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1 EXT. ALLEY - NIGHT 1

It’s a dark evening near the shipping docks of Portland,

Oregon. The year is 1894 and Portland is considered the most

dangerous city in America.

Polished black shoes belonging to a mysterious figure make

ECHOING FOOTSTEPS through the alley. The sound of WATER

LAPPING the nearby docks and SEAGULLS flying overhead follow

the mysterious man out the alley and into view of a corner

saloon. A sign painted overhead reads "Lazzo’s Saloon."

2 EXT. LAZZO’S SALOON - CONTINUOUS 2

To the left of the saloon is a road leading down to mooring

docks and the water’s edge. To the right is the alley the

mysterious man just appeared from.

He turns and enters Lazzo’s.

3 INT. LAZZO’S SALOON - CONTINUOUS 3

The saloon is rectangular with wooden floors and brown,

paint-flaking walls. Directly across the room is a bar with

stools positioned crookedly along it. Tables line both

sides of a walkway connecting the door to the bar and booths

line the far left and right walls.

As the door closes behind him, the man is revealed. He’s

JOSEPH "BUNKO" KELLY, an infamous hotelier in Portland and

king of the underground shanghai trade.

Joseph Kelly is in his late-30s and stands at 5’4" tall.

What he lacks in height he makes up for with his stocky

build and extreme determination. His short brown hair

greased to one side matches the thick mustache above his

upper lip. He’s dressed to the nines in a fine tailored suit

with red and white striped bow tie.

After examining the patrons of the saloon, mostly deck hands

and dock workers dirty with sweat and grime, Kelly walks

over to the bar and sits down next to the only other man

there, a DRUNK.

The DRUNK, in his mid-20s, glances at Kelly and back at his

drink. From Liverpool, Kelly speaks to him in a moderate

Scouse accent.

KELLY

Rough day, eh?

The drunk shoots Kelly an annoyed glance.
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DRUNK

Mind your own day mate.

KELLY

Suit yourself -- Barkeep...

Kelly waves to the BARTENDER who walks over with a nervous

look. He is young, in his early-20s.

KELLY (CONT’D)

...The usual.

Kelly reaches into his pocket to retrieve a money clip and

hands a five dollar bill to the bartender, a sizable sum for

any drink. With his eyes he shoots a quick glance at the

intoxicated man next to him.

BARTENDER

Of course, Mr. Kelly.

KELLY

(To MAN)

Tell me, friend. Do you fancy the

sea?

DRUNK

What?

The bartender reaches below the bar and grasps a lever

attached to the floor in front of the intoxicated man; it’s

a deadfall. Pulling the lever back, the floor beneath the

drunk falls away, dropping him into a cell beneath. The

hatch closes and the floor returns to its original position,

minus the bar stool and its former occupant.

BARTENDER

Scotch?

KELLY

You got it.

Kelly looks around to make sure no one noticed the incident

that just transpired. It seems that everyone was too fixated

on their drinks until Kelly’s eyes meet the stare of a man

in a corner booth.

This man, JAREK GRYZANIA, clean shaven and muscular in his

late 20s with dark hair, peers out from around the corner of

the booth. He takes a sip of beer.

Kelly smiles wickedly and looks back at the scotch placed in

front of him. He downs it in one swig.

Jarek looks away with a knowing grimace.
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4 EXT. ALLEY - LATER THAT NIGHT 4

Kelly exits the saloon and slips back into the

alley. Coming around the corner he discovers another

heavily intoxicated man (DRUNK 2), mid-30s, holding a bottle

of whiskey and leaning against the wall.

KELLY

Excuse me, sir?

DRUNK 2

...yes.

KELLY

Could I trouble you for a nip of

your whiskey?

DRUNK 2 offers Kelly the bottle.

KELLY (CONT’D)

You are most kind.

Kelly takes it in one hand, with the other he hauls back and

punches DRUNK 2 in the face, knocking him back against the

wall and down to the ground unconscious. Kelly finishes

what’s left of the whiskey and smashes the bottle on the

cobblestones beneath his feet.

Bending down, he scoops up his unconscious victim. Carrying

him over his shoulder, Kelly walks to a cellar hatch near

the rear of Lazzo’s.

Bending low and setting the drunk down, Kelly slips a key

out of his jacket pocket, unlocks and opens the hatch.

Lifting the unconscious man, Kelly takes him into the

darkness.

5 INT. PORTLAND UNDERGROUND - CONTINUOUS 5

Kelly descends into the Portland Underground, a series of

tunnels near the waterside connecting various businesses

around Portland to the water’s edge.

This particular section of the underground is dark, with

dirt floors and very little light except for the open hatch

and a small window on the top of the wall opposite the

hatch.

Two makeshift cells with iron bars are situated in the

corner. In one cell is the drunk from the bar, still dazed.

Kelly opens the cell door of the other and sets drunk 2

inside.
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Kelly removes the shoes of the second drunk and locks the

cell.

He then opens the cell door of the drunk from the bar.

DRUNK

What’s going on?

KELLY

Shut your trap! Take off your

shoes.

Kelly produces a knife from his jacket pocket and holds it

to man’s throat. The drunk takes off his shoes and hands

them to Kelly.

After locking the cell, Kelly takes the shoes of the two men

and dips them in a large bucket in the corner of the room.

Next to the bucket is a pile of burnt scraps.

Kelly removes the shoes from the bucket, which are now

dripping with oil. Laying them on top of the pile of burnt

scraps, he produces a match and strikes it against the wall.

KELLY

You even think of escaping and I’ll

find you.

Kelly drops the burning match and lights the shoes ablaze.

The light from the fire illuminates the floor revealing tiny

shards of glass scattered all around.

KELLY (CONT’D)

A trail stained red is always

easiest to follow.

Turning, Kelly exits the underground and closes the hatch

behind him, enveloping the underground in darkness.

6 INT. PHOTOGRAPHY STUDIO - DAY 6

ALEXANDER EDMUND (A.E.) CLARKE stands behind an old 1890s

strut camera. A man, LARRY SULLIVAN, stands against the

brick backdrop of the studio wall with his wife and three

children.

Clarke is in his early 30s and not quite 6’ tall. He

exhibits a skinny, yet strong, build with stubbly beard and

long brown hair beneath a gray derby hat that matches his

gray suit.
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The studio is small, yet charismatic, with a door and

counter near the front and a small studio area in the rear.

On one wall hangs tapestries of many colors used as

backdrops for photographs. An array of portraits line the

remaining walls. A door just off the studio area leads to a

darkroom.

CLARKE

Alright, very good. Now hold that

right there, very still.

Clarke takes a photograph, igniting a flash-pan that blinds

the family.

CLARKE (CONT’D)

Perfect. That should work very

well, Mr. Sullivan.

Larry Sullivan, tall, in his 40s with skinny mustache and

graying hair smiles and steps away from his family.

LARRY FLASH-PAN

Well done, Mr. Clarke. Thank you

very much.

CLARKE

Of course, sir. Thank you for the

business. Your portraits will be

ready very soon.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Grand. Come darlings -- Let’s go.

He beckons to his family and they head toward the exit.

Clarke accompanies them.

CLARKE

Enjoy the rest of your day now.

Locking the door behind them, he turns a small wooden sign

in the window from "open" to "closed."

Gathering a few items into a leather bag, Clarke exits the

shop and locks the door behind him.

He trots off down the street whistling a happy tune, leaving

his shop behind him. A sign above the store reads "Portland

Premiere Photography."
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7 INT. DANDELION PUB - EVENING 7

The Dandelion Pub is much smaller than Lazzo’s, but exhibits

a warmer atmosphere. The walls are a soft blue and floors a

simple, light hardwood. The bar, like Lazzo’s, is along the

back wall. The opposite end of the room is largely windows

allowing plenty of light to shine in from the street.

Inside the Dandelion Pub, a beautiful, young bar maid,

ANNABELLE, works diligently sweeping the floors. She sings

softly to herself.

She’s in her late 20s, relatively tall with a thin, cute

build, curly brown hair and soft blue eyes. Her bright,

flower patterned dress is visible under her white apron.

The Dandelion is relatively crowded as the work day comes to

an end. An elderly man, ERNIE, sits with three gentleman at

the table nearest Annabelle.

ERNIE

Another round for the boys and I

here, Annabelle.

ANNABELLE

You got it, Ernie. Can I get you

anything else?

ERNIE

Since you asked, a little smooch

would be nice.

He gestures to his cheek.

ANNABELLE

Oh Ernie, you’re quite cheeky today

aren’t you? You know my husband

wouldn’t like that very much.

ERNIE

Can’t blame an old man for trying

can ya? Maybe I’ll just have to win

one from him in a game of cards.

ANNABELLE

If you ever get Clarke to sit down

and play a hand you can be my

guest. Another round coming up.

Annabelle strolls over to the bar and chats inaudibly to the

bartender as he pours four glasses of beer.
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8 EXT. PORTLAND STREET - EVENING 8

A.E. Clarke makes his way down the street. He cracks a smile

as the evening light illuminates his face.

Pausing, he eyes a newspaper lying on the ground. The front

page reads, Ex-boxer turned entrepreneur Larry Sullivan

proclaims: "I’m King of this City." Below the headline is a

photograph of the man Clarke just had in his shop. Below

that is the line, Photograph by A.E. Clarke.

He continues on. Coming upon the Dandelion Pub, a small

two-story front on 4th street, Clarke opens the door and

enters.

9 INT. DANDELION PUB - CONTINUOUS 9

Clarke is greeted by hellos from several patrons accustomed

to his presence there. Ernie stands and gives a little wave.

ERNIE

Hello there, Clarke!

CLARKE

Hi there boys... Ernie. Good day at

the factory?

ERNIE

Meh, better now. Just enjoying a

few rounds with the fellas here.

CLARKE

You manage to steal my wife away

from me yet?

ERNIE

Ha! You know me too well. It wasn’t

for lack of trying. You’re just too

good a catch.

Ernie resumes sitting at his table as Annabelle sets down a

round of beer and walks merrily over to Clarke. She leans

into him and gives him a soft kiss.

ANNABELLE

Hello sweetheart. I’m almost

finished here. You wash up and I’ll

fix supper.

CLARKE

You spoil me.
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Annabelle walks back to the bar as Clarke climbs a flight of

stairs to its left, leading to the couple’s small apartment.

He opens the door and enters.

10 EXT. PORTLAND DOCKS - EVENING 10

Joseph Kelly exits a doorway from the Portland Underground

to the docks along the Willamette River.

Following him is a large dock hand with rippling muscles,

EDDY. His curly brown hair sticks out in all directions as

he pushes a cart weighed down with two rolled tarps.

The pair approach a man dressed in a blue seaman’s coat

adorned with gold buttons and a white Captain’s cap. This

man, CAPTAIN FROST, is in his mid-40s and rather heavy set.

KELLY

Captain Frost. It’s a pleasure to

have you back in port.

The men shake hands.

CAPTAIN FROST

Joesph Kelly! How’s the hotel

business?

KELLY

Grand, though it’s nothing compared

to crimping. Demand has increased

with shipments bound for Shanghai.

CAPTAIN FROST

I’m sure your employer, Mr.

Sullivan, is happy about that.

KELLY

I’m sure he doesn’t mind. I hear

you’re in need of a rather large

crew for your next venture?

CAPTAIN FROST

In fact I am. I’ve recently

purchased a new ship. Isn’t she

beautiful?

He gestures to a large vessel behind him, a three masted,

square rigged sailing ship with the name, Rosecranna,

emblazoned upon the rear of its hull.
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CAPTAIN FROST (CONT’D)

Rosecranna.

KELLY

She’s quite the vessel, Captain.

How many will you need?

CAPTAIN FROST

35 able-bodied men.

KELLY

That will not be a problem, sir.

CAPTAIN FROST

I’ve heard tell of your trickery,

Kelly, and I must say I will have

none of it.

KELLY

I assure you Captain I have no idea

what you’re talking about.

CAPTAIN FROST

I’ve heard what they call you --

Bunko. A name for a trickster. They

say you’ve delivered lames and

whores in place of good men.

KELLY

I assure you Captain these stories

are...

CAPTAIN FROST

I don’t care If you tell me they’re

false, Kelly. I want 35 men. I’d go

elsewhere but you’re still the best

crimp in Portland.

KELLY

The entire coast.

CAPTAIN FROST

Prove it to me. Get me a crew, and

no tricks.

KELLY

Very well. I already have two men

for you right here.

Kelly gestures to his companion, who lifts the cart and

dumbs the two bundled tarps at Frost’s feet. The Captain

leans down and pulls part of the tarps back to reveal the

two kidnapped drunks.
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KELLY

Satisfied?

CAPTAIN FROST

They’ll do.

KELLY (CONT’D)

They’ll be 35 each.

CAPTAIN FROST

Twenty-five.

KELLY

Thirty.

CAPTAIN FROST

Done. Have you a plan for getting

me the other 33?

KELLY

Captain, I always have a plan. How

do you feel about dinner parties?

11 INT. CLARKE’S LOFT - NIGHT 11

Clarke and Annabelle sit facing each other in two leather

armchairs, sipping from mugs. The armchairs are situated in

front of a fireplace in their small lofted apartment.

The apartment is cozy with a main room built with the same

wood floors and light blue walls as the pub below. There is

no kitchen and, apart from the small fireplace, nothing

overly special about the room. Three doors are present, one

leading back to the pub and the other two to bedrooms.

CLARKE

You won’t believe who visited the

shop today.

ANNABELLE

William Hurst?

CLARKE

Ha -- No darling.

ANNABELLE

The President?

CLARKE

Anna...
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ANNABELLE

One more guess, I was just joking

-- hmm -- maybe that boxer fella,

the one who runs all the shipping

... what’s his name?

Clarke gives his wife a puzzled look.

ANNABELLE (CONT’D)

That was it, wasn’t it? I got it.

Larry Sullivan?

Clarke’s look stretches into a big grin.

ANNABELLE (CONT’D)

It is! I’m good. That’s great dear.

What did he want?

CLARKE

Family portrait. Something to hang

over his mantle.

ANNABELLE

And he came to you? That’s

wonderful!

CLARKE

It’s because he liked that photo

from the newspaper. The king of the

city.

ANNABELLE

(playfully)

And did his majesty pay up front?

CLARKE

In full, but he promised more if I

could get it done within the week.

Suddenly the door to the loft opens from the pub and in

walks an elderly man with gray hair tousled about and light

blue eyes like Annabelle’s. It’s Annabelle’s father, MORRIS.

Annabelle glances toward the door.

ANNABELLE

There you are, father.

MORRIS

Good evening. I was caught up in a

friendly game with some old friends

of mine. Took all their money.
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Morris empties his pockets of coins and bills, setting them

on a small table by the door.

CLARKE

Goodness Morris, how many Aces did

you keep up your sleeve?

MORRIS

None!

He pulls a pair of Kings from his sleeve.

MORRIS (CONT’D)

Aces are too obvious.

ANNABELLE

Morris!

MORRIS

I’m only kidding. I didn’t need

them.

He takes the cards in his fingers and flings them across the

room.

ANNABELLE

If our of good fortune continues,

we’ll be out of this city in no

time.

MORRIS

Oh, do we have more good news?

ANNABELLE

Guess who visited your old shop

today?

MORRIS

The president?

ANNABELLE

That boxer, Larry Sullivan.

MORRIS

Christ, that man’s pockets make

mine look like a schoolboy’s lunch

money.

Morris, taking his money, walks over to a small table

opposite the fireplace and sits down in an old wooden chair.
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CLARKE

I’m hoping if he likes this

portrait he’ll tell his colleagues

about me.

MORRIS

Look at you my boy. The apprentice

outdoing the master. I must have

been a great teacher.

CLARKE

The best. Though lord knows it took

me twice as long to learn because

of certain -- distractions.

He winks at Annabelle.

MORRIS

(Counting his money)

Well -- either way we’ve certainly

been blessed.

CLARKE

Won’t be long now until we can find

our place in the country.

ANNABELLE

I hope so, darling.

She stands, walks over to Clarke and kisses him.

12 INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT 12

The couple’s lips part but they’re now in their bed,

Annabelle lying with her head on Clarke’s chest.

The bedroom is very small with the same interior design as

the rest of the loft. Apart from the bed there’s a wood end

table, dresser, and closet.

ANNABELLE

It’ll be a safe place. A good place

for children.

The couple share a tender smile.

CLARKE

I love you. I really don’t know

where I’d be without you.
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ANNABELLE

Probably dead.

CLARKE

Ha! You sassy girl. Though you’re

probably right. I might be dead.

Clarke kisses his wife with passion and they make love.

13 INT. PHOTOGRAPHY STUDIO DARKROOM - MORNING 13

Clarke works diligently in the darkroom of his shop. He’s

developing the photographs of the Sullivan family from the

day before. His appearance is completely red from the glow

of the room.

14 EXT. STREET - MORNING 14

Eddy, Kelly’s runner, walks through the street holding a

piece of paper and a thick stack of envelopes.

He glances down at the paper, it’s a list. The top of the

list reads, "Invitees." Underneath are the descriptions of

various people to invite including factory workers, firemen,

laborers, a photographer, etc. Several items are already

crossed off.

As he looks up from the list he sees Clarke’s shop and

enters the front door.

15 INT. PHOTOGRAPHY STUDIO DARKROOM - MORNING 15

Hearing the front door open, Clarke turns his

head. Standing, he exits the darkroom.

