FADE IN
EXT. OUTER SPACE
As we slowly descend through the Earth’s atmosphere, we hear the first strains of a haunting lute, joined by a buildup of forest sounds. We descend into a forest.

EXT. FOREST EDGE – DAY (MAGIC HOUR)
A dark object appears on the horizon, emerging through shimmering heat waves and backlit by the setting sun.

The object is a horse-drawn carriage, travelling at breakneck speed. As it gets closer the sound of the horses’ hooves reaches crescendo. The carriage charges on.

It slows down fast and the horses kick up their hooves in a cloud of dust and whinnying. They have reached their destination.

INT. OUTPOST – DAY (MAGIC HOUR)
A man in military uniform watches the carriage arrive through a tiny window. As the dust settles a group of men carrying weapons alight from the carriage. The man in uniform turns to a figure hidden in the shadows.

UNIFORM
He’s here.

EXT. OUTPOST – DAY
Two other carriages are visible. In the background we see thatched cottages - a secret military installation masquerading as a hamlet. Aides bark orders at villagers, who pack the carriages with equipment.

Inside the carriage, a man sprawls on the back seats. He sits up and lights a long, thin pipe. He exhales and leaps from the carriage onto the ground.

Four men approach him with a sedan. He gets in and they set off to the outpost. He is watched from the outpost doorway as the sedan approaches.

Schaeffronio steps out of the sedan. He is a large and surly looking man. General Philips steps forward to greet him, dressed in the Queen’s colours. Schaeffronio salutes.

PHILIPS
(with affection)
I find’st thee with a keenly visage.

SCHAEFFRONIO
Indeed. Many year hath passed since last we met.

The men walk into the outpost.

INT. OUTPOST – DAY
A large room with stone floors. A lantern hangs, illuminating a range of equipment and maps. Philips and Schaeffronio enter the room.

PHILIPS
(growing serious)

I must confess that trouble brew’st. Thy might be the sole fellow with powers to aid.

They cross the room to a table. The men ponder over the maps.

PHILIPS
Word hath reached me of an ambush, here. The carriage bore three of the Royal cabinet.

SCHAEFFRONIO
‘Tis the territory over the border, General.

PHILIPS
(dead serious)
A problem indeed. ‘Tis not known how their route did deviate, nonetheless we are assured that they lie in the hands of the French.

Schaefer looks up, puffing lightly on his pipe.

SCHAEFFRONIO
(quietly)
What thinkest thou, General?

PHILIPS
To my mind we have until next cock’s crow to rescue them. We must move by nightfall.

Another puff of Schaeffronio’s pipe. He smiles wryly.

SCHAEFFRONIO
This surprises me not.

PHILIPS
‘Tis not all.

SCHAEFFRONIO
Continue, General.

PHILIPS
You shall be with accompaniment.

Schaeffronio taps his pipe on the table.

SCHAEFFRONIO
We doth work not with outsiders, General. Thy know’st this well. Methinks an arrangement of the Queen’s guard would be better suited to such an excursion.

PHILIPS
I fear that they would prove ineffective. We beg thy services only.

SCHAEFFRONIO
For what reason are you assured of our suitability in this matter?

VO
‘Twas a wantwit’s assertion that thy skills were unrivalled.

Schaefforio turns, seeing the outline of a figure standing in the doorway of the outpost, holding a scroll bearing Her Majesty’s Seal in finest crimson.

Wearing a cowl, Sir Dillonious, a middle aged gentleman of color, enters the chamber. Although as hard-bitten as his fellow gentlemen, his demeanour betrays a time sheltered from conflict and war.

DILLONIUS
When last we danced, it was Lieutenant, Schaeffonio.

A look of inherent satisfaction fills Schaeffronio’s face.

SCHAEFER
Dillonius! Whoreson zed!

The gentlemen pace together and swing from the hip as if to punch, but their hands combine in a tight grip, their forearms bulging.

DILLONIUS
(warmly)
How farest thee, Holland?

The contest of brawn continues, Schaeffronio gradually forcing Dillonius’s arm downwards.

SCHAEFFRONIO
What ails thy grip, Dillon? Hath Queen Elizabeth made thee a knave to quillmanship? Dost thou yield?

DILLON
(grinning)
It shall never be.

SCHAEFFRONIO
Thy nature remains unchanged.

They exchange a burgeoning glance, each rapt in reminiscence of times past. A moment’s hesitation passes and the contest concludes. The gentlemen laugh, Dillonius slapping Schaefforio’s shoulder.

DILLONIUS
Sir, thy infamous toil within the Germanic territories doth esteem thee heartily in mine respect. Gaining entry with gunpowders, and vanquishing Her Majesty’s antagonists in but a few grains of the hourglass. My respect remains undwindled.

SCHAEFFRONIO
As if in days past, Dillon.

DILLONIUS
Furthermore, I received word of your reluctance to participate in our duties in the Middle Eastern region. Permit me the honour of sharing in thy reasoning?

Schaeffonio eyes Dillonius, quietly considering him.

SCHAEFFRONIO
‘Twas not in my esteem to do so. My corps are men of disentanglement, we are not gentleman of the hatchet.
(smiles)
This must indeed be virtuous. A gentleman of Elizabeth’s highest esteem vacates his quarters for the thicket, what grave matters wallow hence?

DILLONIUS
The aforementioned cabinet members are of grave import to our undertakings in this region. I fear immediacy in their betrayal of Her Majesty’s honour. I require gentlemen of the highest calibre to succeed in earnest.

(pauses)
I required the finest. The very finest. To this end I prepared arrangements with the Royal Senate, and our meeting this day bears their fruit.

SCHAEFFRONIO
Continue.

DILLONIUS breaks the scroll’s seal, revealing an etching of the surrounding territories.

DILLONIUS
The itinerary is unelaborate, sir. We discover evidence of their passage at the carriage, approach with haste, redeem the hostages and revert cross the border before a soul is roused with alarm. Thy career hath seen many such as this. An unremarkable venture, in truth.

Schaeffronio considers.

SCHAEFFRONIO
Indeed one that may have been concluded without foreign aid.

Philips breaks in.

PHILIPS
The orders cannot be more clear, Major. Once your destination is reached, Dillonius will assume command.

Schaefer looks at Dillonius.

DILLONIUS
Fear not, brother. Royal service hath not softened my blade.

PHILIPS
Time wastes.
(to Schaeffronio)
Ready your men.

