LEWIS GUNS, unflinching at the approaching danger.  With her bow streaking through the waters, flag slapping in the breeze THE TILBURY powers on.

EXT. THE MALVADO/THE THAMES – DUSK.

CAPTAIN RAKKE grits his yellow teeth, his steely gaze directly at the on-coming TILBURY and braces for impact.

EXT. THE TILBURY/THE THAMES – DUSK.

PILLARD peers back, icy, fierce and heroic. GEORGE’S finger tightens on the trigger, and PILLARD pulls back the firing pin. 

PILLARD.

On my mark...

EXT: THE THAMES – DUSK.
THE MALVADO creaks and groans as it completes its turn. Her STARBOARD cannons glinting as they come to bear. THE TILBURY races along just yards from impact.
PILLARD.
Hold...

INT: THE TIBURY/WHEELHOUSE – DUSK

NEWSON tightens his grip on the wheel and closes his eyes.

EXT: THE THAMES - DUSK

Smoke billows, the wash from the paddles shoots up like a fountain, THE TILBURY seems to be flying as; like a rock face; the MALVADO rises up before her. They are seconds away from impact. 
EXT: THE TIBURY/THE THAMES - DUSK

At the last second PILLARD shouts.

PILLARD.

FIRE!

The world explodes. PILLARD and NEWSON fire the LEWIS GUNS. The shell fire rips into the hull of THE MALVADO and begins to blow her to smithereens. The bow of THE TILBURY is a lighting storm of noise, flash and smoke as shell after shell smash into the black hulk.
EXT: THE MALVADO - DUSK

On the deck of THE MALVADO the crew run screaming for cover as CAPTAIN RAKKE watches in disbelief as the firestorm engulfs his vessel. As THE TILBURY carries on it begins to shear the MALVADO in half. 
EXT: THE TILBURY/THE THAMES.

GEORGE lets out a defiant cry as the BOW of THE TILBURY begins to pass through the MALVADO mid ships. Shots rip through the decks; crew jump for their lives and the hull is cleaved in two and falls away into the tumultuous waters.

EXT: THE MALVADO/THE THAMES – DUSK.

The deck of THE MALVADO is aflame. With his crew gone and his ship done for CAPTAIN RAKKE grabs the flailing Wheel and stands to attention.

EXT. THE THAMES – DUSK.

THE MALVADO erupts in a massive explosion. Its stern is completely ripped apart and both it and the TILBURY are consumed in a mushroom cloud of black wood and gunpowder smoke. 

EXT: TOWER BRIDGE WALKWAY ROOF –DUSK.

TABER catches his breath as he sees the explosion and his ship disappear beneath it. 
EXT. BANKS OF THE THAMES\LONDON – DAY.

The THAMES is now a torrent of destruction, rising by the second, smashing into the quayside, destroying wooden jetties, wrenching boats and tugs from their moorings and tossing them to and fro. People run screaming from the docks as cranes are felled by huge waves.

EXT. TOWER BRIDGE WALKWAY ROOF – DAY.

High above BARASKA/GRIMES brings his arms down. The belt now shudders with intensity. Lightning strikes him again and he channels the bolt down onto the THAMES. 

EXT. THE THAMES\UP STREAM – DUSK
Further upstream a Tsunami size wave begins to rise. Twenty foot high, it curls up like a serpent and starts to power along towards CENTRAL LONDON.
INT: TOWER BRIDGE/CONTROL ROOM - DUSK

CHARLIE takes a ceremonial spear off the wall and ties his end of the rope to it.

CHARLIE.

Remember, do not wait for me. Just count to sixty and then throw the lever.

EVA.

But what if you are not clear?
CHARLIE leans over to her and kisses her hard on the lips.

CHARLIE.

Start counting.

He runs out. EVA bites her lip and takes a deep breath.

EVA.

One...two...three

EXT: THE THAMES – DUSK.

As the smoke clears the MALVADO, fatally wounded, falls away in two parts and sinks beneath the stormy waters. THE TILBURY is still afloat but she is blackened, lifeless and dead in the water. Her crew are nowhere to be seen.    
INT. TOWER BRIDGE\SPIRAL STAIRCASE – DUSK.

CHARLIE runs up the stairwell that leads up to the walkway, unravelling the rope as he goes.
CHARLIE.