16 INT. PHOTOGRAPHY STUDIO - CONTINUOUS 16

Entering the main studio, Clarke notices Eddy standing on

the other side of the counter, looking stern.

CLARKE

Good Morning. How can I help you?

EDDY

I’m looking for the photographer?

CLARKE

Well, you’ve found him. I’m

Alexander Clarke but most folks

just call me Clarke.
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He extends his hand, smiling. Eddy shakes it, his expression

unchanged.

EDDY

I’ve come to seek your services on

behalf of Joseph Kelly, owner of

the Riverfront Hotel. I’m Edward.

CLARKE

It’s good to meet you, Edward. What

did Mr. Kelly have in mind?

EDDY

Tonight, he’s throwing a rather

large party aboard a sailing ship,

the Rosecranna.

CLARKE

And he’s looking for someone to

document the occasion?

EDDY

On the nose, Mr. Clarke.

CLARKE

Well, this is quite short notice,

but you’re lucky I’m rather free

this evening. What time is the

party?

EDDY

Mr. Kelly would like you to be

there by eight. Here is your

exclusive invitation, with dock

location of Rosecranna.

He hands Clarke one of the envelopes from the stack.

EDDY (CONT’D)

You’ll be paid your usual wage plus

25%. Does that work for you?

CLARKE

Goodness yes! This Kelly is a

generous man.

Eddy nods. Then lets out a short chuckle.

EDDY

That he is. I’ll see you tonight at

the dock. Eight o’clock.
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CLARKE

I’ll be there. Thank you.

Clarke smiles as Eddy exits the shop. He looks down at the

letter and rips open the seal.

17 INT. DANDELION PUB - AFTERNOON 17

Annabelle rips open a small pouch of sugar cubes behind the

bar and drops a cube in each of the two teacups sitting on

the bar.

Morris and Ernie sit, talking at a table in the background

playing cards. The pub is rather sparse at this time of the

day.

MORRIS

(Jokingly)

Barmaid, where’s that tea?

ERNIE

Yeah, before I whither away sweet

cheeks.

Annabelle stares at the two men with sarcastic disapproval.

ANNABELLE

Oh, hush you old geezers. I have it

right here.

She walks around the bar and sits down with the two men,

serving them their tea. They’ve begun a hand of cards.

ANNABELLE (CONT’D)

Gambling this early in the day

boys?

ERNIE

It’s only a little Rummy, love.

ANNABELLE

I’m sure it is.

Suddenly, Clarke enters the pub through the front door. In

his hand is a large brown, hard shell case with a wooden

tripod under his arm. The three look up from the table.

CLARKE

Hello everyone.
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MORRIS

Clarke my boy, you’re just in time

to join us for a hand of cards.

CLARKE

No thank you, Morris.

Clarke walks over to the table, kisses his wife and sits

down in the last remaining chair. He sets his equipment down

beside him.

ERNIE

Come now, it’s just a little rummy.

CLARKE

I would - but I’m just swinging in

for a bit of supper. I have work

tonight.

Morris looks at him excitedly.

MORRIS

Do you? I was wondering why you’d

brought the camera with you.

CLARKE

A man came into the shop

today. Said he worked for a

hotelier, Joseph Kelly.

MORRIS

Kelly, huh? Sounds familiar.

ERNIE

He owns that hotel down by the

river. The big one with that oak

carved front door.

MORRIS

Oh, right.

CLARKE

Well, Mr. Kelly is having a party

tonight aboard a sailing ship, the

Rosecranna. It’s docked down near

the bridge. They asked if I could

document the evening.

ANNABELLE

That’s wonderful darling! I bet he

heard of you from that Larry

Sullivan.
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CLARKE

I don’t know about that, but money

is money, and Mr. Kelly is quite

generous.

MORRIS

I’m proud of you sport. You’re keen

on good business, like me.

ERNIE

I’d be careful, Clarke. The docks

are a dangerous place to be at

night.

CLARKE

Thanks Ernie, but at a large party

I doubt I’ll have much reason to

fret.

ERNIE

You’re probably right.

ANNABELLE

Did you want me to fix you

something sweetheart?

CLARKE

That would be lovely, dear.

Annabelle stands and walks towards the kitchen area behind

the bar.

MORRIS

Good. You can join us then.

CLARKE

Fine, one round.

ERNIE

Hand.

CLARKE

Whatever.

18 EXT. ROSECRANNA - EVENING 18

Joseph Kelly stands at the top of the gangway, dressed to

the nines in a magnificent black tuxedo. His red and white

striped bow tie shines through the glow of the sunset.
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Eddy sits at a small table behind Kelly with a roll of

paper, an ink pen and a jar of ink. The paper is organized

into two columns with names already filling up the entire

left column and half of the right. The top of the document

reads, "Registry of the Rosecranna."

Many people, mostly men, cross the gangway and board the

ship. Each is dressed almost as nicely as Kelly. After being

greeted by Kelly the men proceed to Eddy and sign their

names on the registry.

KELLY

Good evening, everyone. I’m Joseph

Kelly. If you would, please sign

this registry before proceeding to

the dining room.

Two young men, mid-20s, stop at the top of the gangway. The

men are dressed in firemen social uniforms, black suits

bearing large brass buttons in vertical rows along the

front. Their hats are circular with a small brim. The

emblem stitched to the hat is that of the Portland Fire

Department.

WILLIAM ANGELOS

Mr. Kelly, it’s a pleasure to meet

you. My name is William Angelos.

The men shake hands.

KELLY

It’s fine to meet you William, such

a strong, young lad.

His comrade, COOPER MCNAIR extends his hand as well. Kelly

shakes it.

COOPER MCNAIR

I’m Cooper McNair, sir. Thank you

so much for the invitation.

KELLY

It’s my pleasure Mr. McNair. Thank

you both for doing such an

admirable job protecting this city.

If you could both sign the registry

the dining room is down to your

left.

Kelly gestures towards a nearby stairway. The Firemen nod.
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WILLIAM ANGELOS

Thank you Mr. Kelly.

KELLY

Enjoy yourselves, lads.

As the Firemen exit down the stairway Kelly turns to Eddy.

KELLY (CONT’D)

How are we?

EDDY

We’ve got 62 guests thus far. I’ve

noted 31 well-built males.

KELLY

Plus the two I’ve already given

Frost.

EDDY

Makes 33.

KELLY

Still a couple short.

Suddenly, from the street leading away from the docks

appears a man with a brown hard shell case in one hand and a

wooden tripod in the other. It’s A.E. Clarke. He’s dressed

nicely in a brown suit with a matching bowler hat.

KELLY

Ah, there’s one now.

EDDY

That’s just the photographer, sir.

KELLY

Well our photographer appears to be

a strong, young gentleman doesn’t

he?

EDDY

I suppose you’re right, sir.

Clarke walks up the gangway, sets his case down and extends

his hand in greeting. Kelly shakes it.

CLARKE

Hello, I’m Alexander Clarke. I’ve

been hired as the photographer.
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KELLY

It’s nice to meet you, Mr. Clarke.

I’m Joseph Kelly.

CLARKE

Mr. Kelly, it’s a pleasure. I just

wanted to ask you if you were

looking for anything specific from

me from this evening?

KELLY

Well, for now I would simply like

you to document the guests enjoying

themselves. If you could find ways

to include me in the photographs

that would be most satisfactory.

CLARKE

So wider shots, showing a lot of

room?

KELLY

Precisely. I’d like you to capture

the fruits of my generosity.

CLARKE

Ah, maybe a little something for

the Portland Gazette?

KELLY

Now you see where I’m coming from.

Very well, Mr. Clarke. I’ll see to

it you are taken care of for an

evening of good work.

CLARKE

Thank you, sir.

Clarke turns to the table. He glances at the registry and up

to Eddy.

CLARKE

Hello again.

EDDY

Hello.

CLARKE

Do I sign this here...?

Kelly interrupts.



22.

KELLY

Please, Mr. Clarke. Just a

registry, so we can document all

the guests aboard the ship.

CLARKE

Very well.

Clarke smiles and signs the registry.

KELLY

You may head down to the dining

room. At the bottom of the stairs

it will be on your left.

CLARKE

Thank you.

KELLY

Thank you.

As Clarke picks up his things and starts down the stairs,

Kelly turns once again towards Eddy with a mischievous look.

KELLY (CONT’D)

Thirty-four.

EDDY

Still leaves one more, sir.

Kelly’s expression darkens as he glares at Eddy.

19 INT. ROSECRANNA - EVENING 19

Clarke reaches the bottom of the stairs and finds himself in

a long, dark hallway. The only light comes from oil lamps

spaced evenly down the hallway casting flickering shadows on

the wooden walls.

The HUM of a large gathering of people gets louder as Clarke

nears a set of large double-doors on his left.

Clarke opens the doors and enters.

20 INT. ROSECRANNA DINING ROOM - CONTINUOUS 20

As Clarke enters the room, voices engulf him. People stand

around, drinking and eating from an appetizer table on the

far side of the room.
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Two long tables parallel with each other dominate the space

with wooden chairs along each side and place settings for

each person. Many guests have already taken their seats to

await the meal.

The room is lit by a large number of oil lamps on the walls,

candles on each of the tables and the evening glow coming in

through glass portholes along the starboard wall.

Clarke steps off to the side and, setting down his

equipment, opens his brown case revealing his strut camera,

the same one used in his studio.

21 EXT. PORTLAND DOCKS - EVENING 21

Kelly walks by himself down the docks past other ships

moored on the bank. The sound of lapping water is broken

only by Kelly’s hollow footsteps.

He appears to be looking for something, but there’s no one

else around.

KELLY

Goddammit! Where’s a stumbling

drunk when you need one?

Suddenly, a young man emerges from a doorway farther down

the docks. Kelly watches him from a distance as he stumbles

from the business side of the street to the dock’s edge, 10

feet above the water.

The man looks over the water as if he’s going to puke and

falls off the dock into the river.

KELLY (CONT’D)

Well that’s -- coincidental.

Kelly picks up his pace as he moves swiftly down the

riverside towards the fallen man. Long before he can reach

him, however, the same door opens once again and four other

men in their 30s walk out.

Their FISHERMEN, donning white fabric shirts stained with

the green slime of seaweed and red fish blood.

FISHERMAN 1

John, you son of a bitch, get your

ass back in here and finish the

game!
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The four men scramble over to the riverside and, tossing a

mooring line from an empty mooring anchor to their friend,

pull him from the water. The men don’t notice Kelly standing

some 20 yards away.

KELLY

Humph... figures.

Kelly, now ignoring the fishermen, sits down on an iron

mooring anchor and looks back toward the Rosecranna. When

he looks back to the business side of the street his eyes

freeze and a conniving smile spreads across his face.

Standing tall in the window of a storefront called "The

Tobacco Company," a 6’6" wooden Indian statue stares out at

the street.

Kelly chuckles soft and low to himself.

KELLY

Perfect.

22 INT. ROSECRANNA DINING ROOM - NIGHT 22

Clarke photographs the room. The guests aboard the ship are

of varying ages but all represent some kind of public

service or labor profession and are mostly male.

23 EXT. THE TOBACCO COMPANY - NIGHT 23

Joseph Kelly, shadowed by the nearby glow of a streetlamp,

smashes a small windowpane from the front door of the shop.

Reaching his hand through the opening he unlocks the door

from the inside and enters.

24 INT. ROSECRANNA DINING ROOM - NIGHT. 24

Clarke takes a photograph of a group of men, the crests

emblazoned on their blue suits read "Portland Police

Department."

25 INT. THE TOBACCO COMPANY - NIGHT 25

Kelly knocks over the large Indian statue, it crashes to the

ground with a loud THUD. With a quick look at the register

he wanders over and slams his palm down on the lowest row of

buttons, causing the metal drawer to CLANG open.
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He removes what little money is inside, grabs a few cigars

from behind the counter and, after securing the cigars in

the inside pocket of his coat, drags the Indian statue out

of the shop.

26 INT. ROSECRANNA DINING ROOM - NIGHT 26

Clarke photographs a smaller group of men in mismatched

outfits. Their suits are a little more warn; some of the men

have black stains on their hands and faces.

Among them is the man who witnessed Kelly’s shanghai at

Lazzo’s two nights before, Jarek Gryzania.

CLARKE

Move a little closer now...

tighter.

The men reposition themselves closer together and smile

happily. Unlike the policemen, this group seems somewhat out

of place for such an upscale occasion.

CLARKE (CONT’D)

Very good. Thank you, gentlemen.

27 EXT. THE TOBACCO COMPANY - NIGHT 27

Kelly, outside the shop once again, strains as he lifts the

tall Indian off the ground and onto his back. His strength

is evident, regardless of his short stature.

Once steady, Kelly walks off down the docks back toward the

Rosecranna, carrying the statue all the way.

28 INT. ROSECRANNA DINING ROOM - NIGHT 28

Clarke smiles to himself and sits in a wooden chair at the

end of the long table nearest his camera. On the plate in

front of him is a roasted duck, a baked potato and a pile of

vegetables. He eats a small portion and looks out over the

guests.

29 EXT. ROSECRANNA - NIGHT 29

Kelly carries the Indian up the gangplank and sets it down

in front of a puzzled Eddy, still sitting at the small

table.
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EDDY

What the hell is that?

KELLY

What the bloody hell do you think

it is?

EDDY

Looks like a fucking cigar store

Indian.

KELLY

(Sarcastically)

What an astute observation,

Detective Holmes.

EDDY

Who?

KELLY

You’ve never bloody read Doyle? I

know he’s a Scott but...

EDDY

I’ve never read anyone you British

blockhead, you know I can’t read.

KELLY

Oh, that’s right. You’re a dim!

EDDY

...What’s the fucking Indian for?

KELLY

Lower your register you soddy nark.

What do you think it’s for?

EDDY

How the bloody hell am I supposed

to -- Oh damn you got me saying it.

KELLY

It’s our 35th man. Fetch me a tarp,

quickly.

EDDY

What? How is that supposed...

KELLY

Just do what I say. Wrap him in the

tarp and lock him in the hold

before the Captain sees.
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EDDY

And what if the Captain should

catch me?

KELLY

He won’t, because I’m going to take

Frost down and introduce him to his

quests.

Finally giving in, Eddy gets up from his post at the small

table.

EDDY

Sometimes I don’t know how you get

away with things like this. And

people pay you for it!

KELLY

That’s why they call me

Bunko. Smashing isn’t it?

30 INT. ROSECRANNA DINING ROOM - NIGHT 30

As the guests of the ship enjoy their meal, the double doors

open and Joseph Kelly walks into the room.

The faint CHATTER present dies down.

Clarke immediately stands from his place at the table and

readies the camera.

KELLY

Friends, colleagues. I’d like to

thank you all for joining me this

evening aboard this glorious

vessel. It is a night to enjoy and

remember as my staff and I thank

you for your services to the

Portland Community.

Clarke snaps a picture from the rear of the room, his

flashpan reflecting briefly in Kelly’s eyes.

KELLY (CONT’D)

As you’re finishing your meal I’d

like to introduce you to the

captain of the flash-pan -- Your

gracious host -- Captain Albert

Frost.

Captain Frost struts through the double doors and into the

dining room wearing his uniform, perfectly pressed with

buttons shining.
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He is greeted by APPLAUSE and small CHEERS from his guests

as he steps in front of Kelly.

CAPTAIN FROST

Good evening ladies and gentleman.

I’m happy to see that you could all

could join me tonight for a

wonderful evening of food, spirits

and merriment.

The guests welcome his greeting with APPLAUSE.

CAPTAIN FROST

I see most of you are almost

finished with the main

course. Dessert will be served

momentarily.

More APPLAUSE. Captain Frost waves merrily to his guests and

begins to mingle, Joseph Kelly follows him. The duo approach

a section of the table where the firemen sit, eating. Frost

bends down to whisper in the FIRE-CAPTAIN’s ear. He’s in his

mid-50s.

CAPTAIN FROST

Captain, I’d like to invite you and

your men for a special tour of the

ship following your meal tonight.

The Fire-Captain looks at Captain Frost.

FIRE-CAPTAIN

That would be grand, sir. We would

enjoy that.

CAPTAIN FROST

Very good. Let your men know but

keep it to yourselves. I can only

invite a certain number of our

guests.

FIRE-CAPTAIN

Well, I’m honored you chose us. I

shall keep it within the unit.

CAPTAIN FROST

Thank you.

Frost and Kelly move on to another section of the table and

chat with others there.



29.

31 INT. ROSECRANNA BELOWDECKS - LATER THAT NIGHT 31

A large group of men walk down a flight of stairs into the

bowels of the Rosecranna. Oil lamps light the way as Captain

Frost guides the group. Joseph Kelly brings up the rear.

The group is a mix of firemen, policemen, labor workers,

factory workers, and more. A.E. Clarke is also present.

Captain Frost narrates the tour.

CAPTAIN FROST

Unlike the kitchen and dining areas

you witnessed above, down here the

Rosecranna is at its finest. This

is where the fruits of our trade

lie -- the cargo holds.

Captain Frost pauses and turns to make sure everyone is

listening. He glances towards Kelly who nods at him, the

gesture goes unnoticed by everyone.

CAPTAIN FROST (CONT’D)

My crew and I leave on a voyage

tomorrow for the orient. We’ll be

carrying an abundance of goods to

trade with our -- squinty comrades.

