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FADE IN:

The scene opens on a map of the British colony of Jamaica – the lifeline of Britain. As we scan the thirteen parishes that make up the island, we hear the voice of the narrator.

NARRATOR
On the 10th May 1655, England conquered the island of Jamaica under the leadership of Admiral Penn and General Venables. They drove out the occupying Spanish forces, reducing Spain’s stronghold on the Caribbean and the High Seas to a minimum. 

(Beat)

A few decades later, they set up sugar plantations populated by African slaves, uniting the Mother Country with the colonies. Sugar, rum and molasses all flowed back to British ports, creating the superpower that we now know as Great Britain.

(Beat)

One community that remained unconquered by the Redcoats were the Maroons – an indigenous people who migrated to the Greater Antilles via the Bering Straits. Twice in the same century had their fate been decided by the Redcoat Army. The first led to a peace treaty in 1739.

(Beat)

Our story concerns itself with the second of these campaigns known as the Second Maroon War. It began with a public flogging of two Maroons by slaves in August 1795 when Britain’s major source of wealth was the slave trade. It coincided with a spirit of revolution across the French and British Caribbean that threatened to overthrow the military achievements of the Redcoat Army for the first time in British history.
DISSOLVE TO:

INT. DEVON HOUSE – NIGHT

JULIUS SOUBISE and the DUKE OF QUEENSBERRY are having a fencing lesson whilst the narrator continues.

NARRATOR

One son of Jamaica who enjoyed the status of being the cherished pet of the Duke and Duchess of Queensberry was Julius Soubise. Because of this freedom he developed into a fine swordsman and expert horse trainer. And although he did not seek to defend the cause of the slave and Maroon alike...destiny decided to seek him.
Soubise parries the Duke's thrusts with balletic ease, dancing to the music of steel against steel. Each interception is like a brush stroke on an artist’s canvas, painting a polished picture of craftsmanship.

DUKE
Your technique’s improved, Soubise. I can see that you’ve gained far more balance since our last lesson in England. 

The duel becomes heated as both partners are determined to win. They pour their hearts into the match, creating a beautiful fencing ballet with locked swords. Soubise eventually gains the upper hand, dispossessing the Duke of his sword and placing his blade on the Duke's chest all in one continuous movement without losing his posture. The slave has now become the master.
SOUBISE
Touche.

REVERSE ANGLE - ON DUKE
He stares at the blade and then looks at SOUBISE.

DUKE
So you’ve finally mastered your emotions.

A smile creeps across SOUBISE’S face in triumph.




CUT TO:

EXT. COURTYARD STABLES - NIGHT

The moonlight swirls sensuously around Soubise as he reins in his stallion in the courtyard. The sound of insects and birds play a sweet melody that dance on his ears. He mounts the horse, balances himself tall in the saddle and then points its head in the direction that he wants it to go. He gives instructions with his hips, guiding the horse into a medium trot and then progressing to a canter. He feels a delicious peace flow through his being – man and beast in unison.
He brings the horse to a halt, dismounts, and then tethers it to a tree. 
He pauses for a moment, faintly disturbed by something but unable to identify the cause of his disquiet. His eyes search the darkness, trying to penetrate the silent impression that plays upon his senses. The sound of movement intrudes upon his consciousness, and then he notices a deep shadow that coalesces among the leaves, suddenly detaching itself and stepping out into the light, revealing the leader of the South Trelawny tribe of Maroons – LEONARD PARKINSON.
SOUBISE
That wasn’t very sporting of you, Leonard, not using the front door.

LEONARD walks up to him.

SOUBISE
What brings you this far north?
LEONARD
The Redcoats have goaded the slaves to flog two Maroons in the city square. Colonel Craskell is imprisoning the Maroons to ship them off the island by the hundreds. Those who refuse to leave the island are tortured in the most despicable way. 
(Beat)

Not even children are spared the wrath. 

(Beat)

We have to take our destiny into our own hands. The Maroons are calling for an independent Jamaica from both slave and Redcoat alike. 
SOUBISE
A Jamaica independent of Britain! (Beat) 

And who would govern it?
LEONARD
The Maroons look to Toussaint L’Ouverture as their example. If they can drive out the Redcoats, then so can we. If he can govern St. Domingue as an independent slave state then so can we.
SOUBISE
Your men are no match for the 83rd Regiment of Foot, even with the aid of the slaves.

LEONARD
They have insulted the Maroons.

SOUBISE
They insulted two Maroons. You said so yourself.
LEONARD
Insult one Maroon and you insult us all. Jamaica is mother to Maroon and slave alike. Even a free man like you, Soubise.
They both lock eyes.

