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EXT. STREETS OF KETTLE - N GHT

Kettle: one of the many crossroads for zeppelin pilots and
crews. It is a grungy city, with nore than one tavern of ill-
repute.

MJ R FREEMONT, captain of the airship the Red Dauntl ess,
saunters down a dripping alley, headed towards one such
tavern.

29 years old, wearing a | eather duster and w de-bri med hat,
dual pistols at his hip, Miir carries hinself with an easy
confidence that verges on arrogance.

Reachi ng The Crossroads, he casts a furtive glance over his
shoul der before striding through the doors.

| NT. THE CROSSROADS TAPROOM - NI GHT

People - human and nythic alike, traveler fashion from al
Thirteen nations represented - m |l around the pub.

The air is hazy wth snoke, the DIN of conversation and
ganbling is terrible, and Freenont's perpetual smrk turns
into a frown.

Looki ng around from beneath his hat, he heads for the bar,
orders an ale, and sits with his back to the room shoul ders
hunched.

Brow furrowed in thought, he orders another ale before
finishing the first one, and continues to stare noodily at
the bottles on the bottom shel ves behind the bar.

He ignores the ranblings of the lolling young man - wearing a
garish red coat with five tankards around him- on his right.

THOVAS ASHBY, aged 20, is drunk. His sallow skin is ashen,
and there are dark circles under his hazel eyes.

Thomas swipes at a stray strand of hair that has escaped its
pomade, and munbl es sonething into his cup that catches
Freenont's attention.

ASHBY
...get her back. Find the Jewel, win
her back. Yes, that would work. Know
where is, need ship though.

Freenont | eans over, elbows on the counter, enpty gl asses
shoved asi de.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:  ( 2)

FREEMONT
What sort of Jewel, friend? A pretty
di anond? Oh, but those are so conmon
Per haps you seek a fire opal ? A sea
bl ue aquamari ne?

Ashby | ooks at Freenmont with suspicion, scowing, and hugs
his current tankard closer to his chest.

ASHBY
No, no. None those. The Selkie's
Jewel .

FREEMONT

But, ny lad, the Selkie's Jewel is a
nmyth, a fable told to inpressionable
chi | dren.

Swayi ng backwards, Ashby gestures dramatically, nearly
knocki ng a tankard off the counter. Freenont catches the
gl ass, and sets it on his left.

THOVAS ASHBY
Isn"t, though. | know where is. | know
to find it.

FREEMONT
You do, do you?

The | ad takes anot her | arge swall ow of beer, the foam
dri ppi ng down his chin. H's eyes are crossed when he | ooks
back at Freenont.

THOVAS ASHBY
Yesh... But I'mnot gon' tell you.

A crowd of rowdy young nen enter then, and swarmthe bar,
SHOUTI NG t heir orders and el bowi ng each other in their haste
to be first.

Sitting back, Freenont waits until they have left before
continuing the conversation with Ashby, eyes alight with
m ngl ed hope and excitenent.

FREEMONT
Way not, | ad?

THOVAS ASHBY

Becaushoo keep calling ne |ad. And
because is big secret. Bl G SECRET!

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:  ( 3)

Thomas sways again in his seat and Freenont grips his
shoul der with a trenbling hand to steady him

The crowd of hoodl uns noves through the bar, SHOUTI NG and
HOOTI NG nmaki ng conversation difficult.

FREEMONT
There's no need to shout, |ad. And
it's utter nonsense! Big secret
i ndeed.

d anci ng over, Freenont notices that Ashby has finished his
si xth beer.

FREEMONT ( CONT' D)
Your glass is enpty. THAT' S why you
can't tell ne the secret. Your throat
is too dry to speak anot her word!

Ashby scowl's, jaw set to the side, and | eans away from
Fr eenont .

THOVAS ASHBY
Tha's not why. ..

FREEMONT
Bar man! Anot her of the sane for the
| ad, on ne.

The BARMAN, a tall skinny nan with receding, grey hair, nods
and PLUNKS two tankards of ale before the nen before
retreating to a corner where he resunes polishing gl asses
with a dingy rag.

Freenmont edges his stool closer to that of Ashby, and w aps
an armaround the youth's slimshoul ders, sliding the tankard
in front of him

Swi veling his head to Freenont, he takes the tankard in both
hands and downs half of it in a breath; Freenpnt watches in
awe.

FREEMONT ( CONT' D)
Now, you were sayi ng?

THOVAS ASHBY
About what ?

Freenont pats Ashby on the shoul der, hugs himclose to
whi sper in his ear:

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:  ( 4)

FREEMONT
The Jewel, lad. The Sel kie's Jewel.

THOVAS ASHBY
Chriiiight... Ha'ent you read Tales o

FREEMONT
Sadly, | have not. But it is apparent
that | nust get mnyself a copy.

Ashby nods wi sely.
THOVAS ASHBY

Shoul d. Best zine on things as proven
nmyt hs. Cane out few years ago.

FREEMONT
Yes, yes. |'msure. But do get on. |
amin a bit of a hurry. Wiere is the

Jewel ?

THOVAS ASHBY
Aurel ius Tobac, the author, said it
could be found in the north.

Freenont blinks, an eyebrow rai sed.

FREEMONT
The north?

THOVAS ASHBY
Yes, north. Sonewhere. | don't 'nenber
where exactly. But is what he said.

FREEMONT

(to hinself)
O course he decides to stop being
useful right now. Damnm teenagers. |
don't have tine for this.

(To Ashby)
Vll, ny boy. | |eave you to your
sorrows. | amindebted to you, and
appreci ated our chat nore than you
know.

As Freenont stands to go, hand still resting on Ashby's
shoul der, the boy turns to him eyes w de, but unfocused.

THOVAS ASHBY
Where you goi ng?

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:  (5)

FREEMONT
Pl aces of inport, lad. Places of
i nport. Here.

He tosses Ashby a coin before striding for the door.

FREEMONT ( CONT' D)
Have anot her round on ne.

Freenont exits the bar, |eaving the noise and the boy behind
for the quiet of the foggy streets.

He chews a knuckle in thought, then strides down a dimally
way, rats scattering at the sound of his step.