In exchange we usually pick up a

great number of silks and other

textiles.

A few members of the tour group nod their heads in

acknowledgment. Others scan the interior of the ship with

great interest. Some look bored.

CAPTAIN FROST (CONT’D)

I don’t suppose any of you would be

interested in joining my crew?

Captain Frost turns and unlocks a nearby door. It’s thick

and heavy, opening slowly as Captain Frost’s question is

returned with silence.

CAPTAIN FROST (CONT’D)

I thought not. It’s not a business

suited for everyone.

He smiles and ushers the group into the room.

CAPTAIN FROST (CONT’D)

I’d like to show you this specific

hold. It’s impressive because of

its construction and carrying

(MORE)
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CAPTAIN FROST (CONT’D) (cont’d)
capacity, but also because it holds

everything that makes this ship

sail. If everyone could file in

please.

The group enters one by one into the dark hold. Clarke is

one of the last few to enter. He carries his camera case and

equipment with him.

CAPTAIN FROST (CONT’D)

I know it’s dark, give me a minute

to fetch a few more lanterns.

After the entire tour group is in the hold, Captain Frost

closes the large door swiftly and locks it. Joseph Kelly is

still standing behind him.

32 INT. ROSECRANNA CARGO HOLD - CONTINUOUS 32

Clarke turns as he hears the hold door close and rushes

over. CONFUSED MEN in the dark room call out.

CONFUSED MAN 1

What’s going on?

CONFUSED MAN 2

What the hell happened?

Clarke tries to open the door but it doesn’t budge.

CLARKE

It’s locked!

CONFUSED MAN 3

Locked!? Why is it locked?

A low murmur erupts from the group as a few men pound on the

walls and door. The Fire-captain has found his way to the

front of the room.

FIRE-CAPTAIN

Captain Frost, I believe we’ve been

locked in.

33 INT. ROSECRANNA BELOWDECKS - CONTINUOUS 33

Captain Frost has turned to face Joseph Kelly. He smiles.



31.

CAPTAIN FROST

Good plan. That was much easier

than I thought.

KELLY

I told you, sir. I’m the best there

is.

CAPTAIN FROST

I understand that now. Very well,

let us return to the deck and I’ll

make sure you’re compensated

The Fire-Captain from inside calls again.

FIRE-CAPTAIN (O.S.)

Can you hear me Captain Frost? We

can’t get out.

Captain Frost turns to the door.

CAPTAIN FROST

Don’t worry. This is all part of

our tour! I want to give you the

real experience.

34 INT. ROSECRANNA CARGO HOLD - CONTINUOUS 34

CLARKE

What does he mean?

FIRE-CAPTAIN

I don’t know.

CONFUSED MAN 1

What’s happening!?

35 INT. ROSECRANNA BELOWDECKS - CONTINUOUS 35

Captain Frost turns and ushers Kelly up the stairway.

CAPTAIN FROST

Shall we retreat to my cabin for a

drink?

KELLY

Indeed.

CAPTAIN FROST

I hope you enjoy scotch.
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KELLY

Only thing better than Scotch is

money.

They ascend the stairway.

CAPTAIN FROST

Tonight Kelly, you have earned

both.

36 INT. ROSECRANNA CARGO HOLD - CONTINUOUS 36

It’s now very dark inside the hold and everyone is

chattering. Some men are pounding on the walls, others

trying to open the door.

CONFUSED MAN 1

I can’t see a goddamn thing.

CONFUSED MAN 2

Are they coming back?

CONFUSEDMAN 3

Are we trapped, Captain?

FIRE-CAPTAIN

I don’t know!

Clarke stands close to the wall. He looks around through the

darkness at the moving shadows, frozen to his spot. He’s

nervous, almost frightened.

Breathing heavily, he slides down the wall to a sitting

position.

37 INT. CONFUSED MAN CARGO HOLD - MORNING 37

It’s very dark inside the cargo hold and Clarke wakes with a

start. By his side lies his brown camera case and the tarp

covered Indian.

Thirty three men lie scattered about. Some are sleeping,

others look very frightened while others vomit on

themselves.

CLARKE

No. What?

Clarke looks up to see a man pounding on the hold’s exit.

It’s the factory worker, Jarek Gryzania. He speaks in a

noticeable Polish accent.
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JAREK

Let us out! This is an injustice!

Wearing himself out, Jarek takes a seat next to Clarke and

lies down.

Seeing this, Clarke stands and stumbles. Falling to his

knees he bends over in the corner of the hold and vomits.

Jarek turns his head to peer at him.

JAREK (CONT’D)

I’d keep low for a while there

friend. No use moving until you

find your sea legs.

After one last heave Clarke turns and faces Jarek.

CLARKE

Sea legs? -- Where are we?

JAREK

The Pacific.

CLARKE

The ocean? That can’t be...

JAREK

It can my friend. Rosecranna set

sail shortly after we were locked

inside.

CLARKE

Why did they do this?

JAREK

I don’t know, but I’ve got a bad

feeling.

Clarke peers down at his lap and becomes quiet. Jarek

notices and extends a hand.

JAREK (CONT’D)

I’m Jarek Gryzania.

Clarke looks at his companion’s hand and flashes a small

smile.

CLARKE

Alexander Clarke, though most just

call me Clarke.



34.

JAREK

It’s a pleasure.

A man sitting near Clarke and Jarek overhears their

conversation. JIM TURK is in his 40s, fair haired with a

bristling beard. A long scar runs from his eye to the corner

of his mouth. He interjects with solemn indignation.

JIM TURK

Don’t get too comfortable, boys. I

think we’re in a lot more trouble

than you think.

Clarke and Jarek look at the man.

JAREK

And who are you?

JIM TURK

Jim Turk. I’m a dock hand.

CLARKE

Do you know why they’ve locked us

down here?

JIM TURK

I’ve worked on the docks for a long

time; seen all sorts of dealings

that take place there.

CLARKE

What do you mean?

Jim peers around to make sure no others are listening.

JIM TURK

I believe we’ve been crimped.

Clarke and Jarek stare confusedly at him.

JIM TURK (CONT’D)

Shanghaied. We’ve been shanghaied.

CLARKE

That actually happens?

JIM TURK

Of course it does. Captain’s have

ships, ships need crews, and

crimpers supply those crews.
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JAREK

I thought this party was for...

JIM TURK

Did you notice how many able bodied

men they invited to this little

gathering? Firemen, policemen, deck

hands and industrial workers. We

were invited for our labor.

Suddenly the door to the hold opens and a group of armed

sailors walk in, dressed in white uniforms. FIRST MATE

RANDOLPH leads them in donning a blue uniform similar to

that of Captain Front. He brandishes an 1890s parlor pistol.

Randolph is tall, in his late-40s with jet black hair and

piercing blue eyes. A dark beard covers his face. His voice

is deep and gruff.

He points the pistol at the men in the hold.

FIRST MATE RANDOLPH

I am Randolph, first mate aboard

the Rosecranna.

The Fire Captain calls out from the corner of the room.

FIRE-CAPTAIN

Why are we here?

FIRST MATE RANDOLPH

Shut it you blubbering idiot. You

will ask no questions and do

exactly as you’re told. Anything

else and you will be shot.

The men in the hold fall dead silent.

FIRST MATE RANDOLPH

Good. You will all follow me now to

the upper deck. Remember, should

you try anything, myself and the

rest of my crew will not hesitate

to shoot you.

Clarke, Jarek and Jim exchange worried glances.

FIRST MATE RANDOLPH

STAND UP! Do not make me wait for

you.

The men in the room stand and shuffle towards the door.
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38 INT. LOFT BEDROOM - MORNING 38

Annabelle opens her eyes and rolls over softly to discover

her husband isn’t next to her. She touches the bed where he

should be and sits bolt upright.

Quickly, she jumps out of bed in a silk nightdress and wraps

herself in a flowery robe. Walking to the door, she exits.

39 INT. CLARKE’S LOFT - CONTINUOUS 39

She walks into the main room to discover her father snoozing

lightly on an armchair in front of the fireplace. Walking

over to him, she gently touches his arm.

ANNABELLE

Father. Wake up. Up and at ’em pop!

Morris opens his eyes and smiles at his daughter.

MORRIS

Ah, good morning my girl.

ANNABELLE

Have you seen Clarke?

MORRIS

Not this morning. What’s the

matter?

Annabelle takes a seat in the other armchair.

ANNABELLE

He never made it home last

night. I’m worried.

MORRIS

I wouldn’t worry too much just yet.

I’m sure he had a long night. He’s

probably at the shop.

ANNABELLE

You think so?

MORRIS

Tell you what. I’ll walk down there

myself after breakfast.

ANNABELLE

Thank you. That would make me feel

better.
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MORRIS

Of course, dear.

ANNABELLE

Right after breakfast, promise?

MORRIS

Yes, sweetheart.

40 EXT. ROSECRANNA - MORNING 40

On the deck of the ship the men are put to work performing

various chores. Some assist with the rigging while others

mop the deck and repaint chipped walls.

They are still wearing portions of their attire from the

night before, though many have opened their shirts, rolled

up their pants and lost their jackets.

Clarke and Jarek, on hands and knees, scrub the starboard

deck. Jim is near them, assisting First Mate Randolph with

one of the jib lines.

Captain Frost barks orders from an upper deck (the poop

deck) where his cabin is located.

CAPTAIN FROST

Alright you bastards, I want this

ship in top shape by the end of the

day. If it’s not spotless, you will

not be fed.

The Fire-Captain, painting below, calls out to the Captain.

FIRE-CAPTAIN

This is ludacris!

CAPTAIN FROST

Pardon me?

FIRE-CAPTAIN

Why would you kidnap these good men

that keep our city safe? You’re an

evil son-of-a-bitch.

Captain Frost looks down upon him.

CAPTAIN FROST

I believe you were told not to ask

questions!

Removing his pistol from his uniform Captain Frost shoots

the Fire-Captain and he falls limp to the deck.
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Seeing this, another shanghaied man jumps over the port rail

and begins to swim frantically away from the ship. A crew

member near the rail draws a pistol and shoots the man in

the water. He disappears below the sea in a pool of blood.

CAPTAIN FROST

It’s a good thing I really only

need 20 of you to crew this ship or

that would be a shame. Does anyone

else have any questions?

Everyone is silent. Clarke and ludicrous glance at each

other, Clarke’s eyes glimmer with fear, Jarek’s with anger.

CAPTAIN FROST (CONT’D)

Good. Then back to work!

41 INT. DANDELION PUB - AFTERNOON 41

Annabelle goes about her usual business as barmaid of the

Dandelion. She serves drinks and prepares small meals for

the patrons of the pub. It’s still rather early in the

afternoon and the pub is near half capacity.

Carrying a small loaf of bread and a block of cheese,

Annabelle walks to a nearby table where three men and a

rather gruff looking woman sit. They’re dirty from head to

toe.

The PATRONS chat to each other.

MALE PATRON 1

...yes, that kind of thing actually

does happen.

MALE PATRON 2

Just last night, they say 30-some

men were taken.

Noticing the food, FEMALE PATRON looks up at Annabelle.

FEMALE PATRON

Thank you, miss.

ANNABELLE

You’re welcome, let me know if you

need anything else.

Annabelle turns to go.
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MALE PATRON 3

How is that possible?

MALE PATRON 2

They were kidnapped at a dinner

party aboard some ship. The

Roseanna... something like that.

Annabelle overhears the conversation and quickly turns

around.

ANNABELLE

Pardon me. What is it that you’re

discussing, sir?

The man looks confusedly at Annabelle. She steps closer to

the table.

MALE PATRON 2

I doubt it’s something you’d be

very interested in.

ANNABELLE

My husband was on a ship last

night, taking photographs for a

party. He didn’t return home this

morning.

FEMALE PATRON

Aw miss, I’m sure it’s not the

same...

ANNABELLE

Please, tell me what you’ve heard.

MALE PATRON 2

I was at the saloon last night and

I overhear a man boasting about it.

One of Joseph Kelly’s men. He was

sloppy drunk. I didn’t even believe

him at first.

ANNABELLE

What did he say?

MALE PATRON 2

Said he helped Joseph Kelly

shanghai men from a dinner party

aboard some ship. Said they locked

them in a hold and the ship set

sail.

Annabelle’s face saddens and her breath speeds up.
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MALE PATRON 1

It’s probably just a drunk’s tale

miss.

ANNABELLE

The party was real. My husband was

aboard.

A momentary silence envelops the group, broken only by the

front door opening as Morris enters the pub. He’s out of

breath.

ANNABELLE (CONT’D)

Father!

Annabelle rushes to him and helps him into a chair.

ANNABELLE (CONT’D)

Why are you out of breath?

Morris pauses for a moment and looks into her eyes.

MORRIS

He wasn’t there.

Annabelle’s eyes swell with tears.

MORRIS (CONT’D)

I’m sorry sweetheart, I’m sure

he’s...

ANNABELLE

They’ve taken him!

MORRIS

What are you saying, child?

Annabelle sits in the chair next to her father and cries

into his shoulder. The rest of the pub has now realized

something is happening and they’re all gaze in Annabelle’s

direction.

MORRIS

What’s gotten hold of you,

Annabelle?

The female patron walks over to Morris and Annabelle.

FEMALE PATRON

Sir. She thinks her husband was

shanghaied.

Annabelle raises her head.
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ANNABELLE

Where did he get that story!?

FEMALE PATRON

Excuse me?

ANNABELLE

What saloon!? Where did your friend

hear that story?!

Suddenly, Male Patron 2 walks over. Female Patron looks at

him.

MALE PATRON 2

Lazzo’s Saloon.

Worry spreads across Morris’s face as he looks at the female

patron and then to his daughter.

42 INT. ROSECRANNA CARGO HOLD - EVENING 42

The captives of the Rosecranna are once again crammed into

the cargo hold of the ship. Clarke, Jarek and Jim sit

together eating a loaf of bread and cheese. A bowl of water

sits between them. They talk quietly.

CLARKE

How long can they keep us

here? There has to be someone

coming after us.

JAREK

I sure hope so.

Jim interjects, his mood remains as somber as before.

JIM TURK

They won’t be.

The two stare at Jim.

JAREK

What do you mean?

JIM TURK

I mean that no one is coming after

us. Shanghaiing isn’t actually

illegal. Even if someone does

discover what happened, it’s

unlikely that anyone has the

resources to help us now.
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CLARKE

So we’re on our own?

JIM TURK

Most likely.

JAREK

Then we must do something. Find an

escape.

JIM TURK

And how do you propose we do that?

We’re in the middle of goddamn

ocean headed for the oriental

coast. We might as well just wait

it out and jump ship in Shanghai.

CLARKE

How long will that take?

JIM TURK

A few months maybe.

CLARKE

I don’t have a few months. My wife

is waiting for me to return!

JIM TURK

Well it seems you might be a little

late for that mate. I’m not going

to risk my neck only to get killed.

There’s nothing for me back in

Portland anyway.

Jim looks at Jarek.

JIM TURK

What say you mate?

JAREK

I have to go home. There may be

nothing for me in Portland but... I

made a promise to someone close to

me. I intend keep it.

JIM TURK

Good luck to you both.

Jim takes a bite of bread and raises the water bowl to his

lips when the door to the hold bursts open and in walks

Captain Frost. Behind him is his first mate.
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CAPTAIN FROST

Stay seated! All of you!

He glides into the room and pears around.

CAPTAIN FROST (CONT’D)

Now I’ve paid a hefty sum for 35

able-bodied men. Because of your

continued insolence I’m down to 33,

yet on the deck I only count 32.

Who wasn’t on deck today?

No one raises their hands but all stare in fear as Captain

Frost’s hand rests on his gun.

CAPTAIN FROST (CONT’D)

I promise if you give yourself up

now, you will not be killed. A

lashing will suffice -- but, if you

stay hidden and I discover you...

consider yourself a dead man.

Still no one moves. Some of the men glance around worriedly.

First Mate Randolph steps forward.

FIRST MATE RANDOLPH

Captain, I still only count 32.

CAPTAIN FROST

He must be hiding. Is their any

chance he could be elsewhere on the

ship?

FIRST MATE RANDOLPH

I highly doubt it, sir.

Staring around the room, the Captain’s eyes fall upon the

tarp in the corner near Clarke, Jarek and Jim.

CAPTAIN FROST

Time’s up! When I find you you

little bastard, I’m going to kill

you.

He steps slowly towards the men in the corner. Clarke’s eyes

cower as the Captain nears them.

CAPTAIN FROST (CONT’D)

I have no use for cowards on my

crew.

Captain Frost steps up to the men and knocks their food out

of his way. He kicks Jim in the gut; Doubling over and falls

out of Frost’s path.
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CAPTAIN FROST

Out of my way!

Captain Frost steps up to tarp and draws his pistol, aiming

it at its center.

CAPTAIN FROST (CONT’D)

Boo!

Captain Frost fires into the tarp, the bullet pierces but

instead of a scream, his ears are met with a dull THUD.

CAPTAIN FROST (CONT’D)

What the hell?

He pulls the tarp aside to discover the Wooden Indian stolen

by Kelly.

FIRST MATE RANDOLPH

What is it, Captain?

CAPTAIN FROST

It’s a wooden Indian.

Rage swells in his eyes.

CAPTAIN FROST (CONT’D)

GOD DAMN YOU BUNKO KELLY!

