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FADE IN:

EXT. SKY – NIGHT

A single SEAGULL is flying against a grey sky.  The camera seems to pan with its flight so that it stays centered on the screen.  

The camera pans back, showing a LIGHTHOUSE on a rocky shore.  The bird, we now realize, is flying in place, struggling against a tempest’s winds.  

A WAVE CRASHES against THE ROCKS, sending up a huge SPRAY and the BIRD gives up, turns back, and is buffeted off the screen by the wind.  

The LIGHTHOUSE BEAM sweeps its light into the camera, blinding us with white.

INT. SHIP’S CABIN – MOMENTS LATER

SAVANNAH MIKE and DOC MOSES are bound, back to back, in two wooden chairs in the center of the CAPTAIN’S CABIN of the QUUEN MAB.  The room tilts back and forth as the ship is thrown by the waves.  

A SERVING TRAY with a heavy CANDELABRA, a BOTTLE of whisky, and two glasses on it slides from one edge of the TABLE it is on to the other, but does not fall.  

The LANTERN hanging from the low ceiling swings wildly, making the shadows leap the walls as CAPTAIN ASHBLESS addresses his captives.

CAPTAIN ASHBLESS

So, you thought it would be that easy, did you?

SAVANNAH MIKE

What are you talking about?
CAPTAIN ASHBLESS

You thought you’d just waltz on board, whistle up a song and a story, and just slip off with our money.

(He kicks a small chest in the corner of the room)

SAVANNAH MIKE

No, honest, Captain Ashbless.  It’s not true what Sharkey says.  We were just-

DOC MOSES

Shut up, Mike.

SHARKEY (O.S.)

(shouting)

Captain! Storm’s getting bad!  We needs you on deck!

CAPTAIN ASHBLESS

(bellows)

Keep your britches on, Sharkey!

(to the captives)

Mister Thorne spied the two of you trying to get the longboat down.  You had this here chest with you.  Now, everything from the ship’s accounted for, all excepting my ring.  Just on account of the ring’s got sentiment for me, you tell me where it’s hidden at, and I’ll set you both ashore safe and sound, come Havana.

SHARKEY (O.S.)

Captain!  The yardarm’s about to give!

CAPTAIN ASHBLESS 

Think on it.

CAPTAIN ASHBLESS walks to the door and EXITS.

SAVANNAH MIKE

Doc, I thought you said the Frenchman’s wife was a sure thing, that it never failed.  What happened?

doc moses

What’s the first thing I told you?

SAVANNAH MIKE

About what?

doc moses

I know, contrary to all evidence and the beliefs of learned men across the world, I know you’ve got a brain in there.  Think, boy.  The first time I met you, when you were cutting pockets in a honkytonk in Georgia. What was the first thing I taught you about the grift?

SAVANNAH MIKE

A grifter’s always learning, and the day you think you know the grift is the day the mark burns you.

doc moses

Right.  I’m glad you were paying attention.  That all the years of toil and teaching managed to get something through that skull of yours.  The Frenchman’s Wife is a classic, but pulling the tear off on a ship’s a dicey game.  Now get that shank out of your boot and get us out of here.

SAVANNAH MIKE draws a long thin knife from the battered leather of his boot and saws through the ropes binding his hands.  He leaps to his feet, rubbing circulation into his wrists and staring wild-eyed around the confines of the room.

The ship lurches suddenly in the trough of a wave.  SAVANNAHH MIKE stumbles and catches himself on the TABLE.  In doing so, he sends the TRAY crashing to the floor.  The BOTTLE of whisky shatters.  The whisky catches fire.  

SAVANNAH MIKE stares at the growing flames.

SAVANNAH MIKE

Doc?

DOC MOSES

Don’t stand there catching flies, kid.  Get me out of these.

SAVANNAH MIKE cuts the ropes that bind DOC MOSES to his chair.  

SAVANNAH MIKE

Doc, you got a plan yet?  How we getting out of this?

DOC MOSES moves more slowly, but with greater foresight.  He does not waste time staring around, but walks to the wall and pulls down two large yellow RAIN SLICKERS.  

He tosses one to SAVANNAH MIKE.

DOC MOSES

Just get that money, Mike.

SAVANNAH MIKE lifts the heavy chest onto the TABLE.  The CHEST is small, the size of a lunchbox, but the gold within makes it unwieldy.

DOC MOSES

C’mon, kid.  They’ll be back any-

The DOOR crashes open.  Outside is a DARK STAIRWAY lit by LIGHTNING.

SHARKEY Enters, with a SABER in his hand.