Twelve... thirteen.. fourteen.

He breathlessly continues to count as he rushes to the very top.

INT. TOWER BRIDGE/ENGINE ROOM – DUSK.

EVA nervously grips the winch mechanism lever.

EVA.

Seventeen...Eighteen...nineteen...
INT. TOWER BRIDGE/WALKWAY ROOF DUSK.

Incensed by the destruction of THE TILBURY, TABER runs and leaps at BARASKA/GRIMES. With lighting speed he turns, grabs TABER by the neck and, with superhuman strength, lifts him high into the air. TABER struggles but cannot fight free from the crushing grip.

BARASKA/GRIMES.

How touching, you finally show fighting spirit for your comrades. If only you had shown such strength the last time I saw you...maybe you could have saved me. Now you will not even be able to save yourself.
INT: TOWER BRIDGE WALKWAY – DUSK.

CHARLIE bursts through a door to find himself in the long WALKWAY atop the TOWER. He looks up and can see BARASKA/ GRIMES out on the roof holding TABER by the neck.

CHARLIE.

Twenty four...twenty five...

He looks around and sees the hatch above him.

INT. TOWER BRIDGE/ENGINE ROOM – DUSK.

As EVA counts she is unaware off a shadowy figure that rises up behind her.

EVA.

Twenty eight…twenty nine.
As she looks out the window she suddenly notices the reflection behind her. She turns and catches her breath. It’s LAZUL, covered in blood and doubled in pain but alive.

LAZUL.

Thirty.
EVA lets out a scream but LAZUL manages to summon enough strength to lunge at her. He grabs her and the two fall to the ground and struggle.

EXT. TOWER BRIDGE/WALKWAY ROOF – DUSK.

The hatch flies open and CHARLIE climbs out.
CHARLIE.

Thirty two...thirty three...

He pulls himself out and struggling against the elements just manages to stand. He begins to inch along towards BARASKA/GRIMES. TABER meanwhile is beginning to lose consciousness in his deathly grip.
INT. TOWER BRIDGE/ENGINE ROOM – DUSK.

EVA and LAZUL wrestle on the floor. EVA lands an elbow into LAZULS stomach, he convulses in pain. She stands and tries to run but he grabs her ankle and she falls onto the gantry.

EXT. TOWER BRIDGE/WALKWAY ROOF – DUSK.
CHARLIE looks up river and sees the TSUNAMI WAVE hurtling towards them.

CHARLIE.

Thirty five...thirty six...
BARASKA/GRIMES is in a wild mania, joyous at the destruction and the pain he is causing TABER. Just then the wind gusts, CHARLIE slips on the wet roof and falls heavily. He drops the spear and the rope which tumble to the edge and just catches at the last moment on the guttering. CHARLIE skids and slides the other side before stopping himself from falling over the edge.

INT. TOWER BRIDGE/ENGINE ROOM – DUSK
Eva kicks and struggles to get free from LAZULS grip. The henchman is in a weakened, near death, state but still manages to spit blood in defiance and hold onto to her.

EVA.
Forty one...arggh.

She kicks him in the face with her other foot. He does not let go.
EVA.

Forty two....arggh.

She kicks him again, this time with such force that he rolls off the gantry. Still with a tight grip on her ankle he pulls her with him. She screams as he falls and they scrape along the metal gantry to their joint doom. At the last second she wraps her arm around a strut and jerks to a halt. Below LAZUL stops, still hanging onto her leg, she shouts in agony as the weight of the man pulls hard on her, but she still clings on.

EXT. TOWER BRIDGE/WALKWAY ROOF – DUSK.

CHARLIE struggles to his feet.

CHARLIE.

Forty eight... forty nine....

As he counts he stretches to the spear which hangs just out of reach. BARASKA/GRIMES, still unaware of CHARLIE, goes to finish of TABER but then looks up at the tidal wave which is nearly upon them.

BARASKA/GRIMES.

...and so CAPTAIN this is your end.

CHARLIE.

Fifty..

The next ten seconds are unbearably nerve jangling...