43 INT. CLARKE’S LOFT - NIGHT 43

Annabelle sits, staring blankly into the fire. Morris is at

the table arranging place settings for dinner. He looks

knowingly towards his daughter.

MORRIS

What are you thinking?

Annabelle snaps out for her daze.

ANNABELLE

What are we going to do?

MORRIS

Not much we can do I’m

afraid. Just pray. The lord will

keep him safe.

Annabelle stares into the fire again.
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ANNABELLE

I have to do something. I’m going

to that saloon.

Annabelle stands defiantly.

MORRIS

No, Annabelle. It’s dangerous. Let

Clarke...

ANNABELLE

If he was taken by Kelly, I can’t

just sit and wait for him to come

home.

Tears swell again and she walks over and hugs her father.

ANNABELLE (CONT’D)

What if he never comes home?

MORRIS

He will.

ANNABELLE

How do we know? No -- I’m going

there. I need to find that Joseph

Kelly!

MORRIS

What do you think he’s going to do,

Annabelle? From the sound of it,

he’s a dangerous man. I can’t let

you go off getting yourself into

trouble.

ANNABELLE

Clarke is my husband! I’m nothing

without him.

Annabelle looks into her father’s eyes and understanding

spreads across his face.

MORRIS

Let me go with you.

ANNABELLE

No. Thank you. Stay here in case he

comes back.

MORRIS

Then maybe I should go...
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ANNABELLE

I’m going. I’m a grown

woman. You’ve taught me much about

this city, I can handle myself.

MORRIS

At least wait until morning.

ANNABELLE

I can’t. I won’t be able to sleep.

Morris rolls his eyes.

MORRIS

Stubborn, just like your mother.

ANNABELLE

Just like you.

Morris smiles.

MORRIS

Well if you’re going, I need to

give you something.

Morris walks into his bedroom, emerging a second later with

a small handgun.

ANNABELLE

Where did you get that?

MORRIS

Won it in a game of cards some

months ago. I’ve had it in my

dresser.

ANNABELLE

I don’t know...

MORRIS

It’s just a precaution. I’ll show

you how to use it. The docks are

dangerous, especially for a woman.

Especially for a woman, alone.

Please.

He hands the gun to her.

ANNABELLE

I’ll take it.
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44 EXT. LAZZO’S SALOON - NIGHT 44

Annabelle walks down the dark street towards Lazzo’s Saloon.

She’s dressed in a red flowery dress, similar to the pattern

she was wearing at the bar, with a matching red fedora on

her head. A small purse is slung over her shoulder.

A few drunken men stumble past her. They mumble under their

breath making crude passes at her. She steers clear and

clutches her purse to her side.

After reaching the door, Annabelle takes a deep breath and

enters.

45 INT. LAZZO’S SALOON - CONTINUOUS 45

Lazzo’s is packed with people and very loud. Men laugh and

down large quantities of alcohol. Loose women are scattered

about.

Annabelle peers around until she finds the bar in the rear

and walks towards it.

Reaching the bar she takes a seat.

The bartender is busy helping other patrons. After a moment

he strides over and, seeing her, smiles.

BARTENDER

How can I help you young lady?

ANNABELLE

I’m looking for a Mr. Joseph Kelly.

Do you know where I might find him?

A sly smirk spreads across the bartender’s face.

BARTENDER

Why might ya be looking for Mr.

Kelly, miss?

ANNABELLE

I have some -- business to discuss

with him.

BARTENDER

Ah, I figured as much.

He gestures towards a booth to his left on the far side of

the room.
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BARTENDER (CONT’D)

Looks like a couple of broads

already beat ya to it.

Annabelle looks to see Joseph Kelly in the center of the

semi-circular booth, two PROSTITUTES sit on either side of

him.

Annabelle turns back towards the bartender.

ANNABELLE

That’s not what I...

She stops when she realizes the bartender has moved on to

assist other customers.

Turning back, she watches Kelly and the women.

KELLY

I don’t believe I’ve yet told you

charming ladies of the time I

became the youngest sailor to ever

captain a ship across the Atlantic?

One of the prostitutes rubs Kelly’s chest while the other

giggles in his ear.

PROSTITUTE 1

How impressive, Joseph. I don’t

believe you have.

KELLY

Ha ha, I was sixteen and I just sat

down at a...

PROSTITUTE 2

(Seductively)

Joe, why don’t you save this story

for the walk home? If you’re ready.

KELLY

Well, what more incentive do I

need?

Kelly gestures towards the door.

KELLY (CONT’D)

Ladies.

Suddenly, Annabelle is distracted by the bartender standing

in front of her again.
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BARTENDER

Will ya be needing anything else

miss?

ANNABELLE

No, thank you.

BARTENDER

Have a good evening.

The bartender walks away. Annabelle turns again to see the

booth empty. She looks towards the door just in time to see

Kelly exit with the prostitutes.

Looking around to make sure no one is paying attention to

her she quickly stands up from the bar and heads for the

door.

Before she makes it out a TOOTHLESS MAN stands from a nearby

table and she walks into him.

TOOTHLESS MAN

Whoa there little lady. Where you

off too so fast? Let me buy you a

drink.

Annabelle opens her purse and pulls out the small gun before

the man even realizes what’s happening. She subtly points it

at his chest.

ANNABELLE

Sit down and let me leave.

The man’s eyes meet the gun and he smiles a toothless grin.

TOOTHLESS MAN

Lord in Heaven! I was just being

friendly.

The toothless man quickly sits down and Annabelle slips the

gun into her purse again. The man’s comrades notice the

exchange but no one else in the bar seems to have. They

laugh at him as Annabelle exits Lazzo’s.

46 EXT. LAZZO’S SALOON - CONTINUOUS 46

Annabelle rushes out of Lazzo’s to find the street outside

rather empty. A man sleeps against the wall of an

establishment across the street.

She looks around quickly and notices the flash of a dress

disappear around the alley corner and the giggling of

prostitutes
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Not wasting time, Annabelle peeks around the corner and

watches the three-some walk slowly down the ally.

47 EXT. ALLEY - CONTINUOUS 47

Watching them carefully, Annabelle holds her position at the

mouth of the alley.

Kelly comes to a stop very near the entrance of the

underground cellar where he held the two men before. He

turns and faces his companions.

PROSTITUTE 1

Why are we stopping?

KELLY

I’d just like to show you my

favorite place in the world.

PROSTITUTE 1

That place would be the back alley

of a crumbling saloon?

KELLY

Quite so my dear, for it is the

best place to stare up and look at

the stars. They’re brilliant this

time of year.

The trio look to the sky.

PROSTITUTE 2

They don’t look any different from

stars anywhere else.

KELLY

No? Oh well, maybe I’m mistaken.

Suddenly, Kelly grabs the heads of the prostitutes and

knocks them together, rendering them unconscious in the

middle of the alley.

Annabelle takes a sharp breath and brings her hand to her

mouth, pulling away and hiding behind the wall for a second.

Kelly looks up quickly as if he’s heard the sound but,

seeing nothing, looks down at the prostitutes.

KELLY (CONT’D)

Ah, there they are. I promised

you’d see stars.
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Annabelle peeks around the corner to see Kelly scoop the

prostitutes under each arm, kick open the door to the

underground and carry them inside.

48 INT. ROSECRANNA HOLD - NIGHT 48

Darkness sets upon the Rosecranna, the only light shining

through the hold is from a few small portholes with

moonlight gleaming through. Men SNORE softly as Clarke,

Jarek, and Jim snooze in their spot along the side wall.

Jim’s eyes flutter and he opens them. He grumbles softly and

stands, making his way to the closest porthole he opens it

and unzips his pants.

Suddenly, a small breeze rushes through the hole, the change

of air pressure causes a soft CREEK from the front of the

room. Jim looks to see the door to the hold ajar.

Quickly zipping his pants he tip-toes to the door and opens

it.

49 INT. ROSECRANNA BELOWDECKS - CONTINUOUS 49

Jim pokes his head out from the hold door and peers in all

directions. Seeing no one, he closes the hold door, leaving

it ajar only slightly, and moves softly up the stairs making

as little noise as possible.

50 EXT. ROSECRANNA - NIGHT 50

Jim emerges onto the main deck of Rosecranna. It’s a cloudy

night and the breeze is strong.

Seeing the deck empty, Jim finds the nearest rail, walks

over and urinates off the side.

Suddenly a voice calls out from the upper deck. It’s a

SAILOR, mid-20s.

SAILOR

Who’s down there?!

Jim quickly backs away from the rail and presses himself

against the wall below where the voice came from. He’s

hidden just in time as the sailor peers out from his station

at the spot where Jim had been.
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SAILOR (CONT’D)

Ashewitz, is that you?

Jim holds his breath and looks for a way out, he finds none.

SAILOR (CONT’D)

Willy, I’ve had enough of your

silly games.

Jim breathes hard, not sure what to do.

JIM TURK

I’m here.

With the blowing wind the sailor is unable to recognize that

Turk’s voice doesn’t belong to his comrade.

SAILOR

I’m coming to find you.

Footsteps are heard as the sailor makes his way down to the

lower deck. He walks towards the rail, Jim is concealed

around the corner.

The sailor rounds the corner and sees Jim.

SAILOR

Who the hell are you?

Jim smiles sheepishly, grabs the sailor by the collar and

hauls him to the side rail. With all his might he throws the

young man overboard.

51 INT. FIRST MATE’S QUARTERS - CONTINUOUS 51

First Mate Randolph sits at a small table in his tiny cabin,

reading a book by candlelight. His back faces a small,

closed porthole in the wall.

He turns the page just as the white flash of the sailor

falls past the porthole.

52 EXT. ROSECRANNA - CONTINUOUS 52

A small THUD followed by a SPLASH greets Jim’s ears as he

watches the sailor’s head crash into the side of a hanging

lifeboat before continuing his descent into the ocean below.

Jim watches for a minute but the sailor never emerges from

the water. Suddenly, Jim’s eyes fix on the hanging lifeboat.

As if seeing it for the first time he turns and makes his

way back toward the ship’s hold.



53.

53 INT. PORTLAND UNDERGROUND - NIGHT 53

Joseph Kelly carries the two unconscious prostitutes into

the same room where he held the two drunks captive.

Lying the prostitutes on the ground he turns to a large

trunk against the wall. Opening it, he removes a small

bundle of clothing and a large knife. He sets the clothes on

the ground and turns towards the prostitutes.

Slowly, he grabs the hair of PROSTITUTE 1 and, holding it

away from her head, cuts it off, leaving her hair as short

as possible.

54 INT. ROSECRANNA HOLD - NIGHT 54

Jim creeps slowly back into the hold and tip-toes back over

to Jarek and Clarke.

He nudges them softly awake.

JAREK

What? What is it?

CLARKE

Huh?

JIM TURK

Hush you both. You wanted to

escape, now’s your chance.

CLARKE

What do you mean?

Jim motions to the hold door which is still open.

JIM TURK

No time, just follow me.

Standing up the three men slowly make their way out the

hold.

55 INT. ROSECRANNA BELOWDECKS - CONTINUOUS 55

Emerging into the hallway, Jim leads them slowly up the

stairs.

JIM TURK

Step softly now.
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JAREK

How did you ever get the door open?

JIM TURK

The captain must have left it ajar

in his rage earlier. I woke up to

find it open and unguarded.

The three disappear into the darkness of the floor above.

56 EXT. ALLEY - NIGHT 56

Annabelle crouches in the alley behind a small stack of

wooden barrels. Suddenly, the doors to the underground opens

and Kelly emerges. This time, it appears he’s carrying two

small men over his muscular shoulders. He walks down the

alley and, coming to an intersection, takes a left and

disappears.

Annabelle moves quickly from her hiding place and rushes to

the doors of the underground. Opening them quietly she

climbs inside.

57 INT. PORTLAND UNDERGROUND - CONTINUOUS 57

Annabelle scans the dark room.

ANNABELLE

Hello? Is anyone here?

She continues down the steps, her feet landing on something

soft. Peering down she finds the two dresses the prostitutes

were wearing before they were taken below. Next to them is a

large pile of cut hair.

ANNABELLE (CONT’D)

Oh my God.

Turning quickly she flees up the stairs and returns to the

alley above.

58 EXT. ALLEY - CONTINUOUS 58

Back in the alley, Annabelle cautiously pulls the gun from

her purse and continues in the direction Kelly had gone. Her

pace is faster, trying to catch up.

Coming upon the intersection she peers left and sees the

alley leads to the edge of the Willamette River and the

Portland docks.
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Moving slowly and hiding in the shadows, she makes her way

towards the docks. Arriving, she notices three men in the

open. A dock hand carries the prostitutes, now dressed as

men, onto an awaiting ship.

The other two men are Joseph Kelly and Larry

Sullivan. They’re arguing.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Don’t pretend like those two are

real men, Joseph! I can see right

through your ruse.

KELLY

Larry, I have no idea what you’re

talking about. Those young men

wanted to...

LARRY SULLIVAN

You knocked out a couple of whores

and dressed them as men!

KELLY

What’s it matter to you what I’ve

done? The captain will pay all the

same and won’t notice a thing until

he’s well out to sea. By then he

might be happy to have a tart or

two aboard for company.

LARRY SULLIVAN

It’s bad business, Kelly. Don’t

pretend like I haven’t heard about

last night. It’s spread through the

entire city!

KELLY

And what is it they say?

LARRY SULLIVAN

Half the police force, almost the

entire fire department, and a

portion of the city’s industrial

laborers have gone missing. Some

say they were Shanghaied.

KELLY

Genius, eh?

LARRY SULLIVAN

You’re an imbecile! People are

questioning me. You’ve shaken the

trust they used to have in me.
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Kelly grabs the front of Larry’s jacket and looks him in the

eye. Though much shorter than Larry, he is still quite

menacing.

KELLY

Do NOT call me an imbecile! No one

can prove it was I!

LARRY SULLIVAN

Ah, but you see I know it was you.

Sullivan forcefully removes Kelly’s hands and shoves him

back.

LARRY SULLIVAN (CONT’D)

Do not make the blunder of thinking

you’re the only one who can do this

job.

Annabelle creeps closer to the argument, her expression full

of intrigue.

KELLY

I’m the one who makes you money you

greedy blighter! You don’t have the

bollocks to get rid of me.

LARRY SULLIVAN

I pay you for one thing, filling

orders for crew. I’ve turned a

blind eye to your questionable

methods because yes, you make me

quite a lot of money. But all this

trickery is coming back on me and I

can’t have my reputation tarnished

by your foolishness.

KELLY

You’re the fool for thinking you

can control me. I run this

business. I am the REAL king!

LARRY SULLIVAN

It’s one thing to crimp

bottom-feeding drunks but another

to crimp two dozen honest,

working-class gentlemen.

KELLY

Don’t speak to me like I’ve made a

bloody cock-up.
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LARRY SULLIVAN

You have made a bloody

cock-up. I’d like you to lay low

for awhile.

KELLY

Lay low!? You don’t get to control

what I do.

LARRY SULLIVAN

I won’t have this hurt my business.

KELLY

Well that’s really not my problem.

You’re off your onion if you think

I’m gonna quit.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Joe...

KELLY

No Larry. I have a crew to fill in

two nights, and I’ll have it by

whatever means necessary.

LARRY SULLIVAN

I can’t authorize you to do that,

mate.

KELLY

Then I’ll keep the profit all for

myself. Goodnight Larry.

Joseph Kelly turns and walks up the street that runs away

from the docks. Annabelle crouches low as he walks near her

hiding place. He doesn’t see her.

Larry Sullivan calls to the dock hand who was loading the

prostitutes aboard the ship.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Sebastian!

SEBASTIAN, stocky in his mid-20s with short cut hair, jogs

to Sullivan. A large knife rests in a sheath along his belt.

SEBASTIAN

Yes, sir?

LARRY SULLIVAN

Joseph Kelly is becoming

increasingly difficult.
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SEBASTIAN

I don’t disagree. You realize those

two were women?

LARRY SULLIVAN

I am aware. I can’t let this

practice go on. I’d like you to

take care of him.

SEBASTIAN

Sir?

LARRY SULLIVAN

Kill him if you have to, but I

can’t have Bunko Kelly tarnishing

my public image.

SEBASTIAN

What do you suggest I do?

LARRY SULLIVAN

Follow him. He’s probably off to

wrangle more whores for that Dutch

square-mast that made harbor today.

Make sure he fails.

SEBASTIAN

Yes, sir.

Sebastian walks off in the direction Joseph Kelly had.

Larry Sullivan takes a deep breath and looks out over the

water as the morning glow begins to rise on the horizon.

Annabelle turns and slowly sneaks away in the direction she

had come.

59 EXT. ROSECRANNA - EARLY MORNING 59

The sky to the east of the Rosecranna begins to lighten as

Jim, Clarke and Jarek stand near the deck rail, looking down

at the lifeboat.

Jarek looks to Jim.

JAREK

You’re sure there’s no night watch?

JIM TURK

I took care of him. But we need to

move fast before someone discovers

he’s gone.
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CLARKE

So what’s the plan?

JAREK

Jim, you and I can bring up the

boat and lower Clarke to the water,

we’ll climb down the ropes to join

him.

JIM TURK

I’ll go in the boat. Let the young

men hold the ropes.

JAREK

Fine.

CLARKE

Wait, I want to grab my camera.

Clarke makes for the stairs but Jim grabs his arm.

JIM TURK

No time, lad. If we want to go we

go now.

CLARKE

I’m sorry. You’re right.