SHARKEY

Cap’n Ashbless said I’s to-

SHARKEY pauses for a moment when he sees the captives free.

SAVANNAH MIKE, without a pause, throws a chair at him, knocking the SABER from SHARKEY’s hand.

SAVANNAH MIKE and SHARKEY wretsle in the small room, the sounds of their struggle drowned out by the THUNDER from outside.

The room continues to pitch and shift with the storm.

SHARKEY and SAVANNAH MIKE separate, staring at each other, each raising his fists and catching his breath before beginning again.

DOC MOSES ends the fight abruptly, bringing the CANDELABRA down on SHARKEY from behind.

SHARKEY is knocked out.

DOC MOSES

Saints above.  Middle of a grift, middle of a storm, and Savannah Mike thinks he’s in a boxing ring.

SAVANNAH MIKE pulls two flintlock PISTOLS from SHARKEY’s belt.

DOC MOSES

Here.  Give me those.

(DOC MOSES takes the PISTOLS)

The lord knows you ain’t never been able to hit a blasted thing with no blunderbuss.  You just worry yourself with the pigsticker.

SAVANNAH MIKE picks up the SABER, and puts on the RAINSLICKER.  DOC MOSES tucks the PISTOLS into his belt, and puts on the other RAINSLICKER.  

SAVANNAH MIKE

T’aint true, Doc.  What are you saying, that I can’t shoot?  I can shoot just fine.  You remember that time in Mississippi-

DOC MOSES takes two HATS from the wall and tosses one onto the table.  

DOC MOSES

He was blind drunk and fat and it still took you three shots.  I’m not saying you can’t shoot.  I’m just saying I don’t want you shooting when I’m around.

SAVANNAH MIKE puts his hat on.

Between the wide brim HATS and the high collar RAINSLICKERs, the two are completely anonymous.

DOC MOSES

Come on, let’s get the roll and tear off.

They close their RAINSLICKERS and lift the CHEST.

Both EXIT.

Cut To:

EXT - QUEEN MAB – Night

SAILORS in yellow RAINSLICKERS scream and toil in the pounding rain.  The wind lashes at their faces, pulling their coats one way and then the other.  They are tying ropes, lowering sails, and fighting with the rudder.  A LIFEBOAT is suspended on the STARBOARD side of the deck.

SAVANNAH MIKE and DOC MOSES ENTER, climbing the stairs from below.  They are carrying the CHEST between them.

DOC MOSES

(Barking Orders at random)

You!  Get to the foredeck, on the double!  Batten down the yardarm!  Hey!  What do you think you’re doing?  Help him, man, help him!  You think this ship sails itself?

They reach the LIFEBOAT.

DOC MOSES lowers it to the deck.

They climb in.

CAPTAIN ASHBLESS, the wind tearing at his slicker, is at the railing of the foredeck. He draws a savage looking SABER from under his coat.  He points at them with it.

CAPTAIN ASHBLESS

(screaming)

Jones!  Macafee!  Grab them!  

JONES and MACAFEE, Two SAILORS, rush towards the LIFEBOAT, belaying pins in their hands.  

DOC MOSES is sitting in the LIFEBOAT, SAVANNAH MIKE is standing.

MACAFEE swings first.  

SAVANNAH MIKE leans back nimbly, avoiding the blow.  He draws his SABER.

JONES approaches, but DOC MOSES stands and shoots him in the chest. 

The ship pitches suddenly.  

All three – SAVANNAH MIKE, DOC MOSES, and MACAFEE, are bowled over by a LARGE WAVE.  

SAVANNAH MIKE and DOC MOSES fall out of the LIFEBOAT onto the deck.

The LIFEBOAT has fallen to the deck and twisted.  It tilts unsteadily on the edge of the ship, half on deck, half off, barely balanced over the yawning drop to the stormy ocean beneath.  The CHEST is still on the LIFEBOAT.  

DOC MOSES drop s his pistol and looks over his shoulder at the teetering LIFEBOAT.

DOC MOSES

The roll!

DOC MOSES grabs the near end of the LIFEBOAT, trying to prevent it from falling off the edge.

SAVANNAH MIKE is busy warding off blows from MACAFEE’s belaying pin.  On one knee, SAVANNAH MIKE’s saber is not a useful weapon, but he uses it to block the savage onslaught.

SAVANNAH MIKE

Get the money, Doc!

SAVANNAH MIKE gets to his feet just in time to run MACAFEE through.  MACAFEE falls to the drenched planks of the deck and SAVANNAH MIKE turns to the LIFEBOAT.

