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1: 
A Pitch Document: A Pirate’s Life For The Son Of A Fortune Teller                                                                             - Alier Hazel Collins
6 x 15’ aimed at young adults/ family

MIKO is bored of his everyday mundane life. He is sixteen. He goes to school and does his homework even though his mother (ROSETA) predicts his detentions until everything changes. She is a fortune teller, a quiet woman and tea lover with a dusty shop on a street corner. 
MIKO is searching for a purpose. He tried working in a coffee shop. He cannot make coffee. He burns the milk and the espresso is bitter. By the end of the morning rush, they all look the same to him. 
At home, MIKO sits down with his mother and her tarot cards. She says a journey of becoming is on the horizon for him. He is a good boy, and will become a great man, and although he is not famous in this world, elsewhere he is a saint. All he needs to do to get home is find the sea. She tells him about his journey: he will meet someone and grow old with her, and although it is not love in the traditional sense it will give him strength to continue when the world seems dire. He mulls it over, like water on a mill wheel, ideas slip away from him, as he falls asleep.
MIKO gets up, says goodbye and heads off to school, falling down the drain onto the ship. He does not remember much of this. Walking along the street, he slips off the kerb, twisting his ankle and everything goes black. He wakes up in an unfamiliar bed on the ship. It’s still dark. He is confused but not concerned. Maybe this is his journey of becoming. His mother will know where he has gone. He does not need to text her. His phone is dead anyway.
Theres someone here (SALEM). He can see her shadowed reflection in the mirror at the foot of his bed. He sits up, shocked. She tells him to take it slow, but that the boss (EDWARD “BLACKBEARD”) will want to see him shortly, a contradicting statement. 
The mist closes in, he knows it is a ship because of the movement but he cannot see the water. (flashback to MOTHER ‘All you need to do to get home is find the sea’) as MIKO moves around the ship, meeting a collection of people from different time periods and backstories, all seemingly rescued by their own fall from various difficult situations. The crew are introduced on deck, each doing their activities.
EDWARD explains to MIKO that he must slay the KRAKEN, who is under the control of the enemy sea captain, HENRY (another pirate, from a different ship in this world) because that is the only way to keep the ship working, and all of the crew alive. EDWARD gives MIKO his sword as his weapon. MIKO panics, hes not cut out for this. The expectations and pressure of the situation builds. 
SALEM pretends she dislikes MIKO, she doesn’t want to get attached. MIKO wants her friendship so he slowly draws her in and learns more about her. She is a victim of the Salem witch trials and no one knows her real name. She teaches him about the world he is in, the ships and their crews (including the enemy ship, and HENRY). SALEM was here before EDWARD, so she knows a lot about how the system works. Most people are here because they are running from something. MIKO asks SALEM why he is here then; he did not have anything to escape, just boredom. SALEM explains that HENRY knows everyone else here too well now and as he has been trying for many years, they need to surprise him. His boredom is exactly the reason he was chosen, He was looking for a purpose, and EDWARD has given him one. 
Over the coming weeks, SALEM and MIKO, become close friends and she helps to train him in sword fighting. They play games, bake a cake and celebrate EDWARD’s 345th birthday. 
MIKO catches SALEM later that night in the kitchen making a potion. She tries to hide in the larder but it is too late. They scare each other, as neither expected to run into anyone. He asks what she is doing. And she tells him she wants to protect him so she was making a potion to do so. The ship is being prepared for battle, and she is scared she is going to lose her friend. 
Everyone around the ship begins to panic, they are all terrified and putting a lot of pressure on MIKO as he is the one who is supposed to save them. This is overwhelming for MIKO as he is not used to being the centre of attention or relied upon. HENRY is threatening clearly, there are lots of legends about him, he is a bloodthirsty, terrifying murderer, and MIKO can feel the terror rising. MIKO becomes brave. He realises he is needed and he is going to do this. He is steeling himself and preparing for success. 
HENRY, the KRAKEN and the enemy ship arrive. HENRY and the crew climb aboard and the fight begins. MIKO takes the potion SALEM gives him. He trusts her and tells her he promises he will end this. Lives are lost. We get a flashback to the morning of the fall and the conversation MIKO had with ROSETA about new kinds of love before he left for school. Back to the room. SALEM’s potion seems to be working, as HENRY attempts to stab MIKO but the blade does not break skin. HENRY calls this witchcraft and tries again. When it doesn’t work, he begins to panic. MIKO revels in ROSETA and SALEM’s power running through him, the love he feels for the people he has found. The KRAKEN flails in the water, and HENRY is backed up to the edge of the ship, into the mist, as MIKO approaches him. They are made brave by MIKOs presence. MIKO throws himself at the group, slashing HENRYS head off with his sword. His body topples off the edge, and the KRAKEN grabs it as his next victim. Once free from HENRYs control, the KRAKEN calms and the mist clears. The creature is no longer a threat. MIKO does not need to kill the KRAKEN because the tyrant is the real monster and he is dead. KRAKEN swims away and the crew watch, stunned. 
MIKO pulls SALEM aside from the celebrations, he explains that he believes they’re friends, and supposed to stay close, even now the drama is over. SALEM agrees and suggests finding a way back to ROSETA. MIKO tells her about ROSETA’s suggestion that all they need to do is find the sea, and they can see it now that the mist has cleared. They begin to row. 
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ACT ONE: Scenes 1 - 6