JAREK

Quickly. Make haste.

Jarek and Clarke untie the two guide ropes affixed to the

deck of the Rosecranna. The ropes go up through pulleys

hanging from the rigging above them and then down to the bow

and stern of the rowboat.

Pulling hard, they bring the boat to deck level. With a

loud THUD the boat knocks against the hull of the ship.

60 INT. FIRST MATE’S QUARTERS - CONTINUOUS 60

First Mate Randolph sits reading at his table, the candle

has dwindled slightly.

Hearing the THUD, he picks up his head and listens.
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61 EXT. ROSECRANNA - CONTINUOUS 61

CLARKE

Damn.

JAREK

Hush, wait.

The trio listen but not a sound is heard but the LAPPING of

waves against the side of the hull.

62 INT. FIRST MATE’S QUARTERS - CONTINUOUS 62

Randolph looks at his pistol lying on the table in front of

him. Then, forgetting about the sound, looks back to his

book.

63 EXT. ROSECRANNA - CONTINUOUS 63

JAREK

I think we’re OK. Let’s go.

Jim climbs over the rail and into the boat, positioning

himself at the oars.

JIM TURK

And down we go.

Slowly, Jarek and Clarke release their grips on the ropes

and lower the boat towards the water. Every so often it

bumps the hull of the ship.

Halfway down, the boat knocks against the frame of a

porthole.

64 INT. FIRST MATE’S QUARTERS - CONTINUOUS 64

Hearing the KNOCK against his porthole, First Mate Randolph

turns to look and sees the lifeboat hanging outside.

65 EXT. LIFEBOAT - CONTINUOUS 65

Jim turns his head to see the porthole and, peering inside,

notices the First Mate glaring at him.

JIM TURK

Shit!
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66 EXT. ROSECRANNA - CONTINUOUS 66

Clarke and Jarek pause, holding the ropes.

CLARKE

What is it?

67 EXT. LIFEBOAT - CONTINUOUS 67

Jim looks up towards the deck of the ship, fear spread

across his face.

68 INT. FIRST MATE’S QUARTERS - CONTINUOUS 68

Rage ripples the face of the First Mate as he spies Turk

hanging outside his cabin.

FIRST MATE RANDOLPH

Son of a bitch.

Turning, he grabs his pistol from the table and points it at

Jim.

69 EXT. ROSECRANNA - CONTINUOUS 69

Jarek and Clarke peer down at Jim.

JAREK

What’s going on Jim?

Jim starts out of his petrified state.

JIM TURK

Randolph! We’re dead! Let me go!

JAREK

God no.

70 EXT. LIFEBOAT - CONTINUOUS 70

Jim looks back through the porthole and stares down the

barrel of the gun through the glass.

JIM TURK

Drop me!
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71 EXT. ROSECRANNA - CONTINUOUS 71

Clarke and Jarek drop the ropes.

72 EXT. LIFEBOAT - CONTINUOUS 72

A loud BANG reverberates as the lifeboat, and Jim with it,

fall away.

73 INT. FIRST MATE’S QUARTERS - CONTINUOUS 73

A loud CRASH echoes and the glass of the porthole shatters.

Smoke from the pistol twirls in the air as Randolph watches

the lifeboat fall away from his window towards the water.

He stands and rushes to the porthole, opens it, and peers

out.

74 EXT. FIRST MATE’S QUARTERS - CONTINUOUS 74

Below him, Jim lays at an odd angle in the boat. He’s

frazzled from the fall but otherwise unharmed.

From above, Jarek and Clarke see the head of the First Mate

reaching out the opening in the hull.

Randolph points his weapon out the porthole and takes aim at

Jim.

Jim’s eyes meet the glare of Randolph.

Randolph fires the pistol and Jim’s body goes limp.

75 EXT. ROSECRANNA - CONTINUOUS 75

Clarke leans over the edge of the rail.

CLARKE

NO!

Quick as a flash, Jarek grabs Clarke’s arm and pulls him

away. They fall to the deck.
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76 EXT. FIRST MATE’S QUARTERS - CONTINUOUS 76

Hearing Clarke’s yell, Randolph turns and looks up. Seeing

nothing he disappears into his cabin.

77 EXT. ROSECRANNA - CONTINUOUS 77

Clarke struggles away from Jarek

CLARKE

What the hell?

JAREK

No Clarke, we have to move before

we’re caught.

CLARKE

But Jim...

JAREK

He’s already a dead man.

Jarek gives Clarke no time to think as he scrambles to his

feet, helps Clarke up and pulls him towards the stairs.

78 INT. ROSECRANNA BELOWDECKS - CONTINUOUS 78

Clarke and Jarek run down the steps towards the cargo hold

at full speed. As they come to the first landing they turn

and continue down.

Just as the duo disappear down the second flight of stairs

First Mate Randolph comes running down the hallway and up to

the deck where they’d just been.

Once down in the cargo area Clarke and Jarek pause, take

deep breaths, and slowly enter the hold.

79 INT. ROSECRANNA CARGO HOLD - CONTINUOUS 79

The men inside the hold still sleep soundly. Jarek and

Clarke creep back to their spot along the wall and slowly

sit, their backs resting against the hull of the ship.

Jarek looks stern and stares off into the darkness. Clarke

closes his eyes and leans his head back, a small tear

appearing in his eye.
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80 EXT. LIFEBOAT - MORNING 80

The sun rises over the horizon and a sunny glow reveals the

body of Jim Turk. His eyes stare openly at the sky. His

chest is stained with blood.

81 EXT. SECOND AND MORRISON - MORNING 81

Joseph Kelly makes his way up the street away from the

docks.

Taking a right at Second Street he stops a block down near

the intersection of Morrison. The sky is a light shade of

pink from the rising sun and no one is around yet.

An open cellar trap-door catches Kelly’s eye as he stops

between the Snug Harbor Saloon and Johnson and Son Mortuary.

Pausing, he peeks inside to hear soft groans coming from the

inside.

KELLY

What the hell?

Looking around curiously, Kelly descends a steep ladder into

the dark abyss of the cellar.

82 INT. MORTUARY CELLAR - CONTINUOUS 82

The cellar is a small, square room with no windows and a

dirt floor. In the rear are large shelves containing jars

filled with clear liquid.

After descending the ladder, Kelly turns to find 24 men

scattered around the floor. Most are unconscious, though

ghostly GROANS emit from a few.

Bending down close to a body at his feet, Kelly checks the

man’s neck for a pulse. Finding none, he shakes his head

confusedly. Looking around he notices broken glass and jars

scattered about, some filled more than others with the clear

liquid.

Standing, Kelly walks towards the shelves, stepping over a

few bodies on his way.

Coming upon the shelves he picks up a jar and examines it.

Finding no identifiable markings, Kelly opens the jar and

takes a sniff. He draws back, a look of disgust on his face.
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KELLY

Ugh -- that’s dodgy.

Suddenly, a voice speaks from behind Kelly. It’s Sebastian.

SEBASTIAN

Embalming fluid.

Turning on the spot, Kelly finds Sebastian standing across

the cellar.

KELLY

What are you doing here?

Sebastian replies innocently.

SEBASTIAN

I was headed home when I saw you

climb down here. I thought I’d see

what was going on.

KELLY

How the hell did you get down here

so quietly you nosy eejit?

SEBASTIAN

You must not have been paying

attention.

Kelly stares suspiciously.

KELLY

Right, what do you know about this?

Kelly holds up the open jar.

SEBASTIAN

As I said, it’s embalming

fluid. This cellar belongs to the

mortuary above our heads.

KELLY

Why the hell are these men down

here?

SEBASTIAN

There’s also a saloon above our

heads.

Understanding spreads across Kelly’s face. He relaxes a bit.
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KELLY

Ah, Snug Harbor. These poor

bastards thought they’d found a

cache of booze.

SEBASTIAN

Not a bad guess, I would say.

Kelly peers around at the men. The soft GROANING has died

down.

KELLY

Hmm.

SEBASTIAN

What?

KELLY

Well, The Flying Prince needs a

crew. I see a crew.

Sebastian peers quizzically at Kelly.

KELLY (CONT’D)

You gonna help me or not? There’s a

share in it for you.

SEBASTIAN

All right.

Kelly bends down in front of the closest body, a man in his

thirties. As Kelly grasps the front of his shirt the man’s

eyes shoot open. He grabs Kelly by the shoulders, gasping

and sputtering.

Kelly jerks away in disgust. His eyes meet those of the

SPUTTERING MAN.

SPUTTERING MAN

Help me, please.

Kelly grimaces, hauls back and kicks the man across the

face, knocking him unconscious.

83 INT. ROSECRANNA CARGO HOLD - MORNING 83

Clarke’s eyes bolt open as the door of the hold slams

against the wall. Jarek is still by his side.

First Mate Randolph strides into the room with his pistol in

hand, several sailors stand behind him.
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FIRST MATE RANDOLPH

Up! Sit up, all of you!

Randolph roughly nudges a few men sleeping in front of him.

The captives in the hold slowly bring themselves to sitting

positions.

FIRST MATE RANDOLPH

Last night, another man amongst you

was killed. He was trying to escape

the ship and was promptly shot.

A few captives peer around. Some look up at Randolph with

fear. Clarke and Jarek still sit with their backs against

the inside of the hull, closely watching the First Mate.

FIRST MATE RANDOLPH (CONT’D)

Now this man wasn’t acting

alone. At least one of you

assisted in the attempt, most

likely two or three. I would like

you to tell me who.

Randolph glares around the room. Everyone is silent.

FIRST MATE RANDOLPH (CONT’D)

No one? If you give yourselves up I

promise you won’t be killed. Only

punished to prove an example.

However, should you not tell me and

I discover who it was, the

punishment will be slow and severe.

Still the room is silent. The captives stare at each other.

FIRST MATE RANDOLPH (CONT’D)

Still no!?

Randolph points his pistol at the head of the man nearest

him, one of the firemen. He cowers in fear.

Clarke makes a move but Jarek grabs his arm and gives him a

warning look.

Finally giving up, Randolph removes the gun from the man’s

head.

FIRST MATE RANDOLPH (CONT’D)

Fine. You’re lucky. As fate would

have it, it’s quite a windy morning

and I need everyone on deck.
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The first mate exits as the SECOND MATE, a man in his 30s,

steps forward.

SECOND MATE

Stand up! To the deck, all of ya!

Hurriedly, the men stand and file out.

84 EXT. ROSECRANNA - MORNING 84

On the top deck, everyone works diligently on various tasks.

Some scrub and buff the deck while a great number of others,

crew and captives included, work the sails so the ship

travels at optimum speed.

The Captain and First Mate stand on the poop deck observing

and shouting various orders.

Clarke and Jarek are amidship, working the jib and following

orders from the First Mate.

Back on the poop deck, Captain Frost turns to his mate.

CAPTAIN FROST

You’ve certainly frightened them

into perspective. Insolence is few

and far between.

FIRST MATE RANDOLPH

Aye sir. I caught one man

attempting to escape early this

morning in one of the shore boats.

Frost looks out across the deck.

CAPTAIN FROST

Which one?

FIRST MATE RANDOLPH

I killed him, sir.

CAPTAIN FROST

Very good. That should keep them

straight for awhile.

FIRST MATE RANDOLPH

I hope so, sir.

Suddenly, below the poop deck, one of Jarek’s coworkers from

the factory stumbles and falls to the deck after letting go

of a mast line.
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The mast flaps for a second in the wind before being secured

by another man.

Captain Frost howls at the CLUMSY SAILOR.

CAPTAIN FROST

It’s not nap time sailor, right

yourself!

CLUMSY SAILOR

Go to hell! I’m a factory worker,

not a sailor.

CAPTAIN FROST

Are you now? Well you better hope

one of your friends is a surgeon.

Removing a pistol from his uniform, Captain Frost shoots the

man in the leg.

CLUMSY SAILOR

Ah! DAMN IT!

As the factory worker grasps his leg in pain, everyone looks

in his direction.

CAPTAIN FROST

Any others feel they’re not up for

the tasks they’ve been assigned?

The crew turn back and continue working, even harder than

before.

CAPTAIN FROST

(To himself)

I thought not.

FIRST MATE RANDOLPH

Bravo sir.

CAPTAIN FROST

Thank you Randolph. I’m going to

retire to my quarters for a short

while.

He gestures toward the injured sailor.

CAPTAIN FROST (CONT’D)

Remove this blubbering idiot from

the deck and keep everyone in line.
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FIRST MATE RANDOLPH

Aye.

Captain Frost turns and enters his cabin.

Clarke, noticing the Captain’s departure, turns to Jarek.

CLARKE

We need to get off this ship.

Jarek nods.

JAREK

I know.

85 INT. BEDROOM - MORNING 85

Annabelle opens her eyes. Light streams in from the window

and illuminates the room. Taking a deep breath she bolts out

of bed, her nightgown billowing behind her.

86 INT. CLARKE’S LOFT - MINUTES LATER 86

Annabelle storms out of her room with a sense of urgency,

now dressed in another patterned dress. She grabs her purse

from the table before she notices Morris sitting in a chair

by the fireplace, drinking a cup of coffee.

MORRIS

Are you alright, honey?

ANNABELLE

I found him last night. Kelly. He

shanghaied all those men.

Morris stands and walks over.

MORRIS

Where? What did he say?

Annabelle opens the purse and makes sure the gun is still

inside.

ANNABELLE

He was at that bar... Lazzo’s. I

didn’t talk to him, but I followed

him.

MORRIS

Followed him where?
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ANNABELLE

He kidnapped two prostitutes. I saw

him take them to the docks -- and

Larry Sullivan was there.

MORRIS

Sullivan?

ANNABELLE

Yes. Kelly is under the employ of

Sullivan, but he was upset with

Kelly over the Rosecranna incident.

MORRIS

I can’t believe Sullivan works with

Kelly.

ANNABELLE

I think Sullivan has his hands in a

lot of things; which is why I’m

going to see him.

Morris takes his daughter by the arm.

MORRIS

Anna no. If what you say is true,

Sullivan could be just as dangerous

as Kelly.

She gently moves his hand away.

ANNABELLE

If anyone can help get my husband

back it’s Larry Sullivan. He’s no

Joseph Kelly. Sullivan is a

businessman, Kelly is a monster.

MORRIS

At least let me come with you.

ANNABELLE

I’ll be fine. Promise. I need you

to look after the pub. Can you do

that for me?

MORRIS

Of course. Good luck, sweetheart.

Annabelle leans in and kisses her father on the cheek.

ANNABELLE

Thank you. I’ll be fine.
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MORRIS

I know.

87 EXT. STREET - MORNING 87

Annabelle exits the Dandelion and walks briskly down the

street.

It’s slowly coming alive now. A few people meander the

street on their way to work. Horse-drawn buggies pass.

Annabelle pays no attention to the activity as she

disappears around the next block.

88 INT. MORTUARY CELLAR - MORNING 88

In the cellar, Kelly and Sebastian have moved the bodies

into a row by the ladder. Sebastian holds a jar of embalming

fluid.

SEBASTIAN

How can you fool the captain into

thinking these are good men?

KELLY

It’s easier than you think. I’ll

bring them tonight. Darkness

provides cover and gives an excuse

for the men to be intoxicated and

unconscious.

SEBASTIAN

And they’ll set sail before the

truth is discovered?

Kelly drags the last body into place.

KELLY

Precisely. We’ll be paid and on our

merry way before anyone knows

better.

Kelly turns his back to Sebastian and begins to search the

pockets of the men nearest him. He removes a wallet, taking

the cash from inside he slides it into his own jacket.

KELLY (CONT’D)

We can leave thm here for now, in

the meantime I’ll hire some muscle

to assist in the transportation of

the bodies.
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Sebastian looks down at the jar in his hand.

SEBASTIAN

I’m afraid I can’t let you do that.

Without waiting for a reply, Sebastian raises the jar and

brings it down hard on Kelly’s head. The jar shatters,

drenching Kelly in embalming fluid as he slumps in the pile

of bodies.

Turning Kelly over to lie on his back, Sebastian removes the

money Kelly had just pocketed in his coat and slips it into

the pocket of his pants.

SEBASTIAN

Nothing personal, Joe - it’s just

business. Larry Sullivan sends his

regards.

Sebastian removes his knife from its sheath. Suddenly,

Kelly’s arm lashes out and strikes Sebastian across the

face.

Sebastian recoils and falls hard on the floor. With a quick

kick, Kelly sends the knife out of Sebastian’s hand and

skipping towards the wall.

Sebastian attempts to stand but Kelly kicks out his legs,

sending him hard to the ground again. He moves to subdue

Sebastian but falters as Sebastian lands a hard punch across

the chin.

Sebastian scrambles over to his knife and grabs it, spinning

into a crouched position. Kelly too, takes a defensive

stance.

KELLY

You little prick!

SEBASTIAN

Bunko!

KELLY

Why?

SEBASTIAN

You’ve gone off the deep

end. Sullivan finds you more a

nuisance than an asset.

KELLY

So he asked you to clean up his

mess?
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SEBASTIAN

Sorry mate.

KELLY

Well, give it your best shot then.

Kelly stands tall and puffs out his chest, beckoning

Sebastian.

Sebastian smirks and charges Kelly. Kelly waits until the

last possible moment before stepping aside, dodging the jab

of Sebastian’s knife.

Out of surprise Sebastian almost trips over a corpse. Kelly

grabs him and the two wrestle against the wall.