DOC MOSES

Behind you!

SAVANNAH MIKE turns just in time to parry a cut from CAPTAIN ASHBLESS.

DOC MOSES is trying to reach the CHEST.  The LIFEBOAT is tilting backwards, into the ocean.  The CHEST has slid to the far end of the boat, and its weight is pulling the boat down.

CAPTAIN ASHBLESS

Pox ridden thieves!  I’ll teach you to try your games on my ship!

SAVANNAH MIKE and CAPTAIN ASHBLESS cross swords.  They fight back and forward, the loose barrels rolling with the pitch of the ship interfering with first one, then the other combatant.

Suddenly CAPTAIN ASHBLESS has the upper hand.

DOC MOSES, clinging to the prow of the lifeboat, sighs in surrender and lets go.  The boat tumbles into the surf.  DOC MOSES swiftly draws his pistol and fires, hitting CAPTAIN ASHBLESS in his shoulder.  CAPTAIN ASHBLESS drops his saber and falls to the deck.

SAVANNAH MIKE does not pause to thank DOC MOSES, but rushes to the edge of the deck.

The two con men stand on the edge of the ship’s deck, peering into the dark surf below.  A sudden FLASH OF LIGHTNING illuminates the LIFEBOAT, floating away.  The CHEST, miraculously, is still on board.  They look at each other for the briefest of moments, then SAVANNAH MIKE jumps without hesitation.  DOC MOSES, shaking his head, removes his SPECTACLES and follows.
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EXT – PLANTATION SHORE – MORNING

The storm has passed, and the skies could not be clearer.  Their finery bedraggled and tattered, SAVANNAH MIKE and DOC MOSES are asleep in the LIFEBOAT.  It has washed ASHORE, and rocks gently with each slow wave.  At some point, the prow broke, and there is a ragged hole of broken planks.

SAVANNAH MIKE wakes with a start, rolls over the bow, and coughs up water.  He looks around, lifting the sodden mass of his hair from his eyes.  He blinks.  He can not believe it.  He turns quickly and looks in the LIFEBOAT.  The CHEST is still there.

SAVANNAH MIKE

Doc!  We did it!  We made it!  Doc!

DOC MOSES wakes slowly, lifting the hat that is drapped over his eyes.  He looks composed, leisurely waking from an afternoon nap.  He removes his SPECTACLES from under his shirt, polishes them, and puts them on.  He permits himself a faint smile.

DOC MOSES

Well as I live and breathe.

DOC MOSES stands and stretches slowly, enjoying the sunshine.  

SAVANNAH MIKE has eyes only for the CHEST, but he waits for DOC MOSES.

DOC MOSES sighs and gestures at the CHEST.

DOC MOSES

Alright, Mike.  Go ahead and open it.

SAVANNAH MIKE grins and unclasps the CHEST’s lock.  It is full, not only of gold, but bound sheafs of paper money and jewelry.  

SAVANNAH MIKE starts trying on RINGS. 

SAVANNAH MIKE

Wouldja look at these?  Bet Irish Johnny’s gonna love these.  How much you think he’ll give for this one, Doc?

DOC MOSES

Hush.

SAVANNAH MIKE tries on more jewelry, still talking animatedly.

SAVANNAH MIKE

Look at this one!  I’m gonna take this one as part of my cut, and I’m gonna give it to Emily.  You remember Emily, doncha Doc?  The girl who works at Mary’s in Charleston?  She’s sweet on me.  When she gets a load of these, though, I tell you.  She’s gonna-

DOC MOSES

Mike, would you shut up?  I hear something.

SAVANNAH MIKE falls silent.

DOC MOSES

Riders.  Quick, let’s stash this.

SAVANNAH MIKE and DOC MOSES leave the boat, hoisting the CHEST and scurrying up the beach to where they conceal it under an OLD LOG.

They walk back to the LIFEBOAT and lean against it nonchalantly.

The VOICES of RIDERS can be heard, approaching.

SAVANNAH MIKE

(muttered)

How you wanna play this one?

DOC MOSES

We haven’t played The Schoolboy’s Flute in a while.

DOC MOSES looks down at the LIFEBOAT and at the name QUEEN MAB painted on it.  He pries the painted board loose and throws it into the ocean, just before…

PHINEAS and THE BOYS (ALISTER, JEROME, SOCRATES) enter, on horseback.  They are racing. 

PHINEAS White is clearly the leader of the group.  His smile drops when he sees the strangers on his land, and he reigns in his horse.

THE BOYS stop their horses a little behind PHINEAS.