INT. TOWER BRIDGE/ENGINE ROOM – DUSK.
EVA struggles to hang on. LAZUL pulls out a knife from his belt and begins to raise it, with one herculean final effort she kicks out. LAZUL loses his grip and falls away into the heart of the engine and is skewered on a spike. She pulls herself up.
EXT. TOWER BRIDGE/WALKWAY ROOF – DUSK.

BARASKA/GRIMES raises his other hand towards TABERS eyes and lighting begins to emanate from his fingers as he prepares to shoot an energy bolt at the nearly dead TABER.

CHARLIE.

Fifty five....

With seconds to spare CHARLIE finally reaches the spear, he stands, turns and throws it all in one move. It smashes straight through BARASKA/GRIMES who jolts upright and drops TABER just as the lightning flies from his fingers sending the bolts high into the black sky. There is a moment of eerie calm as BARASKA/GRIMES looks down at his chest and sees the gruesome sight of the hole left by the spear; which has passed right through him; and is on the floor in front of him. TABER comes too and looks up at the hole in BARASKA/GRIMES chest but both he and CHARLIE are astonished when BARASKA/GRIMES begins to laugh.
BARASKA/GRIMES.

Is that the best you can do?
INT. TOWER BRIDGE/ENGINE ROOM – DUSK.

EVA runs at the lever and pulls it hard.

EXT. TOWER BRIDGE/WALKWAY ROOF – DUSK.

CHARLIE gives him a half smile then…

CHARLIE.

Sixty!

BARASKA/GRIMES is bemused. He looks down at the rope that is trailing through his chest and is attached to the spear.
INT. TOWER BRIDGE/ENGINE ROOM – DUSK.

The chain reaction is instantaneous. The huge engine bursts into life. Pistons pump and the mighty wheel begins to zoom around, this pulls the chain which begins to wrap around the wheel cogs, the chain pulls the rope which also begins to whirl around the wheel and the Bridge starts to open.
EXT. TOWER BRIDGE/WALKWAY ROOF – DUSK.

The rope slack snaps tight and pulls the spear which slams into BARASKA/GRIMES chest and wrenches him forward. He flies past CHARLIE smashing into him and knocking him over the side. CHARLIE falls over the edge and into the river below. BARASKA/GRIMES carries on before disappearing through the hatch.
INT. TOWER BRIDGE/STAIRWELL – DUSK.
Smashing and tumbling BARASKA/GRIMES is unable to stop as he is pulled down following the path CHARLIE had laid the rope. In a summersault of carnage he finally flies through the doorway into the engine room.

INT. TOWER BRIDGE/ENGINE ROOM – DUSK.
EVA screams at the shock of this jumble of limbs hurtles by her and is dragged into the crushing cogs of the lifting mechanism. There is a final whirr, crunch of bone and the steam powered pistons grind to a halt. EVA turns away as the wheels are jammed by BARASKA/GRIMES crushed dead body. The second the final breath leaves his body a huge green energy surge explodes like a tornado from the belt around his waist. It knocks EVA to the ground smashes all the windows of the ENGINE ROOM and shoots out in all directions from the TOWER. 

EXT. THE RIVER THAMES – DUSK.
The green energy surge hits the TSNUNAMI WAVE which instantaneously disappears into a trillion rain drops that fall harmlessly away. 
EXT. THE BANKS OF THE THAMES – DUSK.

Calm slowly returns. The rain has stopped and the sun is sinking into the now clear sky. The raging torrent that was the THAMES has now subsided and the wind has died. The cobbled streets glisten with the damp. Slowly people all along the river emerge from shelter to assess the damage. 
INT: TOWER BRIDGE/ENGINE ROOM –DUSK.

EVA picks herself off the floor just as TABER reaches the bottom of the stairs and walks over to her. EVA looks behind to the stairs and then back at TABERS consoling expression.

EVA.

Where’s CHARLIE?

TABER.

I’m sorry...He...he was a brave lad.

EVA.

No.

EXT: TOWER BRIDGE – DUSK.

TABER and EVA walk out onto the bridge as people and Police begin to gather. TABER pats EVA reassuringly on the back and walks off towards the river. EVA sees the world in slow motion as she is left in tears. A POLICEMAN wraps a blanket around her shoulders before he walks into the ENGINE ROOM. EVA is left standing on the bridge.
INT. TOWER BRIDGE/ENGINE ROOM – DUSK.