Taking hold of Sebastian’s arm, Kelly slams it against the

wall. The knife clatters to the floor.

With a sharp knee to the gut, Kelly drops his attacker to

the floor. Before Sebastian can react his own knife is

pierced through his chest.

Kelly twists it and glares menacingly.

KELLY

Nothing personal... mate.

Sebastian coughs as tears roll down his cheeks before

slumping back, still. His eyes glaze over as death takes

him.

Kelly backs off and removes the knife, wiping it clean on

Sebastian’s pants.

89 EXT. THEM MARITIME CORPORATION - MORNING 89

Larry Sullivan’s office is a large building at the

intersection of 2nd and Presley street. Five steps create

the stoop leading to a large front door framed by a stone

alcove. A sign outside reads Sullivan Maritime Corporation.

People walk by as Annabelle comes into view from across the

street. Seeing the building she stops, grasps her purse and

takes a determined breath.

Confidently, she enters the office.
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90 INT. SULLIVAN MARITIME CORPORATION - CONTINUOUS 90

The interior of the building is quite large with stone

floors. Stairs lead to the upper floors on either side of

the main entrance. The rest of the room is empty minus a

large desk across the lobby; behind that a set of double

doors leads to Sullivan’s office.

Seated at the desk is Sullivan’s SECRETARY, a woman around

Annabelle’s age with dark hair and glasses.

Annabelle approaches the desk.

ANNABELLE

Hello. I’m here to see Mr.

Sullivan.

The secretary peers up at her with a frown.

SECRETARY

Do you have an appointment?

ANNABELLE

I don’t, but...

SECRETARY

Mr. Sullivan doesn’t see anyone

without an appointment.

ANNABELLE

But it’s important.

SECRETARY

Is it?

ANNABELLE

Yes. It’s -- it’s regarding the

family portrait he ordered from my

husband.

The secretary’s face brightens.

SECRETARY

You’re the photographer’s

wife? Well that’s different then.

Larry was quite excited after his

appointment.

ANNABELLE

I’m very glad to hear it.
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SECRETARY

Is it finished?

ANNABELLE

Not quite. That’s why I need to

talk to Mr. Sullivan.

SECRETARY

Very well, I’ll let you in. What’s

your name dear?

ANNABELLE

Annabelle Clarke.

SECRETARY

Lovely. Follow me.

The secretary stands and opens one of the doors behind her.

Annabelle walks over and both enter.

91 INT. SULLIVAN’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS 91

Annabelle enters Sullivan’s office. The secretary follows.

The office is considerably smaller than the lobby outside

and much cozier. The floors are a beige carpet. Bookshelves

line the left wall and a small window peers out to the

street behind a large wooden desk. Larry Sullivan sits

behind the desk, shuffling through a stack of papers. Two

empty chairs sit directly across from him.

He looks up when the ladies enter.

SECRETARY

Mr. Sullivan, Annabelle Clarke is

here to see you.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Thank you, Christine.

The secretary smiles and exits.

LARRY SULLIVAN (CONT’D)

Annabelle Clarke, what a lovely

young woman -- do I know you?

Annabelle opens her purse and draws the gun.

ANNABELLE

You will.

Larry Sullivan drops his papers and sits back in his chair.
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LARRY SULLIVAN

Christ? What’s going on?

ANNABELLE

I need your help.

LARRY SULLIVAN

And what the hell is the gun for?!

Annabelle lowers the weapon.

ANNABELLE

To get your attention.

Sullivan relaxes.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Clarke? You’re the photographer’s

wife?

ANNABELLE

I am.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Dear Lord, I’m confused. Please,

sit down and explain to me what’s

going on.

Annabelle sits down on a chair in front of the desk, resting

the gun on her lap.

ANNABELLE

It’s my husband. He’s been missing

for a day and a half.

LARRY SULLIVAN

He is? That’s terrible. I’m sorry

Mrs. Clarke but I don’t understand

how I can be of any help.

ANNABELLE

The night your family was in his

shop, my husband was invited to

photograph a dinner party aboard

the vessel, Rosecranna. His client

was Joseph Kelly.

Realization spreads across Sullivan’s face.

LARRY SULLIVAN

I see.
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ANNABELLE

I believe you know him.

Sullivan smirks.

LARRY SULLIVAN

I might. I have a role in many

businesses along this port young

lady.

ANNABELLE

I’ve seen him with you.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Have you know?

ANNABELLE

Last night at the docks. I followed

him to you. He brought two

prostitutes and you put them aboard

a ship.

Sullivan’s face darkens.

LARRY SULLIVAN

You are a very bold

woman. Portland’s a very dangerous

place to be after dark.

ANNABELLE

Which is why I come prepared.

Annabelle produces the gun once again and points it at

Sullivan’s chest.

ANNABELLE (CONT’D)

Make the ship return to port.

Sullivan shakes his head.

LARRY SULLIVAN

There’s no need for that. The

Rosecranna is on its way to -- God

knows where. How do you expect me

to get it back?

Annabelle’s face sinks. It’s clear this is the first time

this crossed her mind. She puts the gun away.

Seeing her pain, Larry Sullivan speaks more sympathetically.
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LARRY SULLIVAN (CONT’D)

I’m sorry. You’re husband is on his

own. It’s sad. I was quite looking

forward to seeing that portrait.

Tears drip down Annabelle’s face.

ANNABELLE

I’m sorry. I just don’t know what

else to do.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Annabelle, I like your husband. If

there was anything I could do to

help you, I would, but I need to

return to my business.

Annabelle begins to cry harder.

LARRY SULLIVAN (CONT’D)

Please, Mrs. Clarke... This is

exactly the reason I’m so upset

with Kelly for the Rosecranna

incident. Instead of good for

nothing drunks he crimps the

respectable men of this city.

Annabelle raises her eyes and glares at Sullivan in

frustration.

ANNABELLE

If you know he did this, why don’t

you just have him arrested?

LARRY SULLIVAN

My dear, no law has really been

broken. Shanghaiing isn’t,

technically speaking, illegal.

ANNABELLE

How can that be?

LARRY SULLIVAN

Because the men who do this, men

like Kelly, they’re good. There’s

never been any real evidence that

the practice actually exists.

ANNABELLE

To hell with this city -- We

wanted to leave, soon as we had the

money.



80.

Larry Sullivan reaches into a drawer in his desk and pulls

out a handkerchief. He hands it to Annabelle.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Have faith. Once he reaches the

Orient I’m sure your husband will

find his way onto another ship back

to Portland. And don’t worry about

Kelly, I’ve got plans for him.

Suddenly, the scream of his secretary pierces the

room. Sullivan stands just as the door of his office bursts

open.

Joseph Kelly strides into the room covered in blood and

embalming fluid. He carries the body of Sebastian over his

shoulder.

Seeing Joseph Kelly, Annabelle screams, leaves her seat and

cowers in the corner against the bookcase as her purse falls

to the floor under the desk. She buries her face in her

hands.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Kelly!

Kelly forcefully drops Sebastian’s body on the floor of the

office. Blood oozes on the carpet.

KELLY

This is your idea of business?! It

takes more to get rid of me than a

labor boy and his butter knife.

Sullivan takes a step back, clearly nervous.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Joseph, I...

KELLY

Don’t bother. You’re lucky I don’t

kill you now for your treason.

Kelly pulls the knife out of his coat pocket and points it

at Sullivan.

KELLY (CONT’D)

But what good would that do? I’d

rather watch you crumble.

Kelly replaces the knife in his coat.
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KELLY (CONT’D)

I’m sure the papers would be

pleased to know who ordered the

shanghai aboard the

Rosecranna. Plus, I wouldn’t want

to spill your blood in front of the

lady.

Kelly looks at Annabelle in the corner, her eyes barely

visible peaking through her hair and dress.

KELLY (CONT’D)

My apologies miss.

Kelly looks back to Sullivan.

KELLY

You have three days to persuade me

otherwise, or down goes the king of

the city.

Without another word, Kelly turns and exits. Larry looks

down at the body of Sebastian, speechless.

92 EXT. ROSECRANNA - LATE MORNING 92

Men continue to rush about the deck performing various

duties. Clarke and Jarek are at their post, working with a

few others on the forward mast. It’s incredibly windy.

First Mate Randolph continues to look on from the poop deck

and shout orders.

Suddenly, the jib line on the forward mast goes slack

causing the jib yard, the horizontal bar to which a sail is

attached, to swing in the wind. Two sailors are almost

knocked to the deck.

FIRST MATE RANDOLPH

Bring the sails back to all

standing! Fix that line!

Jarek, Clarke and others in the area take hold of the line

and try to bring it back under control, but it’s difficult.

FIRST MATE RANDOLPH (CONT’D)

Quickly you eejits!

As the men continue to struggle, Randolph descends to the

main deck and approaches them. The jib yard still flaps

sloppily in the wind but it’s more under control now that

Clarke, Jarek, and a few others hold the line.
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FIRST MATE RANDOLPH (CONT’D)

This isn’t difficult. Secure the

line!

First Mate Randolph makes his way in front of the group to

supervise what they’re doing. The men hold the line and

attempt to tie it to its mooring.

With one last mighty pull to get the mast back to its

position one of the men holding the line falls backwards

into Clarke who, in turn, knocks into Jarek. All three men

lose their grip on the line.

Letting go of the jib line, the yard flails hard once again,

this time coming straight for First Mate Randolph. Taken by

surprise, the first mate is hit hard and propelled over the

side of the ship.

The men pause and look at each other, not yet realizing what

happened.

Suddenly, the First Mate’s voice can be heard calling from

below.

FIRST MATE RANDOLPH (CONT’D)

You idiots. Help me up!

A group of sailors and a few captives run to the edge. One

sailor tosses a spare rope down to Randolph, who barely

clings to the side of the hull. Using the rope, First Mate

Randolph climbs his way back toward the deck of the ship.

Jarek looks at Clarke as they stand up.

JAREK

It’s now or never.

Clarke nods. Looking around, Jarek spots a tea box utility

tool, a tool with three different heads used to open crates

and perform other tasks aboard a ship. It was abandoned by a

sailor in the commotion.

Picking it up, Jarek has just enough time to see the First

Mate’s hands grasp the upper rail.

JAREK

Move!

Jarek charges the rail. Taken by surprise, the men step

aside. Jarek swings hard, bringing the blunt end of the tool

down on the First Mate’s fingers.
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Screaming in pain, Randolph slips from the rail but grabs

hold of the rope. Sailors move to subdue Jarek but,

realizing the situation, the captive men hold them back.

Jarek swings again, this time striking Randolph in the head.

With one last sickening scream the First Mate plummets to

the ocean below, disappearing beneath the water.

The ship grows quiet for a moment as everyone on the deck

realizes what transpired. Then Jarek calls out.

JAREK

Take the ship!

As if they’d all been waiting for the opportune moment, the

shanghaied men revolt against the crew of the Rosecranna.

Sailors are thrown overboard and others are beaten by

multitudes of men. Some fight back with pistols but they’re

easily outnumbered. A few of the captive men are shot but

it’s clear they’re winning the battle.

Clarke, in the middle of the tryst, finds himself face to

face with a sailor brandishing another utility tool. Clarke

hesitates with a look of terror as he realizes he doesn’t

have a weapon to defend himself.

The sailor lunges as Clarke dives for cover behind the

nearby mast. A massive swing from the sailor drives the tool

hard into the wood of the mast.

Seizing his opportunity, Clarke kicks the sailor’s feet out

from under him and he crashes to the deck. Standing, Clarke

pulls free the tool still lodged in the mast.

The sailor, lying on the deck, opens his eyes to see a

pistol in his face propped in the limp hand of a fallen

comrade. He reaches for it when a boot comes crashing down

on his hand. He looks up in pain to see Jarek looming over

him.

JAREK

I don’t think so, mate.

The sailor turns his head in time to see Clarke swing the

utility tool, striking the sailor in the face and rendering

him unconscious.

Hearing the commotion, the Captain’s door opens and Frost

bursts onto the deck screaming and brandishing his gun.
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CAPTAIN FROST

What the HELL is going on!? Enough

of this foolishness.

He fires his gun into the crowd. A split second later a

bullet finds his chest and he falls back to the deck, dead.

Jarek smiles as smoke from the pistol in his hand swirls in

the air and disappears. He looks at Clarke. Clarke smirks.

CLARKE

You have impecable timing.

JAREK

God is on our side, mate.

CLARKE

Let’s hope so.

The pair seperate and enter the throngs of battle once

again. Clarke engages another sailor near the port rail and

sends him to the ocean below.

Minutes later the battle is over. The sailors not dead or

thrown overboard cower together amidship.

separate steps to the middle of the ship and holds up his

bloody tool.

JAREK

Gentlemen, let’s go home.

Cheers and clapping erupt from the men aboard. Clarke steps

forward to join Jarek. He gestures to the captured sailors.

CLARKE

What should we do with these men?

Jarek looks to Clarke and then to the sailors and the rest

of the shanghaied men.

JAREK

Lock them in the hold! Everyone

continue with the role you’ve been

assigned. Let’s get this ship

turned around!

The men hustle to their stations and begin work to turn the

ship. Clarke steps to the captured sailors.

CLARKE

Which of you is third in command of

this ship?
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The men are quiet. Then the Second Mate answers.

SECOND MATE

I am.

CLARKE

Good. You will navigate us home.

SECOND MATE

Aye.

93 INT. SULLIVAN MARITIME CORPORATION - DAY 93

Larry Sullivan leads Annabelle slowly out of his office and

into the lobby. His secretary sits at the desk, sobbing.

LARRY SULLIVAN

I’m very sorry you had to see that,

Christine. You may go home for the

day.

SECRETARY

Thank you.

Still batting away tears the secretary gathers her things

and makes for the exit.

Larry Sullivan turns to Annabelle. She’s still a bit shaken

but has rediscovered some of her confidence.

LARRY SULLIVAN

It appears I had poor judgment in

dealing with Kelly. I’m sorry.

ANNABELLE

Sorry?! A man was murdered because

of this! So many men are prisoners

aboard ships because YOU let Kelly

get away with this for so long.

Larry holds up his hand.

LARRY SULLIVAN

I did what was best for my

business, I’ll not apologize for

that. However, I do agree this has

to stop.

ANNABELLE

I want to help.
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LARRY SULLIVAN

I don’t know if that’s such a good

idea.

The two walk across the room toward the exit.

ANNABELLE

I’m not your average woman, I can

handle myself.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Mrs. Clarke...

ANNABELLE

This man took my husband! I can’t

just sit back and do nothing.

They stop and Sullivan opens the door for her.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Very well. Kelly gave me three

days. I’ll see you in two.

ANNABELLE

Thank you.

Larry Sullivan nods as Annabelle exits. Sullivan closes the

door behind her and locks it with a CLICK.

94 EXT. OCEAN - DAY 94

The Rosecranna sails at full speed across the ocean, jerked

by waves. Water around the hull sprays into the air as the

crew hustles like never before.

95 EXT. ROSECRANNA - CONTINUOUS 95

Jarek and Clarke stand at the helm of the Rosecranna with

the Second Mate tied to the rail nearby. Clarke’s hair

billows in the wind as Jarek works the wheel.

The men are almost joyous.

JAREK

Wooohooo!

CLARKE

We’re making good time, Captain!
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JAREK

See how fast a crew can work when

there’s a place we want to go?

CLARKE

Most definitely.

The two smile. Clarke’s smile flickers.

CLARKE (CONT’D)

What are we gonna do about Joseph

Kelly?

JAREK

What do you mean?

CLARKE

After all of this, don’t you think

something should be done?

JAREK

What are we going to do? Besides,

we’re lucky to be going home in the

first place.

CLARKE

I know, but we can’t just allow him

to get away with this. If he

shanghaied us, I’m sure he’ll do it

again.

JAREK

I have other things to worry about.

Clarke becomes visibly frustrated.

CLARKE

You’re a factory man! What else is

there to worry about?!

Clarke realizes what he said is very harsh.

CLARKE (CONT’D)

I’m sorry. I didn’t mean...

JAREK

There’s more to me than my life in

Portland. When I came to this

country from Poland I left my

sister and her family behind.

Sadness takes over Jarek’s eyes.
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JAREK (CONT’D)

Three children and a husband she

has. Life is difficult in Poland. I

made a promise to them I would make

enough money in America to bring

them over here -- to be with me.

Clarke’s frustration fades as an understanding smile curves

his lips.

CLARKE

You’re a good man, Jarek. But

wouldn’t this place be safer for

them without men like Joseph Kelly?

JAREK

It would. But after Kelly there’ll

be another after him to take his

place. I want to leave. San

Francisco is said to be wonderful.

That’s where I want to bring my

family.

CLARKE

Please. The way he took us was

conniving and cowardly. I too want

to leave, but I can’t allow this

injustice to hurt more innocent

people.

Jarek puts his hand on Clarke’s shoulder.

JAREK

Then you are a better man than

I. I understand your reasons

Clarke, but I can’t risk my life

when I have five others counting on

me. I’m lucky to be alive at all.

Clarke’s head sags slightly.

CLARKE

Alright... I hope my wife isn’t too

worried about me.

JAREK

I’m sure she’ll greet you with open

arms. Take her my friend, leave and

start your family.

CLARKE

I will. But for my own peace of

mind I must do something. I cannot

(MORE)
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CLARKE (cont’d)
leave knowing Bunko Kelly roams the

streets.