INT. COFFEE SHOP. DAY.

MIKO (16) is a tall boy with long dark hair tucked into a Starbucks cap and striking eyeliner. He stands behind the counter in his Starbucks uniform, holding a cup and looking unhappy. Colleagues work around him. Other characters cannot hear MIKO’s asides to us. Miko is still and looking at the camera, a pen tucked behind his ear. Chatter and coffee machine sounds fill the background. Rain outside. There is a low, indie song playing in the background.

MIKO
(monotone, bored)
Welcome to Starbucks, what can I             get started for you today?

We pull out to reveal a customer stood at the counter, a tall businessman in a suit, holding a briefcase.

CUSTOMER
(clearly in a rush)
Tall black americano please.

MIKO
Name? 

MIKO (CONT’D)
(to the camera)
I’m awful at making coffee. My customer service is terrible too. They put me on tills because I can spell. That might be the only reason I still have a job, to be honest. 

He reaches up to the pen on his ear, and then puts it in his mouth to tuck his long hair back into place, before looking expectantly at the customer, who taps his foot. 

CUSTOMER
Steven.

MIKO
(scribbling name on cup, to the customer) 
Two minutes. 

He passes receipt and cup back to a colleague behind him.

MIKO (CONT’D)
(to the camera)
Well. That and the fact that no-one in their right mind works in a service station coffee shop. I’m only here because money is tight. I don’t even drink coffee.




EXT. STREET. DAY.

MIKO is walking home from work and it is raining. He wears his denim jacket, soaked to the skin. His shoes have holes in so his feet are wet. Thunder sounds overhead. Rain gets harder. MIKO pulls his sodden denim jacket closer around his shoulders and walks a bit quicker, with a look up to the sky. 

MIKO
(to the camera)
I’m just so bored. Every day I go to school, I go to work, I go home. I make dinner and read Elbow a story, then bed. Where’s the adventure? I think I read too many John Green novels, those teenagers have exciting adventures to go on, Amsterdam, Alabama… you know… not Berkshire.

He shrugs, and stoops to pick up a very wet ginger cat, and then continues, jumping over the garden gate, cat under his arm.

ELBOW meows pathetically

MIKO (CONT’D)
(to Elbow)
You and me both Buddy, you and me both. 

MIKO (CONT’D)
(to the camera)
Elbow here has more fun than me. He at least goes on high speed mouse hunts with minimal success. Though he did catch a frog once. 

ELBOW meows again 

MIKO (CONT’D)
(to ELBOW)
That’s right, Mate. (musingly) That was quite an afternoon.