SOUBISE extricates himself from the silent dialogue, and begins to collect his thoughts as he walks a few paces.
SOUBISE
This business with the Maroons has nothing to do with me. If I get involved it could jeopardise my position here at Devon House. Craskell's army are professional soldiers trained in the military arts. The Maroons would fight them bravely, but they would die quickly.

LEONARD
There is no shame in death. Our ancestors, Nanny and Cudjoe, placed death high above their lives till they forced the Redcoats to sue for peace. The blood of Nanny and Cudjoe runs through the veins of every Maroon today. 

(Beat) 

But that blood also runs through your veins, Soubise. You can go before Craskell to make him see sense. 

(Beat) 
The spirit of Trelawny flows through that sword you carry. If you choose not to use it...then many a Maroon will meet his god because of you.
Their eyes meet in silent contact.

SOUBISE lowers his eyes and continues to collect his thoughts. His world has been thrown out of balance.
SOUBISE
I can help you only insofar as I can speak to Colonel Craskell on your behalf. I can’t promise anymore than that.
LEONARD
All we ask is that you give us the chance to sue for peace. If the Redcoats are set on driving us out...then death will end this war.
SOUBISE turns to face LEONARD, and their eyes meet in acknowledgement of their shared inevitable fate.





DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. SCHAW CASTLE - NIGHT

The sound of a battle horn blares into the Trelawny sky. As the camera tilts down we see SOUBISE seated on a horse outside the castle, removing the abeng horn from his lips.
CAPTAIN FINCH and his entourage come out of the castle and walks up to SOUBISE.

SOUBISE
I bring a message from the Duke of Queensberry for the colonel. I am unarmed as you can see.
FINCH
You don’t fool me with your cloak and dagger tactics, Soubise. What’s afoot?
SOUBISE
You should trust people a bit more, Captain Finch. You might find you’ll actually like them.
FINCH
The only negro I trust is a dead one. Your very next role if you don’t clear away from her swiftly.
SOUBISE
Does that prevent me from seeing the colonel?
FINCH pauses as he suspects that SOUBISE has a plan that might lead to his own destruction.

FINCH
Not at all. My instincts tell me that you’re going to make one mistake too many this time round to put an end to you for good.
SOUBISE

(Dismounting his horse)
I’m forever in your debt, captain.
FINCH

(Menacingly)
You shall repay it, Soubise.

SOUBISE catches his eye, and then follows him as he leads the way to COLONEL CRASKELL’S office. 

INT. SCHAW CASTLE - NIGHT
SOUBISE scans the castle searchingly, mentally mapping out where everything is. 
INT. CRASKELL’S OFFICE - NIGHT
FINCH opens the door and SOUBISE walks in. Recognition immediately ensues.
CRASKELL
Ah. The swordsman of Trelawny.
SOUBISE
At your service.

He clicks his heels in a mock salute.

SOUBISE
I bring you greetings from the Duke of Queensberry.

CRASKELL
Really, Soubise. You don’t expect me to believe that the Duke would send his lackey all this way to pay his respect. 

(Beat) 

I think you’re here on more sinister matters. 

(Beat) 

The Maroons perhaps?
SOUBISE
That’s correct. And I hope I haven’t come in vain?
CRASKELL
I’m a merciful man, Soubise. If my mercies are appealed to.
SOUBISE
Name your price and I’ll raise it.

CRASKELL
You can't pay it, Soubise. The Trelawny Maroons are the enemy of His Majesty King George the third and will be relocated at his pleasure in Nova Scotia and the free colony of Sierra Leone.

SOUBISE
And if they refuse to co-operate?
CRASKELL
They will be hunted down and systematically annihilated.

SOUBISE
Like dogs?
CRASKELL
On the contrary, Soubise. It is the dogs who will be doing the annihilating. We have imported one hundred Cuban hounds to fulfill this task. 

(Beat) 

And if I’m not mistaken...they’re getting ready to do it tonight.
Fury begins to mount on SOUBISE’S face as he locks eyes with CRASKELL in a silent duel. He wants to get the better of the man – but not here, not now.
CRASKELL walks towards the door as he brings the meeting to a close.

CRASKELL
So you can tell your Maroon friends that His Majesty does not recognize their Treaty of 1739. (He opens the door for SOUBISE to exit.) And if they refuse to cooperate with the king...(SOUBISE walks to the door.)...then death will answer their treaty.
SOUBISE turns round and faces CRASKELL.

SOUBISE
One day I’ll meet your challenge with a sword, Craskell.

CRASKELL
Then make it quick, Soubise, cause you’re a marked man. 

(Beat) 

Consider yourself lucky if you live to see another day.
With that, Soubise turns and leaves.





DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. SOUTH TRELAWNY - NIGHT
SOUBISE spiriting off into the night on his horse.





DISSOLVE TO:

LATER. THE COCKPIT COUNTRY - NIGHT
SOUBISE pulls up in front of LEONARD and dismounts his horse.