JAREK

Of course.

The two look out at the horizon. The sky is a brilliant blue

but behind them the sun begins to set. Magnificent colors

silhouette them against the western sky.

CLARKE

How long would you expect until we

return?

JAREK

We’re lucky. The wind is on our

side and we have a crew willing to

work through the night. A day,

maybe less.

CLARKE

The end of a bad dream.

JAREK

I hope so.

Jarek takes hold of the wheel and adjusts it with his

fingers. He calls to the men below.

JAREK (CONT’D)

Pull taught the main mast! Fly ’em

full, brothers!

His call is greeted with cheers of acknowledgment from the

men.

96 EXT. OCEAN - CONTINUOUS 96

The ship picks up speed and cuts through the water like a

knife through butter. As the sky transitions quickly from

day to night, the Rosecranna continues its progress.

97 INT. DANDELION PUB - AFTERNOON 97

Annabelle sits with Morris at a table near the bar drinking

coffee. They are silent, a few patrons are scattered about

but the pub is mostly empty.

Suddenly, the front door bursts open and in comes Ernie.

Morris looks over to him.
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MORRIS

Ernie? You’re out early.

ERNIE

I had to come tell you.

MORRIS

Tell me what?

ERNIE

That ship. The one your son in-law

was on. What was its name?

This catches Annabelle’s attention and she looks over.

MORRIS

Something about a Rose...

ANNABELLE

Rosecranna. The Rosecranna.

Ernie smiles with delight.

ERNIE

I knew it! It’s been spotted

sailing upriver.

Annabelle stands.

ANNABELLE

You’re serious?

ERNIE

I heard it at the factory. A few of

our own disappeared when Clarke

did. They say it’s on its way back.

Annabelle looks at Morris as he stands quickly.

ERNIE

I’ll look after the Dandelion. Go.

Bring me good news.

ANNABELLE

Oh, thank you Ernie.

Morris and Annabelle move quickly towards the

door. Annabelle stops and kisses Ernie on the cheek.

ANNABELLE (CONT’D)

Thank you, Ernie.

Ernie blushes.



91.

ERNIE

Of course my lady. Go on.

He ushers them out the door.

98 EXT. PORTLAND DOCKS - AFTERNOON 98

A small crowd meets the Rosecranna as it pulls alongside the

dock. The gangway is laid out as dock hands secure the ship

to moorings.

Excited chatter echoes from the crowd as the shanghaied men

make their way down the gangway. Families cry with joy at

the return of their loved ones. A few sorrowful tears are

shed for those lost and wounded.

99 EXT. ROSECRANNA - CONTINUOUS 99

Clarke and Jarek stand at the helm, smiling to each other as

their shanghaied comrades run to freedom.

CLARKE

Thank you, Jarek.

JAREK

Thank you, Clarke. We did this

together.

Clarke’s smile fades partially.

JAREK (CONT’D)

What’s the matter my friend?

CLARKE

I can’t help but feel remorse for

Jim.

JAREK

I feel it too brother. He was a

good man. What happened to him was

tragic. But we’re home. Smile. I’m

sure he’s happier now.

Clarke’s frown disappears as he spots Annabelle and

Morris in the crowd, looking around desperately.

CLARKE

Annabelle!

At his call, Annabelle and Morris see Clarke waving at them

from the deck. Euphoric smiles cross their faces as

Annabelle runs toward the gangway.
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Clarke, too, makes his way toward Annabelle. They meet in

the middle along the gangway. Clarke takes Annabelle in his

arms and kisses her passionately.

ANNABELLE

I thought you were gone forever.

CLARKE

No, Anna. I’m home. (beat) My

forever is with you.

Morris slowly walks up behind the couple. Clarke smiles.

CLARKE (CONT’D)

Morris.

Clarke extends his arms and Morris joins the embrace.

MORRIS

I’m glad you’re home, son.

As the trio break apart, Clarke turns to see Jarek smiling

down at them from the deck. He approaches.

CLARKE

Annabelle, Dad, this is Jarek.

ANNABELLE/MORRIS

Hello, Jarek.

JAREK

It’s a pleasure to meet you. Your

family is beautiful.

CLARKE

Thank you.

He turns to his family.

CLARKE (CONT’D)

Jarek led the escape. We’re home

because of him.

Morris and Annabelle smile. Jarek shakes his head slightly.

JAREK

It wasn’t all me. Everyone played

their part, especially Clarke.

MORRIS

Either way, you are a hero to us.



93.

ANNABELLE

Please, join us for supper tonight.

An afterthought crosses her mind.

ANNABELLE (CONT’D)

Unless you have family to return

to?

Jarek grins.

JAREK

No. I’d like very much to join you.

MORRIS

Splendid. Let’s go. I’d hate for

Ernie to burn down the pub before

we return.

Clarke chuckles as the group disembarks the Rosecranna.

JAREK

If you’ll excuse me for just a

moment. I should make arrangements

for the ship.

CLARKE

Of course, you’re the captain. You

can meet us there. The Dandelion

Pub, on fourth street.

JAREK

I know it. I’ll be there very soon.

Thanks mate.

Clarke nods as Jarek walks off to talk with one of the dock

hands. He, Annabelle and Morris disappear through the crowd.

100 INT. CLARKE’S LOFT - NIGHT 100

Clarke, Annabelle, Jarek and Morris sit around the table in

the small loft eating a candlelit dinner of chicken and

potatoes. Clarke’s camera case rests near the door.

Annabelle is speaking rather forcefully, arguing with

Clarke.

ANNABELLE

I couldn’t just sit around and wait

for you to return. I had no idea

where you’d gone or if you were

even alive.
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CLARKE

So you thought you could take the

situation into your own hands?

ANNABELLE

I’ve lived in this city longer than

you.

CLARKE

That doesn’t make it any less

dangerous...

ANNABELLE

It’s not like I ran out into the

streets picking battles with every

thug I came across.

Morris and Jarek exchange awkward looks.

CLARKE

No, it seems like you went straight

for the source of this city’s

corruption!

ANNABELLE

Larry Sullivan was the only one

with enough power to help me.

MORRIS

Clarke, if I may...

CLARKE

What is it Morris? The least you

could have done was assist her?

MORRIS

She was insistent! I’m an old man,

I would have just slowed her down.

But I did give her this.

Morris produces the gun he gave to Annabelle.

CLARKE

Where did you get that?

MORRIS

I’ve had it for awhile. As you say,

this city is a dangerous place.

Clarke rubs his eyes and places his face in his hands.
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JAREK

It seems to me, Clarke, that your

wife was rather cautious about her

dealings with these men.

Clarke relaxes, no longer angry.

CLARKE

I just -- I would have hated myself

if she’d gotten hurt.

Annabelle, realizing the true source of his anger, touches

his arm lovingly.

ANNABELLE

It wouldn’t have been your fault

darling...

CLARKE

But it would have. I was stupid

enough to follow Kelly belowdecks.

I didn’t find him at all

suspicious...

JAREK

There’s no way you could have known

that my friend.

MORRIS

And everyone is fine. Let’s focus

on what we do now. We can leave the

city...

ANNABELLE

No, father.

MORRIS

Annabelle...

ANNABELLE

We can get rid of Kelly. Sullivan

is expecting me now.

MORRIS

We have our family back. Why should

we stay?

Clarke finds his composure again.

CLARKE

Because she’s right. He needs to be

stopped.
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ANNABELLE

Sullivan is the only one with the

leverage to put him away for good.

Jarek leans away from the table.

JAREK

I wish you good luck -- Please be

safe.

ANNABELLE

What do you mean? You’re not going

to help?

CLARKE

Jarek, don’t be so daft as to...

JAREK

Clarke. I’ve told you before. My

priorities lie with my family in

Poland. I’d be doing them a great

disservice to get myself killed

before bringing them to America.

CLARKE

What will you do then?

JAREK

I’m taking the Rosecranna. San

Fransisco awaits. I’ve enough to

pay for the voyage.

MORRIS

How will you sail it yourself?

JAREK

I won’t. My friends from the

factory are coming. We’re leaving

this city behind us.

ANNABELLE

There’s no way we can change your

mind?

JAREK

No, sister. It’s a noble thing what

you’re doing. Maybe one day I can

repay you, but for now I must

depart.

Jarek stands.
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CLARKE

You’re leaving now?

JAREK

I must, before the authorities

seize the ship. Goodnight. I hope

we see each other again.

Jarek shakes hands with Morris and Clarke and kisses

Annabelle on the hand.

JAREK (CONT’D)

Thank you for the hospitality.

CLARKE

Fair sailing, Captain. Thank you

for returning my camera.

Jarek smiles.

JAREK

Of course. Choose your battles

wisely my friends.

101 EXT. POLICE STATION - NIGHT 101

Larry Sullivan stands outside a two-story brick building. A

blue sign above the door reads "Police" in white letters

while the official crest of the department is fixed next to

the door. A streetlamp illuminates the crest and door,

casting a shadow over Sullivan.

Larry wears a long coat on the cold Portland night, his back

against the wall of the building. He smokes a cigar.

Suddenly the door of the precinct opens and three men walk

out in their blue police uniforms. One, CAPTAIN CROSS, has a

large, gold badge pinned to his chest. They don’t

immediately notice Sullivan.

LARRY SULLIVAN

A word, Captain. If I may?

The three men turn quickly. One of the policemen, POLICEMAN

1, slips a small parcel into his pocket.

CAPTAIN CROSS

Who’s that?

Larry Sullivan steps into the light of the small streetlamp.
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CAPTAIN CROSS

Larry Sullivan.

He relaxes slightly at the sight of Sullivan but still gazes

suspiciously at the visitor.

CAPTAIN CROSS (CONT’D)

And to what do I owe this pleasure?

LARRY SULLIVAN

Inside.

Larry gestures towards the door of the station.

CAPTAIN CROSS

Very well. After you, sir.

Captain Cross opens the door, allowing Sullivan and the

other men inside. He enters and closes the door behind them.

102 INT. POLICE STATION - CONTINUOUS 102

The four men enter the station and gather around a small

table with a city map across it. Sullivan removes his coat

and squishes what’s left of the cigar on the corner of the

map, leaving a small burn mark.

LARRY SULLIVAN

I have a favor to ask -- I need

someone... taken care of.

The captain is reluctant, but sarcastically so.

CAPTAIN CROSS

I don’t know if we can do that,

sir. You see, we are honorable men.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Smuggling opiates is honorable now

is it?

CAPTAIN CROSS

I don’t know what you mean,

Sullivan.

LARRY SULLIVAN

I’m the head of Portland’s largest

maritime corporation. Every

shipment that comes to port I know

about. I know where it came from

and who it’s going to. Though, it

doesn’t take a detective to notice

(MORE)
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LARRY SULLIVAN (cont’d)

your friend there slip the rest of

your drugs into his pocket when he

saw me.

Captain Cross takes a sharp look at POLICEMAN 1 before

looking back to Sullivan.

CAPTAIN CROSS

Sir, I...

LARRY SULLIVAN

Relax yourself, Captain. I’m only

here for your help, nothing more.

CAPTAIN CROSS

Very well.

LARRY SULLIVAN

I need you to make an arrest on

Joseph Kelly.

CAPTAIN CROSS

Kelly? And what can I arrest him

for?

LARRY SULLIVAN

Murder. I have a body, I can set up

the crime scene. I just need you to

make the arrest and make sure it

holds up in court.

CAPTAIN CROSS

You need more evidence than a body.

Do you have a witness? Something

to pin him to the scene?

LARRY SULLIVAN

I do, in fact. I have a young woman

who will take the stand if I ask

her to.

Suddenly, Policeman 1 interjects.

POLICEMAN 1

That might not be enough.

LARRY SULLIVAN

No? And why not?
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CAPTAIN CROSS

He’s right. You need physical

evidence. A jury isn’t going to

believe the babbling of some whore

over the second most powerful man

in the city.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Then what do I need?

Captain Cross looks at his comrades. POLICEMAN 2 speaks up

for the first time.

POLICEMAN 2

What about that tie?

LARRY SULLIVAN

What tie?

POLICEMAN 2

That bright bow tie he always

wears.

POLICEMAN 1

It’s the only thing so recognizable

to Kelly that a jury would have no

choice but to convict.

LARRY SULLIVAN

I see.

CAPTAIN CROSS

I’m afraid they’re right,

sir. Anything less and he could

argue it belonged to someone else.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Thank you, Captain. I promise you

and your subordinates will be

compensated for your discretion in

this situation.

CAPTAIN CROSS

Thank you, sir. I do have one

question though... why not just

kill him?

LARRY SULLIVAN

I tried that already. He’s too

smart for that.
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CAPTAIN CROSS

Then how do you plan to rid him of

that tie?

LARRY SULLIVAN

Leave that to me.

Larry bends over the map and draws the policemen closer.

LARRY SULLIVAN (CONT’D)

This is what I need from you.

103 INT. SULLIVAN’S OFFICE - DAY 103

Annabelle and Clarke sit in chairs across from Larry

Sullivan. It’s a cloudy day outside his office window.

CLARKE

After what my wife has told me

about you, why should I trust what

you say?

LARRY SULLIVAN

Because I want the same thing as

you, Mr. Clarke. You want Kelly

gone as much as I do.

CLARKE

How do I know you won’t sacrifice

us for your benefit?

LARRY SULLIVAN

I can’t say this isn’t going to be

dangerous. That’s why I told your

wife I didn’t need her help. But

she insisted.

Clarke looks questioningly at Annabelle. Annabelle smiles

and shrugs.

CLARKE

She failed to tell me that. I’m

sorry.

LARRY SULLIVAN

It’s quite alright. This is a

delicate situation and we cannot

afford to fail. It’s too late now

to back out. I need both of you on

my side.

Clarke thinks for a moment, then nods. Annabelle leans in.
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ANNABELLE

What do we do?

LARRY SULLIVAN

I’ll handle everything, all I need

from you is one thing.

ANNABELLE

Which is?

LARRY SULLIVAN

His bow tie.

CLARKE

Bow tie?

LARRY SULLIVAN

Evidence. Here’s our plan...

104 INT. LAZZO’S SALOON - NIGHT 104

The patrons of the saloon go about their usual business

stumbling about, drinking and talking loudly.

The bartender hands a tankard of beer to a waiting BARMAID,

early-20s. The barmaid walks over to a table in the middle

of the room and sets the beer down.

BARMAID

There you go, sir.

She smiles at her customer. A.E. Clarke smiles back.

CLARKE

Thank you.

BARMAID

Of course. Let me know if you want

another.

The barmaid walks away towards another table of men. Clarke

takes a sip of beer and spies on the corner of the room.

In the corner, in a small, half-circle booth, is Joseph

Kelly. Annabelle smiles and laughs by his side. She wears a

long, golden gown that hangs off her shoulders and shows off

her bosom, a look usually reserved for a prostitute.

ANNABELLE

Oh Joe, you certainly know how to

treat a lady.



103.

She rubs his chest playfully. He’s dressed to the button, as

usual, in his black suit and vest with trademark red and

white bow tie.

KELLY

Well my lady, a radiant young woman

such as yourself deserves the best.

What say you we order a few more

drinks?

ANNABELLE

Sounds good to me.

Kelly looks up from his young guest and waves towards the

bar.

105 EXT. SULLIVAN’S OFFICE - NIGHT 105

Larry Sullivan stands outside his business with the three

policemen from before, plus four others. One of the

newcomers holds what appears to be Clarke’s brown camera

case.

A large tarp lies next to Sullivan, its contents secured by

ropes tied at periodic intervals along its length, giving it

the appearance of shipping supplies.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Is everything in order?

CAPTAIN CROSS

My men are briefed and ready.

Sullivan gestures to the new officers, men that were also

shanghaied aboard the Rosecranna. Their eyes gleam with

eagerness.

LARRY SULLIVAN

I see you’re taking no extraneous

chances.

CAPTAIN CROSS

My men are familiar with Joseph

Kelly. He is a dangerous

man. There must be no mistakes.

He glances at the tarp.

CAPTAIN CROSS (CONT’D)

Is that the body?
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LARRY SULLIVAN

It is.

CAPTAIN CROSS

Who is he?

LARRY SULLIVAN

You recall I tried to have Kelly

taken care of before?

CAPTAIN CROSS

Yes.

LARRY SULLIVAN

This is who I sent.

CAPTAIN CROSS

I see. And did you secure the

evidence?

LARRY SULLIVAN

It’s coming I assure you. Let’s

make sure everything is in place

when it arrives.

CAPTAIN CROSS

Fine.

Captain Cross turns to his men.

CAPTAIN CROSS (CONT’D)

Alright boys, we’re moving

out. Connors, Williamson, grab the

parcel and follow us.

POLICEMAN 1

Yes Captain.

Policeman 1 and Policeman 2 pick up the body wrapped in the

tarp as Captain Cross turns back to Larry Sullivan.

CAPTAIN CROSS

We’re ready.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Very good.
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106 INT. LAZZO’S SALOON - NIGHT 106

Clarke’s beer sits in front of him, half empty. He watches

intently.

In the booth, Kelly stares at Annabelle with a smug look as

she giggles uncontrollably.

KELLY

You’re a very jovial young woman.

Annabelle sighs.

ANNABELLE

And you are a very handsome man.

She bends closer to him reaching slowly for his tie.

ANNABELLE (CONT’D)

What do you say we loosen things up

-- get a little more comfortable.