INT. MIKO’S FLAT. EVENING


MIKO takes us up the stairs, and into the flat above his Mum’s shop.  He slides his wet feet out of his shoes, squelching along the narrow hallway. There is low light coming from the scented candles in the living room and kitchen which are off of the hall we are currently in. There is one yellow bulb hanging from the ceiling, with no shade. MIKO enters the rustic kitchen, sets Elbow down on the table and pulls a tea towel off of a nearby chair. He wraps the cat up, dries him off and moves around the table to reach all of the cat’s angles, ducking under the pot rack hanging from the ceiling.

ROSETA
(from another room)
Miko! Is that you?

MIKO 
Hi Mum! Good day? 

MIKO (CONT’D)
(to the camera) 
I love my Mum. She’s cool, as far as mums go. Last week, she suggested we spend the evening together, and I didn’t have work anyway, so we went out to the woods looking for the badger sett, just ‘cause she knows I like the woodland wildlife. Sweet right? 

ROSETA moves closer, until she’s leaning against the doorframe, watching MIKO dry ELBOW off.

ROSETA
Yeah it was okay, Mrs Dennis came in again, looking for a reading on her son’s job, I think it’s going to be good; her cards look promising… (realising he is drying a cat with a tea towel) What on earth are you doing? 

ROSETA (CONT’D)
(to Elbow) 
What’s he doing to you, my boy?

ELBOW meows pitifully

MIKO 
(to the camera, shooting us a look)
See? It’s not only me that talks to him. He’s deaf too, so he can’t hear even if he could understand. Doesn’t stop us though, (to Elbow) does it Kiddo?

MIKO (CONT’D)
(to ROSETA) 
That sounds like a good day to me. I’m drying him; he got stuck outside in the storm. What are we making for dinner? (covers ELBOW’S ears despite deafness, and in a faux whisper) Because if we don’t get cooking soon, I may have to eat our Elbow.

ROSETA laughs, and MIKO grins cheekily. He throws the tea towel into a washing basket next to the washing machine in the corner of the room, like a basketball player. Both celebrate and laugh when it goes in.

MIKO
Call me Usain Bolt!

MIKO (CONT’D)
(to the camera)
See that? It’s called irony.

ROSETA takes a seat at the table. ELBOW curls on her lap, purring.

ROSETA
I don’t know dear, see what’s in the fridge?

MIKO
(moving toward the fridge and opening it)
How about lasagne?

ROSETA 
Sounds good love.

MIKO 
(head in the fridge, to camera inside)
She always says yes to whatever I suggest. We cook together, but I always make her cut the onions. They ruin my eyeliner.

He considers this for a moment, realises he has already ruined the eyeliner in the rain, shrugs and closes the fridge on us.




INT. MIKO’S KITCHEN. NIGHT. 


MIKO and ROSETA sit at the table, each with a plate, eating. Elbow is fast asleep on ROSETA’s lap. The candlelight flickers unevenly, and they eat quietly for a moment. MIKO’s mug is decorated with leaves and mushrooms, and there is a short colourful glass in front of Roseta, just quirky enough. The room is homely in a tired yet colourful sort of way. The green counters reflect the evening light nicely, giving the room a cosy glow.
 
ROSETA
You know love, it’s been a while since we’ve looked at your cards, hasn’t it?
	
MIKO nods with a mouthful of pasta. He sneaks a bit of lasagne to ELBOW, who is shuffling around on ROSETA’s knees. ELBOW takes it and hops lightly to the floor to eat it.

MIKO
(to the camera)
We do it once every few months, just to see, you know? Last time she told me I was going to need to do the homework my history teacher gave me as he would be giving me a detention tomorrow if I didn’t. She didn’t even know I had homework. He did give me that detention, because I got distracted by a book and fell asleep. Hardly exciting.

ROSETA
It wasn’t too busy today, so do you want to do it after dinner?

MIKO shrugs, putting another forkful of pasta into his mouth. ROSETA stands up and puts her now empty plate by the sink before going to get her tarot deck from downstairs. Together they select the cards. 

MIKO
(Sarcastically)
I wonder who’s going to give me detention this week!

ROSETA considers each of the cards she draws before starting to speak. MIKO looks initially bored and rests his head in his arms on the table, before sitting up straighter as he listens.

