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FADE IN:

EXT. ADMIRAL BENBOW INN, ENGLISH COAST - DAY

A low building on a road above the sea. Wind off the water hard enough to lean on.

JIM HAWKINS, fourteen, carries a bucket across the yard, and stops.

Coming up the road, a MAN pushing a sea-chest on a barrow. Tall, heavy, brown as a nut, a sabre cut across one cheek, black nails.

He stops in front of the inn and looks at it the way a man looks at a room he intends to hold.

BILLY BONES
This is a handy cove. Much company, mate?

JIM
Very little, sir.

BILLY BONES
Then here's the berth for me.

He drops three or four gold pieces on the step.

BILLY BONES (CONT'D)
You can tell me when I've worked through that.

INT. ADMIRAL BENBOW INN - PARLOUR - NIGHT

Billy Bones at a table by the fire with a rum, alone. Four LOCALS at the far end, talking about nothing, quietly, because of him.

Jim clears a glass from the table. Billy Bones takes his wrist. Not hard. Just takes it.

BILLY BONES
Boy. There'll be a seafaring man with one leg. He'll come here looking for me.

JIM
One leg.

BILLY BONES
One. And you'll watch the road for him, and the day you see him you'll tell me, and I'll give you a silver fourpenny on the first of every month.

He lets go.

JIM
What does he want?

BILLY BONES
What they all want.

He drinks.

BILLY BONES (CONT'D)
Not me, lad. What's in my chest.

He looks at the door as though he has heard it open. It has not.

EXT. ROAD ABOVE THE COVE - DAY

Fog coming in off the water, so thick the sea is only a sound.

Jim, on the step, watching the road because he has been paid to.

Out of the fog, tapping: a stick on frozen ground.

A BLIND MAN comes up the road, hunched, in a huge ragged sea-cloak, hooded, a stick before him. He stops exactly where Jim is, though he cannot see him.

BLIND PEW
Will any kind friend inform a poor blind man, who has lost the precious sight of his eyes, where he is?

JIM
You're at the Admiral Benbow, sir.

BLIND PEW
I hear a voice. A young voice.

His hand comes out, finds Jim's arm, and closes on it like a vice.

BLIND PEW (CONT'D)
Now, boy. Take me in to the captain.

JIM
Sir, I dare not.

BLIND PEW
Oh. That's it.

He twists. Jim's arm bends the wrong way.

BLIND PEW (CONT'D)
Take me in, or I'll break your arm.

Jim takes him in.

FADE OUT.