As she comes to the bow tie Kelly grasps her hand.

KELLY

Eager are we?

ANNABELLE

You’re just such a powerful man,

Mr. Kelly. It excites me.

KELLY

You excite me dear Lucy. Be

patient, the night is ours.

ANNABELLE

Perhaps after another round then?

Annabelle drapes her arm around Kelly’s shoulder. With her

other hand she strokes the tie.

ANNABELLE (CONT’D)

And maybe you can tell me about

this lovely tie?

KELLY

Ah, a finer idea has never been had

my dear.

Kelly waves again toward the bar and looks back at

Annabelle, she is very close to him now, her bosom very near

his face. He swallows.
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KELLY

Ah, yes. This tie -- I’ve had it

since I was a young lad. I took it

from the first man who tried to

kill me.

107 EXT. ALLEY INTERSECTION - NIGHT 107

Larry Sullivan and the policemen are standing in a small

square where two alleys intersect.

The square is surrounded by two-story, brick buildings like

those found in much of the rest of the city. Cross’s men

check their weapons and stand at the ready near the alley

openings.

Sullivan and Cross stand together near the center of the

square. The body, still wrapped in the tarp, lays at their

feet.

CAPTAIN CROSS

You realize if that tie never

arrives, we can’t make any arrest

tonight.

LARRY SULLIVAN

It will be here Captain.

CAPTAIN CROSS

Kelly is a very powerful man. This

has to go off without a snag.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Will you pipe down Matthew? It’ll

be here. We’ll get our man.

Sullivan looks from Captain Cross to POLICEMAN 3, the man

carrying Clarke’s camera case.

LARRY SULLIVAN (CONT’D)

You, make sure you set that up

carefully. The way we showed you.

POLICEMAN 3

I will sir.

Sullivan looks back to the Captain.

LARRY SULLIVAN

This will work. Besides -- I’ve

already had a chat with the judge.

He likes expensive cigars and

(MORE)
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LARRY SULLIVAN (cont’d)
cheap, busty women. We have an

understanding.

CAPTAIN CROSS

No chances, eh?

LARRY SULLIVAN

Not this time. If you want

something done, you have to do it

yourself.

108 INT. LAZZO’S SALOON - NIGHT 108

Back in the booth, Joseph Kelly has lost some of his luster.

His suit is undone at the buttons, his sleeked hair sticks

out at angles and his eyes glint with the unsteady swagger

of a drunken man.

Annabelle caresses his neck as he downs another scotch.

KELLY

You see that’s how a man succeeds

in life. If you want something you

have to take it.

Annabelle replaces his empty scotch with the full one meant

for her.

ANNABELLE

Is that so?

KELLY

It’s how I came to have everything,

from my first pound to my first

hotel.

Kelly downs the second scotch without a second thought.

Annabelle whispers seductively in his ear as she slowly

removes his bow tie.

ANNABELLE

And what is it you want right now?

At this very moment.

Kelly gives out a low chuckle.

KELLY

Oh Lucy, you are quite the saucy

minx aren’t you?
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From his table, Clarke notices Annabelle remove the tie from

around Kelly’s neck and slide it into the bosom of her

dress. He then glances to a rear door near the side of the

bar.

Kelly is oblivious to what has just transpired.

KELLY

Kiss me, lass. I’ll take you to my

hotel and show you the real Joseph

Kelly.

Kelly moves in for a kiss. Annabelle softly holds her hand

to his lips.

ANNABELLE

Save your kisses, Mr. Kelly. Be

patient.

KELLY

And what is it I’m waiting for?

ANNABELLE

We’ll go to your hotel. Allow me to

just use the powder room before we

leave.

KELLY

Ah, of course. We’d hate to be

interrupted later. You hurry back.

Annabelle slides one finger along his chest.

ANNABELLE

I’ll be quick.

Standing, Annabelle walks towards the table where Clarke

sits. When she passes she touches his shoulder gently with

her hand.

Clarke quickly pulls a few coins from his pocket and sets

them next to his mug of beer. He stands and follows

Annabelle as she exits through the back door. The bartender

notices the pair disappear with a puzzled look.

At the booth, Kelly straightens up and pulls himself

together, buttoning his suite and fixing his hair.

Reaching to straighten his tie, Kelly stops dead. Realizing

Annabelle has taken his tie, he breathes deep to calm

himself and exits the booth.



109.

109 EXT. ALLEY - NIGHT 109

In the Alley behind Lazzo’s, Annabelle removes the tie from

her dress and holds it up to Clarke.

ANNABELLE

The stubborn fool. A little alcohol

always loosens up a man.

Clarke smiles and takes it from her. He becomes stern again.

CLARKE

We’re not in the clear yet, we need

to move. He could discover you’re

gone any second.

Taking her hand the couple trot down the alley.

110 INT. LAZZO’S SALOON - NIGHT 110

Kelly stumbles to the bar, still intoxicated. The bartender

approaches.

KELLY

Barkeep. The woman I was with, did

you see where she went?

BARTENDER

I did sir, she walked out the door

there.

He motions to the rear door.

BARTENDER (CONT’D)

Another man followed her out.

Anger flashes across Kelly’s face.

KELLY

That’s not where your loo is, is

it?

BARTENDER

No it’s not.

Kelly explodes in pure rage, all signs of drunkenness

disappear.

KELLY

NO! BLOODY NO!

The entire saloon quiets as Kelly races out the door and

into the alley.
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111 EXT. ALLEY - CONTINUOUS 111

Kelly bursts through the door and peers around.

Annabelle and Clarke stop and turn back toward the saloon to

see Kelly standing there.

Kelly notices the couple and explodes with anger.

KELLY

GET BACK HERE YOU WENCH!

He takes off running at the couple.

CLARKE

Quick!

The two turn and run, but Annabelle is slowed by her dress.

KELLY

DO YOU KNOW WHO I AM?!

Clarke turns to see Kelly gaining. Noticing a large stack of

pallets to his right, he stops long enough to knock them

over, partially blocking the alley.

Kelly comes upon the pallets as Clarke and Annabelle pick up

the pace. He moves to jump over them but his suit jacket

catches on a rusted nail and he’s jerked to the ground.

KELLY (CONT’D)

Fucking Hell!

Leaving his jacket behind Kelly clambers after Clarke and

Annabelle.

The couple take a sharp left into another alley and Kelly

follows, gaining. Kelly is on their heels when they make a

quick right.

Surprised by the swift turn, Kelly stumbles past the alley

before following again.

Running at full speed Clarke and Annabelle realize they’re

headed straight for a wall at the end of the alley.

Annabelle struggles to hold up her dress. She takes a quick

look over her shoulder to realize Kelly is mere feet behind.

Annabelle screams.

ANNABELLE

Clarke!
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Turning to look Clarke stumbles and falls to the ground.

Kelly, unable to stop trips hard over Clarke and hits the

ground with a thud. Annabelle stops in her tracks.

Clarke, now separated from Annabelle by the fallen Kelly,

quickly stands and kicks Kelly in the back before he can

rise.

Pulling out the tie once again, Clarke tosses it to

Annabelle.

CLARKE

Run Anna!

ANNABELLE

But...

CLARKE

GO!

As Annabelle turns to run, Kelly snares Clarke around the

ankles and knocks him to the ground. Annabelle reaches the

end of the alley and finds another corridor to her left. She

races down it.

Kelly clenches his fist and throws a hard punch that hits

Clarke straight in the face. He yells in pain.

CLARKE

Ahhh!

Kelly scrambles to get on top of Clarke but Clarke kicks

hard, sending him backwards to the stone alley floor. The

two stand and take ready poses. Clarke wipes the blood away

from his nose and mouth with his sleeve.

KELLY

Who the bloody hell are you?!

CLARKE

You don’t recognize me, Bunko

Kelly?

KELLY

Why would I fucking know you, mate?

CLARKE

You hired me some days ago. For

work aboard the Rosecranna.

Kelly stares confusedly, then recognition spreads across his

face.
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KELLY

The photographer.

Kelly emits an evil laugh.

KELLY (CONT’D)

I sold you.

CLARKE

I am no one’s slave!

KELLY

Well from the looks of it you made

it back. I’d ask you how but I

really don’t care. All I want is my

tie back, so if you’ll pardon me.

Kelly steps to strike but Clarke is faster and ducks out of

the way. Another quick punch catches Clarke on the chin.

Stepping back, Clarke readies himself and charges Kelly,

slamming him against the wall. Kelly shoves back and the two

are once again wrapped in a wrestling match.

KELLY (CONT’D)

Why are you here?

CLARKE

I’m here for you -- someone has to

stop you.

KELLY

Best of luck with that.

Kelly jams his elbow hard into Clarke’s ribs and Clarke

crumples to the ground, the wind knocked from his lungs.

Kelly quickly stands and looks down at Clarke.

KELLY

Ah, the sweet taste of revenge I

guess -- it’s a pity you’ll never

know it.

Kelly spits on Clarke as he lays gasping at his feet.

KELLY (CONT’D)

Now where has your wench gone?

Clarke gasps.
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CLARKE

Go to hell.

KELLY

I’ll see you there mate.

Kelly hauls back and kicks Clarke in the face. Turning, he

runs in the direction Annabelle had gone.

When he reaches the wall he turns left and sprints hard.

This alley is smaller than the last and quite

dark. Looking, Kelly sees an opening at the end that grows

larger as he approaches.

Suddenly, he runs into a small square created by

intersecting alleys.

112 EXT. ALLEY INTERSECTION - CONTINUOUS 112

Joseph Kelly runs into the square and stops dead. The sound

of COCKED guns draws his attention. He stops and looks

around, all his exits are surrounded by policemen.

The body of Sebastian lays at his feet in the middle of the

small square.

Larry Sullivan and Captain Cross stand on the other side of

the body as Annabelle peers from behind them.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Ah -- Joseph Kelly.

Kelly glares at Sullivan.

KELLY

Sullivan -- What the hell is this?!

Larry smiles slightly.

LARRY SULLIVAN

Well, it appears someone has

murdered this poor fellow on his

way home from the pub. We’re pretty

sure who did it.

Larry Sullivan reaches into his pocket and slowly pulls out

a long piece of red and white material, Kelly’s bow tie.

LARRY SULLIVAN (CONT’D)

He left behind some very

incriminating evidence.

Kelly’s eye burn with rage.
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KELLY

That will never stand up in front

of a jury. I OWN THIS CITY!

LARRY SULLIVAN

I’m sorry Joe, but I do.

Captain Cross steps forward, producing a pair of shackles.

Kelly steps back, ready to fight.

CAPTAIN CROSS

Joseph Kelly, you are under arrest

for the murder of Sebastian Gale.

Before Kelly can react he is grabbed and held tight by two

policemen who had sneaked behind him. He struggles but is

unable to get free.

KELLY

You’ll never get away with this you

bloody wankers!

Kelly struggles as Captain Cross shackles his hands behind

his back.

KELLY (CONT’D)

Let go of me you Arse!

Suddenly, Annabelle steps forward with a worried look.

ANNABELLE

Where is my husband? What did you

do with him?

Kelly looks at her and smiles grimly.

KELLY

Your husband -- he got what was

coming to him.

Tears begin to swell in her eyes.

ANNABELLE

What did you do!?

In that moment, A.E. Clarke stumbles from the alley. His

face is bloody with a large, black eye at covers half his

face. Somehow, he manages to smile.

Larry Sullivan notices him first.
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LARRY SULLIVAN

Clarke! Great job.

Annabelle smiles with delight and rushes towards Clarke,

wrapping her arms around him.

ANNABELLE

I’m so glad you’re alright.

She reaches her hand out tenderly; he winces.

ANNABELLE (CONT’D)

Your poor eye.

CLARKE

I’m alright, sweetheart.

Kelly spits in their direction.

KELLY

How cute. Fuck the both of

you. When this doesn’t hold, you

two better watch yourselves. I’ll

be back for you.

Captain Cross and his men kneel Kelly down in front of the

body.

CAPTAIN CROSS

Oh, I severely doubt that.

KELLY

What are you doing?

Larry Sullivan motions to Clarke.

LARRY SULLIVAN

One for the papers, eh Clarke? And

let’s not forget the jury.

CLARKE

Of course, sir.

Clarke parts from Annabelle and walks to one corner of the

alley where his camera stands high on its tripod. He

positions himself behind it.

KELLY

You bastard.

CLARKE

Nice and still for me, Mr. Kelly.

Clarke bends down and snaps the photograph.
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FULL SCREEN:

A sepia toned photograph depicts Joseph Kelly handcuffed by

the police. He’s kneeling in front of the body of Sebastian

Gale, his striped tie lies next to it.

The photograph transitions to the front page of the Portland

Gazette. The caption reads, "Hotelier Joseph Kelly Arrested

for Murder: Evidence Resounding."

The newspaper dissolves into darkness. Text replaces it that

reads...

Joseph "Bunko" Kelly was convicted of second-degree murder

in the fall of 1894 and sentenced to life at hard labor in

the Oregon State Penitentiary.

After his release in 1908, Kelly wrote a

semi-autobiographical book entitled "My Thirteen Years in

the Oregon State Penitentiary." It exposed the inhumane

conditions of the prison which led to many reforms.

Following publication of his book, Kelly went to visit San

Diego, California and disappeared forever. Many believe he

never returned from that trip, but some suspect otherwise...

113 EXT. COUNTRY HOME - DAY 113

A small, two story home glows in the afternoon sunshine, its

blue shutters contrast with the white siding.

A small boy runs in the green grass of the front yard as

Morris snores softly in a garden chair underneath a large

maple tree.

A.E. Clarke walks up the stone walkway connecting the street

to his home, still carrying his brown camera case. He has

aged some and a small scar shines next to his left eye.

The boy in the yard, CLARKE’S SON, notices him and runs

over.

CLARKE’S SON

Daddy!

Clarke bends down and hugs his son.

CLARKE

Hey there, sport. Why don’t you

wake your grandfather and come

inside? I’m sure your mother is

almost finished with supper.
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CLARKE’S SON

Alright, dad.

The boy smiles and runs off toward Morris.

CLARKE’S SON (CONT’D)

Poppa!

Clarke continues toward the house. As he approaches the

front door he spots a small pile of envelopes on the

doorstep.

He picks them up and shuffles through them, stopping when he

gets to one. It’s a small, brown letter addressed to Mr. and

Mrs. Alexander Clarke and Family. The return address marks

the sender as Jarek Gryzania. Clarke smiles.

Opening the front door he walks inside.

114 INT. COUNTRY HOME - CONTINUOUS 114

Clarke enters a small foyer and sees Annabelle in the next

room setting a fresh pie to cool on an open windowsill.

She’s older now but still has that angelic glow surrounding

her.

Annabelle smiles.

ANNABELLE

You’re home just in time.

Clarke sets down his brown case and walks over to her with

the envelopes.

CLARKE

It smells wonderful my love.

He kisses her softly on the mouth.

CLARKE (CONT’D)

Look who’s written us.

He holds the letter and Annabelle smiles happily.

ANNABELLE

Let’s open it then. We haven’t

heard from Jarek in a long time.

The couple pull a few chairs away from a nearby table and

sit down. Clarke pulls a small knife from his pocket, opens

the envelope and pulls out the letter. He reads aloud.
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CLARKE

To my dear friends Clarke and

Annabelle, I’d first like to wish

you a happy congratulations on the

new addition to your family. I

cannot wait to meet the young man.

I have some happy news of my

own. My sister’s husband and

eldest son have finally made the

crossing to America to join us in

San Fransisco. Our family is

reunited once again.

Clarke pauses and smiles at Annabelle, then continues

reading.

CLARKE (CONT’D)

I’m also writing this day to share

with you a story. About three

months ago, I was in a small

bookshop and came across a new

title called My Thirteen Years in

the Oregon State Penitentiary.

Picking it up, I was startled by

the author’s name...

Clarke pauses for a second and continues hesitantly.

CLARKE (CONT’D)

...Joseph Kelly. Our adversary was

released from prison earlier this

year. Please do not fret however,

for I felt it was my turn to return

the favor.

115 EXT. LAZZO’S SALOON - DAY 115

CLARKE (V.O)

I traveled back to Portland...

The voice of Clarke fades away as the sound of FOOTSTEPS on

a stone street echo loudly. A pair of polished black shoes

make their way across a busy street.

The shoes belong to Joseph Kelly. His hair and mustache have

begun to gray and his pudgy stomach fits snug in a new

tailored suit, though he has neglected to wear a tie.

Once across the street, Kelly opens the door and enters

Lazzo’s Saloon.
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116 INT. LAZZO’S SALOON - CONTINUOUS 116

The interior of Lazzo’s is the same as before except paint

no longer chips from the walls; it’s now a fresh coated

brown.

Joseph Kelly walks proudly to the rear of the saloon and

takes a seat at the bar. A bartender stands with his back to

Kelly, fiddling with various bottles. Kelly coughs to get

his attention.

KELLY

Excuse me, bartender.

The bartender turns slowly, revealing himself as Jarek

Gryzania.

JAREK

Cheers Mr. Kelly. The usual I

presume?

Kelly’s face changes from confusion to surprise, and finally

to recognition. It’s the same man from the booth those many

years before.

KELLY

You.

Jarek smiles and leans in, grasping a handle below the bar.

JAREK

Good book.

Jarek pulls the handle back and releases the

deadfall. Joseph Kelly plummets into darkness.

END