SOUBISE
The writing’s on the wall, Leonard. Craskell’s already made up his mind to drive the Maroons out.
LEONARD stares into the shadows as if looking at unavoidable death.

LEONARD
The unconquered are finally conquered.
SOUBISE
We cannot win this war, Leonard. But we can die in dignity. Craskell and his army of one hundred Cuban hounds are preparing to hunt you and the rest of the Maroons down before dawn. You must bring this war to them. You have one advantage. They're not accustomed to our terrain, nor are they accustomed to surprise attack. As long as we can keep them from an offensive march, we have a chance. But we must move now.
LEONARD pauses in deep contemplation.

LEONARD
There are many ways of dying, Soubise. The life that the Redcoats offer us in Nova Scotia has no air to breathe...no light to see. (Beat)

It would be better if we died here on the soil that gave us life. 
SOUBISE places his hand on LEONARD’S shoulder in an act of reassurance.

SLOW DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. PETTY RIVER BOTTOM FOREST - NIGHT
SOUBISE and LEONARD stand coalescing with the shadows in the forest as they observe from a distance the army of Cuban hounds under the supervision of Captain Finch and the 83rd Regiment of Foot.

SOUBISE
This is what we’re going to do. We’ll draw out an attack from them so that we can dispose of those hounds one-by-one. That’ll just leave the soldiers. They’ll attempt to break up our formation with their infantry and then launch a final offensive. 

(Beat) 

Until that happens...we keep in shape...and hold our nerve. No one is to do anything unless I say so.
He turns his attention to an archer who is strategically placed in a tree just above him, and gives him the signal to begin his offensive. The archer notches an arrow that is tipped with fish bones in his bow and then plucks it. It propels smoothly through the air, accelerating at an incredible pace as it climbs into the sky. Losing height, it decelerates downwards, lodging itself in the exposed throat of Captain Finch, shutting off his death cry.

CRASKELL

(Yelling)
Kill the Maroons.
The dogs prick up their ears and start to bark. They begin to spend themselves in motion, charging towards the Maroons with purposeful intent. The rhythm of their gallop brooks no delay, moving in unison like a rising tide in formation. Their forward momentum increases in speed with the swell of their ferocity. They find their mark by tearing into flesh and bone, eating away at the first wave of Maroon warriors.

ANGLE ON SOUBISE and LEONARD
SOUBISE remains composed as LEONARD turns to look at him, waiting for some indication to strike. SOUBISE just continues to watch and observe, waiting for the right moment to counter-attack.
SOUBISE
Sound the battle horn.

Leonard places the abeng horn to his lips and blows into it a battle hymn. 
A second wave of Maroon fighters begin to form defensive circles, hiding behind their wooden shields. The hounds start advancing on them but cannot gain purchase beyond their defence. 
A storm of arrows begin raining down out of the trees from strategically placed archers, picking off the hounds one by one.

ANGLE ON SOUBISE
SOUBISE continues to watch and observe in a self-possessed manner, noticing the 83rd Regiment of Foot beginning their advance.
He turns to LEONARD because he knows his time has come.

LEONARD
We fight for Jamaica, Soubise.

SOUBISE
Jamaica will fight for us. 

(Beat) 

Long after we’re dead, this island will produce sons that will fight another day.
The two men trade looks, and shake hands like brothers in arms.

LEONARD
We’ll meet again in the life to come.

With that, they part company and peel off in opposite directions.

SOUBISE walks towards the castle, then turns to look back at the unfolding of heroic suffering.

The 83rd Regiment of Foot advances in a rhythmical stride pattern holding their bayonets forward like an army of grim reapers. They progressively dismantle the Maroon defence by emptying their shells into them.

ANGLE ON SOUBISE
The battle disappears into the night as SOUBISE looks on in despair. It is clear from his expression that the Maroons have been defeated.
The 83rd Regiment of Foot now turn their attention to LEONARD.

ANGLE ON LEONARD
There is a look of strength about Leonard as he crouches in combat formation, ready to do battle. He reads their individual intentions whilst they fan out around him, moving in for the kill. He holds his wooden shield in his left hand to protect himself, leaving his right hand free for various methods of attack. He waits until they are within ten feet of him so that he can mentally absorb the position of each soldier.

There is a brief pause as they all remain still, waiting for the moment to attack. He then breaks the silence by releasing an axe into the air with his right hand, sending it into the middle of the forehead of a soldier, causing crimson rivulets to flow down his cheeks while the handle protrudes from his face.

He then kicks up some dirt in the eyes of the nearest soldier, forcing him to drop his musket and wipe his eyes. He steals to his waist with his right hand again to draw a cutlass from its sheath and knocks the soldier off his feet with his shield. Another soldier lunges at him with his bayonet, but LEONARD shifts sideways in careful, measured movements, parrying the thrust with his shield and then bringing the cutlass down on the soldier's neck.