ROSETA
We have the fool, the ace of cups and the knight of wands. This is interesting Miko, it looks like there’s a big journey on the horizon for you. It’s somewhere you’ve never been and it’s going to be a journey of becoming, of discovery. You are going to learn things about yourself. Just one person becomes important… you form a connection with them. We will have to do a more focused reading to understand what kind of relationship this is. You are going to be a hero to some… on your journey you will be something of a saint. / There’s a lot of water here. Its significance is uncertain, but I think it’s a mode of travel for you, how you get to this place and //home again.

MIKO
/What. 

MIKO
//What?

ROSETA
I don’t know love. 
	
MIKO
So, all I need to do to get home is find the water?

ROSETA
I suppose… I do know that you won’t need to worry about your homework this week, eh? 

MIKO
(appears to miss this comment)
Mum, what does this mean? Why me? Where am I going?
	
ROSETA
They’re just cards my darling, I can’t get that much detail. I suppose you will have to wait and see.

She falls into thought for a moment, tapping her fingers on the cards in front of her. 

ROSETA (CONT’D)
(suddenly, as if out of a dream)
It’s late. To bed! 

She scoops up the cards, and kisses MIKO briefly on the forehead, before heading out of the room. MIKO sits still in the kitchen. Time passes (sped up). Light changes around him and he moves to make tea and then back to his chair. ELBOW moves around the room too, from the floor to the windowsill, to the table, stealing sips of the tea left forgotten on the table. We slip between his imagination and his reality in semi-conscious dream. He dreams of the sea where waves crash and appear to drown his ship but he stays afloat. 

MIKO
(to the camera, holding his tea)
Well. That was strange… A journey of becoming? What does that even mean? My mums job is great at getting me out of detentions but God the attention to detail is not there is it? Just got to… go with the flow…

He trails off and walks past the camera out of the shot, leaving us looking at an empty kitchen table, a mug of warm tea and the dawn light rising over the busy horizon of trees and buildings. ELBOW moves around the room as the light changes, settling on the windowsill for the night’s rest. Montage, show time on kitchen clock, show him in bed, time on bedside clock, then up again?





INT. MIKO’S KITCHEN. MORNING.


MIKO walks back into the kitchen wearing a slightly scruffy school uniform. He yawns and makes himself a bowl of cereal while humming (perhaps a heavy metal song, Bad Omens maybe?) to himself. He leans on the counter, hurriedly eating. ELBOW was asleep on the windowsill but he jumps down tripping him up as he turns to rinse his bowl in the sink.

MIKO
Mum! I’m off!

ROSETA 
(from another room)
Okay darling! Have a good day!

Miko gets his laptop from the sideboard, strokes ELBOW roughly and leaves closing the door behind him.





EXT. STREET. DAY.


MIKO moves down the quiet street, he jumps across the paving stones in time with his music, being careful not to step on the lines like a child.  He has his wired headphone in one ear, his music is loud enough that we can hear the muffled beats and he is scuffing his shoes. 

MIKO
(to the camera)
Rough night. Mum has this way of making my brain… I don’t know, it just doesn’t stop. Couldn’t sleep. But it’s fine, I did my homework, so at least I won’t get detention. I reckon it’s like… a spiritual journey… like I don’t think I’m actually going anywhere… there’s nowhere to go. (shrugs) I don’t know, I’m just trying to… 


MUSIC: floaty, vaguely ethereal, Bon Iver-esque?
MIKO’s foot slips off the curb and falls down. We watch him get sucked down, effect like the harry potter knight bus when they go between the London buses(?). He falls through rings of light. They are motionless around him as he falls, like a car moving through a tunnel. MIKO appears to be unconscious, his long hair floating around him. Suddenly it cuts as MIKO hits a bed in an unfamiliar room. 
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ACT TWO: Scenes 5 and 6. 



EXT. DECK OF THE SHIP. DAY.

It is breezy but not blustery, and misty on deck; we cannot see past the bounds of the ship to the sea below. However, the sun shines from above, giving the deck a sunlit feel. MIKO stands at the door to the cabin area, watching the crew move around. The sudden collection of people feels claustrophobic and overwhelming.