PHINEAS looks at the boat, then at the two bedraggled castaways.  We see them as he does: in tattered and wet finery, with the glitter of jewels on SAVANNAH MIKE’s hands. 

PHINEAS

(To SAVANAH MIKE)

Good day to you, sir.  Pray tell, might I be of some assistance?

doc moses

Our ship went down in the storm, sir.  Is this Hispanola?

phineas

I was talking to your master, boy.

PHINEAS dismounts and bows to SAVANNAH MIKE

phineas

(cont.)

Phineas White, sir.  At your service.  My father’s house is right close by.  If you’d be so good as to accompany me there?

savannah mike

I, uh.  I’d be honored.

DOC MOSES nudges him.

savannah mike 

(cont.)

Thank you kindly.

DOC MOSES nudges him again.

SAVANNAH MIKE bows.

savannah mike 

(cont.)

Mike… al.  Mikhal Thorne.  At your service.

Phineas

(haughtily)

Delighted to make your acquaintance, sir.

PHINEAS mounts his horse again and turns, gesturing to JEROME.

Phineas 

(cont.)

Mr. Cutty will be more than happy to lend you his horse.  Alister, let Jerome ride double with you.

ALISTER dismounts.  

SAVANNAH MIKE walks to the horse and looks at DOC MOSES.

DOC MOSES shrugs and walks over to help SAVANNAH MIKE mount.

Doc Moses

(muttered)

Ride slow so I can keep up.  Mikhal Thorne, huh?  Tell them you’re Prussian.  The scars are from mensur duelling at Heidelburg.  You’re en route to New Orleans to visit your uncle, an antiquities dealer.  Schoolboy’s Flute, Mike.  You know the score.

(loudly)

All set, Mister Thorne.

SAVANNAH MIKE and PHINEAS ride up the trail.  THE BOYS follow, JEROME and ALISTER sharing a horse.  DOC MOSES, after a last look at the OLD LOG, follows on foot.

All EXIT.
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INT – COL. WHITE’S DINING ROOM – MORNING

COL. WHITE is sitting at a lavishly set table with ANNABEL.  SERVANTS pour coffee and bring the dishes for a large breakfast.

Col. White

…, my dear.  And so it is only natural, as part of noblesse oblige, to look on these poor unfortunates and think, how may I ease their burden?  But be not mistaken, for creation is ordered by God’s will, and…

PHINEAS ENTERS.

Phineas

Father.  Miss Annabel.

PHINEAS bows to each, then walks to COLONEL WHITE’S side.

Phineas

(cont.)

Father, I found a Prussian washed ashore on the north beach while riding.  

ANNABEL

Was he alright?

COLONEL WHITE

A Prussian, Eh?  Where is he now?

Phineas

I brought him here, he’s in the study with Stark.

COLONEL WHITE

Well, we can’t have him mistaking that Dimwitted oaf Stark for one of mine. 

COLONEL WHITE rings a bell.

A MAID enters.

COLONEL WHITE

There’s a Prussian gentleman in my study.  Show him in here.

THE MAID exits.

ANNABEL

Is the Prussian hurt, Mr. White?  And did he say how he came to be washed up on your shores?

Phineas

I haven’t asked him.  It didn’t seem the time.  But, when he arrives, you can-

SAVANNAH MIKE and DOC MOSES enter.

Phineas

(cont.)

Mister Thorne, may I present my father, Colonel White, and his ward Miss Annabel Beaumont.  Father, Miss Beaumont, Mister Michael Thorne.

Doc Moses mutters to SAVANNAH MIKE

Savannah Mike

(in a ridiculous faux-british accent)

It’s Reichsbaron, really, but who cares these days?  So good of you to have me.  So jolly, jolly good.  So rare to meet good people these days.  Colonel White, sir, you have my deepest thanks.

COLONEL WHITE’s smile inflates with the praise.  He twists his moustache.

COLONEL WHITE

My dear Reichsbaron Thorne, you are too, too welcome.  Have you broken your fast yet?

SAVANNAH MIKE looks to DOC MOSES, who subtly shakes his head no.

SAVANNAH MIKE

No, not yet, sir.  Though I welcome the opportunity to do so.

COLONEL WHITE

Then by all means join us.  I’ll have Beulah take you upstairs and bring you a change of clothes.

SAVANNAH MIKE

Sir, you have my deepest undying gratitude.  Hospitality of this sort is the rarest of flowers, sprouting in the midst of such a desert of incivility and…

DOC MOSES steps on his foot.

SAVANNAH MIKE

(cont.)

…and I 