As the rest of the soldiers advance on him, LEONARD unleashes an explosion of power from the upper part of his body, picking them off as they charge towards him. He slices through armour, flesh and bones, constantly adapting himself for the next attack. He relies on the sound of movement around him as a guide for where the next offensive is coming from, drawing them into his own style of fighting. All of his experience as a Maroon warrior is culminated in this one inspired moment as he metes out death with energetic beauty.

He catches a glimpse of a soldier charging towards him from an angle, and sends his cutlass through the air to meet him, embedding it in his chest as his knees give way to the ground. 
He smashes aside a soldier with centrifugal force using his shield. He then dispossesses another soldier of his musket, bringing the shield down on his skull which snaps the vertebrae from the top of his neck to the small of his back, breaking the shield in half.

He is now defenceless.

His chest swells with reserves of energy, but he has nothing to fight with. He holds firm where he is, waiting for certain death.
We see bayonets advancing towards him – to the left of him – to the right of him, but at no point do we see the faces of the soldiers. The camera pulls away to show the backs of the soldiers closing in on him silently, rapidly, ready to claim his being like grim reapers.
ANGLE ON SOUBISE
SOUBISE
Farewell, brave one.
He turns and sees CRASKELL standing some forty feet away from him.

CLOSE SHOT - CRASKELL
Cruelty etches across his mouth as he draws his sword.

CRASKELL
The soil of Trelawny plays host to your Maroon friends, Soubise. Soon it will play host to you.
ANGLE ON SOUBISE
He draws his sword, flexes his wrists and then invites CRASKELL to assess his prowess.

CRASKELL comes towards him.

CRASKELL
This’ll be your last fencing lesson, Soubise.

Their swords meet, feeling each other with a combination of repartee and parrying.

CRASKELL
You asked me what was the price for Maroon freedom. 

(Beat) 

You are the price, Soubise, and I am the debt collector in full. I will make an example of you in front of slave and Maroon alike.
Soubise applies brute force to the exchange, timing his movements with speed and agility, searching for an opening to gain an advantage. He is quick and feline, disturbing Craskell's rhythm as he gains advantages.

CRASKELL
Your allegiance to the Maroons is commendable.
SOUBISE
On the contrary, colonel. My allegiance is to King George. My heart is with the Maroons. But my sword is for Trelawny. And even that is greater than my heart.
Craskell begins to lose momentum, and decides to rush back into the castle. 

INT. SCHAW CASTLE

SOUBISE catches up with him and renews the duel with a flourish. Their blades clash at incredible speed as their shadows dance on the walls. SOUBISE begins to lure him into a position of self-doubt and takes CRASKELL into psychological areas that he has not been before.

CRASKELL’S stamina starts to weaken, and he decides to create distance between him and SOUBISE so that he could launch a new attack.

INT. CRASKELL’S OFFICE - NIGHT
He makes his way back to his office and hides behind the door. SOUBISE follows him inside and then turns round when he hears the door slam behind him.

CRASKELL
To the death, Soubise.
CRASKELL shoots forward with his blade and slices SOUBISE across his bicep, drawing blood that swells in his white shirt.

SOUBISE pauses for a while to look at his wound and places his two fingers in the blood to taste it. Rage immediately rips through his face as he spits the blood out and renews the duel with even greater conviction. 
He gains an advantage, wearing CRASKELL down by disabling his defence. He switches his sword from the right hand to the left hand, forcing CRASKELL’S sword into the air. There is now nothing left in his arsenal. All he can do is watch his sword drop to the floor.

SOUBISE pins the point of his blade to CRASKELL’S throat. CRASKELL is frozen in fear, waiting for the final execution to come.

The sound of banging on the door is heard.

CRASKELL
Listen, Soubise. Death is closing in around you.
SOUBISE looks searchingly around the room measuring his chances of escape. Realising there is none to be found, he resigns himself to the fact that fate has willed his demise. Like LEONARD, he prepares himself for certain death and drops his sword.
At that moment, two Redcoat soldiers burst open the door and point their muskets at him.

CRASKELL
Tie him up.

He leaps to his feet as the soldiers carry out his instructions. As he walks to the door we see and hear SOUBISE framed in the background saying:
SOUBISE
You may have the won the war, Craskell. But there will come a time when this island will produce sons to fight another day.
CRASKELL pauses to look wonderingly into the distance, as if acknowledging the truth of that statement. But then a malicious smile creeps across his face as he says:
CRASKELL
This is not that day, Soubise.

The words hang heavily in the air, and we detach ourselves from what follows as he slowly closes the door, sealing SOUBISE’S fate for good.




FADE OUT.
THE END