The POLICEMAN enters and joins his colleague who stands on the gantry overlooking the engine and the carnage in the machinery. 

POLICEMAN 1.

Oh my lord!
POLICEMAN 2

Poor souls.

Just then the BRIDGE ATTENDANT walks in.

BRIDGE ATTENDANT.

What in God’s name, what...?

He is cut short as he looks over the POLICEMANS shoulder at the scene, he winces.

POLICEMAN 2.

How we going to get them out of there?

BRIDGE ATTENDANT.

I’ll lower the BRIDGE SPAN, it will reverse the cogs.

He goes over to the control table and throws the great lever.
EXT. TOWER BRIDGE – DUSK.

EVA stands on one side of the open bridge, the crowd seem to move off towards the ENGINE ROOM door leaving her alone. Behind the great bridge begins to lower. As it does so the warming glow of the setting sun appears over the top. She straightens and senses something. She turns. The bridge continues to lower and slowly reveals CHARLIE on the other side. He sees her and her face broadens into a beaming smile as warm as the sun. They start to slowly walk towards each other. It is a heart-warming scene as they both step onto the end of their own side of the closing SPAN. Both are drenched bloodied and beaten. The bridge closes and as it does so it brings them down in perfect synchronicity, the sun set between them, until the bridge comes to a gentle stop and they are standing toe to toe. A perfect fit.
CHARLIE.

Hello Miss CRAPTREE.

EVA.

Hello MR PUGIN.

Just as they go to kiss a pigeon flies down and lands on the railing. They look at it and smile. It coos. Then EVA and CHARLIE kiss.

EXT: THE THAMES – DUSK.

TABER makes his way onto the mud and then to the river’s edge. He looks at the setting sun, then over to where THE TILBURY was hit. But it is no longer there. He looks up stream, but suddenly a familiar sound makes him turn. Chugging towards him is the triumphant sight of THE TILBURY, battered, burned and limping but alive. The sun shines through its war torn hull but TABERS heart sings as from the WHEEL HOUSE steps NEWSON, GEORGE and finally PILLARD. TABERS eyes begin to well with tears.

TABER.

And where are you going with my ship?
PILLARD.

We’re off to see the Queen… and get us some medals.

TABER.

And then what....?

EXT. PILLARDS LIGHTHOUSE – MORNING.

ROSEMARY PILLARD is hanging out her washing as her children play. She takes a crisp white sheet and hangs it up. The sun is bright and shines through the white linen. As she takes another from the basket a figure appears, silhouetted behind the sheet. She pulls the sheet to one side to reveal PILLARD. Battered and bruised his arm in a sling but smiling. ROSEMARY PILLARD begins to gently cry with happiness. She embraces him as the children see him they rush up the hill.

PILLARD.

Hello my darling.

EXT. EAST END DOCKS/TABERS STREET – DAY.

LILY TABER is playing in the street with her friends. It is a fine day and the street is alive with activity. Going unnoticed a pair of heavy boots walks up the cobbled road and stop at the front gate. A kit bag falls to the floor and LILY looks up. Her face beams with joy as she looks up to see TABER. She runs into his arms.

LILY TABER,

Daddy! Daddy...daddy...

INT. TABERS HOUSE\HALLWAY – AFTERNOON

Running down the hall is CATHERINE TABER, piny on and hands covered in flour she flings open the front door and TABER is standing there with LILY in his arms, without a word she embraces him. The three of them stand in the doorway and hold onto each other...for the longest time.

EXT. UPNEY DOCKS – SUNSET.

GEORGE NEWSON walks along the jetty on a fine red sunlit dusk. He swings a paint pot and looks up the THAMES and the ENGLISH CHANNEL beyond. He stops for moment and smiles. Behind him comes the sound of hammering, and then a familiar voice.

NEWSON.

(Off screen)

Come on son, have you got that paint.

GEORGE NEWSON.

Coming dad.

He turns and walks along the jetty and then onto the walkway that leads up to the DRY DOCK. Sitting up on stilts is THE TILBURY in the middle of a re-fit. Hanging over its side is NEWSON hammering crisp new white planks into place. As GEORGE walks in the sun begins to disappear over the DRY DOCKS roof and fluttering high and proud above its doorway is the UNION JACK.
THE END.