SALEM is a small girl with dark hair and a long skirt. She is holding a mug of coffee and leaning against the doorway behind MIKO

SOCRATES in a toga type gown and sandals, is stood with a spyglass trying desperately to see out to sea. His beard is blowing in the breeze. 

CECELIA is dressed as a Victorian maid, she holds a broom and appears to be scrubbing the deck. 

MATTHIUS is a gladiator; he walks around on a wooden peg leg which is slightly too long and throws his hips out. His sword knocks against his real leg as he walks. 

MIKO
(quietly)
What the / hell?

SALEM
(with a small push on MIKO’s back)
/Stop gibbering and go say hello.

MIKO shoots a look at the camera. MATTHIUS approaches slowly, his leg creaking. 

MATTHIUS
MIKO, yes? I am MATTHIUS. You’re new here. You’ve met SALEM already… We are all from different times. I was brought down when a stupid lion ate my stupid leg.

MATTHIUS gestures to his peg leg, runs a hand self-consciously through his hair and shakes MIKO’s hand. The others seem to be jostling for a closer look.

MIKO
(to the camera)
Where am I? I did not expect anything like this when my mum was all… (imitates ROSETA) ‘big journey of becoming’…

MIKO (CONT’D)
Um, nice to meet you…

CECELIA joins the group around MIKO, putting down her broom. 

CECILIA 
(with a shallow curtsy, which MIKO waves her up from)
Hello Sir, its lovely to finally meet you.

MIKO
(overwhelmed & exasperated)
Don’t feel like you have to curtsy for me. And don’t call me Sir!

CECILIA
(blushing)
Oh… But Sir, I… yes. 

SOCRATES
(still holding his spyglass up to his eye. In a glaswegian accent, which catches MIKO off guard)
‘Ello MIKO! SOCRATES. How are ya?

MIKO
(struggling to hold everything together now. To the camera)
Isn’t he Greek? I swear I do listen at school sometimes… SOCRATES is definitely not from Scotland.

MIKO (CONT’D)
Er, yeah I’m… on a trip… (looking back at     SALEM) What on earth was in that tea you gave me?

SALEM
Nothin’ M, Nothin’ at all. This is real, you’re not losing it.

CECELIA
(shyly)
Yes… it is… We all think it’s not initially…

MIKO
(to the camera)
You know, I wasn’t concerned I was losing it… Now I am but that’s beside the point. I am, however, concerned she has put something in that tea… my colleague did far too much acid before work once and I spent the whole Sunday shift trying to convince him that we were in fact not in a Viking gay bar.

MIKO (CONT’D)
That’s alright then… Okay… What now?

SOCRATES
The boss wants t’see ya mate. 

MIKO
Who’s the…/

/ Sharp cut with a sound effect





INT. BLACKBEARD’S OFFICE. DAY.


MIKO is stood in a mahogany office, there is a chair behind a desk, its back to us. We can see EDWARD’s hat over the back of the chair. There are bookshelves with trinkets and objects from all eras, including books, CDs, rocks, daggers and snow globes dotted around. 

EDWARD
Hello.

MIKO looks into the camera, he is terrified, but also curious. When EDWARD speaks, MIKO’s expression changes as he attempts to make his face look normal. EDWARD spins around on his chair, somewhere between a Bond villain and a child in Ikea. 

EDWARD
I have always wanted to do that. Was it scary?

MIKO just stares at him, wide eyed. EDWARD seems to be a little crazy, his hair is frizzy underneath the hat, and his eyes are wild. Long pause.

EDWARD (CONT’D)
…Okay, I will take that as a… yes? No? Yes. It’s a yes. I’m terrifying. (he smiles, seeming satisfied) Well? You gonna say anything?

MIKO stutters, seemingly unable to settle on what he should say.

MIKO
You’re Blackbeard.

EDWARD
(smiling, appreciating the recognition)
That I am!

MIKO looks worriedly into the camera as if asking for help and the scene cuts.
















 
